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It wasn‟t that she minded him walking fast, thought Flora, stopping so abruptly 

that the sausages shot off the top of her shopping bag and landed on the 

pavement. She hugged the bag more closely against her bosom and felt her 

heart thumping against the tartan canvas. It wasn‟t the fact that his physical 

aloofness had all but replaced verbal communication. It wasn‟t even his 

oblivion to her struggling, she realised, retrieving the sausages and ramming 

them back down beside the Battenburgh cake. No. None of these was the real 

issue. None of these was what brought her to a standstill somewhere between 

the supermarket and number 28 Church Road, on an otherwise normal 

Thursday morning. 

 

It was the sight of herself. Quite out of the blue, and for no apparent reason, her 

mind‟s eye had rushed up into the skies to survey this familiar scene from a new 

perspective. And there she was, all of a sudden, an inelegant, ineffective, 

insignificant, middle-aged woman, struggling compliantly with a bag she 

shouldn‟t have been carrying in the first place, and yet continuing to trudge 

along behind this irritating man as if she were attached to him by a piece of 

string. Yes! That was what mattered. She looked like someone who was being 

ignored; like someone who was allowing herself to be a nobody and her life a 

nothingness.  Someone who had “lost the plot,” as Harriet would say. 

 

It all became clear in that second. She wasn‟t Flora Francis any more. She 

wasn‟t the Flora who had come into this marriage bringing her strength, her 

visions, her dreams. „Good Lord!‟ she exclaimed out loud.  „I have become a 

dog!  “May I introduce to you Flora, my dog! She‟s an excellent cook.”  That‟s 

what I am. Good Lord!‟ 

 

Harold, true to form, was now some distance along the pavement, still 

marching resolutely ahead, eyes fixed just slightly above the heads of anyone 

in his path who might otherwise have tried to wish him good day.  Harold, true 

to form, seemed not even to have noticed the “disappearance” of his wife. He 

was passing the Casey‟s house now.  Mr. Casey stood at his gate, pipe in 

hand. He would have acknowledged Harold had it been possible. Instead, he 

turned to look for Flora. He was surprised not to see her trotting closely behind 

as usual, and even more surprised to see her standing stock still on the 

pavement a hundred yards back. 

 

Flora became aware that her shopping was now on the pavement between her 

straddled legs. She could imagine her doggy self picking it up and continuing 

on her way, heading home to put the kettle on to make a cup of tea. But a 

wonderful defiance was rising up in her, pulsing through every vein. The 

dutiful, predictable, self-sacrificing woman who had set out this morning was 



turning into an entirely different creature. Well-trained dog was rapidly 

becoming strong and willful horse. The string had snapped and duty could no 

longer draw her home. 

 

Flora pulled herself up a good inch taller than she had ever been before, thrust 

out her bosom and lifted her chin. She put her hands on her hips and declared, 

in a surprisingly loud and self-assured voice, „Bugger you, Harold! I‟ve had 

enough!‟ 

 

And with that, leaving the shopping exactly where it was, Harold‟s favourite 

tea spilling out onto the pavement, Flora Hubbard turned round and marched 

off in the opposite direction from her husband. 

 

***** 

 

„There!‟ said Erica Flynn as she looked down onto the crimped perfection of 

her apple pie. „That‟ll do nicely.‟ She brushed the flour from her hands onto 

her already grimy cotton apron and let out a satisfied sigh. 

 

Her small kitchen resembled the production line of a full-scale bakery. A 

miniature, chocolate mountain range of fat muffins was cooling plumply on a 

rack on the kitchen counter. Four large Victoria sponge cakes were settling 

into shape, their cream fillings still oozing out from beneath the spongy weight 

of their beautifully snow-dusted tops. And a large collection of fairy cakes 

fluttered lightly on their tray at the clean end of the large, pine table. 

