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			This may be a memoir of my
				father but I didn’t set out to write one, more of an account of a particular time, though
				necessarily having shreds and slabs of the man scattered across it. I informally moved in with
				my parents while my mother was dying of lung cancer, something she did with self-effacing
				briskness in little more than a month. After she was dead, in January 1998, it made sense for me
				to stay in place to look after the survivor. 

			My father had been casually described by medical
				authority as demented, though not officially diagnosed. He was likely to lose his bearings if he
				had to adjust to a new environment. In fact this was never really something I considered. As an
				under-employed freelance I had time to spare. Dad had a good pension and his rent for a large
				flat in Gray’s Inn Square was low, thanks to the oligarchic machinery of the Ancient and
				Honourable Society of Gray’s Inn. As a retired High Court judge, ex-Treasurer and bencher his
				status in its rankings was high. There was money to pay for a certain amount of care, so that I
				could continue to be present from Tuesday to Friday at the school gates in Dulwich Village when
				my daughter Holly, six, finished her proto-academic day. 

			I didn’t feel I had a duty to look after Dad, or
				if I did I preferred to hide it behind a more libertarian formula. I had a right to look after
				him. I had first dibs, I could play bagsie. It wasn’t that I was bounden, merely entitled. My
				brothers might play a part, but Tim (the older) lived in Gloucestershire and was tied to Dad
				mainly by the bonds of rejection – a phrase I found in Richard Sennett’s book
					Authority and tried to persuade Tim was a productive way of describing his experience.
				Matthew (the younger), though based in North London, had a fuller workload than I did. I was
				free to look after Dad and no-one could override my claim. If I was going to end up doing it
				anyway, it was sensible to surround myself with the most selfish possible arguments. Then I
				could never make out I had somehow been railroaded into filial duty.

			Dad’s mental state seemed, to us laymen, closer
				to withdrawal than any lamentable state of confusion, delusion, vacancy. He could follow
				conversations without taking an active part, in the time-honoured, head-swivelling fashion of
				the tennis spectator, happy to watch the interplay with no presumptuous thought of raising a
				racket himself. 

			There had been a time when he would smash back
				everything that came over the net towards him, but he must have forgotten it. Dad had retired as
				a judge at seventy-five, and in the five years-plus since then he had done nothing remotely
				active, unless you count listening to Rachmaninov’s symphonies. He was a half-serious Celtic
				fundamentalist who would adopt anyone or anything he admired into the ranks of the faithful, and
				even lugubrious Rachmaninov (described by Stravinsky as a six-and-a-half-foot scowl, and hardly
				an obvious candidate for recruitment to the ranks of undersized charmers) could be made over as
				an honorary Welshman.

			Dad wasn’t professionally Welsh, if that means
				any sort of caricature, but he was serious about his Welshness. His English intonation was
				standard, perhaps modelled on the radio voices he heard in his childhood, before regionalism was
				a virtue rather than an obstacle to progress. It’s true that he deviated from the received
				pronunciation to say ‘sandwich’ as ‘sangwidge’, making it sound like ‘language’, but that was
				his only deformation of spoken English. When he spoke Welsh, though, there
				was an extra vitality detectable, almost a roguishness, as if the character that expressed
				itself in his first language was less thoroughly moralized than the public figure and even the
				family man. 

			Welsh people were better – or maybe they just had
				better names. Osian Ellis the harpist. Caradoc Evans the writer. William Mathias the composer.
				Clough Williams-Ellis the architect of Portmeirion. Kyffin Williams the painter (rhymes with
				Puffin). Every sound was firmly enunciated by Welsh speakers, taken care of at both ends,
				launched and landed.

			Welsh tongues held on to every part of the word,
				even in the case of a straightforward place name like Bangor, separating the syllables but
				somehow leaving the g on both sides of the chasm, rolling the final r. Welsh
				speakers didn’t positively give it two stressed syllables, they just couldn’t bear to cheat
				either part of the emphasis that was its birthright. It was as if the natives, unable to defeat
				the saesneg invader on his own appropriated turf, him with his second homes and his
				gleaming Range Rovers, became interior emigrants, finding a refuge in the living rock of the
				language, and clung to every craggy inch.

			Even when speaking English Welsh speakers
				pronounced words lingeringly. Dad remembered a preacher from his youth whose version of the word
				‘phenomenon’ was like a four-gun salute. ‘A cow in a field,’ he said, ‘is not a phe-no-men-on,
				and nor is the moon in the sky. But when the cow jumps over the moon … that is a
				phe-no-men-on.’ 

			In retirement Dad could seem vague because his
				attention tended to be de-centred. His hearing was very acute, and even his vision (despite
				alleged macular degeneration) could be disconcertingly sharp, picking out window-cleaners at
				work on the far side of Gray’s Inn Square when he wasn’t near the window himself. 

			He might comment on something
				on the radio that no-one else was listening to, which could give an impression of disconnection.
				A couple of years earlier, when he had been mildly feverish with a kidney infection, I had slept
				in his room for a couple of nights so as to help with the management of the pee bottle in the
				long watches of the night. Once I was drifting off to sleep, with the World Service dimly on the
				radio in the background. The programme was about mountain climbing. I was woken by his voice
				softly calling out to me. ‘Adam?’

			‘Yes Dad, what is it?’

			‘Have you ever worn … crampons?’

			If I hadn’t made the connection with what was on
				the radio, I would have thought he was away with the fairies, not up on the peaks with the
				alpinists of the airwaves. 

