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Dedication


For Alistair Peacock, and for Jenny Hill.




Epigraph 1


If repression has indeed been the fundamental link between power, knowledge, and sexuality since the classical age, it stands to reason that we will not be able to free ourselves from it except at a considerable cost.

—MICHEL FOUCAULT




Epigraph 2


God guard me from those thoughts men think In the mind alone.

—W.B. YEATS
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ONE





1


I climb the stairs but the door is closed. I hesitate outside it. Now I’m here, I don’t want to go in. I want to turn round, go home. Try again later.

But this is my last chance. The exhibition has been on for weeks and closes tomorrow. It’s now or never.

I close my eyes and breathe as deeply as I can. I concentrate on filling my lungs, I straighten my shoulders, I feel the tension in my body evaporate as I breathe out. I tell myself there’s nothing to be worried about, I come here regularly—to meet friends for lunch, to catch the latest exhibitions, to attend lectures. This time is no different. Nothing here can hurt me. It’s not a trap.

Finally I feel ready. I push open the door and go in.

The place looks exactly as it always does—off-white walls, a polished wooden floor, spots in the ceiling that hang off tracks—and though it’s early there are already a few people wandering around. I watch for a minute as they pause in front of the pictures, some standing farther back to get a better view, others nodding at a companion’s murmured comment or examining the printed sheet they’ve picked up downstairs. The atmosphere is one of hushed reverence, of calm contemplation. These people will look at the photographs. They will like them, or not, then they will go back outside, back to their lives, and in all likelihood they will forget them.

At first I allow myself only a glance at the walls. There are a dozen or so large photos hung at intervals, plus a few smaller ones between them. I tell myself I could wander around, pretend to be interested in them all, but today there’s only one photograph I’ve come to see.

It takes me a moment to find it. It’s hung on the far wall, at the back of the gallery, not quite in the center. It’s next to a couple of other shots—a full-length color portrait of a young girl in a torn dress, a close-up of a woman with kohl-rimmed eyes smoking a cigarette. Even from this distance it looks impressive. It’s in color, though it was taken in natural light and its palette is mostly blues and grays, and, blown up to this size, it’s imposing. The exhibition is called “Partied Out,” and even though I don’t look at it properly until I’m just a few feet away I can see why this picture is in such a prominent position.

I haven’t looked at it in over a decade. Not properly. I’ve seen it, yes—even though it wasn’t a particularly well-used photograph back then, it had been featured in a couple of magazines and even a book—but I haven’t looked at it in all this time. Not close up.

I approach it obliquely, and examine the label first. “Julia Plummer,” it says. “Marcus in the Mirror, 1997, Cibachrome print.” There’s nothing else, no biographical information, and I’m glad. I allow myself to look up at the picture.

It’s of a man; he looks about twenty. He’s naked, shot from the waist up, looking at his reflection. The image in front of him is in focus, but he isn’t, and his face is thin. His eyes are narrowed and his mouth hangs slightly open, as if he’s about to speak, or sigh. There’s something melancholy in the photograph, but what you can’t see is that up until the moment before it was taken, the guy in it—Marcus—had been laughing. He’d spent the afternoon in bed with his girlfriend, someone he was in love with as much as she was with him. They’d been reading to each other—Isherwood’s Goodbye to Berlin, or maybe Gatsby, which she’d read and he hadn’t—and eating ice cream from the tub. They were warm, they were happy, they were safe. A radio was playing rhythm and blues in their bedroom across the hall, and in the shot his mouth is open because his girlfriend, the woman taking the shot, was humming along and he was about to join in.

Originally the picture had been different. The girlfriend was in the frame, reflected in the mirror just over the man’s shoulder, her camera raised to her eye. She was naked, blurred out of focus. It was a portrait of the two of them, back when photographs taken in mirrors were still unusual.

I’d liked the shot like that. Preferred it, almost. But at some point—I don’t remember when, exactly, but certainly before I first exhibited it—I changed my mind. I decided it looked better without me in it. I took myself out of the picture.

