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            Introduction

         

         On the cusp of adolescence, eleven-year-old Linda Dalton lives in a council high-rise in London with her mum Vera and dad Denny, their flat comprising of ‘three rooms, kitchen, bathroom with toilet, packed like a box into the bigger box of four flats to a floor and eighteen floors of them’. The Innocent Party was first published in 1973, the same year as Martin Amis’s visceral debut The Rachel Papers, Iris Murdoch’s The Black Prince, and the year of the oil crisis, which hit an already stagnated and inflated British economy hard.

         The novel has a distinctly autumnal palette: the orange of tinned spaghetti and glistening baked beans, the murky browns of cigarette stains and endless cups viof tea, Vera and Denny’s bed ‘draped in gold satin with a padded bedhead showing dark patches where heads rested’. What else could follow the summery 1960s, the decade of flower power, but the colours of decline and decay?

         The Dalton family sits somewhere between the working- and lower-middle class: like most of Dale’s characters, a world of shopkeepers and salesmen. Linda’s maternal nanna, ‘a smart little woman, manageress of the laundry shop near the High Road’, is ‘in and out every day’, a quietly overbearing presence. She is a widow and Vera is her only daughter. They are ‘very close’, ‘like sisters’, and she isn’t very pleased with her daughter’s marriage. To Denny she says, ‘Yes, well, we was all right till you come along.’

         Like J. G. Ballard’s High-Rise, published two years later in 1975, The Innocent Party considers the Gothic and narrative potential of these new postwar buildings that had begun to spring up around London. While High-Rise is about luxury accommodation – its bourgeois inhabitants, cut off from the rest of the world, become increasingly animalistic and depraved – The Innocent Party exploits, in the service of the plot, the reality of the social-housing bureaucracy and the style of living spaces it provides. After a traumatic incident at the flat, the Daltons have to continue living there because in order to move into a different council unit vii‘we’d have to go on a bloody list again, right at the bottom’. Will events repeat themselves?

         
             

         

         Linda is not an especially precocious child, with pictures of ‘two Persian kittens in a boot and Princess Anne on a horse’ decorating her bedroom wall. She hates her mum, who gives her a bowl cut and ‘wouldn’t let her be anything trendy and modern like everyone was now. “You’re not a teenager yet,” she said.’ Vera, like many mothers, gets the short end of the stick as the one who:

         
            took her to have her polio jabs or her teeth filled, who washed grazed knees with stuff that stung, combed out tangles, plunged her finger into hot water when she had a whitlow, dosed her with senna pods. She bought vests and pyjamas and knickers and raincoats. She went to the school and made a fuss when that girl used to push her in the toilets at break and hold the door so she couldn’t get out.

         

         On the other hand, Linda worships her dad, who calls her ‘buttercup’, and ‘when she had chickenpox it was he who dabbed the spots with calamine; when she had bronchitis it was he who came under the tented towel with her’. But she is also somewhat repulsed by his physical presence. He is a travelling salesman who sells novelties such as ‘a batch of tartan egg cosies’, implying that his role in wider society is insignificant viiiand innocent. By contrast, in their cramped home he looms gigantic, a powerful, alluring and vile presence. When he returns from work trips ‘the four rooms grew smaller, to say nothing of the bathroom full of his shaving things, washing things, sleeves lolling out like corpses from the dirty clothes basket, extra towels’. He ‘thrashed and snored and groaned through the thin wall into Linda’s sleep’ and ‘left a smell in the toilet’.

         The point of view of The Innocent Party is a work of brilliance, an almost cruel use of the innocent eye. We are inside Linda’s head, a close third person, but we do not take in the same world experience as her. We understand the adult innuendos she does not. The crux of the story relies on her inability to know whether to take a conversation with her father literally or not. But in the end, it is her father who fatally misjudges her intellectual and emotional capacity. The Scottish poet Edwin Morgan noted Dale’s ‘Jamesian undercurrents of the sinister’ in a New Statesman review of A Helping Hand and his observation applies to The Innocent Party too.1 There is something of What Maisie Knew to its third-person child perspective of parental conflict, but also The Turn of the Screw, in its complicated psychosexual atmosphere.