			It hadn’t even seemed certain that he’d be able
				to take in the fact of Mum’s death. His routine the morning after she had died was standard,
				with a carer arranged by the council helping him along the corridor to the bathroom, but from
				that moment on the day’s routine would be taken apart. I had the feeling, hearing the splash of
				water in the bathroom and the chatty coaxing, that he was being prepared for execution.

			I didn’t know what I would do if at some point he
				asked, ‘Where’s Sheila?’ once he’d been told. Would I have to keep on breaking the news, or
				would it be better to come up with a story about her being out shopping – away on holiday, even
				– and hope he wouldn’t ask again?

			In fact, once he was installed in his bedroom
				chair and the carer had left, he took in the information fully and cleanly. He said, ‘Oh God,’
				but then after a deep intake of breath turned the exclamation into the beginning of a hymn,
				singing, ‘Our help in ages past, our hope in years to come.’ He wept and I held his hand. He
				never lost sight of the fact of her death, never deluded himself. When, weeks
				later, I apologized for the fact that he had been given no warning, he seemed surprised, as if
				it was the most natural thing in the world for his wife of fifty years to slip away without a
				word. 

			Sheila had said that she didn’t want him to know
				what was happening. I had just finished telling her that her dying belonged to her and that she
				shouldn’t consider anyone else’s wishes, so I could hardly overrule this decision even though I
				disagreed with it. She said that she could cope with everything except the thought of his life
				without her, and so we kept him in the dark. 

			They had stopped sharing a bed when he came home
				after his stay in hospital with the kidney infection, and his lack of mobility meant that they
				wouldn’t run into each other. They would each call out, ‘Good morning, darling,’ when the carer
				was helping him along the corridor to the bathroom. Sheila did her dying only a few yards away
				from him, but towards the end their connection had dwindled to this ritual exchange. She had
				uncoupled the marital train and left her husband behind in a siding.

			Her last public appearance had been on my
				birthday, in late October. We had gone to the ENO to see Janáček’s From The House
					Of The Dead. It’s an uplifting piece of work, if you like your uplift very bleak indeed.
				My taste rather than hers, though she seemed to enjoy the evening. Her illness hadn’t shown
				itself, still wore the mask of health. She had a cough, but nothing out of the way in a
				late-October audience. In fact her discreet style of coughing, never disrupting the music, was
				more like the stylized enactment of symptoms the heroine gives on stage, in an opera of a lusher
				type, to give formal notice that she is mortally ill. Sheila, on the other hand, had enough
				energy to walk most of the way home, up St Martin’s Lane and then Monmouth Street to where we
				intersected with the bus routes running along New Oxford Street in the
				direction of our homes.

			Dad took in the fact of Sheila’s death cleanly,
				but didn’t ask for details. He may not have realized that her body was still in the flat at the
				time. When the undertakers came to collect it later in the day there was a potentially awkward
				moment. His bedroom (not the marital bedroom but what had once been his study) lay immediately
				inside the flat’s front door, and it wasn’t usual for his door to be closed. But it wasn’t too
				artificial a piece of behaviour for me to slip into his room and distract him with chat, keeping
				the door closed behind me, while the undertaker’s men passed in through the hall and then back
				out with their load. 

			Dad’s days were more or less the same before and
				after his widowering (if that word exists). After his assisted shower he would be based in his
				room for the morning, with the radio on. Towards lunchtime he would move to the sitting-room and
				watch television. There was a convention in force that Dad was strongly interested in the news,
				a fan of rugby no matter who was playing and involved almost on a cellular level when a Welsh
				squad was on the pitch, but in practice the gaze he turned on the screen was neutral, if not
				slightly mystified.

			I could leave Dad on his own for a couple of
				hours with a clear conscience, long enough to go to the gym or meet a friend for coffee. I’d
				tell him when I’d be back, and he was never anxious. I don’t know that he actually remembered
				when I’d be back on such occasions, or even who it was that would be returning. Dad’s egotism
				was deep, though not cold, and he didn’t need an acute short-term memory to know that he was Sir
				William Mars-Jones, and therefore the sort of person who would in the natural order of things be
				looked after. It would never have occurred to him that he might be restricting my life, and this
				was as it should be. If family history had played out differently and I had
				been looking after my mother, things would have been much more difficult, although her
				personality was much more open and tender, in fact for that very reason. She would have worried
				obsessively that there were other things I would rather be doing, actually should be doing, and
				would automatically have characterized herself as a burden. Dad could never be a burden, in his
				own mind, which was a factor in allowing him not to be one. He didn’t obsessively enter other
				people’s thoughts.

			It’s part of my psychology, not perhaps the
				deepest part but part of what I work up and perform, to take things in my stride, to make out
				that nothing slows me down or drags me off course. I tell people that as long as I have ten
				minutes to myself at some stage, the day feels as if it belongs to me, and saying so makes it
				more likely. Nevertheless there are hazards to behaving in this way. Like any other policy of
				believing your own publicity, it can invite the collapse it refuses to consider.

			On the other hand, I gave up remarkably little.
				There was for instance a piano in the flat, an upright Monington & Weston, lacquered in a
				Chinese style, which my parents had seen on the pavement outside a music shop and decided they
				had to have. This was the instrument I had learned on, and Dad had learned to blot out the
				sounds I made in my earliest, most ham-fisted years. I remember him inspecting the sheet music,
				when I was about thirteen, and asking politely what the marking ‘pp’ meant. ‘It means
				very quiet indeed,’ I explained. ‘Fancy that,’ he said neutrally, but I was slow to take the
				hint. I was having a Debussy phase at the time, but the Cathédrale Engloutie from his
				first book of Preludes wasn’t going to stay submerged for long while I was on hand to pump it
				up.