I regret it now. It was dishonest of me, the first time I used my art to lie, and I want to tell Marcus I’m sorry. For everything. I’m sorry for following him to Berlin, and for leaving him there, alone in that photograph, and for not being the person he thought I was.

Even after all this time, I’m still sorry.

It’s a long time before I turn away from my picture. I don’t take portraits like that anymore. It’s families now, Connor’s friends, sitting with their parents and younger siblings, jobs I pick up at the school gate. Pin money. Not that there’s anything wrong with that: I put my best effort into it, I have a reputation. I’m good, but the skill is technical; it’s not the same as making portraits like this one. It’s not art—for want of a better word—and sometimes I miss making art. I wonder if I still could, whether I still have the eye, the instinct to know when exactly to trip the shutter. The decisive moment. It’s been a long time since I really tried.

Hugh thinks I should get back into it. Connor’s older now, he’s starting to live his own life. Because of his difficult start we both threw ourselves into looking after him, but he needs us less than he once did. There’s more space for me now.

I go downstairs to wait for Adrienne. Originally she’d wanted to come with me, to see the exhibition, but I’d told her no, I wanted to see the picture alone. She hadn’t minded. “I’ll just wait in the café,” she’d said. “Maybe we can grab a bite to eat.”

She’s early, sitting at a table by the window with a glass of white wine. She stands up as I approach and we hug. She’s already talking as we sit.

“How was it?”

I pull my chair under the table. “A bit weird, to be honest.” Adrienne has already ordered a bottle of sparkling water for me and I pour a glass. “It doesn’t feel like my picture anymore.”

She nods. She knows how anxious I’ve been about coming here. “There’re some interesting photos up there. Will you go and take a look? Later?”

She raises her wine. “Maybe.” I know she won’t, but I’m not offended. “Cheers,” she says. We drink. “You didn’t bring Connor?”

I shake my head. “Definitely too weird.” I laugh. “He’s busy, anyway.”

“Out with his mates?”

“No. Hugh’s taken him swimming. They’ve gone to Ironmonger Row.”

She smiles. Connor is her godson and she’s known my husband for almost as long as I have. “Swimming?”

“It’s a new thing. Hugh’s idea. He’s realized his fiftieth is next year and he’s dreading it. He’s trying to get fit.” I pause. “Have you heard from Kate?”

I look down at my drink. I hadn’t wanted to ask the question, not so soon, but it’s out now. I’m not sure which answer I’d prefer. Yes, or no.

She sips her wine. “Not for a while. Have you?”

“About three weeks ago.”

“And . . . ?”

I shrug. “The usual.”

“Middle of the night?”

“Yep,” I sigh. I think back to my sister’s last call. Two in the morning, even later for her, over there in Paris. She’d sounded out of it. Drunk, I guessed. She wants Connor back. She doesn’t know why I won’t let her have him. It isn’t fair and, by the way, she isn’t the only person who thinks Hugh and I are being selfish and impossible.

“She was just saying the same old thing.”

“Maybe you just need to talk to her. Again, I mean. When she’s not so—”

“Angry?” I smile. “You know as well as I do how much good that’s likely to do, and, anyway, I can’t get hold of her. She won’t answer her mobile, and if I ring the landline I just get her flatmate, who tells me nothing. No, she’s made her mind up. Suddenly, after all this time, all she wants in the world is to look after Connor. And she thinks me and Hugh are stopping her for our own selfish reasons. She hasn’t paused, even for a moment, to wonder how Connor might feel, what he might want. She certainly hasn’t asked him. Once again, it’s all about her.”

I stop talking. Adrienne knows the rest; I don’t need to carry on. She knows the reasons Hugh and I took my sister’s son, and that for all these years Kate has been happy with the situation. What neither of us knows is why that has changed.

“Will you talk to her?” I say.

She takes a deep breath, closes her eyes. For a moment I think she’s going to tell me I have to sort it out myself, I can’t come running to her every time I argue with my sister; it’s the sort of thing my father used to say to me. But she doesn’t, she just smiles. “I’ll try.”

