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Figgis 

 

Charles Figgis didn't care where they lived, just that they stopped long enough to let him 

settle down.  At his age he couldn’t be doing with all the upheaval, but here they were, once 

again, discussing a move. They had tried every possible location since they had left Nunhead 

in South London: Tower Hamlets and Abney Park; West Brompton and Highgate, West 

Norwood and Kensal Green. It was enough to make your head spin. They were never in one 

place long enough in Charles’ opinion. And the people. If it wasn’t noisy neighbours, it was 

nosey neighbours. Some were common – them who’d been in trade were the worst, Charles 

thought – and some so stuck up they could barely bother to share the same air. Charles knew 

what it was – he could smell it a mile away: class. You never got old money in these places; 

no, they stuck to their own kind, stayed in their fancy estates. It wasn’t that some of the riff-

raff didn’t try and make out they had a proper family tree with no embarrassing gaps. Charles 

didn’t fool himself; a tradesman to his fingertips and proud of it. Successful, mind. And 

respected. 

Charles sighed and sank a little lower. He only wanted his family to stop going on about 

where they should go next. On and on. For years they’d been at it. Go west, try the City, cross 

the river. He really didn’t mind. Anywhere. So long as it was dry. Yes, it had to be dry. He 

couldn’t be doing with damp. Not at his age. He’d tried damp and damp wasn’t good. Made 

his fade. A bit of sunlight, that’s all he craved. And now he thought about it, maybe they 

could avoid the wind. It played havoc with his constitution. He wasn’t as solid as he once had 

been. It was alright for the youngsters; they could take a bit of a buffeting, but he was beyond 

that. So sunny and sheltered. And no Greeks. God, no. Not after West Norwood, what with 

their howling and constant moaning. Or that group of bloody poets in Highgate, always 
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coming over to recite, night and day. It wasn’t like they were any good. And the poems never 

changed. Surely they could compose in their heads.   

Charles shifted and let his stomach settle back down. Some neighbours were alright: those 

Sally Army people in Abney Park, for instance; they could hold a tune, even if the General 

needed to do something about the volume sometimes. Sunny, sheltered and a bit of peace and 

quiet. Yes, that was all. Of course it had to be in one of the Magnificent Seven but then that 

went without saying. Any one of the Seven. Maybe they’d agree to go back home. He looked 

at his family and, to his surprise, realised that he had come to a decision. They would go 

home. 

“Nunhead.” Charles Figgis stretched his neck, realigning the bones; it was always stiff, his 

neck, ever since his accident. It was a bore how your last injury always remained with you. 

“Why not Nunhead?” 

Clarissa Figgis looked at where she last remembered her husband had settled, his silhouette 

indistinct against the fading light. “Charles please. We’ve been through that before. You 

know it’s hopeless.” 

“Do I? Do I really?” When animated, which wasn’t often these days, Charles tended to move 

quickly like each part was vibrating. “We haven’t been back in… in…” When had they left? 

He struggled to remember exactly. “It was when that awful Labour man was in charge. The 

one with the big hair. No one liked him.” 

“The children won’t be happy, Charles. They will not want to go back.” 

“But why? It’s our home,” bleated Charles. He looked at his pale hands. They were still 

shaking, the aftershocks from his over-excitement of a moment before. Why was he getting 
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so het up? Hadn’t he just acknowledged he didn’t care where they went? “It’ll be fine now. 

Things will be different.” 

Clarissa looked up, up into the clear blue sky. “That’s what worries me,” she said as if to 

herself. 

“We might as well try, mother.” Ezra punched his chest with his right fist and belched softly. 

Another minute and he would be back punching again, forlornly trying to stop the building 

explosion. “Nowhere else will take us, not now we’re twenty. Rodney joining us was the last 

straw, wasn’t it? There are just too many of us and they’re all full.” He waved away his 

mother’s hand as she attempted to clip his ear.  

“I don’t see why. We’re not a noisy group like those Dissenters; they make a dreadful din.” 

Clarissa glared at her middle son. 

Jeremiah, Clarissa and Charles’ eldest, walked in a small circle, hands neatly folded behind 

his back. “It’s not a question of noise, mother. It’s because we’re a group. They can squirrel 

away singles and doubles but we Figgises are too much. Especially now the Seven are full. 

Of course if we split up…” 

“Never,” hissed Mrs. Figgis. She peered towards Charles but he was wafting and in no 

condition to hear. 