			Now that I was in the full flower of
				semi-competence, he was tolerant and even appreciative of my playing, though in a rather
				codified way. He would wait for the end of the first piece and then applaud
				heartily from wherever he was stationed in the flat, expressing warm approval for a job well
				done and a hope that the recital was now over. This hint I understood. My taste in music was not
				his.

			It seemed to me that an electronic keyboard
				would, with its headphone option, enable me to spare Dad any disturbance. I would also be able
				to play in the late or early hours if I couldn’t sleep. I don’t know why I didn’t ask Dad if he
				minded me using his money for this purpose. He wasn’t likely to refuse. Perhaps I wanted to
				spice up my virtuous persona with a little high-minded embezzling. What sort of person abuses
				his power of attorney to steal from his helpless father? I bought an ex-demonstration Clavinova
				from Chappell’s, its price reduced by a third but still amounting to a couple of thousand
				pounds. It enormously increased my sense of psychological space. It was like having an extra
				room built onto the flat, where nobody went but me.

			I also had access to the organ in Gray’s Inn
				Chapel, by triple permission of Dean, Preacher and Organist. The organist, Christopher
				Bowers-Broadbent, had actively encouraged me, giving me my only actual piece of advice on how to
				manage the instrument, though it sounded like something from an old manual of etiquette for lady
				travellers. Keep your knees together, and don’t look down. 

			My sleeping quarters were upstairs in a converted
				attic. There were small skylights of clouded glass but no windows, and no plumbing. The ceilings
				were a lot lower than the ones downstairs, and sometimes I hit my head on the lintels despite my
				long familiarity with the spaces. The flat was built after the war to replace what had been
				bombed, approximating to the Georgian pattern but making no claim to elegance. My parents had
				been the first tenants, moving in at about the time I was born, and they had converted the flat
				ahead of time by installing a spiral staircase to the attic, which would more
				normally be accessed from a trap door above the shared landing outside the front door.

			My love life wasn’t hampered by my new role as
				carer. Dad knew my partner, Keith, well enough, though he had never felt it necessary to
				remember the name. It certainly wasn’t hard to have Keith over for a meal on a Saturday, for
				instance, and then to say, ‘Dad, Keith’s going home now,’ while in fact running him a bath. 

			Many of Dad’s old friends lived nearby. Emlyn
				Hooson lived across the landing, Henrietta Wilson was next door at number 5, the formidable
				Edith Wellwood lived at number 1 (a building dating from 1695 that had dodged the bombs
				responsible for so much damage to the Inn). The Lewises, Esyr and Elizabeth, lived in South
				Square a hundred yards or so away. Anything beyond that, the distant purlieus of Raymond and
				Verulam Buildings, qualified in Edith’s eyes as the ‘suburbs’ of Gray’s Inn, though she had the
				demanding and unstable perspective of the socialist snob, embarrassed that the address given on
				her birth certificate was Caledonian Road and painfully conscious of being the poorest resident.
				When she had first seen Gray’s Inn in the 1930s, looking down into its gardens from the top
				deck of a bus, she had wondered what this place could possibly be. A posh lunatic asylum seemed
				to be the likeliest answer, and now she was an inmate of it.

			Gray’s Inn was a little legal parish, though
				increasingly a plutocratic monoculture, much less diverse than it had been in my childhood, when
				such bohemians as architects and accountants might have their homes there. Earlier in the
				twentieth century it accommodated without apparent effort an even more wayward, literary type of
				inhabitant, as exemplified by Edward Marsh and Maurice Baring. Successive Rent Acts have
				weakened the position of residents, so that only the longest-established can
				feel themselves secure. Newcomers can hope for nothing better than an assured shorthold tenancy,
				and must accept that widows have no right to remain. Even in the late 1990s, Gray’s Inn was
				mainly deserted at weekends and outside legal term. The flats are mainly on the top floors of
				the buildings (the third), with offices on the lower levels. Outside the working week most of
				those upper windows were dark.

			It felt entirely natural to invite Dad’s friends
				to dinner since they were my friends too. And not just dinner: a couple of times I took on the
				duty, which had been part of my mother’s routine, of giving ‘the gentlemen’ breakfast on a
				Sunday. The gentlemen in question were the Preacher of the Inn, the Revd Roger Holloway, and the
				Dean of Chapel, Master (Tony) Butcher. I apologize for a form of words which makes him sound
				like a card from a Happy Families pack, but this is correct usage within the Inn when referring
				to benchers. 

			Roger Holloway was a man whose faith co-existed
				with a formidable worldliness – while living in Hong Kong in the 1980s he had appeared every day
				on each of the colony’s two television channels, in the morning contributing the equivalent of
					Thought for the Day, presenting a claret-tasting programme on the other channel in the
				evenings. There can’t be many preachers who have used Lady Diana Cooper as an authority for a
				point of doctrine (the impossibility of repentance as an act of will), quoting her as saying
				that when she met her Maker she would only be able to say, ‘Dear God, I’m sorry I’m not sorry.’ 

			Roger claimed to have a list of names that were
				guaranteed to kick-start Dad’s dormant desire to hold the floor. The one I remember is ‘Goronwy
				Rees’ (not a name I knew). Accusations of Cold War-era betrayal and double-dealing would follow.
				A Welshman who turned his coat was not to be forgiven, even if there was no proof of his
				treachery. I can’t say I ever tried my luck with this Open Sesame. I
				accepted the new Dad, who was so different from the old one that any flashback would be jarring.
				He became exasperated from time to time but there were no outbursts.