We order and eat our lunch. We discuss our mutual friends—she asks me if I’ve seen Fatima recently, did I know Ali has a new job, she wonders whether I’m planning on going to Dee’s drinks party at the weekend—then she says it’s time she left, she has a meeting. I tell her I’ll catch up with her on Saturday.

I can’t resist going through the gift shop on my way out. They’d wanted to use my picture of Marcus on the cover of the catalog but I never replied to the e-mail and instead there’s a picture of an androgynous-looking guy sucking on a lollipop.

He reminds me of Frosty, and I flick through the book before moving over to the postcards arranged on the display rack. Normally I’d buy a few, but today I just get one, Marcus in the Mirror. For a moment I want to tell the cashier that it’s mine, that I took it for myself, and that, though for years I’ve actively avoided it, I’m still glad they used it in the exhibition and I’ve had the chance to own it again.

But I don’t. I say nothing, just murmur a “Thanks,” then put the card in my bag and leave the gallery. Despite the February chill I walk most of the way home—through Covent Garden and Holborn, down Theobald’s Road in the direction of Gray’s Inn—and at first I can think of nothing but Marcus and our time in Berlin all those years ago. But by the time I reach Roseberry Avenue I’ve managed to move on from the past and instead I’m thinking about what’s happening here, now. I’m thinking about my sister, and hoping against hope that Adrienne can make her see sense, even though I know she won’t be able to. I’m going to have to talk to Kate myself. I’ll be firm, but kind. I’ll remind her that I love her, and want her to be happy, but I’ll also tell her that Connor is almost fourteen now, that Hugh and I have worked hard to give him a stable life and it’s important it isn’t upset. My priority has to be to make her realize that things are best left as they are. For the first time I allow myself to consider that Hugh and I probably ought to see a lawyer.

I turn the corner into our road. There’s a police car parked a few doors from the house, but it’s our front door that’s open. I begin to run; my mind empties of everything but the need to see my son. I don’t stop until I’m in the house, in the kitchen, and I see Hugh standing in front of me, talking to a woman in a uniform. She’s wearing an expression of perfect, studied neutrality, and I know it’s the way Hugh looks when he’s delivering bad news. My chest tightens, I hear myself shout, as if in a dream. “Where’s Connor?” I’m saying. “Hugh! Where’s our son?” But he doesn’t answer. He’s all I can see in the room. His eyes are wide; I can tell that something terrible has happened, something indescribable. Tell me! I want to shout, but I don’t. I can’t move; my lips won’t form words. My mouth opens, then closes. I swallow. I’m underwater, I can’t breathe. I watch as Hugh takes a step towards me, try to shake him off when he takes my arm, then find my voice. “Tell me!” I say, over and over, and a moment later he opens his mouth and speaks.

“It’s not Connor,” he says, but there’s barely enough time for the relief that floods my blood to register before he says, “I’m sorry, darling. It’s Kate.”
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I’m sitting at the kitchen table. I don’t know how I got here. We’re alone; the police officer has left, her job done. The room is cold. Hugh is holding my hand.

“When?” I say.

“Last night.”

There’s a mug of sweet tea in front of me and I watch it steam. It has nothing to do with me. I can’t work out why it’s there. All I can think of is my baby sister, lying in a Parisian alleyway, rain-soaked and alone.

“Last night?”

“That’s what they said.”

He’s speaking softly. He knows I’ll remember only a fraction of what he tells me.

“What was she doing there?”

“They don’t know. Taking a short cut?”

“A short cut?”

I try to picture it. Kate, on her way home. Drunk, probably. Wanting to shave a few minutes off her journey.

“What happened?”

“They think she’d just left a bar. She was attacked.”

I remember. A mugging, the officer had said, though they don’t know yet if anything was taken. She’d looked away from me then. She lowered both her gaze and her voice, and turned to Hugh. I heard her, though. “She doesn’t appear to have been raped.”

