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About the Book

Lizzie and Frances are twins, together forming part of a unit. At least that’s the way Lizzie sees things. Lizzie is the twin who has everything – husband, children, a flourishing career, and a beautiful house. She worries about Frances, who seems to lead a solitary life in London ricocheting from one disastrous man to the next. Lizzie just wants Frances to share in her own complete and satisfying life.

Then Frances, suddenly and surprisingly, announces she isn’t coming to Lizzie’s for Christmas. She’s going to Spain. Lizzie’s world begins to tilt. Frances’s Christmas defection seems overwhelmingly threatening to their unity.

As Frances’s future begins to change into something exciting and unexpected, and Lizzie’s deteriorates as financial pressures eat into her ideal lifestyle, could it be that Frances is the twin with everything?
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PART ONE

December


1

SOMEONE – PROBABLY ONE of the children; Robert would never have dared – had stuck a poster on the kitchen noticeboard. It was a small poster, printed in black and bright-pink and yellow, and it showed a scatty drawing of a wild-haired woman hand-in-wing with a goggle-eyed turkey. Underneath the drawing it said, in wayward lettering, ‘Women and turkeys against Christmas’.

‘I think it had better be at least twenty-two pounds,’ Lizzie said into the telephone receiver. ‘No, not before it’s drawn, after it’s drawn. Will it be a free-range turkey?’

She looked across the kitchen at the poster and involuntarily touched her hair. It felt all right.

‘Heavens,’ she said to the butcher. ‘That much more!’ She screwed up her face. Was she going to be responsible about turkey liberation, or was she going to have another ten pounds to pour into the greedy maw of Christmas? ‘OK,’ she said. ‘Free-range.’ She thought of a whole lot of happy turkeys gobbling about together in an orchard somewhere like an illustration in a nursery book. ‘Free-range, twenty-two pounds, and either I or Mr Middleton will collect it on Monday. Yes,’ she said, ‘yes, I know it’s a late order, Mr Moaby, but if you had this house and four children and Christmas and a business and three extra people coming to cope with, you’d be late too.’

She put the telephone down. She should not have spoken like that. Mr Moaby had run his butcher’s shop in Langworth for a quarter of a century, like his father before him, and had a mentally handicapped child and was finding supermarket competition increasingly threatening. In his heart of hearts, Mr Moaby probably felt about Christmas as women and turkeys did.

Lizzie went across the kitchen and peered at the poster. It wasn’t hand-drawn; it was printed. No doubt Harriet had bought it, thin, clever, sarcastic thirteen-year-old Harriet who would have spotted that Christmas had come to be a menace for her mother and not a marvel any more. Lizzie and Harriet had quarrelled at breakfast. They quarrelled most breakfasts and the quarrels usually ended with Harriet skipping off to school wearing her private and maddening smile, the one she wore to convey to her three younger brothers how much she pitied them for being mere boys, poor mutts.

Harriet had asked Lizzie if she was going into the Gallery that day, the Gallery that she and Robert had opened when they first came to Langworth sixteen years before. Lizzie said no, she wasn’t.

‘Why not?’

‘Because of Christmas.’

‘Why on earth—’ Harriet had lain back in her chair and rolled her eyes at the amazing, the impossible thought that anybody could put a minor domestic hiccup, like Christmas, before their real work in life.

Lizzie had lost her temper in an instant. She had heard herself, in horror, screeching about her exhausting multiple responsibilities and Harriet’s unspeakable ingratitude. Harriet watched her, calmly. Davy, who was only five, began to cry, and large round tears slid down his unhappy face and diluted the milk in his bowl of Cocopops.

‘Look,’ Harriet said with satisfaction. ‘Now you’ve made Davy cry.’

Lizzie stopped screaming and stooped to put her arms round-Davy.

‘Oh darling—’

‘You’ll frighten Christmas away!’ Davy wailed. ‘If you aren’t careful!’

Harriet slid off her chair.

‘I’m going to see Heather,’ she said. ‘I’ll call in at the Gallery and tell Daddy you won’t be in.’

Lizzie set her teeth. ‘Please stay in the house, Harriet. I need you. There’s so much to be done—’

Harriet gave a vast, deep, gusting sigh and dragged herself elaborately from the room, slamming the door shudderingly behind her.

Lizzie had fed Davy his cereal then, as if he were a baby, to comfort him, and afterwards she had set him and Sam to wind red festive ribbons round the banisters. Sam, who was eight, thought it would be more amusing to wind the ribbons round himself and Davy, and to attempt to wind them round the protesting cat. Lizzie had left them to it, to go upstairs and make beds and pull lavatory plugs and find, for herself, a hairbrush and some earrings and the list she had made last night, for today, and lost somewhere. Then she came downstairs again, to telephone the butcher, and found the poster. Harriet must have pinned it up in the fifteen minutes Lizzie was upstairs. Was it a sorry? Was it a gesture of solidarity? Lizzie longed for solidarity between herself and Harriet, for the conspiratorial closeness of being together in the same sex. That was what being half a twin did to you, Lizzie thought, turning back to the table and the wreck of breakfast; it made you want to bind yourself tightly to someone else when your other half wasn’t there. And Frances wouldn’t be there until Christmas Eve.

Robert and Lizzie had started the Middleton Gallery in a tiny shop in one of Langworth’s rambling side streets. They had met at art college – Lizzie a sculptor, Robert a graphic designer – and become inseparable. There was a photograph of them in those far-off days pinned up in the Gallery office, Robert wearing a frown of seriousness and bell-bottomed trousers and Lizzie – an extraordinary, almost skinny, Lizzie – in a skimpy jersey and platform-soled shoes, her hair pushed up into a huge, floppy peaked velvet cap. They weren’t much older than that when they opened the Gallery, renting the shop and the damp, rickety flat above it, furnished with ill-assorted items their parents had given them. Frances had had her first job in London then. She telephoned Lizzie three times a week and came down to Langworth with exotic urban treasures like silver-mesh tights, or an avocado pear in a paper bag.

Robert went to evening classes in Bath, and learned to make picture frames. Lizzie reluctantly abandoned her clay for patchwork making, flower drying and the patient beeswaxing of indifferent but fashionable pieces of pine furniture. They both discovered that they had a commercial eye. By the time that Harriet was born, in 1978, the original shop, which by now resembled the perfect seventies’ fantasy of an Anglo-Saxon rural idyll, all sprigged cottons, naive water-colours, spongeware mugs and wooden spoons, was both highly successful, and bursting at the seams. With a loan from Lizzie’s father, William, and another from the bank, the Middleton Gallery moved into a former florist’s shop, in Langworth High Street, where the front windows were shaded by a pretty pillared portico of white-painted Victorian wrought iron.