			Dad didn’t seem to have religious faith so much
				as religious confidence. Every morning he woke with the expectation of having fine things shown
				to him by life or its executive officers. It seemed obvious that God would turn out to (i) exist
				and (ii) put in a good word. Round His omnipresent neck he might wear a Garrick Club tie. 

			It was strange to see Dad take so little interest
				in food after Sheila’s death, and even in drink. Gray’s Inn was, and perhaps is, very male
				socially, certainly at the higher levels. Students eat a certain number of dinners in the Hall,
				while benchers like Dad are well looked after at table. The cellars of the Inn are grandly
				stocked. When I made arrangements for a reception after Sheila’s funeral service in the Chapel,
				it was proposed that we serve the Inn’s ‘quaffing wine’. I agreed to this without asking for
				more detail, though it would have been interesting to know how many grades there were below
				this, and how many above. 

			There’s a gesture people make in social settings
				like weddings where drink flows freely, and glasses are discreetly topped up without an enquiry,
				so as not to interrupt conversation. The gesture involves placing the hand palm down over the
				glass, symbolically blocking access to the vessel. It’s not an elaborate gesture, not a
				difficult thing to get right, but I never saw Dad make it. 

			Dad’s background in Congregationalist
				Denbighshire was teetotalitarian – his own father drank only one alcoholic drink in his life,
				and that was (fair play) a glass of champagne at Dad’s wedding reception. I imagine him choking
				it down as if it was sparkling rat poison. The early prohibition left traces: not having a taste for beer, Dad rather disapproved of pubs, but had no objection to
				drinking at home or on classier premises.

			He had joined the RNVR (Royal Naval Volunteer
				Reserve) before the War and served on a number of ships, having particularly fond memories of
				HMS Euryalus. The custom of ‘splicing the mainbrace’, the distribution of a tot of rum
				daily, was still in force. This Nelsonian beverage was not just a ritualized perk but a form of
				currency. Favours could be secured or acknowledged by pledging all or part of one’s tot. 

			The smallest possible subdivision of the ration
				was ‘sippers’. When you were taking sippers, everyone would be watching your Adam’s apple to
				make sure it didn’t move. The spirit was admitted to the mouth by a subtle suction amounting to
				osmosis. A larger share was ‘gulpers’. When it came to gulpers the Adam’s apple was allowed a
				single movement. When the whole tot was being offered up, the cry was ‘Sandy bottoms!’.

			Not much remained in Dad’s vocabulary of naval
				lingo, though he did hang on to the expression ‘belay the last pipe’, used to indicate that an
				order has been countermanded. I absorbed it unthinkingly, so that it has become my normal way of
				saying ‘Forget what I just said’ or ‘Ignore my last e-mail’ – but then I have to explain what
				the phrase means, and its advantages as a piece of shorthand disappear.

			It doesn’t seem likely that Dad got another of
				his standard phrases – ‘Rally buffaloes!’ – from his time at sea. It was the very unwelcome
				phrase he used in our teenage years to tell us to get out of bed. 

			The staple adult drink that I remember from my
				childhood was gin and bitter lemon. No-one has been able to explain to me the vogue for this
				mixer, with a taste both caustic and insipid. Was tonic water rationed in some way? 

			Sometimes I wonder how anyone of that generation
				got home safe after a party, at a time when refusing an alcoholic drink was
				bad manners and the breathalyser didn’t exist. Of course the roads were emptier then.

			One of Dad’s early cases, and one of his
				favourite anecdotes, involved a charge of drink-driving from that ancient time, the period in a
				barrister’s early professional life when he borrows briefs from his fellows in chambers in
				advance of a conference with a client, piling them up on his desk to give the necessary
				impression of a thriving practice. 

			Dad’s client had been charged on the basis of his
				poor performance walking a straight line. This was the period’s low-tech guide to intoxication,
				a white line drawn on the floor at police stations. Urine tests? Blood tests? Not relevant to
				the story as he told it.

			The client’s defence was that he suffered from
				Ménière’s disease, a problem of the inner ear which affects hearing and balance. His was a
				severe case, making it impossible for him to walk a straight line. Dad marshalled an expert
				witness to testify to his medical condition. The Crown did the same. The outcome of the case
				depended, as it so often does, on which of these carried more weight, whether Tweedledum or
				Tweedledee excelled in authority and gravitas. The expert witness called by Dad gave evidence
				that the accused did indeed suffer from Ménière’s disease, and could not therefore be expected
				to walk a straight line. The Crown’s counterpart testified that he did not in fact suffer from
				the disease. His inability to walk a straight line amounted only to a confession by the legs
				that unlawful quantities of alcohol had been admitted to the mouth.

			The verdict went in favour of Tweedledum, with
				Dad’s client acquitted. His driving licence was safe – but then it was officially rescinded, on
				the basis that his severe Ménière’s disease rendered him unfit to drive. This was the aspect of
				the story I liked best, the irony of the trump card turning into the joker.
				The law is not mocked! Except that Dad’s client asked if there was a mechanism for getting his
				licence back. Yes there was – but he would need to get a medical expert to certify that he
				didn’t have Ménière’s disease. A phone call to Tweedledee, and Dad’s client was on his way to
				the swift reissue of a driving licence. The law is mocked on a regular basis, perhaps most
				heartily by those who make a living from it.

