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Next week.

OK.

I’ll need 
the full 

day to get 
the work 
on the 

wall. Then 
I think 
there’ll 
be some 
journalists 
to talk 

to for an 
hour or 

two before 
the thing 
opens.

Which others?

Well, Marianne, obviously, 
Roger, Anthony. Maybe Susan 
Ellis and Si Kalman.

I think I’m nervous about 
meeting your friends. You’ll do fine. They’ll think you’re 

beautiful and fascinating simply 
because you’re not from here. 

Fresh meat and all that.

Have you got 
anything to wear?

 I don’t know. 
What do I need?

Here, go to town, get  
something special.

 If you come at 
eight? You’ll catch 

the end. Then dinner 
with the others. 

So, next week?
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My! Don’t you look festive!

Don’t.
Darling. 

Told you what?

What? I think you look 
really, very delightful! Really!

You should have 
told me!

No! Alison! No. Stay. Have 
a drink. You’ll feel better 

if you stay.How was I to know?

I’m fairly sure you knew.

You look very nice, but, 
if you want, next time 
we can get you something 

more in keeping.

 I’m going home.

That everyone would 
be ... that everyone else 
would be ... less ... this!
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At dinner I met his friends. There were 
more people than I’d expected and I found 
it hard to keep track. Most of them were 
incredibly intimidating; not to mention 
Pat’s age or older. They seemed interested 
in me and asked a lot of questions. ‘Alison, 

what do you think of … ?’, ‘Alison, have 
you ever … ?’ Each question prefaced, with 
pointed warmth and kindness, by my name. 
‘Alison?’ They seemed welcoming but I 
couldn’t help feeling that they were trying 
to trip me up.

They’re not as terrible  
as they seem.

They don’t seem 
terrible. Just terrifying!

You’re Alison, yes?

Roger. It was 
my house in 
Dorset. When 
you two met?

OH! At 
Summer 

Hill? It’s a 
beautiful 
house.

Aah, so you came over  
to the house then?

Yes! I’m sorry, I don’t 
know your name ... Patrick 

told me some, but ...

It’s OK! Haha! 
Don’t look so 
worried!

God. I’m so 
embarrassed.

It’s OK! 
I wasn’t 

scandalised! 
I think it’s a 
very brave 

thing you did. 
Starting again 
like that, 

taking a risk. 

The gardens are 
very lovely.
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I worry everyone here 
thinks I’m a silly little 
girl with a country-
bumpkin accent.

Excuse me for saying 
this, but Pat has a history 
with silly little girls and 
I think you seem beyond 
all that. You’re a real 

person, I suspect.

I’m sure the other girls 
were real people too.

Ah, I’m sure you’re 
very right, actually.

Can I add? I think your 
accent is beautiful. It 

makes me feel at home.

Nothing is ever still here ... I don’t know 
how well I fit in in London.

Oh, that’s 
nice. 

I miss it. 
Mostly the 
cliffs. And 
the stillness. 

You’ll find your 
space, I think.

Oh! You! You’re in 
one of the paintings!

I could tell straight away. I 
guess he IS a good painter!!

I don’t know if I can say I’m a sculptor 
if I’ve never exhibited. If a tree falls 

and no one is around to hear it, does it 
make a noise? Etc., etc.!

Really? 
Wow!

... I think it makes a noise.  
And I think you’re a sculptor!

I’m Tessa, I work at the 
gallery. Just as an assistant. 

Nothing fancy. 
I’m a sculptor, really.

 Thanks. I think I am 
too! Are you an artist?

That’s great! I knew you 
were an artist by your 
dress. It’s so beautiful.

I’m trying to be ... I draw 
a bit, and paint.

Really? I’ve 
felt so stupid 
all evening. 

Everyone else 
is so chic. 

I have to wear black for 
work. Otherwise I’m with 
you! What’s the point in 
being sombre all the time?

Tessa Effiong. Sculptor 
and/or gallery wench! 
Fancy another drink?

I’m Alison, I’m Patrick’s ... 
I’m ... I’m Alison, I guess.

Oh, um, yeah.
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It alarms me to think that had it 
been left to me,  Tessa and I would 
never have become friends. I was so 
young and so sure that I was the most 
misplaced person in that room, in 
every room. I couldn’t see that Tessa, 
who seemed just as bright and sharp 
as anyone else at the party, was on 
the outside too. Of course she was. I 
consider it my greatest good fortune 
that Tessa invited me for a walk the 
next day, and coffee two days after 
that. We careened through the early 
stages of friendship towards a long-
lasting and easy intimacy.