Something within me collapses as I think of it. I fold inward; I become tiny, diminished. I’m eleven years old, Kate’s four, and I have to tell her that our mother isn’t coming back from the hospital this time. Our father thinks I’m old enough to talk to her, he can’t face it, not this time, it’s my job. Kate is crying, even though I’m not sure she understands what I’ve told her, and I’m holding her. “We’ll be fine,” I’m saying, even though part of me already knows what will happen. Our father won’t cope, his friends will be no help. We’re on our own. But I can’t say this, I must be strong for Kate. For my sister. “You and me,” I tell her. “I promise. I’ll look after you. Always.”

But I hadn’t, had I? I’d run away to Berlin. I’d taken her son. I’d left her to die.

“What happened?” I say again.

Hugh is patient. “Darling, we don’t know. But they’re doing everything in their power to find out.”

At first I’d thought it would be better for Connor to stay away from Kate’s funeral. He was too young, he wouldn’t cope. Hugh disagreed. He reminded me that our father hadn’t let Kate and me go to our mother’s and I’d resented him for the rest of his life.

We bought him a suit, a black tie, a new shirt. He looks much older, wearing them, and walks between me and Hugh as we go into the crematorium. “Are you all right?” I say, once we’ve sat down.

He nods, but says nothing. The place feels drenched with pain, but most people are silent. In shock. Kate’s death was violent, senseless, incomprehensible. People have retreated within themselves, for protection.

Yet I’m not crying, neither is Connor, and neither is his father. Only Hugh has looked at the coffin. I put my arm around our son. “It’s all right,” I say.

People continue to file in behind us and take their seats. There is shuffling, voices are hushed. I close my eyes. I’m thinking of Kate, of our childhood. Things were simple then, though that is not to say they were easy. After our mother died our father began drinking heavily. His friends—mostly artists, painters, people from the theater—started spending more and more time with us, and we watched our house become the venue for a kind of rolling party that sputtered and faltered but never quite stopped. Every few days new people would arrive just as others left; they would be carrying more bottles and more cigarettes, there would be more music, sometimes drugs. Now I can see that this was all part of our father’s grief, but back then it had felt like a celebration of freedom, a binge that lasted a decade. Kate and I felt like unwelcome reminders of his past, and though he kept the drugs away from us and told us he loved us, he was neither inclined nor able to be a parent, and so it’d fallen to me to look after us both. I would prepare our meals, I’d put a squirt of paste on Kate’s toothbrush and leave it out at bedtime, I’d read to her when she woke up crying, and made sure she did her homework and was ready for school every day. I held her and told her that Daddy loved us and everything would be all right. I discovered I adored my sister, and despite the years between us we became as close as twins, the connection between us almost psychic.

Yet she’s over there, in that box, and I’m here, in front of it, unable even to cry. It’s beyond belief, and, somewhere, I know I let her down.

There’s a tap on my shoulder. I turn round. It’s a stranger, a woman. “I just wanted to say hello,” she says. She introduces herself as Anna. It takes me a moment to place her; Kate’s flatmate, we’d asked her to do a reading. “I wanted to tell you how sorry I am.”

She’s crying, but there’s a kind of stoicism there. A resilience. “Thank you,” I say, and a moment later she opens the bag on her lap. She hands me a sheet of paper. “The poem I picked . . . d’you think it’s okay?”

I scan the poem, even though I’ve already read it in the order of service. “To the angry,” it begins, “I was cheated, but to the happy I am at peace.” I’d thought it an odd choice, when surely anger is the only response possible, but I say nothing. I hand the sheet back. “It’s great. Thank you.”

“It’s one I thought Kate might like.” I tell her I’m sure she’s right. Her hands are shaking and, even though the reading isn’t long, I wonder how she’s going to get through it.

She does, in the end. Though upset, she draws on some inner reserve of strength, and her words are clear and strong. Connor watches her, and I see him wipe a tear away with the back of his hand. Hugh’s crying, too, and I tell myself I’m being strong for them both, I have to keep myself together, I can’t let them see me fall apart. Yet I can’t help wondering whether I’m kidding myself and the truth is I can’t feel any pain at all.