			In his free-drinking social circle Dad rarely
				came up against abstainers, but the parents of Peter Rundell, a schoolfriend of mine when I was
				ten or eleven, turned out to be fierce advocates of Moral Rearmament. Dad learned this at an
				evening event that turned out to be governed by the statutes of Prohibition. The discovery gave
				him a hunted look, and his small talk was unusually small. Though the deprivation hit Dad hard I
				didn’t much care how adults carried on, and I even enjoyed being the Rundells’ guest at plays
				put on at the Westminster Theatre, then a stronghold of Moral Rearmament. I was theatrically
				naive, but sophisticated enough, even so, to feel uneasy when we in the audience were issued
				with white sticks during the interval of a play called Blindsight. I tapped my way
				across the lobby with my eyes shut, making broad gestures with my free hand, hoping it would
				close round an ice cream.

			Dad the raconteur, in full flow at the
				dinner-table, was a very different creature from Dad the solemn upholder of his profession,
				though he was always confident of his own consistency. I don’t think he noticed that the view of
				the law as an amoral game, which he could pass on with such relish while telling a story such as
				the one about the alleged Ménière’s disease, was the same one that he so violently objected to
				in the event that other people advanced it and he wasn’t in the mood to laugh along. 

			When he was a beginner at the
				Bar Dad was able to acquire a wig second-hand, and so was spared the effort of ageing a new one,
				by dusting it with ash or soaking it in tea. Heavy smokers have an inbuilt advantage when it
				comes to achieving the yellow tint desired, but the effect isn’t immediate.

			Those who go shopping for barristers’ wigs in
				long-established shops on or near Chancery Lane, such as Ede & Ravenscroft or Stanley Ley,
				are offered two tiers of quality, but they aren’t all that far apart. They don’t correspond to
				the economy and luxury own-brand lines in a supermarket, since the price differential is hardly
				more than 10 per cent. If you ask what the difference is, you’ll be told that although both are
				made from horsehair, the more expensive ones are made from the tail hair, the marginally
				thriftier ones from the mane. 

			And is tail hair so much better as wig material
				than mane (which would seem to grow in smaller quantities)? Does that account for the difference
				in price? If you ask these supplementary questions, and are alone in the shop, and have happened
				on the right sales assistant, you may be told: ‘To put it bluntly, sir, we need to wash the shit
				out of it.’

			After the gin-and-bitter-lemon years, in the
				1970s, Dad took to drinking whisky and ginger ale, which he described as a ‘whisky sour’ though
				it bears no real relation to the drink of that name.

			Alcohol amplified something Dad also felt in full
				sobriety, a sense of disappointment with the way his sons were developing. This was especially
				true in the mid-1970s, when we were all coming to the end of our education. Where was our drive,
				our ambition? We seemed to be coasting at best. He wasn’t so much disappointed as incredulous.
				We seemed to think the world owed us a living! 

			There was some truth in this, of course, though
				it could hardly be otherwise. Our circumstances were so different from his.
				He had tunnelled through rock to make his way in the world, while we had been accustomed from an
				early age to using the tube, with Chancery Lane station just round the corner from our childhood
				home.

			Dad’s ideal was that we would all become lawyers,
				which would be following his footsteps in one sense, except that his drive and ambition had
				taken him very far from the paths trodden by his farming ancestors. To follow him would be very
				different from being like him, would mean in fact that we were very unlike him. The more we were
				like him the less we would follow him. All this tangle needs to be kept distinct from the
				common-sense awareness that we would most likely never emerge from his shadow and be assumed,
				even if we went on to ‘great things’, to have got our start thanks to his eminence. It was
				understandable that he wanted us to soar, but how could we do that if we used him as a
				launch-pad?

			We confidently diagnosed Dad in the
				popular-science terms of the day as a ‘Type A personality’, unable to relax, likely to suffer
				from strokes, heart attacks and other forms of stress-related condition, the self-inflicted
				wounds of an oppressive character. When he developed a stomach ulcer it seemed to prove us
				right, though that particular line of punitive pseudo-medical reasoning has since been
				discredited and retired. 

			Dad always called sherry ‘sherry wine’ with a
				slightly lah-di-dah pronunciation, though I didn’t know what nuance of pretension was being
				identified. Sherry wasn’t classified by Dad as a women’s drink – it was associated with the
				young man who had saved my parents’ lives in Spain the year after they were married, when they
				had got themselves into difficulties swimming. On special occasions we might toast his name.
					¡Xavier Cremades!

			When the time came, Sheila organized a retirement
				party for him at the Garrick. She decided to serve champagne cocktails, the
				only such drink she herself liked. She also decided to do things properly, improving on the
				standard catering protocol whereby the drink is topped up with champagne but the other
				ingredients (a little brandy, a few drops of angostura, a sugar lump) are not reinforced. On
				this special occasion, there would be no mere top-up but the provision (expense be damned) of a
				whole new drink.

			Surely she knew she was playing with firewater?
				Even the angostura raises the alcohol content. Only the sugar can enter a plea of not guilty,
				and even then can be suspected of aiding and abetting by disguising the potency of the drink
				with sweetness. Dad had a strong head for alcohol in those days, which is only a way of saying
				that it distorted him less on the surface than in the depths. In the second hour of the party a
				woman of my generation, known to him since her birth, exercising perhaps unconsciously the
				double privilege of good looks and long intimacy, made some mild enquiries about the ideological
				assumptions of the judiciary – the sort of thing that might be aired on Start the Week
				without setting the switchboard alight. She asked Bill (as she called him, having graduated to
				that intimacy from Uncle Bill) if he thought judges as a group had really taken on board the
				recent upheavals in society, such as multiculturalism and the transformed position of women.

			This was never the sort of speculation that Dad
				welcomed, but perhaps the champagne cocktails played a part in making him so grandly cold,
				coldly grand. He told her that she had spoiled his party and must leave immediately. She was
				horrified and did what she could to make amends, saying that casting any sort of shadow on his
				special day had been the furthest thing from her mind. She was terribly sorry if she had given
				offence. Again it may have been the influence of the cocktail, multicultural in its own right,
				combining champagne and brandy from the Old World, sugar and bitters from the New, which gave Dad’s verdict its austere force. ‘That,’ he said, ‘is something you
				will have to live with for the rest of your life.’ 