 

Erica had to make fairy cakes for every fete. Not that anyone specifically 

asked for them or that she particularly liked them herself. Well, not the taste 

anyway. It was just one of those childhood things; those little memories that 

bind all the members of a family together for ever, even against their will; that, 

when mentioned, arouse a huge sense of belonging whilst estranging any 

outsider. Yes, Erica had a soft spot for fairy cakes; they never failed to call 

forth the voice of her father asking quite innocently one afternoon, in his broad 

York shire accent, if he could have „one of those loovely winged boons.‟ She 

could still hear the shrieks of laughter from her two sisters, the cacophony of 

imitative squeaks: „Winged boons? Winged boons? Eeeeh! Aye!!‟ It would 

always make her smile. 

 

The oven pinged and she took out two golden brown apple pies together with 

their sweet, pastry smell, and replaced them with the pie she had just finished 

making. „One for us,‟ she said, as she shut the door. 

 

She stood back and turned round to revel in her morning‟s handiwork. „And 

Erica saw that it was good,‟ she thought to herself, wondering immediately 

whether that might constitute blasphemy, particularly as these cakes were 

destined for the church fete. „None the less,‟ she went on, defiantly, „I know a 

good cake when I see one. And these are more than “exceedingly good” 



cakes.‟ These, though she said so herself, were probably the best cakes that 

anybody would ever buy from any church fete. She shouldn‟t boast, of course, 

but she‟d been brought up to know a good cake when she saw one. And this 

kitchen happened to contain more than its fair share of excellent cakes and pies 

after her morning of industry. 

 

Erica was just setting about cleaning the table, scraping pastry scraps off with a 

flat knife, when there was a ring on the doorbell. „What?‟ she exclaimed. „This 

isn‟t “late morning”! I‟m a complete mess! Everything’s a mess! Flaming 

Habdabs! … One minute!‟ she called out, dragging flour and pastry off the 

table into her hand, and tossing the crumbs into the bin. 

 

Drrring! Drrrrrrring!  

„Lordy, Lordy!‟ she tutted. „Give me a chance!‟ And she hurried to let the 

vicar in, wiping her hands clean on her apron once more, then pulling it off and 

tossing it aside. She patted her hair down with one hand while the other lifted 

the latch on the front door. 

„Oh!‟ she exclaimed in great surprise. „It‟s you.‟ 

„Whoever that may be,‟ said Flora. She offered no more, but stood still, 

staring just above Erica‟s head. 

„Is everything alright?‟ asked Erica. 

„To be quite honest,‟ replied Flora, „I‟ve no idea. Everything is …‟ She 

puffed out a sigh, casting her eyes to heaven with a little shake of her head. 

„Can‟t I just come in?‟ 

„Sorry! Of course!‟ Erica stood aside and ushered her sister into the hallway. 

„Go on into the kitchen. I‟ll put the kettle on,‟ she said. „I‟ve just been baking. 

Winged boons in fact! Must have known you were coming.‟ 

Flora‟s smile seemed to bring her back to herself. „A winged boon would be 

very nice,‟ she said. 

 

***** 

 

Harold Hubbard arrived at his front door about three minutes after his wife had 

set off in the opposite direction. Putting his key in the lock, he turned back to 

express his desire for a cup of tea, and was astounded to find himself quite 

alone. He was particularly astounded that his wife was not even visible on the 

far horizon, where their long, suburban street, lined with small, silver birch 

trees, turned right into Surlington High Street. There were a couple of lads on 

bikes at the far end of the street and Mr. Casey was in his garden. And Harold 

could see something, which he couldn‟t quite make out, sitting on the 

pavement about half way along the street. But it clearly wasn‟t Flora even if 

she‟d collapsed in a heap. Far too small. 

 

He shrugged his shoulders, wiped his grey shoes on the doormat and let 

himself in, taking off his saggy brown cap as he crossed the threshold. One 

should never wear a cap indoors, not even in one‟s own home. Very bad 

manners. 



He hung his tweed jacket on the green peg nearest to the door. His peg. His 

“ordinary coats” peg. Between Flora‟s “ordinary coats” peg and his “Sunday 

coat” peg. Flora ‟s ordinary coats peg looked funnily empty all of a sudden and 

he found himself hoping she would be back soon. Apart from anything else, he 

really did want that cup of tea. 

