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About the Book

Verity is telling lies . . .

And that’s why she’s about to be arrested for attempted murder.

Serena has been lying for years . . .

And that may have driven her daughter, Verity, to do something unthinkable . . .

Poppy’s lies have come back to haunt her . . .

So will her quest for the truth hurt everyone she loves?

Everyone lies.

But whose lies are going to end in tragedy?
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Dear Lovely Readers

When I finished writing All My Lies Are True, my sixteenth novel, it was November 2019. The world wasn’t in a brilliant state to be honest, but most of us were muddling through and hoping for something better in 2020.

Who knew that 2020 would turn out to be the year that threw us the biggest curveball in my living memory? Certainly not me, which is why All My Lies Are True unfolds ten years after we said goodbye to Ice Cream Girls Poppy and Serena in 2010. When I was typing those words, I really wasn’t expecting for us to spend a portion of the year confined to our homes, for A-Levels to be cancelled, for spending time together to be considered a highly dangerous activity.

So, I’m writing you this note to say: when you read about Serena and Poppy, and their friends and families doing ‘normal’ stuff like going to work, revising for exams, living it up at parties or turning up at a hospital, please bear in mind that it was created at a time when the social physicality of the world was as we’d always known it to be. All the situations, emotions and crimes I write about are rooted in reality and are based on real people’s experiences, but they play out on a made-up background. And this book’s background is a little bit more made up than my previous novels.

I sincerely hope that All My Lies Are True brings a welcome reminder of what our lives were like before a pandemic altered everything; and I really and truly hope you enjoy the book.

With the best of wishes

Dorothy Koomson

April 2020
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The Ice Cream Girls?!
What happened next?!

Posted by: Nia Burkinshaw 3 Comments

Last updated: 12 January

Does anyone remember the so-called Ice Cream Girls? They were accused of killing their teacher? They were having an affair with him? Does anyone remember that?! My mum has been asking me for ages if I can find out about them on the internet and ask you all on here.

Most of you would have been too young, like me, but Mum really remembers them and thinks about them all the time. Apparently they treated him really badly and then they killed him at his house. Their names were Serena Gorringe and Poppy Carlisle. They were in London and this was in the eighties. Do you remember this picture of them? The one in the polka-dot bikini is Serena, the one in the blue one-piece is Poppy.

Mum says the trial seemed to go on for ever but only Poppy went to prison. Serena got away with it. They both kind of ghosted everyone until a few years ago when Poppy came out of prison (I was only six!! then). Mum says she thinks she heard that Poppy might have ended up in Brighton because that’s where the other Carlisles had moved to. Mum also says that everyone at the time thought Serena changed her name? I’ve had a look and I think the Gorringes all still live in London but there’s no mention of Serena anywhere.

Mum would be really interested to hear if anyone knows what happened to them?? She was really, really fascinated by the story, because they were like the evil superstars of her time and it kind of just ended when Poppy went to prison. Mum also says she thought when Poppy got out again that she might find Serena and they’d go on a murderous hunt together again, but nothing. (BTW – Mum said that, not me!!)

If you could ask your mums and dads about it on the off-chance that someone might have heard or seen anything, that’d be well cool. DM me, or drop me a line or leave a comment below. Kisses.

#TheIceCreamGirls #PoppyCarlisle #SerenaGorringe #London #Brighton #murder #teacher

  Share          Like          Repost

  <Previous Post             Next Post>

  Leave a comment

  3 comments

Kat Allen 14 January at 09.45 a.m.

I think I’m probably your mum’s age because I remember them! Every now and again I wonder what happened and where they ended up. Be fascinating to find out.

Lucie Craft 15 January at 11.45 p.m.

Just read up on this story! I’m in between your age and your mum’s but I think I remember this. It is brilliant. Love to find out more.

Elenee G 16 January at 10.38 p.m.

I’m your mum’s age, also. One of them looks so much like a woman whose daughter used to go to my son’s school. The Serena Ice Cream Girl. Her daughter was called something like Variety or Verity, something like that. She had a son, too – I can’t remember his name. Wouldn’t it be a mad coincidence if it was her? I’m sure she was called Serena or something beginning with S. Her surname definitely began with a G because ours does and they were near each other on the register. I’ll ask my son when I speak to him next if he remembers them. Will keep you updated.




verity

Now

‘Well, look and see who is here,’ he says right beside me.

