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Wednesday 2nd August 

 

Mel Carpenter emerged from the changing room in Christiana’s Boutique, stretched out 

her arms and gave a theatrical twirl. 

‘Well, what do you think?’ 

Her husband, seated on the velvet chair by the mirror smiled and nodded.  

‘Lovely!’ He said, gazing at the blue sequinned shimmer as his wife walked towards him. 

‘Is that all you can say Liam?’ She pulled up sharply. ‘Lovely? This is the most 

spectacular dress I have ever seen! Don‘t you realise how important Saturday is going to be 

for me?’ 

Liam Carpenter stroked his beard thoughtfully and studied his wife for a moment. He had 

been following her around Abbotsbridge all morning, looking for a suitable dress for the 

opening of the new Civic Hall, which was due to take place this coming Saturday. She was 

fussy, her requirements precise and she had already reduced at least three shop assistants to 

tears. With great effort, he summoned up his most enthusiastic smile. 

‘Of course I do! And yes, I agree, this is the dress!’ He clasped his hands together 

dramatically as he turned to Marianne O’Donnell, Christiana’s owner. ‘Doesn’t she look 

simply sensational Marianne?’ 

Marianne nodded in silent agreement as she watched Mel move this way and that. She 

wanted to smile; Mel Carpenter’s vanity and self-obsession completely blinded her to the fact 

that her husband’s comments had been mocking rather than admiring. 

‘Look Liam, look how the beading catches the light.’ Mel said swaying rhythmically 

before moving over to the full-length mirror where she stood admiring herself and running 

distracted fingers through her blonde hair. ‘And the little jacket is divine - I just love the high 

collar! This dress,’ she said, hand on hip as she exposed her leg through the thigh high split 

on the left side of the skirt, ‘is exactly what I’ve been looking for. After all, as wife of the 

architect who has designed the new Civic Hall - and the new shopping precinct of course - it 

is essential I create the right impression. I must have it.’  

‘How much is the dress Mel?’ Liam asked, his gaze scanning her from head to foot once 

more. 

‘I hope you’re not quibbling about price, Liam.’ 

‘No.’ He shook his head. ‘I just asked a simple question, that’s all.’ 

‘I haven’t a clue. Does it really matter anyway?’ She looked at him with a condescending 

smile. ‘I don’t hear you arguing about the bills you pay to that expensive American care 

home your father lives in. I love this dress and I want it. Just remember I’m your wife darling 
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- you need to keep me happy too,’ she blew him a kiss and twirled again gracefully in front of 

the mirror before making her way back to the changing room.  

Liam gave a heavy sigh and pulled his cheque book from his inside jacket pocket. ‘So, 

what is the damage?’ He gave Marianne a resigned look. 

‘Actually, I’m not sure.’ Pushing her cascade of heavy black hair back off her face, she 

moved over to the counter where she began checking through a list of consignment notes. 

‘Sorry,’ she looked up apologetically at Liam, ‘it’s part of a new delivery, only came in 

yesterday afternoon; I hadn’t got round to pricing up yet.’ 

Liam waited quietly, knowing the bill he was about to be presented with would probably 

equal half of what he paid one of his draughtsmen in a month. But then, Mel did everything 

to excess; only the very best would do. There was a time when he enjoyed spending money 

on her; now all he saw was a spoilt woman who thought only of herself. It wasn’t an 

attractive picture but it was too late for regrets and far too late for change. He was stuck with 

the monster he had spent years creating; now it was all about damage limitation. 

A ripple of disturbance entered his thoughts as Marianne handed him a sliver of folded 

paper. ‘I thought the blow would be softer this way.’ she said quietly. 

He took it from her, opened it up and whistled. ‘As much as that?’  

‘I‘m afraid so.’ 

With a sigh of acceptance, he opened his cheque book, found his pen and began to write.  

Later, with her purchase carefully wrapped in tissue paper and gently placed in one of 

Christiana’s distinctive silver and turquoise carriers, Mel left, Liam trailing in her wake. En 

route to the nearest shoe shop for another expensive cheque book moment Marianne decided 

as she watched the pair of them cross the street. She may be one of my best customers, she 

thought, but she‘s a complete bitch - poor Liam! Here was a gifted man, a brilliant architect 

who had designed the town’s new shopping precinct and Civic Hall and all Mel could think 

about was herself. 

The phone rang. She turned away from the window, back to the counter where she picked 

up the receiver. ‘Christiana’s, good morning.’ She smiled as she recognised the voice. ‘Good 

morning! Yes, yes the new consignment has arrived. Came in yesterday. I’ve sorted out a few 

really lovely styles for you to see that I think she’ll love. Two fifteen? Yes, that’s fine, I’ll see 

you then.’ 

Replacing the receiver, she pushed through the beaded curtain into the rear of the shop 

where she kept her stock. Sheathed in protective polythene, the three dresses hung on the end 

of one of the tubular rails. Marianne studied them for a moment then went back to the main 

rail. Her fingers skimmed through the garments hanging there. Finding what she was looking 

for she checked the size and added it to the other selected items, a sly smile on her face.  

