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About the Book

Throughout their lives, the three Brady sisters have always been closer to their nanny May than to their own mother, Martha, a busy midwife. May always thought of them as her daughters so when she dies suddenly, the sisters are left devastated – especially when they learn that letters intended for them from May with final words of advice and love have gone missing.

But what words of advice could the sisters need?

Beatrice, owner of exclusive wedding boutiques, is busy and fulfilled. Rose has a beautiful daughter, a luxurious home and a thriving interiors company. And Jeannie, married to a wealthy plastic surgeon in L.A., wants for nothing. 

Except that each of the sisters carries a secret . . .

As they gather for the reading of May’s will in Dublin, they must face some life-changing decisions. Will they ever learn the words of advice May had for them and discover who took the letters?

Letters to my Daughters is the spellbinding story about the complicated bonds between women – daughters, mothers, sisters – and how love and happiness comes in many guises.
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Prologue

MARTHA BRADY WASN’T THE TYPE OF WOMAN who liked waiting around. She glanced at her watch for the umpteenth time and clicked her tongue against the roof of her mouth in disgust.

‘Why don’t you go on ahead, Grandma? I’m sure Nanny May will be here soon. It’s not like her to be late. Besides, I’m not going to die if I’m left here on my own for a few minutes.’

Looking at Ali’s anxious face, Martha softened. It wasn’t her granddaughter’s fault the other woman was choosing today, of all days, to be tardy.

‘If I don’t leave soon, I’ll miss Marissa’s communion mass. The Reilly family have been so good to me over the years. They’re of impeccable breeding so they certainly wouldn’t make me feel bad for turning up at the last minute, but I’d really rather not do it all the same.’

‘Right,’ said Ali, rolling her eyes.

‘What’s with the attitude?’ Martha asked as she dialled Nanny May’s mobile for the second time. She’d noticed this cheeky sort of carry-on creeping in with Ali over the last while. Martha thought she was spoilt rotten and, being an only child, that she got away with murder.

When she’d mentioned it to her daughter, Rose had scoffed and said it was typical teenage behaviour and to ignore it. But Martha wasn’t the ignoring sort and never had been.

‘I wasn’t aware I had an attitude,’ Ali said. ‘Sorry,’ she mumbled. ‘I suppose I’m a bit baffled why you’re so eager to rush off to Mrs Reilly.’ She did an exaggerated shudder. ‘She’s rude and obnoxious. Any time she goes into the shop, she finds fault with something. I asked Mum why she doesn’t just go someplace else.’

‘I can’t imagine her being that way,’ Martha said with a sniff, ‘but I have such a special bond with my mothers …’

Being a community midwife meant Martha got to know her mothers and their children better than most. All the same, Ali was family and there was no way she was leaving her.

‘I’m not happy about abandoning ship. Hop in the car and I’ll drop you over to Nanny May’s. That way I’ll know you’re in safe hands and I can do this trip without worrying. The Reillys are holding the communion mass in the grandparents’ estate and it’s at least an hour’s drive away. So I can’t rush back if you need something.’

‘Okay,’ said Ali. ‘It’s ages since I’ve visited Nanny May’s, so it’ll be lovely. She got new curtains in her lounge, she told me. I’m dying to see them. Apparently they make a statement.’

‘Can you remember where your mother keeps the spare key to Nanny May’s house?’ Martha asked. ‘Just in case she’s had a fall or something and we need to let ourselves in.’

Ali grabbed it from a drawer in the kitchen and they made their way to the car.

‘I bet she’s caught up with one of her sewing circle friends and has forgotten she said she’d come,’ Ali said.

‘Yes, I expect you’re right,’ said Martha. All of a sudden she had a bad feeling. It crept over her like a slow shiver.

Martha pulled up at the house. The front-room curtains were drawn shut and there was no sign of life. Martha and Ali got out of the car and went up the garden path. Ali rang the doorbell but there was no answer.

Using the key, Martha opened the door and they walked into the tiny hallway.

‘Nanny May?’ Martha called out. ‘It’s just us. We were wondering if you’ve forgotten about minding Ali today?’

Silence. They looked at one another. Walking into the kitchen, they could see no remnants of breakfast. The modern, bright interior surprised Martha. The last time she’d stood in this room must have been twenty years ago, when Nanny May had first bought the place. Back then it was poky and dark, with Formica cupboards and patterned linoleum on the floors. Now it was bedecked with cream high-shine units complete with a neat yet smart breakfast bar, and plush-looking high leather stools with chrome legs to match the cupboard doors.