 

Harold grimaced slightly as he sank down into the furry orange stool in the 

hallway. Funny how one simply couldn‟t ever fully accommodate some of 

marriage‟s compromises. That stool had been ghastly since the day Flora had 

inherited it from her grandmother. It was ghastly every time he saw it; ghastly 

every time he went out through his front door and still ghastly every time he 

came back. Year in, year out.  It clashed with the red and white striped 

wallpaper, and it did nothing for the lovely brown floral carpet that he and 

Flora had chosen together when they had first moved in to Number 28 after 

their marriage thirty-something years ago. Harold undid his laces, slipped his 

feet out of his shoes and put them in the shoe chest from where he withdrew a 

pair of comfortably worn, open-backed, tartan slippers. Then, picking up the 

newspaper from the hall table, he took himself and his thirst into the sitting 

room to relax until such time as his tea should arrive. 

 

The carriage clock on the mantelpiece showed 10 past 11. To one side of it, he 

caught sight of his former self, dressed in morning suit and smiling out from 

underneath a head of hair - oily short-back and sides, parted severely down the 

left hand side. „Dapper Chapper!‟ he said quietly to himself, savouring his own 

word play and feeling full of appreciation for all that youthful maturity and for 

the head of hair. He still parted his hair on the left every morning despite his 

wife‟s mocking. She might consider his pate to be bald now, but there were 

still one or two hairs that had to be organised somehow, and besides, there 

were rituals to be observed. One didn‟t simply stop parting one‟s hair just 

because most of it had fallen out. It was important to feel well-groomed. 

 

The chubby, youthful face of his blushing bride was turned towards her earnest 

husband as he gazed into the camera. This pose showed off her neck to its best 

advantage. She‟d been proud of that neck in the days when it had clearly 

separated her head from her now rather sizeable bosom; as she‟d been proud of 

him and all that his future promised. He was going places then. He was a 

catch. As all good husbands should have, he had the potential to be the man of 

her dreams, and those dreams were written large in her bridal eyes. 

 

The carriage clock chimed a quarter round of mock church bell peal, as it had 

done every quarter of an hour since their wedding day, announcing over the 

years the departure from Harold‟s head of every one of his lost hairs, and the 

arrival on Flora ‟s neck of every extra ounce of fat. 

 

Their daughter, Harriet, sticking her buckteeth out from the other end of the 

mantelpiece, had fared better at the hands of that clock. Its chimes had 

announced the gradual disappearance of all the acne, the triumph of brace over 



teeth, and, during her O ‟level years, the arrival of a rather fine pair of pert, 

youthful breasts. Harold had been deeply troubled by his own inability not to 

notice those as they had emerged, over a surprisingly short time, at a 

surprisingly late stage of Harriet‟s adolescence. They were so fascinatingly 

present and lovely all of a sudden, just asking to be admired, though he was 

surely not meant to notice them. They had seemed to have the lure of the cliff 

edge which taunts the man who looks down from its heights and dares him to 

jump. Harold was sometimes overwhelmed by an unspeakable dread that he 

might one day forget himself completely in his daughter‟s presence and reach 

out just to appreciate the softness of those perfectly rounded mounds as they 

passed him in the kitchen at breakfast time. It had worried him enormously. 

These days, of course, although Harriet was still an attractive woman, her 

breasts had clearly been distorted by the aggressive suckling of her two 

children in turn. They were, by now, no longer a threat to his moral well-being. 

 

The clock chimed the half-peal theme of the next quarter hour and Harold‟s 

mind snapped back to his solitude and his thirst. For the first time, he felt just a 

tiny hint of anxiety and it was no longer the tea that was uppermost in his mind. 

