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Prologue

I am hunched and grey, spat out by the hospital. They have battled with my bleeding and doped and stupefied me and the baby has gone. So now I am home. Michael has gone off to the workshop stating that he has things to do. Being left alone to convalesce and deal with unwelcome hormones is being the star in my own bad movie. Outside, our neighbour Maurice is clanking in the yard with too many bits of metal and his Wolf Grinderette power tool. Obviously, I have to get up and take myself off before I leap over the wall and put the whining Wolf Grinderette through one of his arteries.

I am a bit dizzy and feeble, but I get the car out of the awkward parking space we have created out of wood chippings under the ancient beech trees and rhododendron jungle and I lurch into Liskeard. Nothing to do here, but buy cattle in the market, bank the day’s takings, buy a pasty or gawp in the estate agents’ windows. And there in the window is Large Bottom Farm, up for auction. I wobble in. The receptionist sees me eyeing the photo and says, ‘Go and look. It’s empty. Just drive there and let yourself in and look.’ She hands me a key so heavy I nearly drop it on my foot.

Suddenly it is a perfect morning, lucid blue, thin crisp sky. I jostle down the country road, hovering in small wide places to let tractors pass. Go on beyond the hairpin bend and turn right. I get out to open the level-crossing railway gates, drive through and then shut them.

I have now cut myself off entirely from the world and as I drive up the last hilly metres to Large Bottom Farm, I feel a growing excitement. I stop and switch off the engine and sit and take in the silence and the trees and the river. No Maurice, no backyard car repairs, no walking or driving to the fields where we keep the goats . . . this could be just us and a sort of freedom. I put my hand on the dilapidated oak gate and step down a run of granite steps with the massive key clutched tight.

I hardly dare to go in. The house will be dank and musty and I will slink away and never even tell Michael of my moment of soaring hope. But the departing tenants of this farm have left it immaculate. Well, orange emulsion upstairs and fifties wallpaper with swirling silver oblongs downstairs, but clean and dry and smelling of welcome to my emotional nostrils.

It is a classic Cornish farmhouse, with a parlour, a sitting room, a large dairy with slate shelves, meat hooks on the ceiling and a pig-salting cask and an impossible kitchen with a decrepit oven range, a large open fireplace and a wormy corner cupboard. No kitchen sink, just an outhouse with a tap. Oh, and a bathroom with a huge, white enamel bath. I rush from room to room with a wild heartbeat. Please. Please.

I tell him. I drive to the workshop and order Michael into the car to come on a surprise trip. He humours me. I pull him round the barns, make him look over the fields, show him the house and then he faces me and says, ‘You must be joking. I have just planted two rows of apple trees and a plum. Don’t be ridiculous.’





Chapter 1

The auction at Webbs

The crowd inside Webb’s Hotel is huge and consists of the most unlikely buyers of an empty farmhouse; most of all, it feels daunting. How could we have imagined that this could be for us, when there are hundreds of eager buyers with untold wealth in their pockets? We shuffle to the side, standing on the shabby carpet that covers the biggest of the Webb’s reception rooms and we wait. We are auction house virgins.

The auctioneer arrives, looking the part in a flat cap and a tweed jacket with a checked shirt underneath. He tells us all what to expect of the procedure, the bidding, the need to have ready money, no backing out, and then starts up the process with such a low figure that the bidding comes fast with the auctioneer’s song ringing and the nods or hands waving the property details. We stand dumbstruck and simply watch and wait. I hold Michael’s hand tight.

As the figure rises, so the number of bidders decrease and suddenly it is our moment and Michael starts his own pantomime of a flick of the hand. Just two bidders now. Up and up. Everyone watches the silent race between us, racehorses in the last furlong. I’m writhing. Michael gives his last bid, over our agreed limit, and stops. So too the rival. The auctioneer takes a deep breath and says the auction is cancelled, the reserve is not met.

The tension crashes and the crowd is silent, before shuffling off with discontented murmurs.

The auctioneer asks us to stay. With a little persuasion, could we not raise our offer? The vendors would be so pleased to have us as the owners. The position of the land and the farmhouse is such that having owners like us would be to their liking. Us?

Er, um, well, yes? OK. OK.

And so, with the exchange of solicitors’ details, we have a farmhouse, some land, an orchard or two, lots of barns, a river, trees, a privy, and a whole new future. And I am pregnant again.

Noah

So we move into a proper forever home with space for a family and for our goats. We move the goats into a hay-filled barn with a shelf to sleep on and a manger to hold hay, and better still a field, a river, space.