Ezra sneaked a glance at his older brother. “Maybe we should look at Camberwell. I heard 

say that…” 

“NO.” Clarissa’s outline glowed a warning as she looked over to Ezra; quickly Ezra faded 

back into the shadows. “We will not move to one of them new developments; trashy places. 

It’s one of the Seven for the Figgis family. You know that. Camberwell! I ask you. It’ll be 

full of gaudy colours and those mean little plots that all look the same.” 
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Jeremiah coughed and spat a mist of phlegm, his face coloring briefly before it returned to its 

normal translucent hue. “I think we should consider it. Father isn’t getting any younger, 

mother. It’ll be his time soon and a time comes when even the spirit is no longer willing. 

Maybe we need a new start. The youngsters want it…” 

“I know.” Clarissa dabbed away what might have been a tear in other circumstances. “I know 

he’s not much longer with us. We all know he’s fading…” She looked in the direction of her 

husband, concern clouding her features. “He’ll not cope with ‘new’, you know.  It’ll pull him 

apart.” 

Charles hissed, not sure if anyone would hear over their raised voices, “Don’t mind me. I’m 

not gone yet, and it’s not like I’m deaf, you know. What are you saying?” 

“The fact is,” Jeremiah gulped a breath, trying to suppress the cough, “Camberwell has space. 

Acres. Everyone says so.” He gave in and let the coughing fit take hold. When it had finished 

and he had regained his composure, he said, “It’s sunny there, too. You’d like that, pater, 

wouldn’t you?” 

Charles nodded, not that anyone could see him. “Sunny. And not windy. That’s all. Like 

home.” 

Clarissa swirled around her husband, gently massaging his neck and shoulder as she did so. 

“Home was cold and damp.  And it’s sure not to have got any better since we left.” 

Charles turned in on himself twisting into a coil of tendrils. “Remember the nights when we 

were the only ones, Clarrie love? Balmy nights and hot days. We can do that again.” 

Jeremiah leant in close to where he thought his father was standing. He tried to suppress the 

next coughing fit, knowing how upsetting it would be for his father. “Maybe we might try 
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something new, Pater.  Open and sunny and warm with no noisy neighbours. Just neat plots. 

Well-tended.” 

Clarissa looked around at the leaning stones and lichen encrusted memorials. “Be nice if 

someone cared.” 

Charles surged slightly, cricking his neck as he did so. “Like the family home?  Oh Jeremiah 

lad, if you could see it you’d know how beautiful it is…” 

Jeremiah wobbled his head, immediately regretting the impact on his diaphragm. “I know 

what home looks like, Pater. I was there, too. Remember?” 

Charles subsided. “Did you? Were you there? You must have been a wee child.” 

Clarissa and Jeremiah shared a glance. Clarissa folded her hands in her lap - she alone 

amongst the Figgis clan had no specific injury or illness to put up with and sat calmly, her 

eyes scanning the group. “So, Jeremiah, you’ve had a good look, have you? When did you go 

to Camberwell?” 

Jeremiah wiped his chin of the imaginings of phlegm and said, somewhat sheepishly, “You 

know I haven’t been myself, mother.  It’s what we’ve heard.” He looked across at his mother. 

“There’s a rumour about Nunhead…” 

“What?” Charles quivered in anticipation. 

“Oh nothing Pater. Just stories.” 

“It was Elysium, son. Bliss on Earth. You won’t remember, but…” Charles hugged through 

himself. 

“I remember the wind” Jeremiah shuddered. 



Geoff Le Pard 
Figgis 
glepard@saqnet.co.uk 
 

6 
 

“No, that was Norwood. Or Tower Hamlets? Was it Tower Hamlets, Clarrie?” Charles’ found 

remembering difficult at times. 

Clarissa ignored her husband. “I want to know about Camberwell. What did you hear, son?” 

Jeremiah rammed his hands into his pockets. “It was Ezra. He said.” 

“Don’t bring me into this.” The younger man grimaced and belched again. “It was Alice’s 

idea, really.” He snuck a glance at his eldest sister, who was, as usual, floating on the edge of 

the group, close to her three children. “She was flirting with that poet fella, up Highgate 

and…” 

“Is this true Alice?” Clarissa turned her glower onto her eldest daughter. 