Flora wasn‟t in the habit of going off without announcing her plans. She never 

really had plans to announce. She was pretty much as predictable as the clock, 

ticking her way through the weekly routine of church on Sunday, WI on 

Wednesday, flower arranging on Friday afternoons and the weekly visit to her 

84-year-old mother on Saturday afternoons. Today was Thursday. Thursdays 

were shopping and washing days. And the washing had yet to be done. 

 

Harold suddenly had an over-exaggerated image of a neighbour, or, worse still, 

a policeman, knocking on the front door. „Mr. Hubbard?‟ 

„Yes?‟ 

„Your wife has had an accident.‟ 

 

The image faded as fast as it had come but nevertheless it left Harold with a 

rather uncomfortable feeling. What would the police think of him when they 

discovered that he and Flora had gone shopping together – indeed had walked 

home together – and that he had simply sat and waited for his cup of tea when 

he discovered that she had completely vanished? That was it. He would have 

to go and look for her. Just in case she really was in trouble. Or he‟d never 

live it down. 

 

Harold went back out into the hall, sat on the ghastly orange stool, took his 

shoes out of the shoe chest, replacing them neatly with his slippers, put on his 

shoes, took his “ordinary coat” from his “ordinary coat‟s peg” and set out 

through the front door to appease his conscience, and hopefully to locate his 

wife. 

 

 

***** 

 



„So!‟ said Erica, putting a fairy cake and a china cup full of steaming tea down 

on the table in front of her sister. „What‟s up with you?‟ 

„I think,‟ said Flora, „that I might be having a mid-life crisis. However,‟ she 

continued rapidly, thrusting up a flattened palm towards her sister who she 

could see was about to commiserate, „I‟m already enjoying it tremendously.‟ 

As Flora said the word “tremendously,” Erica noticed the way she lifted her 

head and stuck out her already fulsome bosom, flaring her nostrils ever so 

slightly. This was not the Flora she was accustomed to. There was something 

different about her. Something rather enviable, if Erica were to be honest. She 

seemed energised … passionate. Erica said nothing, but drew out a chair at the 

other side of the table and sat down. She poured herself a cup of tea and raised 

one eyebrow. 

„I‟ve had enough,‟ said Flora. 

„Of?‟ 

„Being a dog.‟ Flora was unperturbed by the potential impact of her words. For 

right now she felt as sane as she had ever felt in her life. Or at least more sane 

than she‟d felt in the past 15 years or so. She felt terribly, terribly sane, and 

powerful and excited. 

„A dog?‟ 

„Yes! A dog. I‟ve become a dog, Erica. A faithful and pathetic companion. I 

seem to have lost sight of the fact that in my heart of hearts I‟ve always really 

been a horse.‟ 

„A horse?‟ 

„Yes! A wild horse. I shouldn‟t be sitting on a rug by the fire. I should be 

galloping across the plains of South America. My mane should be flying, my 

tail swishing, my nostrils flaring ….‟ 

„They are,‟ thought Erica, completely taken aback. 

„ … my muscles quivering.‟ 

 

Flora was transported. She was not about to eat her fairy cake nor drink her 

cup of tea. In fact, much to Erica‟s concern, she looked far more likely to leap 

up onto the table and paw Erica‟s lovingly prepared Victoria sponge cakes with 

her sensible, lace up shoes. She seemed to be oozing a very strange, but 

undeniably sensual energy. For the first time ever, Erica found herself 

unwillingly imagining her sister in bed with Harold; or rather not even in bed 

but frolicking around the bedroom. Against its Sunday-best will, Erica‟s mind 

filled with the most dreadful and repulsive image of her sister in the nude, her 

large breasts swinging somewhere around her flabby middle, her thighs 

pushing each other out of the way as she ran around the room flinging her 

pudgy arms above her head and laughing wildly with a horsey neigh. And she 

saw Harold‟s thin, naked form, with protruding hip bones and alarmingly 

unappetising appendage, holding a whip in his hand and crying „Gee up!‟ This 

was too much for Erica who was now horrifying herself with her runaway 

thoughts. She‟d always imagined, if she‟d ever been prompted to think of it at 

all, that Flora and Harold probably “did it” with the lights off – and extremely 

rarely at that. But suddenly it seemed that she might have got her sister quite 

wrong. 



