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Praise for

‘Rosoff’s dazzling, timeless novel is a delight’
Independent

‘Totally absorbing’
Press Association

‘Rapture to read’
Sunday Times

‘Seductive and elegant’
Observer, YA Book of the Month

‘Brilliant and impactful’
Pandora Sykes

‘Searingly well written’
The Times

‘A wonderful, captivating writer’
Daily Telegraph
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Praise for

‘A terrific writer … wry and spare’
Daily Mail

‘This summer’s must-read’
The Times

‘Perfect for fans of Sally Rooney and Naoise Dolan’
Bookseller Previews

‘Another utterly immersive slice of YA fiction’
Waterstones 

‘Effortlessly lyrical’
Stylist 

‘Beautifully written and evocative’
ReadingZone

‘Lean, smart, sophisticated’
Spectator
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Eurostar was showing a twenty-minute delay, which 

was perfect because if I didn’t get some thing to eat 

before I boarded the train I’d have to eat my own liver.

I joined the queue for a sand wich with my mate, 

Moe, and texted home that we were running late. 

They were picking me up at St Pancras and might 

want to leave later.

Immediately the text went through, my phone 

rang.

Dad.

Moe clocked my expres sion and raised an  

eyebrow. It was incred ibly noisy in the terminal, but 

he could see some thing was up.
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I let it go to voice mail. Whatever it was, I didn’t 

want to hear.

My dad knows I can’t stand talking on the phone, 

so a phone call must be some thing completely 

urgent, like MI6 just got in touch to say there’s a 

bomb on your train. If that were the case, I figured 

he’d follow up with a text.

Maybe I was over re act ing. I stared at the phone, 

wishing tech no logy had advanced enough to send a 

precis of whatever topic the person on the other end 

was plan ning to raise. It would be good for avoid ing 

break-up calls, or rejec tions of any sort. Moe once 

told me that all bad news comes by text, so maybe I 

shouldn’t have worried.

We squeezed on to a low table between seats to eat 

our sand wiches in peace, an impossib il ity given Moe 

is six-foot-two and we were surroun ded by the whole 

European Adventures Abroad team all mutter ing 

into head sets like they were running secur ity for  

Taylor Swift. Just now, they were distrib ut ing UK 
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pass ports to the younger kids, threat en ing that if 

anyone lost theirs, they’d have to stay in France for-

ever. Some of the kids seemed to consider this a good 

thing. I guess you never know what’s going on in 

someone else’s family.

My phone rang again. I ignored it with mount ing 

dread. What was so import ant that he had to talk to 

me before I got on the train?

I was prepared for bad news thanks to extens ive 

life exper i ence. And although I made light of my 

depress ing summer because what else can you do 

when kids your own age are risking death cross ing 

the Channel on inflat able bath toys, still, it was 

dispir it ing. Not that I felt sorry for myself in the 

wider scheme of things, I’d just hoped it might have 

gone better.

My phone rang again. Oh God. No way!

Three calls in ten minutes? Someone had defin itely 

died. Or maybe my parents were getting divorced and 

he wanted to break it to me slowly – he’d tell me in 
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France that they weren’t getting along too well, and by 

the time I got to London, Dad would be running off 

with a girl my age or Mum wanted an open marriage. 

Or maybe he’d taken that job in Dubai (what job in 

Dubai?), where the temper at ure made life impossible 

and drink ing was punish able by flog ging. Or wait. 

Could Mum be preg nant? At fifty-six? Please God, no.

I knew this sort of thing would happen if I let 

them out of my sight for a whole summer, but  

honestly, I cannot keep watch over the elderly  

twenty-four hours a day. Do you have any idea how 

depress ing it is not to trust your parents to act  

normal for one short month?

Shit. Shit. Shit. I switched the phone off and 

dropped it in my pocket.

Moe looked at me. ‘Do not seek misfor tune,’ he 

intoned, quoting his Tai Chi master. ‘It will find you 

in its time.’ And then he smiled beatific ally.