Later that afternoon she watched a very satisfied customer walk away from her shop 

carrying his purchase. Of course, she had not influenced his decision in any way; the only act 

she had been guilty of was adding the dress to the collection for his approval. But she knew 

as soon as he saw it he would say he just had to have it. Oh, they were going to notice Mel 

Carpenter on Saturday night, all right; but the main reason would be because of the dress her 

customer had just purchased not the one Mel was going to be wearing. 

 

Saturday 5th August  

 

‘Smile please!’  

‘Do we have to do this Mick?’ Issy Llewellyn gave an impatient groan and frowned.  

‘You know Mick always records special events for posterity, Issy.’ Jenny Kendrick 

laughed, tossing her dark hair off her face. ‘Strike a pose everyone!’ She tilted her head back 

and gave a radiant smile, her arm sneaking around her husband Nick’s waist.  
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‘Can you squeeze up a bit?’ Mick peered into the view finder. ‘No, this isn’t working.’ He 

waved an impatient hand at them all. ‘Can I have the men standing and the ladies kneeling in 

front of them please?’  

‘But I’ll crease my dress!’ Issy complained as she sank to the carpet.  

‘You’ll be fine, pull your skirt out like this.’ Ella Macayne, whose house they had 

gathered in for drinks, knelt down beside Issy, adjusting her green satin dress,  ‘Stop 

fussing Issy,’ she whispered, ‘this is only going to take a second.’  

‘Not the way Mick takes photos!’ Issy argued. ‘We could be here for hours!’  

Mick pushed his sandy hair out of his eyes and looked at them all through his viewfinder 

again. He had to admit that this gathering of twenty-somethings made a glamorous group. 

There was Jenny, his small dark haired sister and her tall blond husband Nick Kendrick who 

taught at one of the most prestigious private schools in Abbotsbridge. Next to her Ella, Nick’s 

sister and Jenny’s partner in their recruitment business, One Plus One. She was the one who 

had it all; looks, brains and a good head for business. He remembered the first time he had 

met her all those years ago when she had been at school with Jenny and Issy. She had her 

sights on becoming a vet then. But, after being reunited with her long-time absent mother 

Mel and moving to Abbotsbridge, those dreams had been well and truly turned on their head. 

For social climbing Mel had a totally different future planned for Ella; one which eventually 

saw her married to Andy Macayne, son of Mick’s father’s business partner Bob. Andy, who 

had inherited his Italian mother’s dark good looks, was a work-shy waster with an eye for a 

pretty face. Sadly, marriage to Ella, a real beauty with her mass of long, dark curling hair and 

soft grey eyes had in no way curbed his reputation as a womaniser. After all, hadn’t he been 

the one responsible for Mick’s own break up with his wife Nina? There had been a lot of 

anger at the time, but Mick realised with hindsight that marrying Andy’s ex-girlfriend had 

been a very big mistake; a moment of pure unrivalled madness on his part. It had taken a long 

time for things to settle down, but now they had and everyone had moved on. He was in 

another relationship and with the arrival of their baby Lucy, Ella and Andy’s marriage 

appeared calmer and more stable.  

‘Come on Mick! What are you doing? My legs are going to sleep!’ The complaining voice 

woke him from his daydream. He smiled at the last member of the group; blonde, blue eyed 

Issy Llewellyn; his little Welsh dragon. Function Manager for her parents’ hotel and cordon 

bleu cook - her beef stroganoff was the stuff of legend. After years of suffering Issy’s sharp 

tongue, and being made to feel like an idiot, his divorce from Nina had unexpectedly thrown 

them together. Of course, it was still on a very platonic footing, but he was working hard to 

change all that. However, with someone as feisty as Issy there wasn’t much option other than 

to take things at a steady pace. He’d known her long enough to realise the softly, softly 

approach was definitely the way to go if he was hoping to get results.  

Smiling he gave the thumbs up.  

‘Thank God, I’m in agony!’ Issy grumbled.  

‘Right! Nearly there! Hold it!’ Mick set the camera to automatic and rushed across the 

room to join the group. The six individuals stood there in a frozen tableau; the flash exploded 

over them and with a collective sigh, they all relaxed.  

‘Right, everyone take a seat and I’ll get some drinks organised.’ Ella disappeared into the 

kitchen, returning moments later with a tray of glasses and a bottle of champagne.  

‘We should really have invited Liam.’ Andy said as he took the bottle from her and 

despatched the cork with healthy pop. ‘After all it is his evening.’  

‘Don‘t forget your father and Jack Taylor.’ Ella replied, watching her husband pour the 

golden foaming liquid into each of the glasses. ‘Liam may have designed the Civic Hall, but 

they built it. Anyway, if Liam had been invited here, think about it, he’d have had my mother 

in tow.’    
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‘Ah yes, your mother,’ Andy looked at her thoughtfully as he handed out glasses to the 

others, ‘perhaps not then.’  

‘Definitely not,’ Ella smiled. ‘We don’t want to sour the evening before it starts do we?’ 

She raised her glass. ‘Come on everyone - to absent friends - Bob, Jack and my stepfather 

Liam Carpenter - a wonderful man and a remarkable talent!’ 
 