The wall to the once dark and poky dining room had been knocked through, creating a large space with lots of natural light. The curtains were surprisingly cheery, boasting bold stripes of rose pink against cream and acid green. Clearly green-fingered, Nanny May had a wonderful selection of plants, from tiny ones on surfaces to the large yuccas that brightened shaded corners. The whole air of the place was not what Martha would’ve expected her to choose in a million years. She’d always assumed May was a very old-fashioned and traditional type of woman. So this edgy-looking place made her feel quite uneasy.

Ali called her name once more before walking back to the hallway and pushing open the living-room door.

‘Nanny May? Nope, no sign of her in here. Oh wow, her curtains are divine,’ she said.

Without thinking, Martha walked out into the hall and towards the bedroom at the rear of the cottage. As she pushed the door open, she could tell by the strange atmosphere that something had happened. Gasping, she looked across and confirmed what she’d just begun to suspect.

‘Any luck?’ Ali shouted.

Backing out of the room and closing the door, Martha apprehended her granddaughter.

‘She’s there,’ she said, swallowing. ‘I’m so sorry, darling … She’s … she’s passed away.’

‘No!’ Tears instantly rolled down Ali’s cheeks. ‘She can’t … Oh no, poor Nanny May, and she was all alone. Oh Grandma, this is terrible.’

As Ali launched herself into her arms, Martha wasn’t quite sure what to do. They’d never had a physical relationship. Not the way Ali and Rose did. They were always hugging and doing that foreign-style cheek-kissing thing. Martha wasn’t comfortable with it, and Rose certainly hadn’t been raised to public displays of affection. These were mitigating circumstances, however, and besides, Ali had left her with no choice as she wrapped her arms around her like a koala.

‘We need to call people,’ Martha said after a few minutes as she led Ali back into the kitchen. ‘There’s Dr Graham, for a start. He’s the first port of call.’

‘What about Mum and Aunt Bea and Aunt Jeannie … surely they need to know first,’ Ali said as she yanked her mobile from her jeans pocket.

‘Okay, you call the family and I’ll get on to Dr Graham.’

‘Mum?’ Ali said as tears choked her. ‘It’s Nanny May … Oh Mum, she’s dead.’

Within minutes it seemed Ali had called half of Pebble Bay and they were all on their way over.

‘Did you want to see her?’ Martha asked. Ali nodded, but said she’d wait until Rose arrived. ‘Will you be okay for a moment if I go in and make sure she’s in the state she’d like to be found? It’s the least we owe her after the years she’s given to our family.’

‘Actually, I don’t want to see her,’ Ali said, beginning to sob again. ‘I want to remember her the way she was.’

‘All right, darling,’ said Martha. ‘You wait here for a few moments and I’ll just fix her if she needs it.’

Martha walked back to the bedroom. Her breath caught as she looked over at Nanny May. It was as if she were frozen in time, with the beginnings of a smile on her face. She was sitting perfectly straight in a rather beautiful velvet-covered armchair. Upholstered in a deep sea green, it picked up the kingfishers in the bedroom curtains. The throw on her bed was clearly from the same collection as the curtains and cushions. Martin and Rose must’ve done the decor, Martha decided. All the same, this wasn’t remotely what she’d have thought Nanny May’s house would be like. She’d expected it to be gloomy, with old tweed blankets draped over sagging sofas and a tired-looking bedroom with a dark wooden suite. Walking into the en suite, she was further surprised to find a modern and bright room with one of those large round shower heads like they had in the house in Ballyshaden.

She backed out and closed over the door in case anyone suspected she’d been snooping.

She gazed at Nanny May. She was dressed in one of the outfits Martha had seen a hundred times or more: taupe three-quarter-length slacks with a pristine white top and cardigan. Her hair was blow-dried and her carefully applied yet understated make-up looked as if it had just been put on. Doubting herself for a moment, Martha approached her and stooped to take her hand. The cold, hardened skin confirmed she was indeed gone.

Even in death you seem to be able to do things without fanfare and yet manage to make it look easy, Martha mused.

She was about to walk out of the room when a small stack of envelopes caught her eye on the dressing table. She walked over and looked at them. Each envelope bore a single name in May’s beautiful script-like handwriting, one each for Beatrice, Rose and Jeannie. Feeling momentarily stung that there wasn’t one with her name on it, Martha zoned in on a letter that lay under the others. It had an envelope, but May clearly hadn’t got around to folding it and placing it in there.