			This was a dismal own goal, to send a guest away,
				taking all the shine off the occasion, and a warning that some of Dad’s less appealing behaviour
				patterns were still some way from retirement.

			There were times after he retired when Dad would
				have to be helped the two hundred yards home from Hall, more or less to the point of being
				carried by Inn staff or fellow benchers. This was hideously embarrassing, for my mother having
				to receive this stumbling procession of dignitaries, for me if I happened to run into them as
				they tried to negotiate the steps outside number 3 Gray’s Inn Square, but it was nowhere as bad
				as it might have been if he had felt any shame himself. Hangdog wasn’t his style, or it wasn’t
				until the next morning. He was serene, as if this was the way he always came home, or as if
				these nice fellows had wanted to give him a treat and he hadn’t liked to say no. The whole
				charade made it surprisingly easy to play along.

			Sometimes he would remain roughly vertical until
				he reached the bedroom, then topple slowly sideways without distress to the floor, perhaps
				pulling some bedclothes with him in what was more a slide than a fall, a controlled descent with
				a touch of the maladroit grace of the performers he most admired, Max Wall, Tommy Cooper, Ralph
				Richardson.

			Moderation didn’t come naturally to Dad, and
				self-discipline needed reinforcement from outside. At various points in later life Dad went to a
				luxurious health farm, his favoured being called Champneys, to lose a few pounds. The regime
				also required abstinence from alcohol. These expensive bouts of self-denial could be redeemed if
				he happened to coincide with a woman who shared his taste and talent for flirting. Flirtation without possibility made the hours speed by. Age didn’t disqualify such
				compatible women, but nor certainly did youth. The word he used of them was ‘sparklers’.

			Flirtation as he practised it wasn’t any sort of
				rehearsal for infidelity but a formal vocal display, lyrical rather than heroic, little Wigmore
				Hall recitals rather than opera house tours de force. When a woman friend of mine paid
				a visit to the Gray’s Inn flat, Dad called her ‘darling’. My mother was only marginally piqued,
				but decided to patrol the marital perimeter by asking sweetly, ‘If Frances is Darling, what then
				am I?’

			In general Dad imposed himself on company by
				force of personality rather than brute quickness of wit. His preferred style was the polished
				story (‘Did I ever tell you about the time …?’), not the dazzling improvisation. It helped
				that from his perch among the higher ranks of a hierarchical profession he didn’t often meet the
				Challenge Direct. But now he had to exert steady pressure on the charm pedal if he was to
				accelerate safely out of danger. ‘Sheila is Darling One,’ he said, ‘Frances is Darling Two.’
				This formula not only smoothed any ruffled wifely feathers but passed into currency. If Frances
				was visiting, or if Dad answered the phone to her, he would greet her as Darling Two, and be
				rewarded, as we all hoped to be, by her throaty smoker’s laugh. 

			In the absence of sparklers Champneys could be a
				bit of a martyrdom, forcing his thoughts inward. Once I received a postcard from him at that
				address, saying: ‘No sparklers here this time. You have always been a rewarding son.’ The lack
				of a logical connection only added to the touchingness of the message. Except when in exile from
				bibulous normality, this was a vein of intimate introspection that he preferred to leave
				alone.

			From quite early on in his career, perhaps even
				before he became a judge, Dad had told us about how he was looking forward
				to retirement, to all the things he would set his hand to when he only had the time, although he
				undertook hobbies (such as painting in oils or french-polishing) only in brief unrestful spasms.
				As a family we had once built a Mirror dinghy, and this was a hobby he organized and delegated.
				The Mirror dinghy was a kit, though of a full-sized craft, a flat-pack yacht, ordered through
				the Daily Mirror. There were red sails to match the Mirror’s masthead, though
				I’m not sure I had seen the newspaper then (ours was a Times and Express
				household). We were all dragooned into doing some of the work in the garage of our holiday
				house, attaching the prefabricated pieces to each other with twists of copper wire before
				waterproofing the seams (caulking them, even, in an amateurish way) with a strong-smelling resin
				paste. His actual hobby wasn’t building a boat, more being the clerk of works, project manager
				of a small family boat-building business.

			After about a week of supervised labour it was
				time to join the assembled parts into something close to the finished shape, except that it
				turned out we had been making, with our different teams working on different sides of the
				garage, two starboard sides instead of mirrored twins. Our Mirror dinghy failed the mirror test.
				The two halves might snuggle up to each other, nestling together like spoons, but they would
				never mate. We had proved the advertisers wrong when they had claimed the instructions to be
				foolproof.

			Dad paid a local handyman to unbodge our bodging
				and put the dinghy together properly, though it would probably have been cheaper to buy another
				kit and make two port sides this time. Then we could have had the beginning of a fleet. But the
				holiday was already almost over, and there was a factor of humiliation involved. It can never
				feel good to hire a third party to do your DIY. The finished dinghy – finished by other hands –
				was seaworthy and serviceable but never quite smelled of success, and that
				was perhaps Dad’s real addiction, the resinous perfume he needed to have in his nostrils.

			Still, he was positive that there would be
				memoirs and radio plays, there would be songs – he was handy with a guitar, not practising much
				but reliably energized by an audience. 