And so we go shopping for other creatures. We need a house cow. We need a Jersey house cow with dark eyes and a creamy tan hide and gentle manners and we have been told of a farmer with a Jersey herd and creatures to sell and so we go round to see. We are introduced to Rosetta. Farmer Hopkins tells us her age and breeding history and likely milk yield and how often she should be pregnant and then calve to keep up a steady milk supply. We are given her pedigree papers and herd number.

We will purchase a stainless-steel bucket that can be sterilised for the milking process. Mr Hopkins is astonished to hear that we intend to milk her by hand, but why would we want to set up electrical systems for one cow?

Rosetta takes her new ownership and solitary status with a placid acceptance and we persuade her to allow the hand-milking process. We lead her out of her shed by a rope halter and tie her to a metal bar not unlike a bicycle stand. She is given a bowl of oats and the milkman or milkmaid takes the old bathroom stool and hunkers down beside her udder and starts a rhythmic pull on her teats, which yield nothing until suddenly she gives in and lets down her milk with a great gushing flood, through our working fingers and into the bucket below, with a ringing sound as the jet of milk hits the side of the bucket. Creamy, frothy milk, full fat, almost yellow, enough to feed a huge family, more than enough for us; enough to make butter, yogurt, and skim off the cream.

We need pigs to eat the skimmed milk. Off we go to buy two weaners. We are learning pig talk. We transport our three beehives, consolingly covered with sacking. Then we buy Warren and Marran hens, point of lay, ready for a lifetime of egg laying. Ducks. Geese. Guinea fowl. Muscovy ducks. Soon our Large Bottom Farm is ringing with the sound of contented creatures. We feel like Noah and his missus.

Winter yard

It is bone-gnawingly cold. The animals have all tried to go to bed early, goats already in the stable looking balefully out of the door as if I am a bad waiter, endlessly and disappointingly late with an order. I swing the food barn door open to give oats and molasses-rich goat mix and see that the rats have been making merry in the feed bins. I will have to deal with them later.

The hens and ducks make a distracting shriek of enthusiasm and I gather up their assorted bowls and scoop out the right mix for each of them and I head out into the yard. There is mayhem under my feet as I open the gate. I have to extend my foot in a ridiculous ballet point to scoop away ducks from underfoot, plant my boot slowly amongst them and pick my way over to the duck house.

From the doorway I execute a spectacular move, well-practised and unerringly accurate. My right hand spins the corn into the duck house and as it scatters, a tide of ducks comes spilling over themselves and behaving like a mad rabble; my left hand shoots a spray of corn in the other direction along the concrete yardway to pacify the hens. This is the moment for separation of fowl: success.

Next I have to umpire an ugly scene between geese and hens and I shoo the geese into their shed. As soon as I feed the geese, their noise is simply a contented guggle of beak into straw as they pick up their grains. The hens busy themselves with the scatter in the yard. I must return to the rat issue.

I look around for something to plug the hole in the bin, but I can’t stay out too long before I will turn into a pillar of ice. I pour a small but enticing pile of rat poison grains beside the feed bin and cover it with an upturned gutter section.

Quickly now, I fill the goat bowls and make my way unencumbered by fowl, as the hens, now properly suppered, have already gone in to roost. I pause in the goat shed to rub Plum at the base of her fat soft ears. She looks up at me, pleased, but has a more interesting job on hand with her oats. There is plenty of hay stacked in the manger still and I shut the doors, all creatures tucked away for the night and it isn’t even 4 p.m. yet. I feel the pull of crumpets or muffins and a long slow evening ahead.

Snowdrops

There must be snowdrops somewhere. I am pulling on my wellies and hurtling out of the conservatory in a certainty that I will find a thin spear of white amongst all the mossy sprawl under the yew trees. I find crocus leaves beginning their untidy spikes under the apple trees, but I go on, desperate for snowdrops, desperate for that reassurance that the dark days are slipping away. Yes, over there, a small brave clump of six, seven, shivering slightly and gleaming. I crouch down and fill myself up with snowdrop.

Sawing horse

Cyril comes to look over our purchase; he knows about things. He walks the boundaries and gazes carefully at the barns and the fields. We trust his judgement more than anyone else’s, knowing he left his family tradition of lightermen on the Thames and brought his red-haired wife to a tenanted farm in Wales to rear a family, to hand-milk a herd, to live without electricity, to work the land with sweat and blood. He is eighty, tall and strong. He looks at our land and finds it good. He offers wry advice here and there and comes back a week later with a gift of a sawing horse he has made for us.