She knew she shouldn’t read it, but seeing it was addressed to her husband, she couldn’t resist. She picked it up.

My dearest Jim …

The lump in Martha’s throat gave way to a sprinkling of tears as she speed-read the words that Nanny May had clearly written from her heart. More than that, these words were from her soul.

Glancing at the woman she’d chosen to help raise her children, she shook her head slowly. So many things made sense now.

Brushing away her tears roughly with the back of her hand, Martha gathered up the letters. Placing the one addressed to her husband in the envelope Nanny May had intended to use, she walked quickly out of the room. Her handbag was still on the hall table where she’d left it a while before. Just as the doorbell sounded, she stuffed the letters inside and snapped shut the clasp.

You reckoned you’d have the final say, Martha thought waspishly, but sometimes even the best-thought-out plans don’t come to pass.
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Chapter 1

MARTHA GAZED OUT FROM THE FRONT WINDOW of her cottage. She and her husband Jim had made the wonderful decision to retire to the wilds of Connemara, swapping the hustle and bustle of Dublin for trees bending in the breeze and uninterrupted ocean views. A little reminder had just popped up on her tablet, letting her know that it was their first anniversary here at Mariner’s Cottage in the rural village of Ballyshaden.

Her old life in Pebble Bay, in Dublin, seemed a lifetime ago. Of course, they still visited their daughters, Beatrice and Rose, and their wonderful granddaughter, Ali, on a regular basis. It was a four-hour drive, but they knew it like the backs of their hands, and the roads were predominantly good once they hit the main motorway. Their other daughter, Jeannie, was living in LA, so they only saw her every now and then, but that suited all round.

The last time they’d seen Jeannie had been in Dublin, for Nanny May’s funeral, a month ago. There’d been a huge turnout for her. The girls were still devastated at her loss, a matter that Martha was rather more philosophical about. Now they were talking about organising a month’s mind mass.

‘She was a wonderful woman,’ Martha had said to Beatrice, her eldest daughter. ‘But she wasn’t family and she was very well paid for the job she did. It’s not up to us to organise masses for her. Doesn’t she have any relations who could do it? I’m not sure I can make it either way.’

Talk about saying the wrong thing. Well, Beatrice had gone into a complete tailspin, telling her that Nanny May was the linchpin that held their family together and how could she think of her in such a cold manner?

‘I’m not trying to be nasty or trite, Beatrice. I am incredibly grateful to her for everything she did with you girls.’

‘So you should be,’ Beatrice had said in a most uncharacteristically rude way. Normally her eldest daughter wouldn’t say boo to a goose. But it was clear that Nanny May was up there with the angels and saints in Beatrice’s mind.

‘I didn’t mean to belittle her. Can we change the subject?’ Martha had asked. The letters were safely stashed in the back of her underwear drawer. As she thought of the one addressed to Jim, she smarted once more.

In the end, she’d let Jim go to the mass while she’d stayed in the cottage. He’d said he didn’t mind, and Martha wanted to have the place to herself for a few days. She needed to take stock of everything without having Jim breathing down her neck. She’d given it a year and she still wasn’t quite sure about this move.

They’d worked hard all their adult lives, she as a midwife while Jim ran a second-generation furniture and design business called Bespoke Design. They’d both juggled their time, energy and funds to ensure their three daughters got the best start in life.

Martha’s daughters were adults now, Beatrice turned forty not so long ago and the twins, Jeannie and Rose, thirty-eight. They were settled and, to the best of her knowledge, happy. She tried not to meddle in their lives too much. Jim needed constant reminding that they had to be left to get on with things, without their parents breathing down their necks. But Jim was a softie and found it hard to step away. Especially when there was an upset or a problem. He still felt it was their duty to protect the girls.

They’d made the permanent move to the family holiday home in the country because she and Jim wanted to enjoy the winter of their lives together while they were still healthy and active. In truth, she was genuinely astonished when he’d said he wanted to retire to Ballyshaden. She would have moved anywhere in a heartbeat, but she’d never for a moment thought he’d agree to leave his girls. When he’d put it to her, she’d looked at him in shock.

‘You want to move? Really?’

Jim had shrugged and grinned at her. ‘It’s time we had some time for us, get closer together again after all the years of hard graft. Sure, Dublin is a four-hour drive away. We can see the girls any time it takes our fancy,’ he’d reasoned. ‘And they’ll come and visit. Ali can come on the train and have a little holiday if she feels like it. And Jeannie would see Connemara as paradise in comparison to the madness of LA.’