 

Flora drew herself back into her more normal stance and said „I think I‟ve just 

left Harold.‟ 

„Where?‟ asked Erica, thrown off the scent by her imaginings. 

„Left,‟ urged Flora. „Walked out on. Or at least, walked off from,‟ she said, 

wondering for a moment whether one could call it “walking out ” when she 

hadn‟t been “in” at the time. 

„You can‟t have. You‟ve been married for 32 years.‟ 

„33,‟ said Flora, with feeling. 

„Even worse!‟ 

„My sentiments exactly. 33 years is a bloody long time – excuse my French!‟ 

„I know it is,‟ said Erica, thinking of her 30 years of marriage to George. „But 

that‟s life.‟ 

„Is it though?‟ asked Flora. „Is it? Cooking? Cleaning? Washing? Ironing? For 

someone who doesn‟t even seem to know I‟m there? That‟s not what I call 

life.‟ 

 

She fell silent and cocked her head on one side, staring up at the corner of the 

ceiling as if transfixed by the utterance of all this long held resentment. „What 

about me?‟ she asked before turning her gaze back, directly into Erica‟s eyes. 

„What about me?‟ she repeated, quietly. 

 

The drama of this delivery seemed to require that the question be left 

rhetorical. Erica was fine with that, but the stare was mildly uncomfortable, so 

she looked down into her cup and took a sip of her tea. Flora‟s gaze was back 

into space by the time Erica looked up again. 

„So does he know you‟re here?‟ she asked. 

„No.‟ 

„Where did you say you were going?‟ 

„I didn‟t. I just walked off while he wasn‟t looking.‟ 

„Flora!‟ 

Flora glared. „I don‟t care! I‟m sick of worrying about him.‟ 

Erica chewed on her bottom lip for a moment or two, then reached across the 

table and patted the top of her sister‟s hand. 

„Look!‟ she said. „I do understand how you feel. But maybe you just need a bit 

of space. You‟re probably over tired. Or coming down with something. Why 

don‟t you just give yourself time to calm down; go into the lounge for a bit and 

have a lie down on the settee. Perhaps have a little nap. I‟m sure things will 

seem better in a while.‟ 

„They won‟t,‟ said Flora. „It really isn‟t that simple.‟ She stacked her cup and 

saucer on her plate. „But I must admit,‟ she went on, sliding the crockery to 

one side, „I do feel rather tired all of a sudden. A nap might be quite nice, if 

you don‟t mind. Thank you. And thanks for the tea.‟ 

 

She pushed herself up from the kitchen table and headed out to the sitting 

room, rather grateful for a sense of direction. She felt a little flat now. It had 

suddenly struck her that she had no idea what one actually did when one 



walked out on one‟s other half. She‟d heard of plenty of people doing it, of 

course, and she‟d often felt a little frisson when she imagined them slamming 

the front door and marching away into the sunset. It was quite exciting to think 

of being that dramatic: exciting enough for her to momentarily regret not 

having waited until she‟d got home, so that she could have had the fun of 

slamming the front door. 

 

But it had never really occurred to her to ask what the walker-out did next. Nor 

how the walked-out-on might respond to the abruptly created emptiness of his 

marital home. She wondered what Harold was doing. She caught herself 

hoping he was OK before realising that that was probably not what the walker-

out was meant to focus on at all at this stage of affairs. No, she needed to think 

about her own problems now; to work out what she wanted to do. 

 

She sat down on the sofa, picked up a cushion and hugged it to her chest. 

Then, at a complete loss for any better plan, and somewhat alarmed at the 

thought of taking any kind of  “next step,” she took off her shoes and swung 

herself round to lie back in the floral softness and sleep for a while. 

 

 

***** 
 

[24 hours later, after an uncomfortable stay at her daughter ’s house.] 