It has two end pieces of diagonal crosses and long centre pieces and we can lay boughs and logs along this frame, which hold them as we cut them up. I have never seen such a thing before, but Michael has, and he is thrilled. We use it most weeks. We drag branches from the orchard, the riverbank, the thicket of laurel or the overbearing sycamores in the field boundary and make a production line. One of us heaves the branch to the sawing horse, one holds the branch steady, but it’s always Michael on the saw or chainsaw, and one person has to nip about loading logs into a barrow. It’s me.

The best thing is the hurling position. Lob a log high, higher, the highest, right to the back of the log store and hope it tugs itself down and doesn’t start an avalanche. This is no pile for the orderly minded, no stacking in serried rows, it’s a cheery wild mountain of logs, and we have borrowed a sign from the forestry workings in the wood, which announces: ‘No Climbing on Wood Stack’.

Conservatory

Michael insists on a conservatory. It is an unknown around here. His great aunt Gwendoline had one in her splendid Camborne town house, where she reigned as eccentric queen of a mining dynasty, and now we must have one for growing a vine and basking ourselves in sunshine. Two builders shake their heads, suck their teeth and slope away. Our friend Tristan is not so easily defeated and reminds us he has a failed degree in architecture; he rustles up drawings of a glass structure spanning the courtyard between the house and the washhouse and snouting outwards in a five-sided fan.

The main timbers are quickly assembled and then we have to cut away half: too many, too dark. Finding the reinforced triangular cut glass for the roof is complicated, but Tristan is resolute and while we wait for delivery, we tackle the enormous task of shifting the tomb-sized granite floor slabs that were once the kitchen floor into place as the conservatory floor. We dig hollow pits for them and then layer in sand and manhandle them into place. We stand back to admire the work in progress: planting beds on each side and a blank wall for a table and chairs.

Our heads are full of the thought of the vine, the ivies, the tomatoes, the seedlings, the hothouse plants, the children’s sandpit, the hammock, and the lazy days ahead.

Planting a vine

Everyone knows that a conservatory should have a vine: we have a vine, a Black Hamburg in a little flowerpot. Everyone knows you should plant a vine on nutrients like a heart, a brain . . . a placenta? I have a placenta, I intend to use it for planting our vine, but in the hospital things get difficult. I have spent a great many hours giving birth to Morwenna in an unfriendly hospital with me shouting a lot and Michael telling me to breathe and then forceps and stitches, but a beautiful baby and then the afterbirth, push, push.

Well, it seems reasonable to me to ask the nurse who is trying to carry my placenta away if I can inspect it and she comes over with a look on her face that should warn me. ‘Thank you,’ I say and take the grey cardboard dish in which my nutrient-rich placenta lies; she is as quick as a flash and grabs it back.

‘This is mine,’ I say. ‘I am going to take it home.’

‘No, this is hospital property,’ she tells me.

I point out it is mine, from my body, of my body, made by me, therefore my property and I am going to plant a vine on it.

A tug of war commences, where I pull on the cardboard dish and so does she.

‘It’s mine,’ I say.

‘It’s against hospital regulations.’

‘I want it.’

‘You can’t have it,’ and she gives a stronger pull and scuttles off with it. I am furious and probably a bit deranged in a post-birth state. Michael is holding our newborn with a look of sublime joy, oblivious to the visceral battle at his side.

When we are home, he plants the vine on a chicken carcass. Harrumph.

The health visitor

At last there is a medical visitor who is not twitching with disapproval. Our house is in disarray and I have a baby. They don’t like that. When Morwenna was born, we were just moving in and the health visitor came with me to look at the farmhouse and was horrified that there was not yet running water. ‘You can’t move in here,’ she said, ‘you will have to be taken into Care.’

Care sounded worrying and so we squatted with kind friends until Michael deposited me, a crate of Guinness and a new baby with my parents.

But now we do have running water, and what does it matter if the kitchen is not finished? I sit and nurse the baby and give the builders cups of tea and we are all getting on with what we must do.

There is a new health visitor, who does not bristle. She tells me that babies are weaned with bananas in South America and that mothers do what they can. She thinks carefully about my worry that Morwenna cries and I’m not sure what to do and she tells me I have to check the key things: is she hungry? Is she wet? Is she the right temperature? If all those things are okay, then the baby has to toughen up, and I can wrap her in a blanket and push her pram to the end of the garden and let her shout or listen to the birds or sleep.