Frances had wanted to see it immediately. Lizzie had chugged off to Bath station to meet her in the emerald-green Citroën Deux Chevaux that was now such a familiar sight in the streets of Langworth, and had taken her back to the Gallery with a mixture of rapturous pride and anguish. Watching Frances’s face as she looked at the Gallery, at the pale, newly sanded and waxed floors, at the pools of romantic light cast by uplighters and downlighters, at the freshly stained and painted shelves waiting for casseroles and cushions and candlesticks and pottery jugs, Lizzie could feel a surge of unstoppable exultation at what she and Robert were achieving. But at the same time, chained as she was to Frances’s innermost self, she felt a simultaneous surge of pain; pain for Frances, toiling away in a mediocre travel company and returning at night to a gaunt flat in Battersea which she shared with a girl she quite liked, but not very much. And then there was Nicholas, quiet, self-contained, undemonstrative Nicholas, so unlike Robert, so wrong, Lizzie thought, for Frances.

‘We’re going to import kelims,’ Lizzie said. ‘And hang them here, on wooden rods. Rob’s got a friend who can supply us with marvellous dried things from Africa, seed-heads and pods and stuff.’

‘What are kelims?’ Frances said. She was standing gazing at the whitewashed brick wall against which the rugs would hang.

‘Rugs,’ Lizzie said. She watched Frances. Could she, on top of all else, all this richness and promise of her and Robert’s life, tell her the other thing?

Frances turned from the wall to face her.

‘Rugs,’ she said. ‘Hanging up. How lovely. You’re pregnant again, aren’t you?’

‘Yes,’ Lizzie said, thinking she might cry. ‘Yes, I am.’

Frances put her arms round her.

‘I love that,’ she said. ‘I love it that you’re pregnant again.’

That pregnancy was Alistair. He should have been twins – Lizzie longed for twins – but his brother died at birth. Frances came at once, she came almost before she knew there was any reason to come, and stayed for three weeks, using up all her remaining annual holiday. She was hopeless with Alistair, Lizzie remembered, awkward and gauche, as if a baby was absolutely alien to her, but she was wonderful with everything else, with the house, with relentless, small Harriet (‘Why does there have to be a baby?’), with Rob, with the Gallery. Lizzie had broken down when Frances went back to London, had felt incompetent and incomplete.

‘Perhaps I should have married both of you,’ Robert had said, gazing down at her as she lay in bed, feeding an insatiable Alistair. ‘Except that I couldn’t be in love with Frances in a million years. Isn’t it odd? So like you in so many ways, but no factor X.’

Soon after that, quiet Nicholas had also decided that there was no factor X to Frances, and drifted off.

‘Of course I’m sad,’ Frances said, ‘but mostly disappointed. In myself, I mean.’

Lizzie prayed urgently, to no-one in particular, for the right man for Frances. He would have to be tall (like Rob) and attractive (like Rob) but not as gentle or as artistic as Rob or else she, Lizzie, might begin to make comparisons between Frances’s man and Rob, and she had an instinct that this would do none of them any good. Frances solved the problem, in the short term, by falling in love with an architect and then with an actor and then, disastrously, with the boyfriend of the girl with whom she shared a flat. In the meantime the Middleton Gallery prospered, held three exhibitions a year, opened a healthfood café on the top floor, repaid all its loans and went into profit. Lizzie, in between giving birth to Sam and then to Davy, did the buying for the Gallery and moved house. They moved four times in sixteen years, from their original flat to an eighteenth-century cottage that had once been a tearoom and had never lost the smell of toasted teacakes, to a Victorian villa, and finally to the Grange.

The Grange had been one of Langworth’s best houses in the late-eighteenth century, with a calm and handsome stone façade and a pedimented porch. It had sat then in appropriate gardens, with a gravel sweep between the front door and the street, and lawns behind it, rolling smoothly away to a walled vegetable garden. Now, fussed about with by the Victorians who had added a warren of leaking rooms to the back, and pressed in upon on all sides by the modern urgency for new building, the Grange was like a battered old liner crammed into a very small port. New executive dwellings with pictorial nameplates and fancy stonework filled the vegetable garden, and half the lawns had vanished long ago under a street called Tannery Lane, in memory of the nineteenth-century tannery that had, for fifty years, filled the streets of Langworth with a gagging stench. What was left of the Grange garden was plenty big enough, Lizzie and Rob considered, for cricket, bicycles, camps and fighting. The inside of the house was big enough for anything. Surveying the light and beautifully proportioned original rooms, the sweeping staircase, the Victorian muddle at the back that could be knocked through to make a magnificent kitchen-living room, and visualizing the whole painted terracotta and deep-blue and Chinese-yellow, with polished floors and sharp white paintwork, Robert and Lizzie reckoned that the Grange would set the seal upon their success. An expanding business, an appropriate house (large but not boastful), four clever and strong-minded children, a rising local profile – what a considerable thing to reflect upon! Because he did reflect upon it a good deal, with a kind of astonished pride, Robert pinned up, in his newly decorated office in the Gallery, the photograph of himself and Lizzie as students, just to remind himself of exactly how far they had come.

It was just before Davy’s christening that Frances had first surprised them. They had been in the Grange for a year, and half the house was painted in just the rich, strong colours that Lizzie so loved. The stairwell was yellow and white, the sitting room deep-green, the newly extended kitchen blue and russet and cream.

‘Why is Davy being christened?’ Frances said. ‘You’ve never christened the others.’

‘I just feel I want him to be. So does Rob. We wish we had christened the others, now. It seems – it seems more traditional, somehow—’

Frances looked at her sister. Then she looked at the kitchen, its back door open to the sunny garden, its windowsills charmingly crowded with scented geraniums, and pygmy amphorae of parsley, the trug of lettuces on the table, the rag rugs on the wooden floor, the shining new Aga, the rustic Spanish candelabra of greenish metal. She winked at Lizzie.

‘Watch it, Liz. You’re getting to be such a solid citizen.’

‘Am I?’

Frances waved an arm.

‘Look at all this!’

Lizzie said, slightly defensively, ‘It’s what we want.’

‘I know. And now you want Davy christened.’

‘People change,’ Lizzie said stoutly. ‘We’re bound to change. It would be affected to stay rigidly as we were at twenty-five.’