Alice’s lowered her head as she attempted to stop the blood oozing from her wrists onto her 

dress. She said, “So what, mother? It’s not as if I can do anything, is it? And Percy was sooo 

interesting.” She shook her hair in a cloud and added, “Anyway, Highgate was years ago. 

Ezra sneered at his sister. “He was married.” 

“A long time ago.” Alice sneered back. “Nice hands though.” She stared at the blood as it ran 

off her fingers. “He never minded.” 

Clarissa said, “Alice, you are a Figgis and that carries responsibilities. I knew going north, 

across the river, was a bad idea. Brompton was bad enough. Too many City people. And 

those immigrants. But north. Goodness. Why you thought that would work, Charles, I will 

never know. If my father had been here…” 

Charles smiled a knowing smile at his daughter, who smiled back. She was the only Figgis 

who could still make out Charles.  They both knew what the other was thinking: the day old 

man Absolom faded into history was a good one for everyone.  
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Clarissa was still shaking her head at the memory of her long departed father. She sighed, a 

cold breath enveloping her hands. “What do the rest of you think?” She looked at the 

upturned faces of her seventeen children and grandchildren. “On the basis we cannot stay put, 

do we return to Nunhead as Father wishes or do we debase ourselves and follow Jeremiah’s 

suggestion?” 

Little Isiah, holding the side of his head in place, followed Alice’s, his mother’s gaze; he 

found it difficult to see his grandfather. “Why did we leave, grandfather?” 

Clarissa eyes went up in exasperation. “How many times do we have to explain, Isiah?” 

Alice wrapped herself around her son, cocooning him in her strands and causing a mild 

swirling in the misty evening air. “Hush mother. It’s his accident. Your grandfather thought it 

was for the best, dear child.” 

Jeremiah shook with another coughing fit. “One of many inspired decisions from our 

beloved…” 

“ENOUGH.” Clarissa swelled to twice her normal size, cold tendrils catching on Jeremiah’s 

feeble larynx and setting off a ferocious spasm. “He may have nearly faded away but until he 

does you WILL show him due respect.” 

Jeremiah wiped angrily at his mouth, tugging the corners into a grotesque approximation of 

Munch’s scream. “We have wandered from one Cemetery to the next for the last seventy 

years because of him. When they cleared out the family Mausoleum, we could have 

stayed…” 

“Eighty years.” Charles Figgis blew on the leaves of the sycamore, glad he could still make 

them rustle. How much longer he wondered. “And we couldn’t stay.” 
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“What?” Jeremiah spun rounds, his coat mixing with Alice’s hair and sending it spiraling 

away until she sucked it back with a glare at her brother. “What did he say?” 

Clarissa leant in closer to her husband who repeated himself. “He said it was at least eighty 

years, when that man MacDonald was Prime Minister. Not the bald one, he said. You father 

knows his Prime Ministers.” 

Jeremiah tried to suppress another cough. “God dammit. Why did I have to be the one with 

consumption? Look at Isiah. He may only have half a brain but at least he can talk easily 

enough. Even if it’s nonsense.” He spat a trail of phlegmy mist onto the leaves next to him 

where it evaporated instantly. “Who cares when it was? We didn’t need to follow our remains 

when they cleared our Vault. It’s just an Old Wife’s Tale, that one. Look at us now. Does 

anyone know where we are?  No. And we’re still together, aren’t we?  We haven’t dispersed. 

Modern theories make it plain…” 

“Phooey.  Modern theories. Staying with your residue was a badge of honour, Jeremiah.  Not 

like today, where you just up and go where you like….” 

Charles tried to interrupt. “We did have to go. We did.” Charles knew no one would hear 

him, his voice so weak now that only Alice heard him and that was because she listened, 

really listened for him. He knew the rest no longer paid him any attention. No one 

remembered what it was like back then; there were rules. It would have been shameful to 

stay. The neighbours, they would have scorned the whole family if he hadn’t made them 

follow. And it had become rather grim, in truth, the way those elms had grown since he had 

been interred, shading the Mausoleum, making what had previously been a lovely sunny spot 

so awfully damp. Even back then he couldn’t stand the damp. He pulled a wry face. It’s why 

they took the caskets away, the damp. That’s what they said. They said they’d rot, if they 

weren’t moved. Be invaded by vermin. What about the vermin who moved them?  
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“And what happened?  Because of him,” Jeremiah continued his rant, waving vaguely at his 

father, “we end up in West Norwood.  We were dispersed soon enough, weren’t we? That 

wouldn’t have happened if we had stayed put.” 