‘So, if my Dad’s plan ning to take a job in Dubai 

and sign us up for an inter na tional school famous for 
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the execu tion of homo sexu als, I should just chill 

because I’ll get the news even tu ally?’

‘Live, laugh, love.’

‘I can’t live-laugh-love if I’m being stoned to 

death.’

Moe frowned. ‘You’re not gay, are you?’

‘Not at the moment.’

Moe was off again. ‘Knowledge speaks. Wisdom 

listens.’

‘And anyway, you are. What if you want to come 

visit me?’

‘Not happen ing. Don’t cry because it’s over. Smile 

because it happened.’

‘How have I lived without your crappy wisdom all 

summer? Let’s go to Duty Free.’

‘For what?’

‘Distraction.’

I took the last bite of my sand wich and tried to 

reckon with the weird feeling in my head. Suddenly I 

couldn’t chew because I couldn’t catch my breath 
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and my jaw ached and I was pretty sure I was having 

a heart attack. Oh Lord, breathe, breathe. I was 

going to suffoc ate any second. Shit. A panic attack. 

Why now, partic u larly? Though panic attacks often 

hit me in airports and train stations. Maybe it was 

the word ‘terminal’ that set them off.

Moe stared at his phone, obli vi ous. Was there a 

bag I could breathe into? Was there a friend I could 

depend on?

We got to Duty Free, me sweat ing, swaying, unable 

to catch my breath.

Moe drifted over to perfume to douse himself in 

Chanel No. 5.

Would they let me buy a bottle of vodka if I 

claimed a medical emer gency?

Bonjour mesdames et messieurs, l’Eurostar 

numéro neuf  zero trente-et-un, départ à 13:12 à 

destin a tion de Londres St Pancras, est prêt pour 

l’embarquement, voie six.

Across the waiting area, EAA camp coun sel lors 
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with CIA head sets had started to corral every one on 

to the train. Checking for bags left behind.

‘You OK, man?’ Moe looked concerned at last. 

He smelled like Marilyn Monroe.

I told him I needed the toilet and he said he’d meet 

me on board.

What a car-crash of a summer. And how appro-

pri ate for it to end in a full-blown outbreak of  

exist en tial distress.

I moved like a zombie towards the toilets, locked 

myself in a cubicle and dropped my head between 

my knees. My heart clanged in my ears. Oh God oh 

God oh God. Make it stop.

Breathe. Breathe. Breathe.

Time passed. The waves of nausea began to  

subside. I heard another announce ment.

Attention please, Eurostar number 9031 to 

London will depart from plat form six in ten  

minutes. If  you are in posses sion of  a ticket, please 

board the train imme di ately.
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Ten minutes? Oh Christ. I lurched to my feet and 

ran back to the gate, where the last few strag glers 

were hurry ing down the ramp. I arrived just as the 

bored train attend ant reached to clip a rope firmly 

across the entrance.

‘Allez vite. Dépêchez-vous.’ She imbued the words 

with the same urgency she might have used to say, 

‘Nice hat, Grandma.’

I stopped. Stared. At her. At the rope. At the train 

below on the plat form. At all the happy return ing 

language students exchan ging stories of bril liant 

achieve ments and memor ies that would last a 

life time.

And then I hitched my back pack over my shoulder 

and reversed my traject ory. At the bottom of the 

ramp, I could just about see Moe gestic u lat ing wildly, 

saw him drop his arms in aston ish ment as I turned 

away from the ramp, away from the train, away from 

the board ing gate, away from the waiting area, away 

from customs, away from my miser able summer, 
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away from whatever new chal lenge my parents had 

planned for my welcome home cere mony, away from 

everything I couldn’t stand about my life and myself, 

down the stairs, away from Gare du Nord and out on 

to the streets of Paris.

Behind me, the train pulled out of the station.

Ping. A text from Moe.

‘What the hell, man? What happened?’

Almost nothing happened. That was the point.
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