Frances went to the mirror hanging by the garden door and opened her mouth.

‘What are you doing?’

‘Looking at my teeth.’

‘Why?’

‘Because they look the same as they always have. The thing is, I don’t feel so different, I don’t feel I’ve changed—’

‘No. Well—’

‘But then,’ said Frances comfortably, coming away from the mirror, ‘I haven’t had a husband and four children, have I?’

‘I didn’t want to say—’

‘Let’s go up and look at Davy, shall we?’

Davy lay in his wicker Moses basket in the centre of Lizzie and Robert’s bed, shrouded in a muslin cat net, like a joint in a larder. They peered down at him. He was fast asleep, snuffling faintly, his shrimp-sized fingers balled into tiny fists. Lizzie breathed down through the net at him with helpless yearning. Frances wondered how he would react if he opened his eyes. Would he yell?

‘Lizzie,’ she said.

‘Yes,’ Lizzie said, adoring Davy.

Frances straightened up and walked over to the huge wardrobe that held Lizzie’s clothes. It had a long oval mirror set into the door, a mirror that gave back the moony, soft reflection of old glass.

‘I want to tell you something.’

Lizzie came to join her sister. They stood side by side and gazed at their reflections, two tall, big-boned English girls, broad-shouldered, long-legged, with thick tawny hair cut in longish bobs. Lizzie’s had a fringe; Frances’s was cut to fall forward in a heavy swathe on one side, like a bird’s wing, when she bent her head.

‘We aren’t glamorous, are we—’

‘No, but I think we’re quite attractive. I think we look interesting.’

‘To whom?’ Frances said.

Lizzie looked at her.

‘What were you going to tell me?’

Frances leaned towards her reflection. She licked her forefinger and ran it along first one dark eyebrow and then the other.

‘I’m starting my own business.’

Lizzie gaped at her.

‘You aren’t!’

‘Why aren’t I?’

‘Frances,’ Lizzie said, seizing her sister’s arm. ‘Frances, please think carefully. What do you know about running a business? You’ve always been employed, an employee—’

‘Exactly,’ Frances said, ‘and now I’ve had enough.’ Gently, she took her arm away.

‘Where’s the money coming from?’

‘Where it usually comes from,’ Frances said. She turned up her shirt collar and pushed up her cardigan sleeves and turned to look at herself in the mirror, over her shoulder. ‘Some from the bank and some from Dad.’

‘From Dad!’

‘Yes. He lent you and Rob some, didn’t he?’

‘Yes, but that was—’

‘No,’ said Frances, interrupting. ‘It wasn’t different. It’s just the same, except that I am doing it later, and on my own.’

Lizzie swallowed. ‘Of course.’

‘Why don’t you want me to?’

Lizzie went back to her bed, and sat beside Davy’s wicker basket, on the patchwork counterpane, one of the range made by a local farmer’s wife, that had proved one of the Gallery’s best sellers. Frances stayed where she was, by the wardrobe, leaning her back against the smooth, cold mirror-glass.

‘We’re twins,’ Lizzie said.

Frances bent her head and studied her feet, her too-big feet encased in good, dull, dark-blue leather loafers. She knew exactly what Lizzie meant. We are twins, Lizzie had said, leaving the subtext unspoken. We are twins, so we are a unit, we have a kind of joint wholeness, together we make up a rich, rounded person, but we are like two pieces of a jigsaw, we have to fit together, and to do that properly we can’t be exactly the same shape.

‘You have the domestic life,’ Frances said. ‘I like that. I love it here, this house is home to me, your children are very satisfying to me. I don’t want any of that, that’s your part of our deal. But I must be allowed to expand myself a little if I need to. And I do. It won’t touch your business if I have a business, it won’t touch us, how we are, together.’

‘Why do you want to do it?’ Lizzie said.

‘Because I’m thirty-two and I know enough about travel now to know I’m better than a lot of people I work for. You want to have Davy christened, you’ve come to a point. I’ve just come to another one.’

Lizzie looked at her. She remembered their first day at Moira Cresswell’s nursery school together, in green drill overalls, with ‘E. Shore’ and ‘F. Shore’ embroidered on them, for painting classes, and their hair held back by tight Alice bands made of green ribbon and elastic. ‘We won’t have to stay if we don’t want to,’ Frances had said to Lizzie, but Lizzie had sensed that wasn’t true. School had an inexorable feeling about it. She had hated watching Frances realize this.

‘What kind of business will it be?’

Frances smiled. She put her hands under her hair, lifted it off her neck and then let it fall back.

‘Secret holidays. Staying in tiny towns and hidden hotels and even people’s houses. I shall start with Italy, because all the English have this passion for Italy.’

‘And what will you call it?’

Frances began to laugh. She did a dance step or two, holding out the sides of her skirt.

‘Shore to Shore, of course!’

Like Davy, Shore to Shore had grown out of all recognition in five years. It began in the sitting room of the Battersea flat, and its beginnings were very shaky, with too few customers and too many mistakes. Then Frances realized that she would have to look at every single bed and table at which she expected her clients to sleep and eat, so she went to Italy for four months, driving herself along the minor roads of Tuscany and Umbria in a hired Fiat she used as an office and a wardrobe and, sometimes, as a bedroom. Before she went, she was apprehensive that she would find it all a cliché, done to death by the remorseless English mania for a civilized release from the shackles of a chilly Puritanism into an acceptable sensuality. But she needn’t have worried. You could read about it in a thousand novels and newspaper articles, you could see it as the richly romantic backdrop to a thousand films, yet still, Frances thought, no sensitive heart could fail to lift, every time, at the sight of that landscape, the lines of the olive-dun and grape-blue hills punctuated by saffron walls, russet roofs and the casually, perfectly placed charcoal-dark spires of the cypress trees.

She set up little journeys for her clients. Some were through vineyards, some were for painters, or photographers, some were like small investigations, in search of the Etruscans, or Piero della Francesca, or a once mighty, now decayed family, like the Medicis. She sold her share of the flat in Battersea to a brisk girl specializing in venture capital, and moved north, across the river, to a narrow house just off the Fulham Road. She couldn’t afford to buy it, so she rented it, using the ground floor as offices, and living on the first floor with a view, at the back, of someone else’s cherry tree. She hired an assistant, a girl to work the switchboard and run errands, and invested the last of her borrowings in computers. Before the company was four years old, three larger, well-established and better-known businesses had tried to buy her out.