			Even after I had been published he was confident
				he would put me in the shade. He had no doubt that he would be able to blast his own work over
				the makeshift crossbar of my slight success as effortlessly as Barry John converting a try in
				front of roaring crowds. He seemed to think that my psychology was robust enough to cope with
				being superseded when his own books started appearing, but he did worry about how Matthew, whose
				business was music and recording, would handle the blow to his confidence when Dad’s first
				single stormed all the way to Number One.

			If he had doubts he kept them to himself. Anxiety
				wasn’t for public consumption, and if he worried then he did it on his own time. Yet he held on
				tight to his job and didn’t retire before he had to, in 1990, at seventy-five. Not so long
				before, retirement had been something for judges to choose for themselves without an imposed
				schedule, but that system too had its drawbacks, and even Lord Denning, influential Master of
				the Rolls and Dad’s hero as a prose stylist, was immortal a little too long.

			Dad continued to work part-time after technically
				retiring, presiding over the elaborate arguments of a litigant-in-person named Petch, who was
				suing his employers in the civil service. Amateurs in court require careful steering. They’re
				likely to be long-winded, often nervous, sometimes even truculent, and they aren’t attuned, the
				way professional counsel are, to shifts in a judge’s body language, the little signals meaning
				that a line of argument is finding favour or should instantly be abandoned. Dad was patient and
				generous with such solo pilots of litigation, though his brother judges
				tended to have less respect for their erratic though predictable manoeuvres. 

			He always called them that, his brother judges,
				often adding the name, ‘my brother Elwyn’ for instance, as if this was a blood relation.
				Mightily he was teased by his sons for this, as they pretended to believe these were new
				discoveries on the Mars-Jones family tree, a job lot of stuffy uncles emerging from the
				woodwork.

			In the case of Petch, though, the proceedings
				meandered on to the point where Dad lost confidence in his ability to pull everything together
				with a lucid summing-up. He lost some sleep over that. Then the case was finally settled before
				he was called upon to give judgment. He was probably as pleased as the plaintiff.

			In retirement Dad was presumably not under as
				much stress as he was used to, but he could still come up with the odd explosion, so perhaps
				stress wasn’t a factor in the first place. One detonation was on a birthday of mine, which I had
				decided to have in the Gray’s Inn flat. This was a calculated risk, and it might seem as if I
				was asking for trouble, but there were reasons: a family friend had embarked on her travels but
				cut them short after dysentery, and was recovering in the flat – I didn’t want her to miss out
				on the event. My parents were out that evening themselves, so there seemed no reason not to
				celebrate demurely on the premises. In the end the convalescing friend went home to Brighton,
				though by then the arrangements had been made, so she missed an event that turned out to be
				memorable.

			My parents came home from their party in time to
				overlap with mine. Sheila socialized for a little while, then started making preparations for
				bed. At first Dad was genial. Then he took offence at an innocent remark made by one of the
				guests, and told him to leave. I pointed out that he could only logically
				order out people he had himself invited, and that my guests were welcome until such time as I
				expelled them – but the mood was no longer festive, and we beat a massed retreat. As I was
				gathering together the presents I had been given, Dad came up to me and poked me in the chest. I
				could have dropped the presents and stayed upright, but like a game-show contestant I was
				determined to hang on to my trophies. I knew there was a sofa behind me and chose to topple
				backwards onto that. 

			This was not the birthday present I would have
				hoped for from Dad. As we trooped out of the flat and made our way downstairs, Sheila appeared
				on the landing above us in her nightie, wringing her creamed hands and saying in social agony,
				‘It’s all right for you lot – you can leave. I have to live with it.’ She had left the
				sitting-room for ten minutes, the way people do in films about poltergeists, and the next thing
				she knew her furniture was arranged on the ceiling. ‘It’ was Dad’s bad behaviour, his short
				fuse, unless it was actually a wick that drew rage from his glass by capillary action.

			The birthday assault was so out of proportion as
				not even to be properly upsetting. I decided to make an experiment in apology studies. Better in
				the circumstances to steer clear of any non-apology, un-apology, anti-apology. If demanding
				redress from Dad never seemed to work, perhaps I should try a new approach, to see if he was
				vulnerable from a different angle. The best rhetorical move (against a master of rhetoric) might
				be to say that I didn’t need an apology. Dad knew the martial arts of argument supremely well,
				and could turn almost any throw against an opponent, but if I stepped smoothly away he might
				topple backwards in his turn, from sheer surprise.

			The day after my birthday I went round to Gray’s
				Inn and explained that I wasn’t expecting an apology. I explained that this was because Dad was
				a loose cannon when he had drink inside him. If I put him and my friends
				together in the same space then I had to accept the risk and not bleat when things went
				wrong.

			I knew from long experience that Dad’s apologies
				weren’t worth having anyway. In our teenaged years we were incensed by the forms of words that
				Dad would come up with after family rows. They seemed designed to wind up the tension rather
				than soothe it in any way. They were strange cocktails of amnesia, shoulder-shrugging and
				indirect accusation. If I had to name a specific cocktail I’d nominate the boilermaker, with its
				bright and murky liquor floating in layers. An example might be: Sheila tells me that you
					were upset by something I said last night … I don’t remember what it was, but
					all I can say is … you can be very annoying. 

			Perhaps this was what is known as professional
				deformation, as much as individual difficulty with the idea of being at fault. Lawyers will
				never be in a hurry to admit liability. For them it must always be a last resort. A. P. Herbert
				makes a semi-serious point along these lines in one of his Misleading Cases. A
				describes B as lacking even the manners of a pig. B demands an apology. A capitulates to the
				demand, saying that B does in fact have the manners of a pig. Does this count as an apology or
				as an aggravation of slander? 