In the end, it was turning out that Jim was far more at ease with the move than Martha. He spoke to her girls most days and kept up with their granddaughter’s life via Facebook. Martha could take or leave the whole social media thing. If it weren’t for Ali’s insistence, she wouldn’t bother at all.

‘You’ll be brilliant at it once you get used to it, Grandma,’ Ali told her. ‘This way you can be friends with me, Mum, Auntie Jeannie and Auntie Beatrice and you’ll see our posts and know what we’re up to.’

Her grandchild was the apple of her eye, and as for Jim … well, the silly old fool was utterly besotted! She hadn’t thought he could fuss over anyone as much as their three daughters, until Ali came along.

‘You didn’t give birth to her, Jim. You need to be careful that you don’t step on Rose’s toes. She’s her and Martin’s daughter. So perhaps you should back off,’ she’d said over and over again. But Martha knew she might as well be talking to the wall. Jim would never be sensible or level-headed when it came to the girls.

All the same, Martha knew that Facebook, FaceTime and Skype weren’t the same as being with their daughters and granddaughter. She’d worried that Jim was being too rash and that things would go pear-shaped for them.

How wrong she had been.

A photo of their three daughters, dating back twenty years, caught Martha’s eye from the sideboard. They looked so perfect in the picture. In matching clothes, right down to their patent leather shoes, they were nothing short of angelic. When they’d walk into the church or a restaurant in their home town of Pebble Bay, everyone would turn and salute her.

‘Here come the Brady girls, and beautiful they are too.’

The girls had reflected so well on her, and she’d loved that. A part of her still missed those precious days. Admonishing herself, she knew she ought to be happy about her retirement, and in truth she was, most of the time.

She and Jim had built a wonderful life here in Connemara. They were members of the golf club; she played once or twice a week and Jim was out on the course whenever possible. She’d joined a book club, although now that she thought about it, she’d only gone twice.

One thing she hated, though, was the regular ‘pot luck’ meals Jim’s friends loved to host. Jim had returned from Dublin an hour ago and was getting ready to leave for one shortly, and as usual she was dreading it. Everyone brought a dish and they were all put out buffet style, and then people milled around eating off paper plates. Privately, Martha abhorred that idea. She never knew how hygienic other people’s kitchens were and she disliked the whole mishmash, slapdash sort of arrangement. She’d mentioned that to Jim a few months ago and he’d laughed at her.

‘Oh Martha, you need to learn to let go. People are aiming to have a bit of banter and share an evening or lunchtime having fun rather than pot-walloping or making it all too difficult. That’s what retirement is about. It’s wonderful if you allow yourself to embrace it.’

She shuddered. If she were totally honest, she didn’t actually want to embrace retirement. But she couldn’t be totally honest, not with Jim at any rate.

‘Are you nearly ready to go, darling?’ Jim asked as he walked into the room. ‘I know that Clarissa O’Connor doesn’t give a fiddler’s if people are late. But old habits die hard and I like to keep my standards, no matter where we’re going.’

‘Yes, and right you are too, dear. Let me get our dishes and I’ll meet you in the car.’ She walked to her dressing room and shrugged into her navy blazer, then selected a Hermès scarf from her collection. She’d bought them over the years and kept them stacked in their flat orange boxes in a designated drawer in the dressing room. With her crisp white shirt, navy trousers, ballet pumps and pearl earrings, she knew she looked classically smart. While her shoulder-length blonde hair had now turned white, she knew her pale blue eyes still held the same twinkle that had attracted Jim to her so many years ago.

Satisfied that her look was the right balance between smart and casual, she went to the kitchen to pick up her dishes. One was her signature fish pie, which was always greeted with great fanfare, and the other her rocket, pear and blue cheese salad.

The fish pie was neatly wrapped in several layers of tinfoil to keep it hot. None of the hostesses seemed to share her values when it came to hygiene. Some of the ovens were spattered with food so dried in it looked like it had been there for decades. She certainly wasn’t going to chance getting food poisoning. The salad was covered in a double layer of cling film, while the dressing was stored in a sterilised jam jar. She always insisted on tossing it herself, telling the hostess she was happy to help. She’d ensure she got the first portion of each of her dishes and nobody noticed that she didn’t touch anything else. At least if they did, they never commented.

She joined Jim in the car and smiled. He looked ten years younger than he had this time last year. He was bronzed from the golf course and refreshed from being able to step away from his business.