Lizzie was proud of her. At Frances’s request, Lizzie came up to London, and planned the décor of the ground-floor office, covering the floor with seagrass matting, and the walls with immense, seductive photographs of Italy – bread and wine on an iron table on a loggia, with a distant view of a towered hill-town beyond, Piero’s infinitely moving pregnant Virgin from the cemetery chapel at Monterchi, a gleaming modern girl swinging carelessly down a timeless, mouldering medieval street. They installed an Italian coffee machine, and a baby fridge to hold pale-green bottles of Frascati, to offer customers.

‘You see,’ Frances said. ‘You see? I told you it wouldn’t change us. I told you.’

‘I was afraid,’ Lizzie said.

‘I know.’

‘I’m very ashamed of that now, it seems so selfish, but I couldn’t help feeling it.’

‘I know.’

‘And now I’m just proud. It’s wonderful. How are bookings?’

Frances held out both hands, fingers crossed.

‘Solid,’ she said.

That, Lizzie thought now, had been their only hiccup, the only time when their parallel progress together through life had faltered even a step. Looking back, Lizzie not only felt a twinge of residual shame at her lack of generosity, but a puzzlement. Why had she been afraid? Knowing Frances as she did, what was there to fear in a personality that was almost her own, twined about her own as it was? Frances was, after all, the least greedy of people. Lizzie hoped, with a sudden, small, urgent pang, that she wasn’t greedy. Had she, she asked herself sternly, ever envied Frances those trips to Italy while she stayed in Langworth attending Sam’s measles or Alistair’s cello practice or weary late-night sessions with Robert and the Gallery accounts? Only for a second, she told herself, only for a fleeting second, when beside herself with exhaustion and demands, would she ever have willingly exchanged her richly domestic and effective life for Frances’s free but lonely one. There was no doubt about it, Lizzie reflected with a sigh, sitting down at the kitchen table and pulling towards her one of her endless pads of paper, to make a menu list for Christmas, that Frances was lonely.

Someone – an egregious customer at the Gallery who was trying very hard to turn herself into Lizzie’s friend – had given her an American cookery book called Good Food for Bad Times. It was written by a person called Enid R. Starbird. Lizzie opened it idly, thinking that it might provide a few economical ideas for feeding a household of nine – the six Middletons, Frances, the Shore parents – for four days. Robert had said last night, in the careful voice he kept for breaking disagreeable news, that the Gallery takings so far, in the run-up to Christmas, looked as if, instead of being twenty per cent up as usual, would be ten per cent down. They had both suspected that this might be so and had had, during the course of the year, a number of superficially philosophical conversations about the possibility of an economic recession. Last night, they had had another one.

‘So,’ Lizzie had said. ‘It means a careful Christmas.’

‘’Fraid so.’

Lizzie looked down at the open page of Mrs Starbird’s book. ‘Never forget’, Mrs Starbird said brightly, ‘the cabbage soups of south-west France. A pig’s head, that vital ingredient, is not, as you will find, so very hard to come by.’

Lizzie shut the book with a slam, to banish the image of a reproachful pig’s head. She seized her pad. ‘Sausages,’ she wrote rapidly. ‘Gold spray-paint, dried chestnuts, things for stockings, cat food, sticking plasters, big jar of mincemeat, second-class stamps, collect dress from cleaner’s, walnuts.’ She stopped, tore off the sheet, and began again on a fresh one.

‘Make up spare beds, check wine, finish wrapping presents, ice cake, make stuffings, check mince pies (enough?), remind Rob about wine, clean silver (Alistair), hoover sitting room (Sam), pick holly and ivy (Harriet and Davy), decorate tree (everyone), make garland for front door (me) and quiches for Gallery staff party (me) and brandy butter (me), and clean the whole house from top to bottom before Mum sees it (me, me, me).’

‘Help,’ Lizzie wrote at the foot of her list. ‘Help, help, help.’

The kitchen door opened. Davy who at breakfast had been fully and properly dressed and was now wearing only socks, underpants and a plastic policeman’s helmet, sidled in. He looked guilty. He came up to Lizzie and leaned against her knee. Lizzie touched him.

‘You’re frozen!’ Lizzie said. ‘What have you been doing?’

‘Nothing,’ Davy said, trained by Sam.

‘Then where are your clothes?’

‘In the bath.’

‘In the bath?’

‘They needed a wash, you know,’ Davy said confidingly.

‘They were clean, clean this morning—’

Davy said, almost dreamily, ‘They got a bit pastey.’

‘What kind of pastey?’

‘Toothpastey,’ Davy said. ‘Toothpaste writing—’

Lizzie stood up.

‘Where’s Sam?’

‘Pimlott’s come,’ Davy said. ‘Pimlott and Sam are making a Superman camp—’

‘Pimlott?’

Pimlott was Sam’s dearest friend, a frail, mauve-pale boy with watchful light eyes and a slippery disposition.

‘Don’t you have a Christian name?’ Liz had asked him on his first visit. He stared at her.

‘’Course he doesn’t,’ Sam said. ‘He’s just called Pimmers.’

‘Where are they making the camp?’

‘It’s quite all right,’ Davy said, adjusting the helmet so that only his chin showed beneath it. ‘It’s not in your room, it’s only in the spare room—’

Lizzie shot out of the kitchen and up the stairs. A spaghetti trail of red ribbon lay tangled at the bottom; the banisters were bare.

‘Sam!’ yelled Lizzie.

Thumps came distantly from somewhere, like the sound of road-mending machinery heard through closed windows.

‘Sam!’ Lizzie roared. She flung open the spare-bedroom door. The floor was strewn with bedclothes and on the beds, Lizzie’s cherished Edwardian brass beds for which she had so lovingly collected linen of a similar age, Sam and Pimlott were trampolining, grunting with effort.

‘Sam!’ Lizzie bellowed.

He froze, floating down from his last leap as if transfixed in mid-air, landing rigid and upright on the mattress. Pimlott simply vanished, sliding snakelike from on top of the bed to underneath it.

‘What are you doing?’ Lizzie shouted. ‘I’ve given you a job to do and you haven’t done it and I said you weren’t to have Pimlott here today, or at least not until you had done everything I asked you to do, and this room is out of bounds, as well you know, and I have to make it nice for Granny and Grandpa and I have a million things to do and you are a naughty, disobedient, beastly little boy—’

Sam subsided into a sulky heap.

‘Sorry—’

‘Mum,’ a voice said.