         The crucial thing we understand, which Linda of course does not, is this: Denny is sexually forcing himself on Vera, and Vera is worried that he will go ixafter Linda too. When Linda tries to cuddle her father, her mum says, ‘Get off your father, Linda – a great girl like you!’ or ‘that’s enough of that!’ and pulls her off him ‘quite roughly’. It is important to keep in mind, while reading The Innocent Party, that marital rape was not criminalised in the UK until 1991 and remains legal in dozens of countries. When Vera says, ‘I’ll put a padlock on it,’ Nanna replies, ‘Now Vera … You can’t hardly do that.’

         Nanna reminds us that getting older doesn’t make you a saint in Dale’s world, and that the past is around us in great, looming heaps. No decade was a cultural vacuum, especially when taking the intergenerational living of the working- and lower-middle class into account as Dale does. Vera lives under the moral authority of her mother, and Nanna likes to do things in covert ways. Her annual holidays to a seaside town where her own mother lives in a care home, accompanied by Linda, are a cover for meetings with her lover Mr Walford. He books himself into the same hotel as them, and although ‘they sat at separate tables in the dining room’, he is ‘with them most of the time, taking Nanna’s arm when they went out together’.

         The Abortion Act was passed in 1967, and yet after becoming pregnant, Vera has a home abortion, with Nanna’s aid, drinking ‘dark green medicine’ and gin. Earlier in the novel, Nanna says to Vera, who is xconsidering a new haircut, ‘You don’t want to look common … Ash blonde’s all right but you want to keep clear of that common peroxide look.’ You can’t help but suspect she would find going to the NHS for an abortion common too and that in Nanna’s mind unwanted pregnancies are to be dealt with privately in the home where no one will find out. The scene is portrayed from Linda’s perspective, who has no idea what’s going on, to haunting effect. Linda goes in to use the loo and brush her teeth and thinks ‘It was cosy when they were all there like that in the bathroom, steamy and scented and using the toilet in front of each other as though she and Mum were both Nanna’s daughters and Mum, no longer sharp in her authority, shrank simply to another, older child.’ One gets the sense that they’ve been here before, and that Linda herself is the outcome of an unsuccessful abortion.

         The pill had been available in Britain since 1961 and Denny berates Vera: ‘Beats me why you won’t go on the bloody pill.’ Vera replies, ‘We’ve been over all that. It’s unnatural.’ Is Vera old-fashioned and paranoid of a new medical technology (with some reason)? Or is she wary that by taking contraceptives, she will be signalling to her husband that he has unlimited consent to her body, when the law is still on his side? You get the feeling that ‘it’s unnatural’ doesn’t mean the pill, but her husband’s insatiable and violent sexual xiappetite. The novel suggests that the liberatory promises of birth control are hollow if male entitlement remain not only unchecked, but allowed to flourish.

         In a 2024 review of A Spring of Love, A Helping Hand and Sheep’s Clothing in the London Review of Books, Ruby Hamilton writes that ‘the novels feel dated … as if they were all written before the 1940s’. It’s a comment that relies on the assumption that progress and radicalism, particularly of the postwar sort, were instantly available to all, and that life for everyone was like that of the bohemian and bourgeois cast of Doris Lessing’s The Golden Notebook (1962). Dale was well aware of the radicalism of the 1960s and ’70s but also its limitations. Sure, the character Viv wears her hair ‘in two sleek curtains, not worn caught back for a party’ and ‘a long flounced skirt, an embroidered smock with goffered frills over tight sleeves’, while Denny has a ‘sheepskin coat’. But what Dale knows is that the counterculture movement hasn’t actually changed much for the average person, besides the fashion. (You wonder if she chuckled at the ‘groovy’ first edition cover of The Innocent Party, with its curved, psychedelic font set against a burnt-orange background.) No matter how supposedly progressive the architecture of the time, the old-fashioned morals of older generations remained dominant for the majority of society and while Dale may not have shared them, xiishe was compelled to display their influence. Doris Lessing likewise noted, when reflecting on The Golden Notebook in 1994, that ‘things have changed for white, middle-class women, but nothing has changed outside this group’.2 (What Vera has access to are the bingo halls, which she attends devotedly on Fridays [‘I’m not letting no kid run my life,’ she says, leaving Linda alone in the flat on occasions when Denny is away]. The halls were a staple of camaraderie for British working-class women, and perhaps Vera also sees in them a means of getting funds to leave her marriage.)