 

A number 14 bus drew up and Flora got on and settled down next to the 

window just behind the front seat. The bus was almost empty – one elderly 

gentleman sat right at the back, and a young couple occupied the front seat 

across the aisle. From where she was sitting, it looked to Flora as if the young 

man had his hand down the back of his lady friend‟s trousers. And it was 

wiggling about. 'Disgusting!' thought Flora so loudly that it should almost have 

been audible. 'What does he think he‟s doing?'  She turned away to look out of 

the window. 

 

As the bus made its way through the centre of Gosling Green it seemed that the 

whole world was full of couples. Proper couples. Couples who looked as if 

they were pleased to be out together. Some of the younger ones were so fully 

draped around one another that they could scarcely set one foot in front of the 

other to proceed down the street. Flora was reminded of the three-legged race 

that she‟d once been forced to enter with one of the nastiest little boys in her 

junior school class. His aim had been to win the race. Flora‟s had been to avoid 

putting her arm around him as everyone was suggesting she should. The two 

aims were incompatible but at least she‟d had more control over hers than the 

boy had had over his. They had progressed only inches beyond the start line 

when the race had been won by two sporty girls who had clung to each other 

like limpets. It had bothered Craig – she could still remember his name – 

hugely that they had not won. Flora, however, had been jubilant that she could 

now be untied and that she had somehow escaped making contact with Craig 



anywhere higher than at the ankle. These couples outside the bus window 

would easily win the three-legged race if there were one to be entered here in 

Gosling Green. 

 

The bus passed the hospital and headed towards the park. A family was going 

in through its gates, carrying bats and balls, the parents laughing together as the 

two kids pedalled on ahead on their brightly coloured bicycles. Just beyond the 

park was an elderly couple, small and frail in clothes that had outgrown them 

over the years and now hung huge and heavy on their tiny frames. They held 

hands and shuffled slowly together with shiny, wet eyes and the sweet smiles 

of silent and unquestioning contentment. 'Why?' thought Flora to herself. 'Why 

not me?' 

 

She couldn‟t remember the last time she‟d walked down the street holding 

hands with Harold. Of course, they‟d been lovey-dovey when they were 

courting. Eventually. She would never forget the thrill of the first time that 

Harold‟s fingers had sought out her own in the dark of the cinema. It had been 

their seventh date; their fourth consecutive date in the cinema. The first three 

had been tea in 'Peppers' where they had sat opposite each other and he had 

shifted his chair back if ever their knees had accidentally even brushed together 

under the table. Flora had suggested the cinema, in the hope that its dark 

intimacy might give him courage. So it had been extremely frustrating that at 

the first three films they saw together he had shown no interest whatsoever. 

She had lingered hopefully and helpfully each time when the film had come to 

a close and the credits were rolling, but he had always jumped to his feet and 

suggested they should go. They had stood outside the cinema doors, said an 

awkward 'Well, goodbye then' and gone their separate ways. 

 

And yet, after every outing, Harold had been back in touch, requesting her to 

accompany him to another film. So on that seventh date, they had been to see 

'Gone with the Wind'. 

 

Everything was the same as usual until they reached the scene when Scarlett 

cornered Ashley in the library and declared her love for him. Was it inspiration 

that came from Scarlett‟s forthright declaration, or a sudden fear that Harold 

might actually be as uninterested in her as Ashley professed to be in Scarlett? 

Flora couldn‟t say. But she found herself suddenly overcome by an urge to 

force Harold to make a move. Nonchalantly, she had draped her arm right over 

the armrest. And when her fingers had brushed against his trouser legs, she had 

left them there. He could not withdraw from her touch without either moving to 

another seat or removing his leg. 

 

Half an hour later, her arm was almost dead with pins and needles and her 

mind was so absorbed with urging him to touch her that she had completely 

lost the thread of the film. But at last, before numbness had paralysed her 

nerves entirely, she felt his fingertips brush against her own. 