What liberation. Morwenna, you are going to the end of the garden. To sleep, please.

Yard work

It’s a raw morning and there has been an exhausting baby-crying session, which seems to have stretched itself through the night. Michael pulls on his jeans, shirt, jumper, and steels himself out of the kitchen door. The boot beetle is in the way and clangs and skids across the granite floor. Fat socks. Wellies. Farm jacket.

The air outside is chill mist, the sort that claws your throat, and the gravel path down to the farmyard has collected small pools of wet. Primroses on the bank seem to issue a yellowish glow, unperturbed by the soaking of dew they carry. The whole bank is sodden, making the ferns, the dog’s mercury, the campion all sag. Only the shiny discs of pennywort stand waxy firm.

Rosetta is the first in line for milking. Goats next. There are only three in milk and Yamaha needs milking only every other day. Michael takes Suzuki by the collar and they take a brisk turn down the yard. He reaches for one of the breakfasts and Suzy jumps up onto the milking shelf to eat and give herself up for milking. Michael pulls the white stool over and settles down.

It’s a comforting business, head pushed to her warm flank, and she obligingly moves her leg back. One hand goes to grip the stainless bowl with a vice-like steadiness and the other pulls rhythmically on first one teat and then the other. It can take less than five minutes when all is going well and as long as the breakfast lasts. Once the food is finished, an irritable fidgeting starts up and puts the half-filled pail in grave danger. Michael watches that frisky back foot as it starts to consider a little kick and he manages to pull the last jet of foaming milk and move away.

Suzuki is led away. Plum next, then the goat breakfasts are taken into the rest of the eager crew. Two bowls on the floor at opposite corners and one on the manger shelf. Everyone rushes to get to the best fullest bowl and then moves to see if another looks better or fuller and there is a fuss of bowl sharing and head tossing and fast movement around the shed.

The breakfast is short and quick and Michael leads Yamaha out into the meadow, where he tethers her to a running line. The others follow her lead and are easy to fix to their tethers. All that is left to do is to move one of the posts at the end of the running line for a new stretch of grass. He pulls up the post and clangs it in with the hammer. Four lines moved, four times the clanging sounds echo up and down the valley. I can hear them from my bed as I feed the baby.

Polly

Annoying noises from the farmyard are forcing me out of doors and I stumble into my boots, grab a jacket, and march out to see what mayhem is taking place in the animal kingdom.

A strange dog has a duck by the neck and is shaking it beyond death it seems, and all the geese and ducks are shrieking in protest. The goats have come in to see what the fuss is, nosey like me, but do nothing, unlike me, because I stride in through the gate and grab the black and white dog by its collar and wrench it hard. It looks at me in a mix of reproach and surprise and drops the dead duck. My temper flares and I hurl the dog into the nearest shed, the duck shed from which there is no escape, and I shut the door.

I check the duck in case there is life or a possible meal out of it and as there is neither I leave it on the lawn, for evidence. And I wait.

I go back into the house and do my waiting with a sleeping baby and a cup of tea. Soon enough I hear the cry of a likely owner, ‘Polly, Polly, Pollleeee,’ so I put my boots on again and saunter out into the drive. There is already body language at play. I imagine I am looking assertive and proprietorial; the man at the end of the drive is looking uncertain, supplicant.

‘I’ve got Polly in a shed,’ I call out and he comes nearer, looking relieved.

‘I kept her there after she killed one of my ducks,’ I continue in a neighbourly fashion.

I walk towards the yard and he follows, and I open the duck shed and there is a moment of owner/dog reunion.

‘I kept her there so you could collect her and she could be reminded of the duck, and you can punish her. I daresay you will want to beat her when I show you the duck?’ I’m saying this as a righteous challenge.

At this point the owner looks afraid. Clearly, he hadn’t thought of a punishment being necessary. I have demanded it. I have the duck. It is still dead and has tell-tale bloodstains on it.

I offer a stick, but he chooses to wallop Polly with his hand, quite hard, shouting out in a fairly unconvincing tone: ‘Bad dog, bad Polly!’ It seems that Polly is as surprised by the beating as her owner, because she turns on him and bites him hard on the arm. He screeches and we both look at his bleeding arm.

‘Hmm, you’d better come in for first aid. Polly can continue in the duck shed.’

This is one way of getting to know your neighbours.

