
A Song for Issy Bradley is the story of the Bradley family during a particularly sad autumn. It 
began with an image of seven-year-old Jacob kneeling in his back garden, trying to dig up a 
dead bird. I planted the image in a short story which grew into a novel and as the novel 
developed, other voices crept in: a mother, a father and a couple of teenage siblings. When 
it became clear that the story belonged to every member of the Bradley family, I allowed the 
narrative to kaleidoscope between their perspectives.  
 
Like Jacob Bradley, I was raised in a Mormon family. As a child I spent many hours in 
church meetings, listening as the adults told miraculous stories from the scriptures and 
everyday life. Many of the miracles were decidedly prosaic – the finding of lost car keys and 
fortuitous encounters in Asda – but others were startling and marvellous. In an especially 
memorable tale, a Mormon elder commanded a dead man to rise and the man sat up and 
explained that the life had come back into him like a blanket unrolling.  
 
I loved these stories; they made the world a magical place. Looking back, I can see that 
although I believed miracles were possible, I didn’t expect to experience them myself. I 
suppose I was like T.S. Eliot’s Prufrock, who knew the mermaids could sing but didn’t 
believe they would sing to him.  
 
When I imagined the little boy kneeling in his back garden, I knew he was going to be the 
sort of child who expects miracles. Jacob Bradley’s house is full of sadness – it’s packed into 
every crevice and corner like snow – but he knows he can make everything better with a little 
faith and the right words and, drawing on all the wonderful, improbable stories he has ever 
heard, he sets out to engineer a very important miracle. 
 
A Song for Issy Bradley is a meditation on doubt and faith and longed-for miracles. I used to 
imagine that it was also my personal farewell to the miraculous but, as I reflect on the 
Bradleys’ story, I notice a tacit acknowledgement that sometimes, in very exceptional 
circumstances, incredible things just might be possible. 
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