‘You look dashing in your tweed jacket, Mr Brady.’

‘And you look very lovely too, Mrs Brady.’ They smiled as they headed along the winding coast road towards the O’Connors’ house.

Martha had been raised in a home where children should be neither seen nor heard. She was never under any illusion that her parents saw her as anything more than a nuisance. She learned from a young age to keep to herself and ensure she didn’t antagonise Agatha, her mother. Sadly, that was easily done. All she had to do was show her face and the irritation would be plain to see in her mother’s expression.

‘Go on and do your homework, Martha. You must have some arithmetic that needs your attention. Your grades on the last report were nothing shy of disgraceful.’

‘I’ve been doing homework since I got back two hours ago,’ she said. ‘I thought I’d make a cup of cocoa and take it to bed.’

Her mother’s eyes flicked across to the kitchen clock. It was only six thirty in the evening. She’d no television in her room and toys were far too frivolous, so apart from her china doll with the creepy painted-on smile and the neat curly blonde hair that wasn’t for brushing or playing with, she had very little to keep her occupied. The books in the library weren’t for children either. But she’d read many of them by the time she was ten. One such book was about midwifery. It went into some rather explicit detail and even had sketches to back it up. At first the book terrified her, so she snuck it back and shoved it onto a high shelf. But curiosity got the better of her and she retrieved it. Slowly, over the space of a couple of weeks, she forced her ten-year-old self to read it from cover to cover.

By the end, she understood more about delivering babies than most adults. She longed to discuss the matter with her mother. After all, she’d had babies herself. Figuring it might be a good way for them to make a connection, she broached the subject.

‘Did you enjoy being pregnant, Mother?’ she asked.

‘I beg your pardon?’ Agatha asked, looking both disgusted and horrified.

‘I was asking whether or not you enjoyed—’ She didn’t get to ask a second time as a firm clatter hit her across the back of the head. Reeling, she dropped the milk jug, spilling it on the floor.

‘You little monster!’ Agatha hissed, ensuring nobody else could hear. ‘Clean up this mess and don’t you dare ask me such a personal question again. I don’t know who you think you’re talking to. But that sort of subject is not for upstanding ladies and most certainly not for children. I ought to wash your mouth out with soap.’

Martha dropped to the floor to clear away the milk and broken crockery, realising, despite her young age, that she could never have a conversation with her mother without it ending in tears. Moments later she felt herself being dragged backwards as Agatha pulled her to her feet, forced her head against the wall and commanded her to open her mouth. She gagged and spluttered as the revolting flakes of soap powder were shoved roughly into her mouth. They foamed out onto her cheeks and down the front of her school tunic.

‘Now look at the mess you’ve made, you horror. Wash that tunic and make sure it’s dry and pressed in time for school tomorrow.’

Martha realised she was staring, with her hand to her cheek. She quashed the bad memory and pulled down the visor in the car to check her lipstick wasn’t dotted onto her teeth.

She’d made it her mission not to repeat that sort of upbringing. She knew she’d done a good job of raising her daughters in a loving, disciplined home. She and Jim had made sacrifices to send them to good schools, put them through university and generally prepare them for the big bad world as best they could. They were clever girls. All very different from one another, but they’d always got on quite nicely. There was no denying they were striking-looking, too. Martha wasn’t one to brag, but she knew they’d gleaned her and Jim’s best features. There was no doubting the two of them made beautiful babies!

When the girls were young, not a day had passed without someone complimenting them.

‘Aren’t they a picture, the beautiful Brady girls?’

‘Your girls got the best of both of you, Martha.’

These comments made Martha smile, especially when she witnessed Jim’s chest puff out with pride as he’d reply with something like ‘All four of my girls are beautiful.’

With only two years separating Beatrice from the twins, it was more for ease than effect that Martha dressed them the same. The girls were all blessed with blonde curls and her pale blue eyes. She adored fashion and had an eye for colour and style, but in truth, it wasn’t difficult to make them look stunning.

She shopped in boutiques for their special occasion clothes. She loved the traditional velvet dresses with white satin collars and matching pea coats for Christmas, and cotton sailor-collared dresses with scalloped-edged cardigans for summer days out.

She knew Nanny May had an issue with it, but then she hadn’t paid the woman to have an opinion on how she dressed her girls. When she wasn’t around, Nanny May let them mess about in all manner of mismatched casual clothes, but that just wasn’t Martha’s style.