Yellow sofa

We are ripping our farmhouse apart. It was politely arranged into four solid traditional rooms with a severance of a hallway and staircase in the middle. Each room has only one window. A parlour, a dairy, a sitting room and a kitchen. There was no downstairs water supply. I imagine the previous inhabitant walking out along a covered way to an outhouse for water heated with a copper tank in the corner. It’s all change. Water and a sink in the kitchen, please.

The two rooms on the south side are knocked into one and the open fireplace is turned into a south-facing window and seat and the broken-down cooking range is gutted out and in its place is a brand-new Belling cooker, which is to last us thirty years.

Hey presto, we have light, sunshine pouring into the room. My dream kitchen is beginning. The next requirement is a table, chairs and a yellow sofa. The sale room has a table that we take to the acid-dipping tank at Menheniot station to strip it back to pine. Three chairs follow. The next sale has a pair of sofas, one an unwanted Chesterfield from the police station and the other a sturdy, old-fashioned piece, which might manage a young family. Then Amelia finds me the yellow fabric I need for a sofa cover.

A piano appears, hideous until painted white. A little table for tiny tea parties or playdough arrives. Yellow cotton curtains. The room morphs around its growing inhabitants, but the yellow sofa in all its different incarnations must stand the test of time, each collapse of springs necessitating another sale room visit with a tape measure to check that the yellow cover will fit. For thirty years this kitchen will be a place of sunshine and comfort and a yellow sofa.

Workshop in the sitting room

Flexible working conditions? We are the master of these. We have moved our glassblowing workshop into the sitting room. The room is large and predisposed to a division, so we have a sofa hunching its back across the middle of the room, separating a carpeted zone and a slate floored zone where Michael and Julie can sit and chat and work in warmth as they make filigree glass galleons, vases of mice running up stems of barley and other vital tourist items for our seaside tourist shop. They have worktables with a Bunsen burner, stacks of glass rods and the comfortable soft buzz of the gas flame.

The carpeted zone isn’t getting much use. That is, until today, when we find we have a formal visit from the rector. The kitchen is a chaos of baby toys and drying towelling nappies, so I invite him for a polite cup of tea in the sitting room.

Here I perch on the edge of a chair with the baby, arrange him and his large black frock on the sofa and we exchange pleasantries. I am a newcomer; he is seeking out a potential member of his flock. He asks if I have planned a baptism and could he help? I stutter that I am thinking about dates and venues that will suit our unreliable chosen godparents, which is clearly the wrong thing to say, as he tenses up and says he has a few organised group baptism days ahead, and parents generally fit in with the rector.

I shift the baby and keep my face in a pleasant smile. The workforce behind me, with impassive faces, cynical views and scarcely held-in laughter, are straining to hear every word, to be used against me later.

Routine visit to the vet

I don’t know which is worse: taking one’s small children to be immunised knowing the hassle, the screeching and the maternal terror of presenting a perfect human specimen to be injected and punctured, or taking a soft new pair of twin goat kids to be castrated and have their budding horns burned away.

Today I must do the goat horror and know that a month ago I did the infant horror and I have been forgiven by her.

The goat logic is this: we do not want an immature goat rutting with his siblings or performing any of the malodorous male goat tricks on any member of our herd. And horns must be removed if we are allowing children to play with and amongst the goats. We then rear the young males to frolic and play and can eat them at nine months. It’s farming.

The vet gives a local anaesthetic before he makes a swift incision and scoops the testicles out, then sprays the emptied sacs with a purple antiseptic. He anaesthetises the skull before he burns the growing ring around the base of the horn bud, with a dreadful smell of singed fur.

I take the kids home in a dopey state and their mother nuzzles them and leaves them to sleep in the hay. I worry about them for a while, empathise about their probable headache, but when I go out to the yard to check on them, they are bouncing about in the field apparently unaware of the violence we have had performed on them. All is well.

Priscilla and the garden

I’ve got a special guest arriving, to advise me on how to turn a sea of mud and random grassy patches and scraggy fruit trees into a garden. She is the wife of the bishop and is a botanist and a knowledgeable gardener. After coffee and when I have put the baby to sleep, we go out and stare at the problem.

Outside the kitchen door are a drab concrete passageway, outdoor washhouses, a tiny but bare courtyard, a cinder track, laurel bushes, bare conservatory, and a secret path to the outside privy. It’s a muddle and indescribably ugly. I explain that what I want more than anything is to walk out of the kitchen and see flowers and loveliness. Priscilla can surely hear the desperation in my voice.

She walks to and fro, talking about south and west. I blurt out that I thought maybe I could pull up the laurel hedge and make a border for flowers and she nods, thinking.