Frowning because I’m not sure how it’s possible for him to be here right now, I turn towards the sound of his voice. I can’t believe it! ‘What are you doing here?’ I ask, unable to hide my delight.

Automatically, I look around to check there’s no one to see us together. Then I glance down at my phone in my hand, check its screen is black and it hasn’t accidentally dialled anyone or isn’t live-streaming this chance meeting. Just to be sure, I press the side button and wait for my phone to ask if I’m sure I want to turn it off. Yes, yes, I’m sure, I think. I don’t want you telling on me.

‘What are you doing here?’ I ask him again.

‘I’ve come to visit my freaky toys,’ he replies.

We’re standing in the entrance of the Hove Museum. On the first floor of this historic building in the posh part of Hove, there is a toy museum full of the creepiest things I’ve ever seen. Porcelain dolls with chipped and peeling faces sit in glass cabinets with threadbare, faded teddy bears resting beside them, all of them staring out at us humans as though begging to be released. Along a narrow corridor, which is flanked on each side with cases of other old, spooky toys that I’m still convinced come to life when you’re not looking, is a slightly larger area with dilapidated games and odd books that you’re allowed to touch. As if to add to the creep factor, from a speaker that sounds like it’s attached to an ancient wind-up gramophone, a story is read over and over about someone who doesn’t want to go to school. I love this place. Since I was tiny this and Hove Library were the two places I always begged my mum to bring me to visit.

‘Are you really here to visit the freaky toys?’ I ask him.

‘Yeah, of course! They’re like my best friends. When I was little, I would go on and on at my mother until she brought me here. What about you?’

‘Same. I used to pretend they were actually my toys that were being stored in this attic in a haunted house—’

‘—where time’s stood still,’ he finishes with a laugh. ‘I can’t believe there’s another person on Earth who understands the true beauty of this place.’

‘Me, too! How come we’ve never talked about this?’

‘Yeah, not the sort of thing I tell people, to be honest.’ He glances around, checking again there is no one watching us, no one who would recognise us and tell the wrong person they’ve seen us together. ‘I can honestly say until this moment I’ve never met anyone who has understood it. Until you. And speaking honestly now, I’ve always been a bit dubious about you cos you’re a bit on the dodgy side, but this discovery has shown me that you have real potential, little one, real potential.’

‘I can’t believe the amount of cheek that just came out of your mouth. I’m not sure I’ll be able to forgive it.’

‘Oh, shush. Come on, are you going up? We can do the tour properly. I’ve never been around with someone who appreciates it before.’

‘Me neither.’

Without saying anything, I hold up my phone, double-check he’s turned his off, too. He fishes his out of his back pocket and shows me that, yes, it’s off and no one will be finding out about us that way.

‘Freaky dolls first?’ he asks as we walk single file down the narrow corridor to the clunky old lift.

‘No, ghost mirror first.’

‘Ghost mirror it is.’

The moment the lift doors shut we’re all over each other, kissing as though we haven’t seen each other in years, necking like we’re not going to see each other in just a few hours. We step apart the moment the lift bumps itself onto the first floor, then fix our faces and straighten our clothing as the doors clunk open.

‘I love you, Verity Gillmare,’ he whispers into my hair before I step out into the corridor.

‘And I love you, Logan Carlisle.’




verity

March, 2019

‘Don’t forget the popcorn, Vee!’ my brother, Conrad, called from his place in front of the television. He was getting ready for his friends to come over and I was obliging by grabbing him some supplies while I nipped to the shops. ‘Giant bags of it, OK?’

Our parents had driven up to London to visit my grandma and I was staying over to look after Con. He was sixteen and loved the fact that I slept over to ‘look after’ him. Mainly because he got to stay at home in Brighton when Mum and Dad went away, and because he knew he could do whatever he liked except hurt anyone, get arrested or get anyone pregnant. There were other things on the list, sure, but those were the three biggies.

I slept in my old room which the ’rentals had kindly redecorated so it was a proper grown-up spare room that I loved to chill out in. I was convinced Mum did it so I’d move back in, but Dad had been clear when they’d helped me with my flat deposit – no takey-backsies. In other words, once you’ve left, you stay left. Visits are fine, nice, encouraged – but two nights were all he’d put up with.