			In this case Dad didn’t exactly topple. He was
				outraged at my patronizing and manipulative manoeuvre, and responded with one of his own. He
				told me to leave at once, and when I didn’t move he made to pick up the phone, saying he would
				call the police and have me thrown out. This was low-grade bluster by his standards, as was the
				demand that I should surrender my keys and pay no further visits to the parental home. Sheila
				overruled him the moment he said so. I stayed long enough to establish as a matter of record
				that I wasn’t being thrown out, then left him to simmer. 

			I hoped that my destabilizing
				tactics would enable Sheila, who didn’t enjoy the rooted place, even the ascendancy, of alcohol
				in the household, to make some demands of her own. This was a lot to hope for, given that she
				hated any kind of ‘atmosphere’ and had never made much headway when it came to influencing Dad’s
				behaviour. The morning of a hangover was one of the few opportunities she was able to turn to
				her advantage, reinforcing the self-disgust of Dad’s every lurching cell with a little tender
				chiding. At other times Dad had a blithe resistance to the virtues he had married, something
				that I’ve seen in other men of his generation.

			For a week or so I paid visits only when she
				would be alone. Did I wear him down? Not quite. I got a letter that combined different elements
				of his most characteristic manner: rueful charm and now-look-here-laddie-enough-is-enough. The
				letter was much closer to an apology than anything I could remember, in speech let alone in
				writing. It broke precedent in that respect, which is never a step a lawyer takes lightly. In
				fact precedent was holy to him, but now, unprecedentedly, fault was being admitted.

			The rueful charm emanated from the address given
				at the top of the page: The Doghouse, Gray’s Inn. The note of enough-is-enough was
				struck by a passage which made clear that Dad did not accept there was a pattern of behaviour
				attributable to drink. I could have a specific apology but no general admission. It was a
				lawyerly way of proceeding after all, an apology ‘without prejudice’, as if he was agreeing to
				make a payment to an injured party without technically admitting liability. He would accept
				chastisement as long as he wasn’t expected to abase himself. It was the most favourable
				settlement I was going to get.

			Dad the widower wasn’t much tempted by alcohol,
				though he still liked champagne as an idea, essence of spontaneity and celebration. He enjoyed orange juice as part of breakfast, and this was one of the few
				deeply rooted pleasures that I could continue to administer. Though the kitchen of the flat was
				relatively short on labour-saving devices we could boast a small electric squeezer, whose ageing
				engine ground away not very effectively when the halved fruit was pushed down on it, its
				automatic-reverse mechanism cutting in from time to time with disconcerting abruptness. 

			At a certain point I changed Dad’s routine, and
				my own, preferring to see Keith on Mondays at the Highbury flat and letting Matthew take charge
				of Dad. Shopping on a Monday I saw a wide variety of types of orange on display in a
				supermarket, and bought large quantities. I thought it might be fun to have a taste test, to
				establish which variety Dad liked best. Matthew was happy to be master of ceremonies for a blind
				tasting. 

			In fact Dad derailed the format with his response
				to the first sample. He gave it 10 out of 10, making it unlikely that even the most gifted
				statistician could extract meaningful information from his subsequent scores. In any case he
				gave full marks to all the other juices he was offered. 

			Had he detected the patronizing
				children’s-activity-time element in the evening planned for him? I’d actually like to think so,
				though I imagine he was just in an appreciative mood. Maybe he enjoyed seeing two sons in one
				day, even if his pet name for Matthew in this period was Nogood Boyo, a Dylan Thomas reference
				which Matthew took in good part but which nettled me on his behalf.

			During this late phase of his life the drink
				which meant most to him, more even than orange juice, was buttermilk, a taste from his childhood
				which could be catered to by visiting any large branch of Sainsbury’s. Despite his sweet tooth
				in other areas he would drink it as it was, straight from the glass.

			In his Denbighshire
				childhood, on his way to school, he would dip his finger into the milk churn waiting for
				collection at the side of the road. His finger would break into the creamiest layer of the top
				of the milk, and convey its unique flavour to his mouth. This was a taste that was beyond
				Sainsbury’s power to reproduce – Taste the Difference 1920s Denbighshire Farm Top-of-the-Milk
				Fresh from the Churn – even at the chain’s largest and most cosmopolitan branches. 

			A book came out that year called The Justice
					Game, by Geoffrey Robertson, with a very favourable mention of Dad. Sir William Mars-Jones
				was offered as proof (though this was the only example given) of the argument that civil rights
				and press freedom are safe in the hands of the judiciary, on the basis of his handling of the
				ABC trial of the late 1970s, in which two journalists and their source were charged under the
				Official Secrets Act. 

			Dad was still living at the heart of the legal
				community, and sometimes colleagues would call in on him. I left Robertson’s book on display by
				Dad’s chair, having inscribed it For Dad on Father’s Day 1998 / see pages 128–32, whenever
					you need a lift. The idea was that distinguished legal visitors would pick up the volume
				and be led to the relevant passage by this inscription, though of course they might resort
				directly to the index, in search most urgently of their own names and then their host’s. Dad had
				never been uncomfortable with applause, and now he could receive the book’s accolade any number
				of times, with a wondering pleasure that could never go stale. I imagined him after a visitor
				had left, ringing like a lightly struck bell with the reverberation of recent praise, unsure
				whether he had really only dreamed it.

			When we were children Dad would tell us that the
				noblest profession was the preacher’s, the second noblest the teacher’s and third the lawyer’s.
				I don’t know why doctors didn’t get a look in, but it was obviously important for Dad’s chosen
					profession to make the top three. When someone once quoted the maxim
				‘suffer any injustice rather than go
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