She goes to her car and returns with some little hellebore plants and I scamper upstairs to get the baby, who is gurgling. I wear the baby on my hip and we carry on the survey of my dismal lawn.

She puts a hand on my arm and says, ‘Why don’t you just get some grass seed down and let that grow, and maybe pull up the cinder track and throw in a few tough and cheerful plants to keep you going? You have a baby; really a garden can wait, you will be so busy.’

Wise lovely words. Thank you.

Goat husbandry

We have a shelf devoted to self-sufficiency: Goat Husbandry, Backyard Dairy Book, Backyard Poultry, Food for Free, Fruit Garden Displayed, Burcombes Queenies and Colloggetts, Plumbing in the Home, Wild Food for Goats, Self Sufficiency, and more; all are well-thumbed. Most have muddied fingering on the pages dealing with crop failure, pests, and surpluses.

Goat Husbandry intimidates us both. It speaks with a lofty expertise we cannot hope to match, with diagrams of custom-built goat pens instead of our crumbling stone barn, of careful fodder crops instead of our one meadow and old orchards and goats kept on tethers, of marketing a range of goat products in glossy containers instead of milk in glass jam jars. It has pages and pages of well-scanned lists of health problems and clearly every sickness or droopiness has had us reaching for the book to see what symptoms match.

It’s a ghastly read.

Phosphorous deficiency. Poisons. Black Garget. Chronic Mastitis. Gas Gangrene. Foot Rot. Goat Pox. Pulpy Kidney Disease. Most of the cures listed involve diet change and many have the ‘easy’ tag: success or failure apparent by the ninth day. I imagine that failure is death with the irksome business of disposing of a body. One becomes resigned. Or one visits the vet.

The book has very helpful pages that show cross-sections of goat pregnancy, and the way a single or twin foetus can lie, and how one can extract a goat kid if necessary – ‘bring that leg forward with your finger, if possible’.

There are diagrams too of Mendelian dominance and recessive genes with paragraphs on hornlessness hermaphrodites and risky matings. If one has a dreary rainy afternoon, what better read than an hour or two with Goat Husbandry?

Life crossroads

We have been playing for too long and need to grow up. Running a crazy, tinpot seasonal seaside business, where we aren’t home till ten or later, is not working with our smiling fat baby, who has survived one season in a carrycot under the shop counter and breastfeeding that evoked a horrified response from our customers.

We have already had several careers apiece before departing from London for a life of self-sufficiency. We have been foolish, larking about when we should have been building a future. Now Michael is giddy with schemes, toying with mad ideas he immediately cancels until he comes up with The One. It’s the career he has always wanted, he was just distracted into reading sciences at university: he wants to be a doctor. He’s always wanted to be a doctor. He rushes full tilt into investigations; his old college will surely accept him again to read medicine.

The baby and I discuss this. Is she willing to be raised by only me for seven years while her father is a student far away? Do we sell the farm? End this new delicious life of self-sufficiency? Goodbye hens, goats, creatures great and small? Or do the baby and I run the whole show for seven years while Michael lives away?

I don’t say any of this to my husband – I keep silent, holding my breath with dread. A person has to do what they want in life. It just seems at a woefully hopeless time. The baby and I watch progress.

The college has Michael’s application and his marvellous persuasive letter and their admissions tutor rings when Morwenna and I are mixing slop for the pigs. When we throw off our wellies and coats, we can see Michael leaning against the kitchen door cradling the phone on his shoulder. He is making low noises of agreement and assent. He doesn’t give me any signal of which way the conversation is going so I creep about making supper for Morwenna and getting cups of tea. Finally, the conversation ends and he joins us at the table.

Well? This is our life-changing moment.

‘Well?’

‘They have had a meeting and a long discussion,’ he says. ‘They think it would be a great plan in many respects. They would be happy to have me back, my previous degree might even mean I could do a year less, but they think . . .’ His voice trails off and he looks out of the window. He gathers himself up and continues, ‘They think I am probably too old; the training would be so long at this stage in my life, with a young family. They advise against it.’

He fiddles about with his mug of tea and I can see his huge disappointment.

At this moment, neither of us can know that he will become a teacher, a quirky, witty, inspiring teacher, and run one of the best science departments around, and elect to stay doing just that, oh so joyfully, without shifting about to take up senior posts or a headship and that we will stay at Large Bottom Farm for thirty years.

‘He has just given us our life back,’ I whisper to the baby.
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