I shouted ‘OK’ to my brother then shut the front door behind me, just as a man with dark-blond hair opened the creaky metal gate and stepped onto the black-and-white tiles of the garden path. He was at least ten years older than me and wasn’t dressed like a postie or a delivery driver; he also wasn’t carrying a clipboard or wearing a lanyard. He had a physique and way of holding himself that made his tan-coloured chinos, cream shirt and black jacket look extra expensive and ultra delicious.

‘Hello,’ he began, sounding pleasant enough.

‘Hi,’ I replied cautiously. Just because he didn’t have a clipboard on display didn’t mean he wasn’t someone intending to sweet-talk me into signing up for a home-cooking box that I’d never properly use or giving more to charity when a significant portion of my wages went that way already. ‘Can’t stop, just on my way out.’ I had never sounded so breezy. I high-fived myself in my head for managing to be so detached and cool and busy.

‘No worries,’ he replied. ‘I was looking for Serena Gorringe.’ His eyes raked over me in a quick, efficient fashion. ‘From your age, I’d say you’re not her.’

That stopped me in my tracks. No one used Mum’s maiden name any more. Obviously Grandma was still a Gorringe, as was Aunty Faye, but not Mum.

‘I’ll just knock,’ he said.

‘She’s not in,’ I said, giving him my full attention and stepping into his path so he didn’t have easy access to the front door. ‘Neither’s her husband, my dad,’ I added for good measure. I wanted him to know that Mum was married.

‘Typical me,’ he said, sounding dejected. ‘It took me so long to work up the courage to come here and now she’s not in. Great.’ He flopped his arms up and down in frustration. ‘I’m not sure I’ll get the courage up again.’

‘You sound like you’re going to propose to my mum or something,’ I told him. ‘Like she’s the great love of your life and this is all you’ve lived for.’

He didn’t say anything to that. And his silence ignited a series of sick feelings all along the bottom of my stomach. I looked him over again. He was far too young for Mum but nine years earlier, she’d left us for nearly two weeks. She and Dad pretended like it never happened, but it was long enough for eight-year-old Conrad to notice, so obviously I knew. Was it for him? No, surely not. He was a good ten years younger than her. But what if he was the reason? What if she was involved with him and Dad found out and that was why he made her leave?

None of us ever talked about why Mum left. She was just gone – coming back daily to give us breakfast; then after school she was there to give us dinner and say goodnight. And then, after what seemed like a forever, she was back. And Mum and Dad were mostly fine and then they were overly fine and loved up, and we all acted as if it hadn’t happened. Was he the culprit?

The man in front of me said nothing. And if he wasn’t going to propose or something, wouldn’t he say so? Wouldn’t he be denying it?

‘How do you know my mother?’ I asked him with an edge to my voice. He’d hardly tell me on her doorstep if they had been sleeping together, but it was worth a try.

‘I don’t know her,’ he said.

‘What do you mean? In a “I never really knew her cos you never really know anyone” kind of way, or a “she’s a complete stranger who I have a freaky connection to” kind of way?’

‘Somewhere in between the two, I guess,’ he said.

I glanced at the house, wondering when Conrad would see us standing there and come out to find out what was going on. ‘Too cryptic for me, sorry,’ I said, an even bigger edge to my voice. ‘Can you just speak your speak. Tell me what you want with my mum.’

The stranger seemed to grow very tall in those moments – he stood up in his frame and suddenly he was towering over me, his arms fastened across his chest in a tight hold and his face set so much like dried cement it was as if he’d never speak again. When he did eventually push words out of his pursed mouth, it was to say: ‘I want to ask her to confess to murder.’

‘What?’ I replied. I couldn’t have heard that right. ‘What are you saying to me?’

‘You heard me . . . I want her to confess to murdering a man called Marcus Halnsley so that my sister, Poppy, can finally clear her name.’




verity

Now

‘I can’t do this any more,’ he says quietly. ‘You know I love you, and it feels like I’ve been in love with you since for ever, but I can’t do this secrecy stuff any more.’