         Reviews of Dale’s work contemporary to their publication disagree with any diagnosis of her novels as dated. Of The Innocent Party in particular, the Runcorn Guardian wrote that it had ‘all the freshness’ of ‘this particular moment in time’. The one negative review of The Innocent Party, in the Times Literary Supplement, has aged abominably, criticising the book for suggesting that ‘the pain of such lives might be less in a more spacious dwelling with access to the street’. Today it is impossible to read The Innocent Party, and this particular review, without Grenfell Tower – built between 1973 and 1974 – in mind. Ballard and Dale saw through the idea that high-rises heralded an era of progress and better, safer living standards for all, though the horrors they envisioned did not come close to the reality of what happened at Grenfell in 2017.xiii

         The same TLS review flippantly characterises the rapes as ‘mum didn’t like sleeping with dad and dad got frustrated’. Yet it concedes that ‘something is said about the awful silences and mysteries of childhood, the gloomy transformation which removes the privileges of being a child without offering the longed-for perks of being grown up’. Linda is stuck in this liminal space between child and woman, and her feelings towards her father get uncomfortably Oedipal. Her visits to the zoo with him are charged with a latent eroticism that mirrors the cramped, cage-like walls of their flat where intimacy is heightened and familial roles become ambiguous and interchangeable: ‘Dad liked animals, liked best the small, close-furred creatures that slept in nests of hay, that came questing to the mesh of their cages’. After tickling them his finger ‘was oily, savorously scented, mysteriously alien’. The zoo trips give Linda ‘nightmares’ with ‘the fear and pleasure mixed’. In Linda’s imagination, she can be both Vera’s sister and Denny’s girlfriend. She day-dreams that ‘she would get older. Soon he would no longer need to be embarrassed by having her in tow. She would wear big eyelashes and trendy clothes. People would think she was his bird’, but in reality finds herself ‘square’ and ‘spotty’ with greasy hair and her father looking elsewhere for affection. She grows, not out towards the wider world, but within the xivconfines of their flat, like a strange plant ‘inside the fortress of her pubescent self’.

         
             

         

         Celia Dale’s father, James, was an actor. He had a minor part in the 1949 Powell and Pressburger film The Small Black Room and one can speculate on whether there is a connection between his role and the fact that Celia was the assistant of Rumer Godden, whose novel Black Narcissus was adapted by Powell and Pressburger in 1947. I watched The Small Black Room, hoping I could find James Dale, but his role is listed as ‘brigadier’ and it is a film full of old soldiers. Still, I got a sense of Celia’s youth in wartime, and of Nanna’s too.

         A trip to the newspaper archives at the National Library of Scotland proved more fruitful. I learned that Celia followed her father’s path, though not professionally, in the dance halls and variety shows of the twenties and thirties. In 1920, according to a theatre review in The Times, a ‘Miss Celia Dale’ played a Cupid in a ‘pleasant little ballet: called Et Puis Bonsoir’. A Times review from 1931 also notes ‘a Miss Celia Dale as the somewhat cynically named Miss Hope’ and in another, from 1932, we learn she played one half of a couple in a detective play at the Millicent Fawcett Hall. Performing perhaps helped to form her ability to embody various characters and their physicality in her fiction.xv

         She married journalist Guy Ramsey and gave birth to their son Simon James in 1944, a year after her debut novel The Least of These was published. Guy died in 1959, when Celia was only forty-seven. She lived another fifty-two years, and several of her book dedications include ‘In memory of Guy’ or ‘To my husband’. It’s clear he was much loved and much missed. Dale’s books were reviewed regularly, particularly in crime-fiction columns, and she won many crime fiction awards – though I think what is great about her books is that they are morally puzzling rather than puzzles to be solved. Although there’s still much to learn about her life, you get a strong sense of someone who was always working hard to support herself and her son, creatively processing the world around her as it changed, and leaving us the sharp pleasure of her prose.

         
             

         

         Camilla Grudova 

         Edinburgh, 2026

         
            notes

            1. Repeated in an advert in the Bookseller, 30 July 1966 for Celia Dale’s A Helping Hand

            2. Quoted by Diana Jean Schemo in ‘At The Guggenheim With: Doris Lessing; A Portrait Unwinds, As in Life’, New York Times, 02 November 1994
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            One

         