 



It must have taken a further ten minutes or more for his hand to inch its way all 

the way up her fingers and come to rest fully on top of her hand. Neither of 

them took their eyes off the screen at any point. And when the lights came up, 

admittedly right at the end of the credits this time, Harold quickly withdrew his 

hand, cleared his throat and said 'That was very nice' before standing up to go 

home. 

 

She had never been sure whether he had been referring to the film or to the 

hand holding, but he had certainly taken her hand straight away on their eighth 

date and he had kissed her on the eleventh. After that they had stopped 

watching the film very much at all but had done an awful lot of kissing. The 

shy Harold seemed to have disappeared altogether and Flora actually had to 

stop his hands from wandering too far afield, in case anyone should notice. He 

had been quite a different animal. 

 

Flora wondered what kind of a life the old couple in the street must have lived 

to preserve their desire to hold hands even when they could scarcely walk. She 

simply didn‟t feel like that towards Harold any more. She hadn‟t done for 

years. Holding hands was about liking each other. She didn‟t really feel she 

liked Harold that much any more. She loved him, probably, in a funny sort of 

way. But really, he was just a habit. A routine. He didn‟t do anything that 

might make him positively like able. He didn‟t really do anything much at all. 

He was a bit of a non-event. She didn‟t dislike him. She just didn‟t really feel 

anything. 

 

Flora sighed and slumped a little over her handbag. Yes. That was the problem: 

she didn‟t feel anything, about Harold or about any other aspect of her life. She 

was simply existing. Doing. Like some kind of a robot. Was this what they 

meant by a mid-life crisis? She didn‟t feel anything about doing the flowers: it 

was just what she did on Friday afternoons. She didn‟t feel anything about 

visiting her mother on a Saturday: you have to look after your mother when 

she‟s too old to look after herself. And she certainly didn‟t feel anything about 

going to church on a Sunday. What was there to feel there? Same old words, 

dull sermons, a church full of obedience: sit down, stand up, sing, listen, switch 

off, go home. No! None of it did anything for her, from one day to the next or 

one week to the next or one month to the next. Not really. Not deeply. She was 

dead. Or she might as well be. 

 

As if to prove the point, her brain went completely blank. She stared into the 

space between her and the driver‟s cabin and a hollow desperation crept 

through her gut. 'I‟m dead,' she whispered, her eyes widening at the horror of 

the thought. 

 

Suddenly, as if it had been prowling the skies and now singled her out, a word 

leapt out of the ether and flung itself right into the centre of her brain, flashing 

like a neon sign. SUICIDE! Flora sat bolt upright, gripped hold of the handbag 

on her lap and looked furtively about her without moving her head. Goodness! 



She rarely ever thought about that word. Flora could feel her pulse racing. The 

word was so dramatic that it made her feel more alive than she had done in 

years. It was a word of passion, of angst, of heightened emotion, of impact. It 

changed worlds! 

 

And yet … she slumped back down again, deflating with a long sigh and a 

shake of her head. Yes, of course it was all those things. But it was also a 

word of emptiness – and blackness and irreversibility. It was hardly the answer, 

was it? After all, she wouldn‟t even get to experience the drama if it was her 

own. She would be offering up drama for everyone else‟s lives for a few days. 

And she wasn‟t going to do that, especially not for Harold. 

 

The bus lurched as it turned sharply into Surlington High Street and Flora was 

shocked to realise her stop was already in view. She gathered herself, pinged 

the bell and climbed off right outside the florist‟s. She stood on the pavement 

exactly where she had alighted. Several passengers got on and the bus drove 

away. Flora watched as it gradually turned into a matchbox toy, but still she 

didn‟t move. She felt a little bit odd. While the bus had been journeying along 

its normal route, she had been on her own, quite unexpected journey. She 

looked down at her body, wondering whether a change might show in some 

way – whether she looked peculiar. But a quick glance up and down the street 

told her nothing physically had changed. Nobody seemed to be noticing her. 

So she pulled her coat around her, hunkering down in its comforting 

familiarity, and set off towards the church. 

 

 

***** 

 