Breathlessly, Lizzie turned. Alistair stood there, a tube of glue in one hand and a minute grey-plastic piece of model aeroplane in the other. Across one lens of his spectacles was a smear of something chalky.

‘Dad’s on the phone,’ Alistair said. ‘And then could you come and hold this bit because my clamp isn’t small enough to hold it while I stick the last piece of fuselage—’

Lizzie fled across the landing to the telephone beside her and Rob’s bed.

‘Rob?’

‘Lizzie, I know you’re up to your eyes, but could you come? Jenny’s gone home, feeling ghastly, looking ghastly, poor thing, and the shop’s suddenly terribly busy—’

‘No.’

‘But Liz—’

‘I’m sorry, I mean, I’ll try, but it’s complete chaos here and there’s so much to do—’

‘I know, I know. I’ll help you tonight. Just leave things.’

‘I can’t come for half an hour. And I’ll have to bring Sam and Davy.’

‘OK,’ Robert said. ‘Soon as you can.’

Lizzie put the telephone down and went back on to the landing. Through the open door of the spare room, she could see Sam and Pimlott, watched by Davy, incompetently piling bedclothes back on to the beds. Alistair still waited.

‘Could you—?’

‘No, I couldn’t,’ Lizzie said. ‘I have so much to do I feel quite frantic. I want you to clean the silver.’

Behind his spectacles Alistair’s eyes widened in amazement.

‘Clean the silver?’

‘Yes,’ Lizzie said. She went into the spare room, pushed out the three children and slammed the door. ‘Men do clean silver. They also cook and change nappies and go shopping. What women don’t do is waste time making something as utterly pointless as a model aeroplane.’

‘Heavens, you are cross,’ Alistair said.

‘Go home,’ Lizzie said to Pimlott. ‘Please go home and stay there till after Christmas.’

He regarded her with his light, shifting eyes. He had no intention of obeying her. He had never – unless it suited him anyway – obeyed an adult in his life.

‘And you’, she said to Sam, ‘are going to hoover the sitting room, and, Davy, go and put some clothes on and then go and find Harriet. I need her.’

‘I’m hungry,’ Sam said.

‘I really don’t care—’

‘Telephone!’ Davy said excitedly. ‘Telephone! Telephone!’

Alistair slipped past his mother and into her bedroom, to answer it. He said, ‘Hello?’ and not, ‘Langworth, 4004,’ as she and Robert had told him to, and then, in a warmer voice, ‘Hi, Frances.’

Frances! Salvation! Lizzie hurried into her bedroom, holding out her hand for the receiver.

‘Frances? Oh Frances, thank God it’s you, it’s so awful here this morning, you can’t imagine, a complete madhouse. I’d like to murder Prince Albert and Charles Dickens and anyone else responsible for making Christmas such a nightmare—’

‘Oh poor Lizzie,’ Frances said. Her voice was, as usual, light and warm.

‘And now Rob wants me to go and help in the Gallery and I only got round to ordering the wretched turkey this morning—’

‘Does that matter?’

‘Not really, except that I don’t feel in charge, I don’t feel in control, which is madness really as I’ve done Christmas for years and years—’

‘I know. Too many years, probably. Next year I’ll set you up for an anti-Christmas holiday.’

‘Too likely. What about my horrible children?’

‘I’ll look after them.’

‘Oh Frances,’ Lizzie said, beaming into the receiver. ‘Oh Frances. Praise be for you. I can’t wait to see you!’

‘Lizzie—’

‘When are you coming? I know you said Christmas Eve, but couldn’t you just shut up shop tomorrow, at the weekend, and come down on Sunday?’

‘Yes,’ Frances said. ‘That’s why I rang. I am coming down on Sunday. To bring your presents.’

‘What?’

There was a small pause the far end of the telephone line, and then Frances said quite easily, ‘Lizzie, I also rang to tell you that, this year, I won’t be coming down to Langworth for Christmas. That’s why I’m coming on Sunday. I’m coming to bring your presents, but then I’m going away again. I’m going – away for Christmas.’
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WHEN BARBARA SHORE had been told she was going to have twins, she had said nothing at all. Her doctor, an old-fashioned, comfortable country general practitioner, who still did his rounds in a baggy suit with interior pockets ingeniously tailored to hold all the tools of his trade, believed her to be struck dumb with delight. That, after all, was the proper response. But Barbara had only said, after a while, ‘How perfectly preposterous,’ and had then gone home to do what she did best in times of crisis, which was to rest in bed.

Her husband, William, came home from a day’s history teaching at a local minor public school, and found her resting.

‘It’s twins,’ she said. She sounded accusing.

He sat, with some difficulty, on the slippery, satin-covered quilt beside her.

‘How wonderful.’

‘For whom?’

‘For both of us.’ He thought a bit, and beamed at her. ‘Shakespeare had twins. Hamnet and Judith.’

‘I don’t want twins,’ Barbara said distinctly, as if speaking to someone hard of hearing. ‘I only just want one baby and I certainly don’t want two. It’s awful being a twin.’

‘Is it?’

‘Awful,’ Barbara said.

‘How do you know?’

‘Because I have an imagination,’ Barbara said. ‘Because you can never be quite your own person, if you’re a twin, because it stunts your relationships with anyone else, because you can’t ever be quite free of the other person.’

William got up and went over to the window. Outside, the autumn fields lay pleasingly striped with stubble and speckled with partridges. He was full of an utterable delight at the thought of twins, at the completeness that a brace of babies suggested.

‘The Americans love twins,’ he said irrelevantly. ‘There’s somewhere called Twinsburgh, in Ohio, where they—’

‘Shut up,’ Barbara said.

‘We’ll get a nanny, a mother’s help. I’ll buy a washing machine.’ His eyes suddenly filled with tears at the thought of his pair of babies existing there, inside Barbara’s body, only feet away from him, the size, perhaps, of hazelnuts. ‘I’m – I’m so happy.’

‘It’s all very well for you,’ Barbara said.

William turned away from the window and came back to the bed. He looked at Barbara. She had been his headmaster’s daughter and now she was his wife. He wasn’t altogether clear how the transition had come about, nor how he had felt about it, but he knew now, gazing down at Barbara, shoeless and resentful on the satin bedspread in her autumn jersey and skirt, that he loved her deeply and gratefully for being pregnant. He wanted, rather, to put his hand on the heathery-coloured tweed where it lay, flatly as yet, on her stomach, but he refrained. It was 1952, after all, and the New Man, who participates in both pregnancy and his child’s arrival, was still a creature of the future. Instead William kissed Barbara’s forehead.