The thought of Nanny May made Martha think about the funeral. The girls had been beautifully dressed, each in a different style of black. It had given her immense pleasure when they’d filed into the church – it was as if she’d dressed them herself. They were crying terribly, though, which rather ruined the look. As always when she thought of Nanny May, Martha felt a stab of guilt through her chest. But she wasn’t going to think about that now.

Martha had needed a live-in nanny because she’d worked full-time. She was a well-known figure in the coastal village of Pebble Bay, so she was used to knowing the ins and outs of all the families she’d helped over the years. A week never passed without someone calling to their door to send a little thank-you gift or to share a special moment.

‘I hope you don’t mind us knocking, Martha. You were there when she was born, so I wanted you to see Ruby in her dress! Can you believe she’s eighteen? You’re still welcome to come and join the festivities, you know.’

Martha’s work was her lifeline, it was her. It meant everything. That was why this retirement idea was so alien to her.

As they pulled up outside the house, she sighed. They dined out so much and she wasn’t running between patients any longer, so she was barely fitting into her clothes.

‘Will you take the salad and I’ll hold onto the fish?’ she said to Jim as the front door was flung open. Cross that she didn’t even have a moment to straighten her clothes and gather herself into a plastered-on smile, she forced a jovial delighted-to-be-here sort of greeting.

‘There you are! Hello, hello, hello,’ bellowed Matthew O’Connor. ‘Let me take that from you,’ he said, holding his hands out.

‘Not at all, it’s actually quite hot and I’ve got asbestos hands. Perhaps you’d take the wine for Jim?’

Seizing Matthew’s moment of hesitation, she hotfooted it to the front door, where Clarissa was standing, looking as dishevelled as always. Martha shuddered inwardly. If the woman couldn’t get it together to have her hair blow-dried, that led her to believe she wasn’t anywhere near reaching her hygiene standards in general.

‘Hello, Martha! Look at you, all beautifully turned out. You never fail to look stunning. I love the scarf. Did you get it in the village? Tessa is stocking some lovely ones. They’re not too dear either.’

‘The scarf is Hermès and it didn’t come from Tessa. I don’t think she stocks this kind of thing.’

‘Ah, right, silly me,’ said Clarissa with a shrug. ‘Come on in. You’re the first to arrive. You’re great the way you always turn up on time!’

‘It’s always lovely to be invited and I actually find it rude when people are too late. It holds up proceedings.’

‘Ah, hilarious,’ said Clarissa, elbowing her and nearly knocking the fish pie from her grasp.

Rushing towards the kitchen with her heart thudding in her chest, she set it down with a sigh. That was a close one. If the pie had ended up on the floor, she’d be rightly stumped.

Over the course of the next half-hour the others arrived. So too did their dishes from hell. One was a stew of some kind. It smelled more like dog food than anything she’d ever eat. The rest was a collection of lasagnes with or without meat and an array of salads.

Clarissa announced that lunch was served and they filed across to the groaning table. Martha made sure she was third in the line. That way, she was certain to get her own dish.

‘Don’t worry if you find a little slug or beastie in my lettuce,’ said Erin. ‘It’s from my greenhouse and I did wash it, but sometimes the little feckers hide!’

There was a roar of laughter as the others enjoyed the thought of eating a slug. Martha forced a noise that was as close to laughter as she could muster and filled her plate with her own food.

Watching the clock, she made sure they stayed a full three hours. That was more than enough in her book. Jim had been knocking back the wine, as she’d offered to be the designated driver, so he wasn’t overly aware of what time it was.

‘Do we really need to leave now?’ he asked. All he was short of was sticking out his bottom lip like a petulant toddler.

‘I’m terribly sorry, but I’m expecting a call from Jeannie. I know she has a huge function to attend again tonight. It’s all go when you’re married to the top plastic surgeon in the hospital!’

She ushered Jim out the door without too much hassle and waved and thanked the host and hostess, saying it was their turn next and she looked forward to seeing them soon.

‘I’m going to have a nice boozy snooze in my armchair when we get back,’ said Jim. ‘You’ll wake me when Jeannie calls, won’t you?’

‘Of course, dear,’ she said, realising she needed to call their daughter and tell her she’d used her as an excuse. Jeannie would be fine with telling a little white lie.

As they sat in the car and hurtled towards home, she played the game and said she’d had a lovely time while smiling like she ought to, but inside, Martha was slowly unravelling.
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Her three girls were her world.
It was time to let them know...
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