Afterwards I go over to Anna. “It was perfect,” I say. We’re standing outside the chapel. Connor looks visibly relieved that it’s over.

She smiles. I think of Kate’s phone calls over the last few weeks and wonder what Anna thinks of me, what my sister has told her.

“Thank you,” she says.

“This is my husband, Hugh. And this is my very dear friend Adrienne.”

Anna turns to my son. “And you must be Connor?” she says. He nods. He holds out his hand for her to shake it, and for a moment I’m struck again by how grown-up he seems.

“Pleased to meet you,” he says. He seems totally lost, unsure how he’s supposed to behave. The carefree boy of just a few weeks ago, the child who would race into the house, pursued by three or four friends, to pick up his football or his bike, seems suddenly to have gone. The boy who would spend hours with his sketch pad and some pencils has disappeared. I tell myself it’s temporary, my little boy will be back, but I wonder if that’s true.

We carry on talking, for a while, but then Hugh must sense Connor’s distress and suggests they make their way over to the cars. Adrienne says she’ll go with them, and Hugh turns to Anna. “Thank you for everything,” he says, and he shakes her hand again before putting his arm around Connor’s shoulders. “Come on, son,” he says, and the three of them turn away.

“He seems a nice lad,” says Anna, once they’re out of earshot. The wind has whipped up; there’ll be rain soon. She smoothes her hair away from her mouth.

“He is,” I say.

“How’s he coping?”

“I don’t think it’s really sunk in yet.” We turn and walk towards the flowers that have been arranged in the courtyard outside the chapel.

“It must be hard for him.”

I wonder how much she knows about Connor. She and my sister were old friends; Kate told me they’d known each other at school, though only vaguely, through other people. A few years ago they’d reconnected through Facebook and quickly realized they’d both moved to Paris. They met for drinks and a few months later Anna’s flatmate moved out of her apartment and Kate moved in. I’d been pleased; my sister hadn’t always found it easy to keep friends. They must have talked a great deal, yet Kate could be secretive, and I imagine the painful subject of Connor was something she might not find easy to raise.

“He’s okay,” I say. “I think.”

We’ve reached the southwest wall of the crematorium—the wreaths, the white chrysanthemums and pink roses, the sprays of white lilies pinned with handwritten cards. I bend down to read them, still not quite understanding why it’s Kate’s name I see everywhere. Just then the sun breaks through the clouds and for the briefest of moments we’re lit by its brilliance.

“I bet he’s quite a handful,” says Anna, and I stand up. Connor’s a good lad, no trouble at all. We decided to tell him the truth about his background as soon as he was old enough to understand it.

“He’s fine,” I say. “So far . . .”

“He gets on well with his dad?”

“Very.” I don’t tell her that it’s how well he gets on with me that I worry about. I try to be as good a mother as I can, yet sometimes it doesn’t come easily. Certainly not in the same way that fatherhood comes to Hugh.

I remember I talked to Adrienne about it once—Hugh was busy with work, and Connor and I were on holiday with her twins. She had been amazing, all day, with all three children. They were much younger, there were tantrums, Connor was whining about everything and refusing to eat. I hadn’t been able to cope, and felt bad. “I worry it’s because he’s not mine,” I said, once the children had gone to bed and she was sitting with a glass of wine, me with a soda. “You know?” She told me I was being hard on myself. “He is yours. You’re his mum. And you’re a good one. You have to remember that everyone’s different, and your mother wasn’t around to set an example. No one finds it easy.”

“Maybe,” I said. I couldn’t help wondering what Kate would have said.

“That’s good,” says Anna now, and I smile. “Yes,” I say. “We’re very lucky to have him.” We carry on looking at the flowers. We make small talk, avoiding the subject of Kate. After a few minutes we walk back out, towards the car parks. Adrienne is waving to me, and I tell Anna I’d better go over.

“It’s been good to meet you,” I say.

She turns to me and takes my hands in hers. Her grief has broken through again, she’s begun to cry. “I miss her,” she says simply.