‘You shall have anything you want,’ William said. ‘Anything to make things easier for you. I shall make you a cup of tea.’

He went downstairs to the kitchen, blowing his nose because his eyes again seemed to be full of tears. The kitchen, cream-painted and orderly, was a monument to Barbara’s fearsome domestic competence: nothing out of place, nothing smeared or grimy or sticky, not even a single intrepid fly buzzing against the speckless windows. He took the kettle over to the sink and filled it, and then lit the gas and set the kettle to boil on the hissing ring of blue-and-orange flames.

‘Twins,’ he said to himself. The luck of it, the sheer blessed good fortune of the prospect of twins filled him with awe. What had he done to deserve this? What, indeed, had he ever done to deserve anything, except stumble amiably through life falling obligingly into events and circumstances as if led ever onwards by some unseen and guiding hand? He had been just too young even for the war, still safe at school, and had only learned about its true and terrible nature from the men he had found himself at university with, men whose own education had been interrupted by six years of fighting. William had felt humbled then. He felt humbled now.

‘I am twenty-five,’ he said to the empty kitchen. ‘I am twenty-five, and quite soon after my twenty-sixth birthday, I shall be the father of twins.’ He paused and straightened his shoulders, as if for the National Anthem. ‘The father of twins.’

Barbara did not want to tell the nursing home in Bath, where she went for the twins’ birth, her age. She did not want the nurses to know that she was older than William, and she had also convinced herself that thirty was an embarrassingly late age at which to start having babies. So she simply stared at them all, when they asked her how old she was, and in the end had to write it down for them in silence, daring them, with a furious glance, to read the date aloud.

The twins were born steadily, slowly and painfully. William, tiptoeing in afterwards with a bunch of lilies of the valley, was alarmed at Barbara’s gaunt, grey face and air of being drained of every drop of energy.

‘I’m so glad they’re girls,’ William said in a whisper. He kissed Barbara’s hand. She gripped him with her free one.

‘Don’t make me do it again.’

‘But—’

‘Never,’ Barbara said. ‘You don’t know, you can’t know. I thought it would never stop.’

‘Of course,’ William said. He badly wanted to go and look in the pair of grim little hospital cradles at the foot of Barbara’s bed, but Barbara still held him. If she never wanted another baby, did that mean that she would never again allow …? Help, thought William, and swallowed. Mustn’t think of it, quite the wrong moment, terribly selfish, poor Barbara, worn out completely, quite justified in saying it’s all very well for him …

‘It’s all very well for you,’ Barbara said. ‘But I’m simply not even going to contemplate—’

‘No,’ William said. ‘Of course not. Just as you like.’

She relaxed her grip a little.

‘Lovely flowers,’ she said, in a more normal voice. ‘Mother sent horrors. Look over there. Mauve Chrysanths, only fit for a funeral. How could she find such a thing in May?’

‘I’m going to look at the girls,’ William said.

‘They look quite intelligent,’ Barbara said. ‘Luckily.’

To William, they looked vulnerable, beautiful, and heart-stoppingly his. He couldn’t believe them. He couldn’t believe that they were so tiny, so complete, that they were there in the world at all and not in some confused and obscurely imagined arrangement upside down inside Barbara.

‘Oh,’ William said. He touched each cheek with a rapturous forefinger. ‘Oh, thank you!’

Barbara almost smiled.

‘They’re going to be called Helena and Charlotte.’

William touched his daughters again. One of them stirred and sucked briefly at the air with a miniature mouth.

‘No they’re not.’

Barbara, unable to sit up on account of inches of post-natal stitchery, raised her head commandingly.

‘Yes they are. I’ve decided. Charlotte and Helena.’

‘No,’ William said. He straightened up and looked at Barbara, glaring at him from her blank white pillows. ‘On the day you told me you were going to have twins, I called them, in my mind, Frances and Elizabeth. I knew they wouldn’t be boys – don’t ask me how, I just knew. They have been Frances and Elizabeth for months.’

‘But I don’t like Frances.’

‘I don’t like Barbara much, either,’ William said, adding after a pause, but without any urgency, ‘as a name, that is.’

Barbara opened her mouth, and then shut it again. William waited. Gradually, she subsided back on to her pillows, and closed her eyes.

‘As you wish.’

‘This one is Frances,’ William said. ‘The one with the bigger nose.’

‘Neither of them have any nose to speak of. Elizabeth is the older. Frances gave me far more trouble, I thought I—’

The door opened. A nurse put her head in.

‘Bottle time!’ she said.

William thought improbably of black bottles of stout, amber bottles of cider, green bottles of gin …

‘I’m not feeding them,’ Barbara said. ‘I mean—’ She gestured at the blue frills of her nylon nightgown. ‘I mean, I’m not feeding them myself. I refuse.’

‘I see,’ William said, never having given any previous thought to how babies were sustained.

‘And another thing—’

‘Yes?’

‘The moment I can get out of bed, I’m going up to London. I’m going to the Marie Stopes Clinic. To arrange’, said Barbara loudly, ‘for really effective contraception.’

The twins were exhausting babies, colicky and fretful. William and Barbara took it in turns to get up in the night for them, and in the afternoons the daughter of the school’s head groundsman, who was waiting for a place at a training college for nursery nurses, came up so that Barbara could get a couple of hours’ sleep.

It was a peculiar existence for a year. William forgot what ordinary life was like, life where adult priorities really could be priorities, where one wasn’t dazed and fuddle-headed from lack of sleep, where conversations with Barbara weren’t exclusively about how many ounces Frances had taken and how often Elizabeth had been sick. He wasn’t in the least resentful of the twins’ tyranny over their lives, merely accepting it as he had accepted so many changes previously, like the early death of his parents, or his marriage to Barbara, but he did think to himself occasionally that it was perhaps as well that most prospective parents had no real conception of what having children would mean, otherwise hardly anyone – and certainly no-one with any imagination – would even attempt it.

At fifteen months, everything changed. The twins transformed themselves from undersized, sallow grizzlers into admirable, healthy toddlers, peach-bloomed and enterprising. They walked early, talked early, and showed a pleasing enthusiasm for books. Barbara, who had looked after them with the grim conscientiousness she applied to the kitchen paintwork and the household accounts, began to display something approaching pride in them. She also tried to detach William from his intimate participation in their lives, a participation she had demanded during the first terrible year. William, as with the twins’ names, had refused.