“He couldn’t know there’d be a bomb.” Clarissa shuddered at the memory of that awful night 

when the family exploded into the air. The screams, the desperate struggle to keep everyone 

together. Charles had been a hero that night, pulling them all back into a ferocious cloud that 

he, alone, held together. No one spoke about the lack of remains, grateful to be all as one. 

Though the residents, the undamaged residents, shunned them. Forced them out.  

Jeremiah was still raging. “Tooting. He took us to Tooting. Not even one of the Seven.” 

Clarissa squeezed her eyes shut. What an awful cheap place. Tooting – hard to believe that 

place was actually consecrated - and they were treated like tramps, the homeless. They were 

itinerants. Itinerants! The Figgis family. It was so shameful. 

Alice had been distracted by the need to reconstitute her hair after tangling with Jeremiah. As 

a result the blood had cascaded from her wrists onto her apron and she was busily engaged in 

wiping it away. “We shouldn’t have moved from West Norwood. That was your fault, 

Jeremiah. Even after the bombing we could have stayed. There was enough of our remains 

there to allow us a place. If you hadn’t been such a snob…” 

“They treated us like the tradespeople, Alice. They had no respect. Always nosing around, 

inveigling themselves in amongst us, like we were bakers or dressmakers. Always in us. Not 

that you minded, Alice.” 

Alice waved her hands at her brother, who pulled back, a look of disgust on his face. She 

said, “Father was in trade. He paid for your fancy education. Typical of you to come over all 

high and mighty.” 



Geoff Le Pard 
Figgis 
glepard@saqnet.co.uk 
 

10 
 

Clarissa shushed her children. “You’ll upset your father. We couldn’t stay in West Norwood. 

Jeremiah was right. And Tooting was temporary.” 

Ezra released the belch that had been occupying him and said, “Don’t forget the Greeks. 

They didn’t like us. They wanted us out before the bomb.” 

Clarissa smoothed her son’s long black hair with a gentle waft of her hand. ”They didn’t like 

big family groups. It was like a challenge, you see.  They were the ones with the big families, 

back then, the Greeks. Those awful pretentious vaults. People came to West Norwood to 

gawp at them. Do you remember, Charles? The Acropolis, you called it, didn’t you?” 

Alice snorted. “Our vault was hardly modest.” 

“Ours might be big but it was not ostentatious. It has class; none of that Celebration of Death 

nonsense those continentals go in for.” 

Jeremiah held up his hands. “Alright. We know we can’t stay here. No one wants us and this 

place is too full anyway. We’ve tried all the Seven, we’ve given them a go and none work, do 

they? So it’s back to Nunhead and the family vault or something new.” He looked at the 

smear of grey that was all that was left of his father after so much recent effort and smiled, 

some of the old love for the large man who had defined his life returning. “I vote we try 

Nunhead.  But if there are any bad feelings about our return - any untoward behaviour – any 

concerted blowing or shaking, any unpleasant howling – and we leave and go to the 

Camberwell New Cemetery. Do we agree?” He closed his eyes as Clarissa turned her back. “I 

know, I know, it’s not one of the Magnificent Seven but please, some of us will be 

Intermediates for a long time and we deserve some peace.  Sometimes you have to move on. 

You can’t be stuck in the past. And not everywhere will be like Tooting.” He waved at his 
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younger children. “I have to think about them – young Arnold, and Augustus – as head of the 

family…” 

Clarissa spun back, her body twisting into a tight spiral. “Not yet, you’re not…” The vortex 

she created made Jeremiah’s body contort like someone was plaiting him. 

Jeremiah tried to float away but he was held tight by the suction. He pleaded with her. “I 

know, mother. Not formally but as a practical matter, I am. And it’s a matter of what - ten 

years – until Pater passes through and is free. Someone who can be seen and heard has to lead 

us. Ten years is a snip of time. You saw how it was with Grandfathers Thomas and Absolom 

- in their last years they could barely re-form themselves and Pater took the lead. Look at 

him, mother. Look closely.” He waved a hand generally as he waited for the convulsions in 

his chest to subside. “If Pater tried to do anything without us he’d vanish. Imagine what his 

last few years as an Intermediate would be like if that happened? This way we help him see 

the old home one last time.”  