I hold her hands. I want to cry, too, but I don’t. The numbness pervades everything. It’s a defense, Hugh has said. I’m blocking everything. Adrienne agrees: “There’s no right way of grieving Kate,” she says. I haven’t told any of my other friends how I feel in case they think I’m unconcerned about my sister’s murder. I feel bad.

“I know,” I say. “I miss her too.”

She looks up at me. She wants to say something. The words tumble out. “Can we stay in touch? I mean, I’d like that. If you would? You could come and visit me in Paris, or I could come and see you. I mean, only if you want to, I guess you’re very busy—”

“Anna, please.” I put my hand on her arm to silence her. Busy doing what? I think. I had a few jobs in my diary—a couple wanted pictures of them with their eight-week-old baby, the mother of a friend of Connor’s wanted the family and their Labrador—but I’ve canceled those. Right now I’m doing nothing except existing, thinking of Kate, wondering whether it can really be coincidence that the day I went to look at the picture of Marcus is also the day that claimed her.

I manage to smile. I don’t want to seem rude. “I’d like that very much.”
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Hugh is eating breakfast. Muesli. I watch as he pours milk into his coffee and adds half a spoonful of sugar.

“Are you sure it’s not too soon?”

But that’s precisely why I want to go, I think. Because it’s been two months and, according to my husband, I’m still in denial. I need to make it real.

“I want to go there. I want to meet up with Anna. I want to talk to her.”

As I say it I realize how much it means to me. Anna and I are getting on. She seems warm, funny. Understanding. She doesn’t seem to judge. And it was Anna who was closer to Kate than all of us—closer than me, closer than Hugh, or Adrienne—so it’s Anna who can help me, in a way that my other friends can’t. And perhaps I can help her, too.

“I think it’ll do me good.”

“But what are you hoping to achieve?”

I pause. Perhaps part of me also wants to be sure she doesn’t think badly of me and Hugh, for taking Connor. “I don’t know. It just feels like something I want to do.”

He’s silent. It’s been nine weeks, I think. Nine weeks, and I still haven’t cried. Not properly. Again I think of the postcard that’s still in my bag, where I put it the day Kate died. Marcus in the Mirror.

“Kate died. I have to face it.” Whatever it is.

He finishes his drink. “I’m not convinced, but . . .” His voice softens. “If you’re sure, then you should go.”

I’m nervous as I step off the train, but Anna’s waiting for me at the end of the platform. She’s wearing a dress of pale lemon and standing in the sunlight that angles in from the high windows. She looks younger than I remember, and she has a quiet, simple prettiness I hadn’t noticed at the funeral. Her face is one I’d have once wanted to photograph; it’s warm and open. She smiles when she sees me, and I wonder if she’s already shedding her grief, while mine is only just beginning to grip.

She waves as I approach. “Julia!” She runs forward to greet me. We kiss on both cheeks, then hold each other for a few moments. “Thanks so much for coming! It’s so good to see you . . .”

“You, too,” I say.

“You must be exhausted! Let’s get a drink.”

We go to a café, not far from the station. She orders us both a coffee. “Any news?”

I sigh. What’s there to say? She knows most of it already. The police have made little progress; Kate had been drinking in a bar on the night she was attacked, apparently alone. A few people remember seeing her; she seemed in good spirits, was chatting to the barman. Her phone records haven’t helped, and she was definitely by herself when she left. It’s irrational, but I can’t shake the feeling that I’m responsible for what happened.

“Not really.”

“I’m sorry. How’re you doing?”

“I just keep thinking of her. Of Kate. Sometimes it’s like nothing’s happened at all. I just think I could pick up the phone and call her and everything would be all right.”

“You’re in denial. That’s normal. After all, it hasn’t been that long.”

I sigh. I don’t want to tell her how Kate has been haunting me, that I’ve been dialing her number over and over again only to hear a prerecorded voice, speaking in French, informing me that her number hasn’t been recognized. I don’t want her to know I bought Kate a card, that I wrote out a message and sealed the envelope, then hid it in the bureau underneath a pile of paperwork. I don’t want to admit that the worst thing, the hardest thing, is that some small part of me, a part of me I hate but can’t deny, is glad she’s gone, because at least now she’s not ringing me up in the middle of the night to demand I return her son.