‘I’ve bathed them since they were born, and I’m going on bathing them. I shall also go on feeding them and taking them for walks and reading to them and discouraging them from poking sticks in dogs’ eyes and being impertinent to your mother.’

‘You should be interested in your career,’ Barbara said.

‘You mean you think it’s time I was a housemaster?’

‘You’re twenty-eight, you know. Even headmasters are beginning to get younger—’

‘I don’t want to be a headmaster,’ William said. ‘I don’t want to administer, I want to teach. And I want to be with my daughters.’

When the twins were four Barbara and William had a serious quarrel. Barbara, reared exclusively in the world of private education, wanted them to go to a nursery school in Langworth, run by the wife of a master at her father’s school. William defied her, and his parents-in-law. Impelled by an instinctive feeling that the rule of convention in lives like his and Barbara’s amounted almost to a stranglehold, he announced that his daughters would go to the local village state school. There was a tremendous row. It went on for several days and evenings and Frances and Lizzie – whose opinion was never considered – listened uncomprehendingly from the landing outside their bedroom, sucking their thumbs and holding opposite ends of the same comfort blanket.

In the end, there was a bargain. The twins would go to Moira Cresswell’s school in Langworth for two years, then they would go to the village school until the time came for them to sit their eleven-plus examination. Then, said William, they would go to grammar school, in Bath. Over her dead body, Barbara shouted. It was to be Cheltenham Ladies’ College or Wycombe Abbey School, or nothing. The twins sucked and listened. The only school they knew was the one where Daddy taught, full of cold corridors and raw boys and shrilling bells. There were no girls there.

When it came to it, William had his way almost entirely, because something extraordinary happened. When the twins were ten, and Frances, in particular, was beginning to be naughty, in a dreamy, elusive way that was very hard to pin down and punish, Barbara suddenly went away. One minute, it seemed, she was tweaking chair covers into place, saying organizing things into the telephone, watching you like a hawk to make sure you didn’t put your spinach into the vase of anemones on the kitchen table as once you had ingeniously done, and the next, she was gone. It was very weird. She went as neatly as she did everything else, leaving no sign of her going, and no apparent gaps in the house either. Lizzie and Frances were almost too stunned to cry.

William said she had gone to Morocco.

‘Where’s Morocco?’

He got out an atlas and put it on the floor and they all knelt round it.

‘There. That’s Morocco. And there’s Marrakesh. Mummy’s gone to Marrakesh. For a long kind of holiday, I suppose.’

‘Why did she go?’

‘I’m breaking out,’ Barbara had said to William. ‘Living here is like living in a strait-jacket. I’m forty. If I don’t break out now I never will and I’ll break down instead.’

‘But are you telling me in all seriousness’, William said, ‘that you’re joining the hippie trail?’ He looked at Barbara. It was early autumn and she was wearing a corduroy skirt, a Viyella blouse and a profoundly middle-aged lovat-green cardigan. ‘The hippie trail? Seriously? Caftans and love beads?’

‘Yes,’ said Barbara.

‘I think’, William said to his daughters, ‘that she has gone away because she has been too well-behaved for too long. Perhaps it’s being a headmaster’s daughter. She’s gone away to behave badly for a bit, to get it out of her system.’

‘Do you mind?’ Frances said.

‘William looked at her. ‘Not really. Do you?’

The twins exchanged glances. ‘I should have preferred her to have said goodbye,’ Lizzie said severely.

She was away for ten months. In those ten months, the twins took their eleven-plus examinations and gained places at the grammar school. William put the brochures for Cheltenham Ladies’ College and Wycombe Abbey School in the dustbin. He also, supposing that Barbara was both smoking marijuana and being unfaithful to him, started having a single glass of whisky in the evenings, and taking to bed a local woman called Juliet Jones, who lived in an isolated cottage and was an excellent and successful potter. The twins completed the last year of their junior school, acquired gentle Somerset accents without Barbara there to correct them, grew used to having Juliet about (she was a better cook than Barbara) and wrote long joint letters to Marrakesh describing their daily rounds, and asking Barbara to bring them back gold-thonged sandals, worry beads and some desert, in a jam jar.

Barbara came home and no-one recognized her. She was very thin, with kohl-smudged eyes and hennaed hair and the backs of her hands and tops of her feet were painted with indigo-blue patterns. She gave each of the twins a little silver hand of Fatima, to ward off the evil eye, and told William, in front of the children, that she loved him and was thankful to be back.

‘But I’m also’, she said firmly, ‘thankful that I went.’

William didn’t know what he felt about her, but then, he never had. While she was away, he had considered leaving her for Juliet, but now he reconsidered this. Barbara went upstairs to the bathroom and was locked inside for a time. When she came down, her hands were still painted, and her hair was still burnished, but she was wearing conventional clothes and her eyes had reverted – rather boringly, the twins thought – to normal.

‘I think I shall make a shepherd’s pie,’ Barbara said.

‘Please don’t,’ Frances said. She held her hand of Fatima very tightly for courage. ‘We’d so much rather have Juliet’s.’

‘Who’s Juliet?’ Barbara said. She looked at William.

He looked back at her. Even Frances, at eleven, noticed how elated he looked, quite unafraid.

‘I was just coming to that,’ William said.

Life was quite different, after that. The twins were suddenly given their independence, great dollops of it, going in and out of Bath for school on the bus, on their own, allowed to go to the cinema, or for bicycle rides, permitted to help themselves to food from the refrigerator. Barbara continued to live with William, and William continued, with unaffected discretion, to see Juliet. Books began to appear, books of a kind that William had never even conceived, let alone heard of, books by Betty Friedan and Simone de Beauvoir. Barbara, at forty-two, her adventure behind her and her marriage determinedly still ahead, had taken to feminism.

Barbara’s version of feminism coloured the whole of the twins’ adolescence. Lizzie was discouraged from domesticity for which she showed such aptitude, and Frances from the wayward introspection which was her natural inclination and which wasn’t, in Barbara’s view, positive enough. Barbara went up to London for meetings of a women’s group, and brought members of it home to a house which no longer gleamed and smelled of polish and Dettol. Lizzie took to going up to Juliet’s cottage, where she was introduced to clay, and the first principles of sculpture. Frances, brandishing a copy of Doris Lessing’s The Golden Notebook as cover, vanished for fumbling and frustrating assignations with the head boy of William’s school. William himself, performing a quiet juggling act with his four women, wondered, every so often, how things had come to pass as they had.