We’re lying flat on our backs on my bed staring at the ceiling. We’ve been like this for a while. I’d lain down here like this to hide from him while he dragged my vacuum cleaner around my flat like a recalcitrant donkey, violently fluffed every single cushion, and passive-aggressively wiped or dusted surfaces until they noisily squeaked their cleanliness. When he’d finished tidying up, he’d come in here to say something, changed his mind and lain down next to me, not speaking. We’ve been like this for twenty minutes, I think. And now he’s speaking, he’s saying this, even though it’s impossible what he’s asking.

‘It used to be quite nice before, but now it’s not working for me. We need to stop living like this and tell people about us. Our families, our friends. We’re not doing anything wrong. I want to be able to hold your hand in public, go out wherever we want without worrying who’ll see us. Hell, I want to invite you over for some shockingly bad food at Sunday lunch with my parents. I just want us to be a normal couple.’

I want that, too. Of course I do, but it’s not that simple, is it? ‘Logan—’

‘I was thinking, just hear me out, I was thinking, if you casually invite me to your father’s fiftieth birthday party in a few weeks, we can tell them in a low-key way then.’

‘No, Logan. I can’t do that. It’s my dad’s party. I can’t hijack them like that. I’m sorry, no.’

‘Just admit it, you don’t want to tell anyone, do you? You just want me to stay your dirty little secret for ever.’

I imagine for a moment what it would be like if we step out of these shadows of secrecy into the bright, bright world of other people’s scrutiny. Their faces, their reactions . . . ‘Logan, just think of the fallout, how hurt everyone will be. I – we – really can’t do that to them.’

‘So you plan on us staying secret for ever?’

‘Not for ever, just until . . . I don’t know, I just need more time.’

‘It’s been a year!’

‘It hasn’t. Nowhere near. We’ve known each other a year but we haven’t been together a year.’

‘It’s never going to be more than this, is it?’ he says sadly. ‘It’s never going to be more than this undercover crap.’ He’s looking at me; I can feel his eyes on me, but I can’t face him.

‘That’s not true,’ I reply.

‘I want more, Verity. I love you, and I want an end to this secrecy.’

‘And if I don’t want that just yet?’

‘Well, that’s it, then, isn’t it?’ he says with quiet finality. ‘It’s over.’

I turn to him then, and he is still staring at me.

‘I don’t want it to be over,’ I declare. In my head it is a declaration, and the words sound brave and bold and decisive. But uttered into the air between us they sound scared and flimsy and pathetic.

This is how we end. I know it. Because I can’t give him what he so desperately wants, this is how we end.

I’m not sure who moves first, who does it first, but we’re suddenly kissing, crushing our lips together, attempting to make it not true. We’re undressing each other, we’re trying to hold on to each other tight enough to make it permanent, close enough to not let anything come in between. By the end we’re both crying, both clinging, both trying to keep ourselves together. And afterwards, immediately afterwards, he is off the bed, angrily snatching up his clothes, furiously pulling them on. This is how we end but he let himself forget and indulge, and he is raging because of it.

‘Are you going to tell?’ I ask as I watch him get dressed. ‘About us? Are you going to tell people?’

‘So you can hate me for ever? Yeah, right. Properly screwed myself over there, didn’t I?’

I sit up, desperate to stop him leaving like this. ‘Look, let’s just take a break. Give each other some space. Once my dad’s party is out of the way, let’s sit down and talk about it properly. In the meantime, let’s give ourselves the chance to see that our lives don’t work without the other one in it.’

He pauses in getting dressed and stands very still while he listens.

‘All we need is a bit of space. Spend time apart, meet up to talk things through. Just not crowd each other. And then we’ll try to sort it out.’

‘You really want to do that?’

I nod vigorously. ‘And in that time, too, we can think about how we tell everyone, if that’s what we decide to do.’

‘You’ll really think about telling people?’

‘Yes, I really will.’

I watch his shoulders fall; see him physically relax as the anger drains away. He returns to the bed, a happy, hopeful smile on his face. I tip my face up to receive his kiss. I close my eyes as he presses his lips on my nose, my forehead, my cheeks.

‘And can you think again about your dad’s party? It really would be the perfect time to tell them.’

‘Log—’

‘Just think about it. Please? Please?’

‘All right. I’ll think about it.’ Yes, I’ll think about it. I’ll also have to think about making sure the party doesn’t happen, either; just in case Logan decides to turn up anyway.
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