“Two months,” I say. “Hugh says that’s hardly any time at all.”

She smiles sadly, but says nothing. In a way I’m relieved; there’s nothing anyone can say that might help, everything is irrelevant. Sometimes silence is better, and I admire her for braving it.

“How about you?” I say.

“Oh, you know. I’m really busy with work, which helps.” I remember that she’s a lawyer, working in compliance for a big pharmaceutical company, though she hasn’t told me which. I wait for her to say more but she doesn’t.

“How’s Connor?” she asks. She seems genuinely concerned; I can’t believe it had once crossed my mind that it’d been her trying to help my sister to get him back.

“He’s all right. I suppose.”

Our coffees arrive. Two espressos, sachets of sugar in each saucer, a single foil-wrapped chocolate.

“Actually, I’m not sure he is. All right, I mean. He seems angry all the time, slamming doors for no reason, and I know he’s crying a lot. I hear him, though he denies it.”

“It’s understandable,” she says. “He’s young. He’s lost an aunt.”

I hesitate. She’d known, surely?

“You know Kate was Connor’s mother?”

She nods.

“How much did she tell you?”

“Everything, I think. I know you took Connor when he was a baby.”

There’s a tightening in my throat, a defensiveness. It’s that word. “Took.” I feel the same familiar spasm of irritation—the rewritten story, the buried truth—and I try to swallow it down.

“We didn’t take him, exactly. Back then, Kate wanted us to have him.”

Even if she didn’t later, I think. I wonder what Kate’s version of the story became. I imagine she told her friends that we’d swooped in, that we snatched Connor when she was managing perfectly well, that we only wanted her baby because we couldn’t have one of our own.

Again the tiny part of me that’s relieved she’s gone bubbles up. I can’t help it, even though it makes me feel wretched. Connor is mine.

“It was complicated. I loved her. But Kate could have a very distorted sense of how well she was coping.”

Anna smiles, as if to reassure me. I go on. “I know it wasn’t easy for her. Giving him up, I mean. She was very young, when he was born. Just a child herself, really. Sixteen. Only a little bit older than Connor is now.”

I look down at my coffee cup. I remember the day Connor was born. It had only been a few months since I got back from Berlin, and I’d been at a meeting. I was back in the program, and I was glad. Things were going well. When I got home I found Hugh had packed an overnight bag. “Where are we going?” I said, and he told me. Kate was in hospital. In labor. “I’ve called your father,” he added. “But he isn’t answering.”

I couldn’t process what I was hearing, yet at the same time part of me knew it was true.

“In labor?” I said. “But—?”

“That’s what they said.”

But she’s sixteen, I wanted to say. She has no job. She’s living at home, our father is supposed to be looking after her.

“She can’t be.”

“Well, apparently she is. We need to go.”

By the time we arrived Connor had been born. “Don’t be angry,” said Hugh, before we went in. “She needs our support.”

She was sitting in bed, holding him. She passed him to me as soon as I walked in, and the love I felt for him was instant and shocking in its intensity. I couldn’t have been angry with her, even if I’d wanted to.

“He’s beautiful,” I said. Kate closed her eyes, suddenly exhausted, then looked away.

Later, we talked about what had happened. She claimed she hadn’t even known she was pregnant. Hugh said it wasn’t that uncommon. “Particularly with teenage girls,” he said. “Their hormones might not have stabilized, so their periods can be irregular anyway. It’s surprising, perhaps, but it does happen.” I tried to imagine it. It was possible, I suppose; Kate was a plump child, faced with a body that was now unfamiliar. She might have missed the fact she was carrying a baby.

“She tried to manage,” I say to Anna now. “For a couple of years. But . . .”