         LINDA SAT in the twilight of a May evening, the sky still luminous beyond the french windows onto the balcony but the room lit only by the television screen. ‘You’ll ruin your eyes, pet,’ Nanna always said, her own framed in diamante-trimmed harlequins. ‘Aren’t I right, Vera?’ ‘That’s right, Mum,’ said Mum, smoothing her eyebrows with a damp finger in front of the mantelpiece mirror. ‘You keep that light on, Linda, mind what Nanna says.’ ‘Yes, Mum,’ said Linda; but when they had gone and she heard the lift gates shut after them (that is, if the lift were working), she turned the centre light out, got a packet of crisps from the kitchen, and settled down in the dusk that made a cavern round the dream world of the screen 4and herself. ‘You get to bed soon as the News is over, Linda,’ Mum always said, ‘I don’t want you up till all hours, you hear me?’ ‘Yes, Mum,’ said Linda; but she knew at what time the bingo ended and how long it took Mum and Nanna to get the bus home, to have a cup of tea at Nanna’s place (scheduled for redevelopment but still solidly standing) and for Mum to walk across the balding grass, the concrete paths, and get to the fourteenth floor of Meadowfield.

         ‘Why’s it called Meadowfield, Dad?’ she had asked when they had been rehoused here. ‘Meadow’s the same as a field, isn’t it?’ ‘That’s right, buttercup. You’re sharp as a razor, you are.’ And he had tweaked her brown hair affectionately.

         She would be in bed with the light out before Mum’s key was in the lock, and Mum never came to see if she were asleep or if she had washed her face or done her teeth or hung her clothes up properly. Often she hadn’t; but when Dad was home she did. Dad liked things nice – clean skin and hair, nice breath, a tidy home. ‘Christ, Vee,’ he’d say sometimes, going into the kitchen, ‘haven’t you done no washing up since I been gone?’ or calling from the bedroom, with a banging of drawers and cupboards, ‘Where the hell you put my clean shirts, Vee?’ ‘They’re still at the launderette, didn’t have time to fetch ’em.’ ‘For fuck’s sake, Vee …!’ ‘I’ve only got one pair of hands, haven’t I? 5I can’t do everything.’ ‘You can’t do nothing, seems to me.’ ‘You don’t like it, you know what you can do.’ ‘Oh come on, Vee, it’s my bloody shirt, that’s all. I need my bloody shirt!’ ‘You go and fetch it, then …’

         The walls seemed very thin then and the flat very small: three rooms, kitchen, bathroom with toilet, packed like a box into the bigger box of four flats to a floor and eighteen floors of them, each with their corner balcony from which washing sometimes hung (it was not allowed), with central heating (too expensive for some), and here and there a budgerigar in a fancy cage (dogs and cats forbidden, although the local dogs appreciated the convenient corners of the stairs and passages at ground level). Wind blew through the concrete stilts on which the block and its twin across the grass were built and the main road traffic whirled its noise and fumes to the lower storeys. But higher up the noise fell away; you rose gradually into a radiant, sterile silence, nothing but your own footsteps along the concrete corridors from lift to front door and perhaps, faintly, the sound of someone else’s television; and from every window the vast sky, still and pure, and nothing in it but clouds and silence and the sun going across from east to west in an arc you could watch if you had all day, and it made you aware of the earth slowly turning under your feet, turning and carrying with it its crust of houses and streets and 6tower blocks and railways and schools and hospitals and the Post Office tower and shops and oceans and ships and coalmines and telly studios and factories and dogs and cats and people, tiny down there, fourteen floors below, as you leaned over the balcony, with its dried-up flower pots and dead plants, and felt your stomach tighten because you stood there so high and alone and still – Linda Lilian Dalton, aged eleven years and eight months, Flat 14c, Meadowfield, Goring Road, London, England, Europe, the World, the Universe …

         ‘It gets on my wick,’ said Mum, ‘you can’t hear a bloody sound from morning till night.’

         ‘But think of the convenience, Vera,’ said Nanna. ‘All labour-saving and the heating and that.’

         ‘We pay enough for it. It’s a disgrace the rents they charge for council housing.’

         Linda munched dreamily at the potato crisps, seeing the capering images on the screen but disengaged from them, lying in Dad’s armchair with her legs over the arm, her sandals dropped to the floor. It was Friday and Dad would be back tomorrow. She would wash her hair first thing in the morning to have it clean and fresh for him. She hated her hair, it was a nothing brown, got greasy quickly and Mum wouldn’t let her grow it long like everyone had but made her wear it cut round in a bob like a kid, not 7even an urchin cut like Mum herself, and tinted too, ash blonde. ‘You don’t want to look common, Vera,’ Nanna had said. ‘Ash blonde’s all right but you want to keep clear of that common peroxide look.’ Nanna’s hair was a rich coppery red, back-combed high, with purplish lights. She was a smart little woman, manageress of the laundry shop near the High Road, standing behind the counter in a nice white overall surrounded by crisp packages of laundry smelling of bleach, ledgers and receipt books, pins and dockets, and pale wicker hampers into which the bundles of dirty laundry were thrown by the vanmen.