Jeremiah leant in towards his mother and whispered. It was done out of habit since, while a 

ghost might lose everything except its sight, death does often improve the hearing. “He’ll 

never make two transitions, will he? Not now. If we get as far as Nunhead, he will have to 

stay put, won’t he? And so will we. We can move after that.” 

Clarissa folded her arms and hugged right through her torso.  Jeremiah envied her her 

trouble-free death. ‘Clarissa Figgis went to sleep on the 25th May 1895’. A natural death with 

no post mortem complications. She nodded. She knew her son was right. 

 

*** 
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Moving a family of Intermediate Spirits is not an easy task. Spirits, in the halfway stage 

between the end of Corporeal Existence and the start of the endless wanderings of the 

Afterlife, are fragile entities. They can only move when the weather is warm, the wind in the 

right direction and the Moon’s gravitational pull favourable. Thus the return to the Figgis 

mausoleum in Nunhead took seven years to reach fruition. By then Charles Figgis was both 

literally and metaphorically a shadow of his former self. Indeed the transfer only happened by 

a fortuitous combination of a warm June day, a strong Northeasterly wind and three Airbus 

380s stacking over south London while waiting to land at Heathrow creating an unexpected 

and decisive down-draught. It was Isiah who alerted the family to the conditions; Isiah, he of 

half a brain, might be simple but he had an intuition unusual in an Intermediate Spirit. It was 

he, too, who suggested they all formed a circle around Charles, to keep his Spirits Up, as the 

saying has it. 

At twenty seven minutes past two on that hot, sunny Sunday the family Figgis swirled 

carefully around Peckham Rye and headed slowly towards the chaotic and long abandoned 

cemetery at Nunhead. Using the memorial to the Scottish Martyrs as their guide they 

descended in a sweeping arc aiming for the Anglican Chapel where each Figgis had lain 

before his or her final interment in the Family Mausoleum.  

“It’s all different.” Ezra expressed what everyone was thinking. Nine decades might have 

passed since they had last viewed Nunhead and the decay and desolation were plain for all to 

see.  

“Where are the graves?” Clarissa squinted at the woods that had sprung up where before neat 

lanes had wound around carefully tended plots. “It’s just a forest.” 

“They are there. I think.” Ezra stretched out as far as he dared; he could not risk a sudden 

gust splitting him apart and leaving him as a separated Spirit – truly a fate worse than death. 
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“See, dotted amongst the trees. They are still there. Just… Just…” He could barely bring 

himself to utter the word. “Ignored.” 

“Does no one care? Are the living so indifferent these days? Surely…” Clarissa could not 

stop the sob. Once she had given in to that most feeble of emotions – self-pity – all the Spirits 

followed her mood and the low grumble became a moan and then a howl. No one heard – 

well, no human ears but the many dogs being walked along the paths and byways of Nunhead 

Cemetery stopped, hackles up ready to fight off whatever beast it was that stalked the woods 

unseen. 

There was one Figgis, however, who saw none of the neglect, who felt none of the pain. 

Charles, barely able to see and only capable of the slightest movement on his own, relied now 

on his hearing; and what he heard – the voices, in the background, wrapped around the trees 

and twisted amongst the creepers that now dominated the Cemetery – told him with a 

calming certainty that he was home. Alice, alone now of the Figgis clan in that she could just 

make out her father’s faint speech and shape leant in close. “Pater wants to see our plot, 

Jeremiah. Can you find it?” 

Jeremiah shook himself. So taken aback was he by the changes that he had not coughed in 

several minutes. He released a spittoon’s worth of bloody phlegm and pointed up the hill 

winding away from the monument. “We go that way; stick to the outer path and we’ll find 

it.” 

At ground level, where they had settled there were plenty of light eddies and currents to take 

them swiftly in the right direction. The Spirits all huddled in a group, not caring about the 

walkers and visitors who shuddered as they passed, chilled by a presence they all sensed but 

could neither see nor understand.  



Geoff Le Pard 
Figgis 
glepard@saqnet.co.uk 
 

14 
 

Ezra took the front position and gradually as the initial surprise – no, shock – wore off, he 

began to point out what he was seeing. “They’ve cleared space there – logs for beetles, it 

says. Beetles. Why beetles? And there. Are those beans? It says ‘community garden’. What 

can that be?” 