He was quite pleased when Lizzie got married, but only quite. He liked Robert, who he rightly believed would look after her and respect her, but he thought she was too young to be married. He had been delighted by her choice of going to art school and had looked forward to using some of the capital his parents had left him thirty years before and setting her up in a studio of her own – helping her get commissions for the portrait heads she seemed to have a gift for. But Lizzie chose to get married. Barbara was strongly opposed to it.

‘I see you are simply conforming to stereotype,’ Barbara said.

‘Look here,’ Frances had said indignantly, defending her sister. ‘Don’t you go for Lizzie. How dare you, anyway? Deeply married for twenty-five years, it’s sheer hypocrisy—’

‘You are the first generation with real choices,’ Barbara said, interrupting. She frowned at Frances. Frances had been to Reading University and had read English Literature, which was completely useless, instead of something with a purposeful application, like sociology. She seemed to have no driving career ambition but merely said, vaguely and annoyingly, that she thought she’d get a job. Barbara sometimes despaired that Frances was much less of a personality than Lizzie, too dependent upon her sister, too content to see Lizzie take decisions for them both. After Lizzie’s marriage, Barbara counted the number of weekends that Frances shot down to Langworth, like a rabbit bolting home. It seemed to her far too many, and she wrote Frances long, articulate, reproving letters, explaining how unfair this was on Lizzie and Robert, and how she, Frances, would never grow up if she continued.

‘I told you,’ Barbara said to William, ‘I told you how it would be, with twins. Frances will never come to anything.’

William, adept now at saying nothing, said nothing. When Frances started Shore to Shore, Barbara was elated. She forgot she had despaired of Frances. She even urged William to lend her money.

‘You must! You must!’

‘I was going to anyway,’ William said.

‘Of course,’ Barbara said, in the course of the talks she now gave to provincial women’s groups, ‘my daughters are prime examples of young women who are profiting from what we fought for in the sixties. There is no question for them of underestimating their own career potential.’

When the telephone rang on the Sunday before Christmas, Barbara was up in the roof loft, hunting for one of her old caftans, to take to Harriet. She rather hoped Harriet would see it as a talisman. She had found what she thought was the right suitcase – an old one of her father’s covered with the remains of pre-war P&O labels – when the telephone began ringing, two flights down in the hall. Barbara went to the square hatch above the landing.

‘William!’

William hated answering the telephone; always had. If he knew Barbara was within earshot, he’d let it ring ten or twenty times, lurking somewhere with his breath held, as if he were afraid of it.

‘William!’

A door opened cautiously downstairs.

‘William!’ Barbara screamed. ‘Answer it, for heaven’s sake! I’m in the attic!’

His reluctant footsteps crossed the hall – the parquet shining once again, after Barbara’s initial anti-domestic defiance had abated – and then his reluctant hand rattled the receiver.

‘Hello?’ William said cautiously.

Snorting, Barbara crouched in the hatch.

‘Lizzie!’ William said delightedly. ‘Darling, how lovely. We shall see you tomorrow – What? What about Frances—’ He stopped. Barbara held the ends of the galvanized extending ladder and put one foot, and then the other, on the topmost rung. ‘Good Lord,’ William said. ‘Is she all right? I mean has she—?’ He stopped again, listening. Barbara slithered gracelessly down the ladder and landed heavily on the landing floor. ‘Yes, of course,’ William said. ‘Terribly upsetting for you. Quite incomprehensible. It doesn’t really seem a reason—’ He glanced up. Barbara was coming downstairs at great speed, one hand held out for the receiver. ‘Look, darling,’ William said rapidly. ‘Look, I’ll tell Mum and then we’ll ring you back. No, no, she’s fine but I’ll tell her myself, no need for you to – bye, darling,’ William said firmly, banging down the receiver just as Barbara’s fingers closed about it.

‘What?’ Barbara demanded.

‘Something odd,’ William said. ‘Something very odd—’

‘Tell me—’

‘Frances isn’t spending Christmas with us. Frances is going away.’

‘What? Where—’

William looked at Barbara.

‘She’s going to Spain.’

‘Spain!’ cried Barbara, as if William had said ‘Siberia’. ‘But why?’

‘To see some hotels, apparently.’

‘At Christmas? Is she mad? Spanish hotels will be closed at Christmas!’

‘Not these ones, apparently. They are a tiny private group of hotels called, says Lizzie, the Posadas of Andalucía. The son of the owner is going to show Frances round.’

Barbara seized William’s arm.

‘That’s it! That’s why she’s going! It’s a man, a Spaniard—’

‘Lizzie says not. She says she asked Frances and Frances says she’s never met him. She’s just going. Poor Lizzie, she’s so cut up—’

Barbara let William’s arm go. She suddenly looked thoughtful.

‘Yes. Of course.’

‘Do you think,’ William said slowly, ‘that Frances is running away?’

‘Running away? From what?’

‘From us. From being like me, just drifting and bobbing—’

‘Nonsense,’ Barbara said. ‘She runs a highly successful little business. You can’t drift and bob and run a business,’

‘I said you’d ring Lizzie back—’

‘Yes, I heard you—’

‘It will be so different, without Frances, won’t it, I mean we have never, in thirty-seven years, had Christmas without Frances—’

‘I had one,’ Barbara said, ‘in Morocco. But then, I didn’t have Christmas that year.’

‘You ran away—’

‘Don’t jump to conclusions,’ Barbara said briskly. ‘We don’t know that Frances is doing anything of the sort. I shall ring her before I ring Lizzie.’

‘She’s gone,’ William said.

‘Gone?’

‘Yes. She flew an hour ago. She went straight from Lizzie to the airport. She’s left us a letter.’

‘How melodramatic—’

‘No more melodramatic’, said William with some energy, ‘than running away to Marrakesh.’

‘Why do you keep bringing that up?’

‘To remind you that people do do unexpected things, people who haven’t taken final leave of their senses.’

Barbara seized the telephone and began to dial Lizzie’s number with fierce, jabbing movements. William went slowly back into the sitting room where he had been snugly buried in a drift of Sunday newsprint. He thought he might go down to the pub, buy himself a Scotch and then take his drink over to the pub payphone, as he so often did, and ring Juliet. He thought he knew what Juliet would say, but he wanted to hear her actually saying it. He saw himself standing there, in the corner of the public bar, telephone receiver in one hand, whisky in the other, listening


OEBPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
THE NUMBER ONE BESTSELLING AUTHOR