         Linda hated her hair and hated her face too, which was round like Dad’s; but what on him looked smashing, like Cliff Richard must have been when he was young, on Linda it was plump with puppy fat and Mum wouldn’t let her go on a diet. Mum wouldn’t let her be anything trendy and modern like everyone was now. ‘You’re not a teenager yet,’ she said, stubbing out her cigarette and lighting another almost at once. So the best Linda could do was to wash her hair and scrub her face (although her cheeks were too pink already) and wish as hard as she could to grow up quickly so that she could wear her hair as she liked and use eye makeup and get a waist. She wasn’t fat, she was just this all-over shape like a kid still, didn’t even look good in jeans but just like a schoolgirl wearing trousers. Dad 8liked her in dresses; he’d given her a smashing dress at Christmas, pinafore with a polo-necked blouse underneath; and although it was a bit thick for now, she’d wear it tomorrow and wash her hair and perhaps he’d take her down to Marks & Spencer and buy her something new; and they might go to the Wimpy and then take some fried chicken home and eat it in front of the telly, all cosy and lovely and …

         She heard the front door slam and before she had her feet to the ground the lounge door opened and he stood there, suitcase in hand, hat on the back of his head. ‘Dad!’

         ‘Hiya, buttercup. Where’s your mum?’

         ‘Dad!’ She rushed at him and clasped him round the waist, burrowing her face into his warmth.

         He tugged her hair gently. ‘How’s my girl, then? All right, are you?’

         ‘You wasn’t due till tomorrow! You said tomorrow.’

         ‘Well, it’s tonight. I got finished early this week.’ He fended her off and came into the room, looking towards the television as he set down his case and threw his hat on the settee. ‘Where’s your mum?’

         ‘Bingo. It’s Friday.’

         He took off his shortie overcoat and she hurried to help him, taking it from him and smoothing the simulated sheepskin over her arm, the furry lining still holding his warmth. She hung it carefully on the 9hanger in the small hall, then followed him into the bedroom, where he had slung his case on the bed and was unpacking it. The bed almost filled the room, a king-size affair draped in gold satin with a padded bedhead showing dark patches where heads rested. There was more room if drawers and cupboards were closed and this he did as he unpacked and put away the contents of the case, as well as Mum’s slacks and discarded tights that lay on the floor, her sweater on the bed, a scarf and beads hanging out of the dressing-table drawer. It was odd how much care she paid to her own appearance and how little to that of the flat. She’d spend hours putting her hair in rollers or plucking her eyebrows, she bought new outfits every few months, she and Nanna in earnest conference. ‘It’s not quite your style, Vee.’ ‘Don’t you like it, Mum?’ ‘No, dear, I like the green.’ So Mum bought the green even though Dad always said it made her look like Dracula’s girlfriend. Mum never bought clothes to please Dad but to please her own self and Nanna; they were like reflections of each other, except that Nanna liked the place neat while Mum couldn’t care less.

         Dad’s homecoming had transformed the flat. No twilight now but lights in every room, movement and bustle, order, life.

         ‘Are you hungry, Dad? Shall I make you something?’

         10‘You can make me a cup of char.’

         ‘I can make you something to eat. Beans on toast or spaghetti …’

         ‘No thanks, buttercup. I’ll wait till your mum gets back.’

         ‘She won’t be back till gone eleven. I can make something easy …’

         ‘Just a cuppa, sweetheart, okay?’

         She went into the kitchen and put the kettle on. As she busied herself with a tray and crockery and biscuit tin she heard him move into the bathroom, the seat go up, the long stream of water into the pan, the plug, the taps running, the cabinet door open and shut as he put away his razor and aftershave. She catalogued each sound. She made the tea and carried the tray carefully into the lounge. She had filled the pot too full and the tea slopped a little out of the spout onto the traycloth but it couldn’t be helped. She put the tray on the little table and drew it beside the armchair, plumped up the cushions, tidied the magazines and TV Times that sprawled on the shelf under the telly, screwed up and threw away the empty crisps bag, put her sandals on.

