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Rosie had finished her blackcurrant. “Dad, when can Annie come
and show me how to do the fortune teller?”

“I don’t know yet, chickpea, you’d like to see her again would
you?” He poured the hot water into the pot and placed it on the
table, “Serena’s daughter took a bit of a shine to Rosie,” he told
Martin. “She’s promised to show her how to make some paper-
folding game.”

They had their Saturday tea of egg-on-toast, yoghurt, fruitcake.
Dad settled down for the 6 o’clock news but Martin was perplexed.
Despite his relief that Amy’s world hadn’t obliterated his, it was terrible

about her father.  What should he say? And why had Rosie
called her Annie? At last he took out some drawings of

plants he had started for his biology project. They
needed colouring in, so that kept him busy till

bedtime. When he had finished he noticed how
unusually neat his crayon marks were. Mrs Foster
would be pleased anyway.

* * * * * * *
The next morning Martin

took a deep breath,
opened his inbox

and again selected
Amy’s last email,

then Reply.
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