“Some sort of newfangled allotment, I suppose. I always said they’d go too far with all that 

socialism.” Clarissa folded her arms carefully. Being in such close proximity to her family 

meant that any sudden movement and several Spirits could become inveigled one with the 

other; uninveigling could take days, and the Spirits concerned were never entirely the same 

again. 

“It’s warm, here.” 

“What did you say, Pater?” 

“Warm.” 

Alice nodded. It was warm. The trees formed a barrier which she didn’t remember from 

before when the wind would sweep up the rising ground from Bermondsey and Rotherhithe, 

carrying the smells of the docks on its bitter currents.  She looked up as she felt the stirrings 

amongst the other Spirits. The younger ones, the ones dead but a few decades, could vibrate 

and swell with ease and they were doing just that. She bent to her father’s ear. “We’re here, 

Pater. It is still standing, ready for us.” 

“Is it damp? Is it?” 

But Alice didn’t hear his question, as she let her gaze soak up the classic form of the Figgis 

Vault. It hadn’t changed much though the moss and lichen were new; back then the 

sulphurous dusts from the choking industries down by the river kept everything pristine – 
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until it rained, that is, when the black stains told of the endemic pollution. But otherwise to 

Alice’s eyes, it was as they had left it. 

“Oh no.” Ezra saw them first. The others craned to see what he had seen.  

“What are they,” someone asked. 

“Surely not trees?” 

They stared with horror at the leaves inside the Vault. Surely they couldn’t have returned to 

find the final indignity; their beloved home returning to nature. 

“No, look. Pots.” 

It was true. The plants were in pots, neatly spaced on the shelves where, years before, their 

own remains had been interred. 

It was Clarissa who spoke first. “It’s a potting shed. We’ve become a potting shed. They’re 

tomatoes.” 

The family floated to a halt by the entrance, no one sure whether to cry or laugh. Slowly and 

carefully so as not to upset the delicate adhesion of their father and grandfather they parted 

and allowed Alice to float with Charles to the entrance. She frowned; she could sense he was 

smiling. 

“Are you happy, Pater?” 

“Oh yes. So pleased.” Charles couldn’t see the plants; he had no idea what had become of his 

home. No, all he could sense were the warmth, a sign of both sun and recent human activity 

and the gentle life-giving oxygen from the contented plants sitting on the marble shelves.  
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With an effort he hadn’t felt capable of making in years, Charles Figgis sucked himself 

forward and slipped softly around the slow ripening fruits. No one was moaning about 

invaders and newcomers; no one was hassling them to move on – that much he could still 

sense – and he remembered this place. The dust, the air, the tug of the earth. As his tendrils 

settled onto the leaves, he knew he was right to insist on their return. They would all be 

happy here. He could pass to the afterlife a contented man. At long last his final feeble 

molecules could disperse and join the great background choir of voices. No longer ashes, no 

longer dust. He was gone. 

“Well, that was a disaster.” Jeremiah looked at his brother, Ezra. He shook his head. “What’s 

he saying, Alice?” 

Alice sniffed, willing a tear to come but knowing it never would. “He’s gone. He’s passed 

beyond.” 

“Well that’s a relief. Shame it had to be on such a low note.” Jeremiah watched his mother 

for chastisement but she was lost in her own thoughts. 

Alice looked at him oddly. “No, he was happy; I’m sure he was happy.” 

“He couldn’t be. His family home a greengrocers?” Jeremiah regarded his sister as if she 

were some sort of lunatic. “Anyway, he’s gone and we can’t stay here, can we? We move 

on.” 

No one dissented. No one could bare the idea of the other Spirits laughing at them. For once 

they weren’t delayed. The weather remained favorable and their new home was but half a 

mile away, on a clear and manicured hillside.  



Geoff Le Pard 
Figgis 
glepard@saqnet.co.uk 
 

17 
 

As they slowly wandered the paths and alleys, seeking a spot not yet full of other Spirits, 

Clarissa Figgis approached her daughter who was, somewhat forlornly, trying to bandage her 

wrists. “Did you mean it? Was he happy?” 

She nodded and looked at her mother. “Oh yes. I don’t think he could see what we could see. 

He just knew he was home.” 

Clarissa shaded her eyes and stared into the distance, across the well-tended plots and 

glorious displays of vibrant colours. One word came to her mind: suburban. She pursed her 

lips and sniffed. “Maybe a potting shed isn’t such a bad place to end, after all.” 

 