         He came in looking pink and young, collar loose over the sweater, hair slicked back over his ears and neck. He had lovely long side whiskers, really modern.

         ‘Great,’ he said. ‘That’s my girl. What’s coming up, the News?’ On the screen the clock hands jerked, 11the world spun. He sank down in the chair and she poured the tea just as he liked it and dropped in the lumps of sugar. He took the cup absently, eyes on the newscaster, and she sat down on the floor by the chair, leaning against his legs, her arm round one of his ankles. His suede boots were scuffed.

         ‘Great,’ he repeated and took a sip. Ireland, an earthquake, a motorway pile-up …

         ‘Where’ve you been this week, Dad? Was it nice?’

         ‘I’d rather have been on the Costa Brava. Mm, cream biscuits, no less.’ He took one from the doily-covered plate, bit half off, popped the other half into her mouth. Twenty-eight dead in air crash, industrial action, Vic Feather … ‘How’s your mum?’

         ‘Okay. Dad, can we go to the Wimpy …’

         ‘Had a good week, has she? Not fagged out?’

         ‘No. Dad, can we go up the High Road tomorrow …’

         ‘When they come out of bingo, half ten?’ He looked at his wristwatch. ‘I might go up there, give her a surprise.’

         ‘Oh don’t, Dad, you only just got here!’ She turned on her knees, putting an arm across his lap. ‘It’s lovely here, Dad.’

         He smiled, tugging her hair. ‘Who says so?’

         ‘You’re tired, Dad, you don’t want to go out again.’

         ‘Okay, I don’t. I’ll surprise her here.’

         ‘Shall I make some fresh tea? I could make you a sandwich …’

         12‘You could make me a fat old man! That was great, buttercup, I don’t want nothing else.’

         She stayed on her knees, studying his face as he looked past her at the screen – tear gas, truncheons, punch-ups at a sporting event … ‘Where will you be next week, Dad?’

         ‘I’ll be home next week, working round London.’

         And now, another instalment of our comedy series May all your Troubles …

         ‘Can I sit on your lap, Dad?’

         ‘You weigh a ton.’

         ‘Can I?’

         ‘Okay.’

         She got up and sat carefully across his lap, her arm round his neck, settling down so that her head was against his and she could smell aftershave and the faint grease of his hair.

         ‘Hey, you’ll do me an injury!’ He shifted her a bit, his arm round her waist. On the screen a perky young wife and her gormless husband began another half hour of comedy warfare.

         Soon Dad dozed off. He snored a little and his chin sank into a tiny jowl. She sat without stirring, feeling the rise and fall of his chest, his hard thighs going slack under her, shielding and encompassing his body with her own. Mum wouldn’t ever let her sit on his lap anymore: ‘Get off there, Linda, a great girl 13like you!’ This was precious – a bonus, him coming back unexpected so that it was just the two of them on their own. It wasn’t often like that. She guarded him, the high black sky beyond the window beginning to show stars as bright and still as she was.

         As long as she could remember it had been like this. Comfort was being cuddled up against Dad, his hard flat chest, his sometimes bristly chin, his smell. When she had chickenpox it was he who dabbed the spots with calamine; when she had bronchitis it was he who came under the tented towel with her and sniffed the Friar’s Balsam; and earlier still, when she was two and three years old, it was he who came to her when she cried in the night, who brought her drinks of water and carried her up and down against his shoulder, potted her, changed her wet sheets, soothed her and sang to her. Mum was the one who took her to have her polio jabs or her teeth filled, who washed grazed knees with stuff that stung, combed out tangles, plunged her finger into hot water when she had a whitlow, dosed her with senna pods. She bought vests and pyjamas and knickers and raincoats. She went to the school and made a fuss when that girl used to push her in the toilets at break and hold the door so she couldn’t get out. She cut her hair in a Dutch bob like a kid and wouldn’t let her have a maxi coat. ‘You do as your mum says,’ Dad usually said, and Linda 14had learned very early that although he would never oppose Mum directly he would often let Linda do the thing that Mum had forbidden, buy her the object Mum had banned, and usually by then Mum had lost interest. It seemed to Linda that Mum often stopped her doing things simply because Dad would have let her; but Dad let her do them because he loved her.

         Half the time he was away, of course, and then life was more simple and boring. Nanna was in and out every day and would often override Mum when the Tonibell call
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