I shrug. She had nothing. By the time Connor was three she’d taken him to Bristol—without telling anyone why—and was living in a tiny bedsit with a shared bathroom and no kitchen. She had an electric hob plugged in next to the sink and there was a travel kettle balanced on an upturned washing-up bowl. The only time I visited the place smelt of urine and soiled nappies, and Kate was in bed while her son sat strapped into a car seat on the floor, naked and hungry.

I look up at Anna. “She asked me to take him. Just for a few months. Until she got on her feet. She loved Connor but couldn’t look after him. Mum wasn’t around, of course, and Dad had no interest. Six months turned into a year, and then two. You know how it is. Connor needed some stability. When he was about five we decided—all of us—that it’d be better if we formally adopted him.”

She nods. “You didn’t try to contact the father?”

“It was all a bit of a mess. Kate never told us who he was.” There’s a pause. I feel a sense of great shame, on Kate’s behalf, plus sadness for Connor. “I don’t think she really knew.”

“Or maybe he wasn’t someone whose help she wanted . . .”

“No.” I look out of the window at the traffic, the taxis, the bikes wheeling by. The atmosphere is heavy. I want to brighten it. “But he has Hugh, now. They’re incredibly close. They’re actually very similar.”

I say it in a kind of rush. It’s ironic, I think. Hugh is the one person that Connor has no blood relationship to, yet it’s Hugh that Connor looks up to.

“You know,” says Anna, “Kate always told me that although it was very painful she was relieved when you offered to look after Connor. She said that, in a way, you saved her life.”

I wonder if she’s just trying to make me feel better. “She said that?”

“Yes. Kate loved you, you know?”

I feel a flush of relief, but then it’s replaced with a sadness so profound it’s physical, a beat within me. I look at my hand, in Anna’s, and think of the way I’d held Kate’s in mine. When she was a baby I’d take each tiny finger and marvel at its delicacy, its perfection. She was born early, so fragile, and yet so full of energy and desire for life. I wasn’t yet seven, but already my love for my sister was fierce.

And yet it wasn’t enough to save her.

We finish our drinks then take the Métro as far as Rue Saint-Maur. We walk to Anna’s apartment. She lives in a mansion block, above a laundrette. There’s a communal door and Anna tries the handle before punching the code into the entry lock. “It’s broken half the time,” she says. We go up to the first floor. There’s a writing desk on the landing, littered with post, and she pulls out one of its drawers and feels underneath it. “There’s a spare key here,” she says. “It was Kate’s idea. She was always forgetting her keys. It’s handy for my boyfriend, too, if he gets here before me.”

So, there’s a boyfriend. I don’t ask questions. As with any new friendship, these are the details I’ll discover gradually. We go in, and she takes my bag, dropping it by the door. “You’re sure you won’t stay here?” she says, but I tell her it’s fine, I’ll stay at the hotel I’ve booked, a few streets away. We’ve talked about it; I’d be in Kate’s room, surrounded by her things. It’s too early. “We’ll have a drink, then you can check in on the way to dinner. I know a great place. Anyway, come through . . .”

It’s a nice flat, big, with high ceilings and windows to the floor. The furniture in the living room is tasteful, if bland. There are framed posters on the walls, the Folies Bergère, the Chat Noir; the prints anyone might pick in a hurry. It hasn’t been decorated with love.

“You rent this place?” She nods. “It’s very nice.”

“It’ll do for a while. Would you like a drink? Some wine? Or I might have beer.”

So there are some things Kate hasn’t told her. “Do you have any juice? Or some water?”

“Sure.” I follow her into the kitchen. It’s at the back of the flat, neat and clean—unlike mine when I left this morning—but still Anna apologizes. She quickly puts away a loaf of bread that’s been left out, a jar of peanut butter. I laugh and go over to the window. “I live with a teenager. This is nothing.”

I think of my family. I wonder how Hugh’s coping with Connor. He said he’d take him out tonight—to the cinema—or maybe they’d play chess. They’ll get takeaway, or maybe eat out. I know that I ought to give them a call, but right now it’s a relief to have only myself to think about.

Anna grins and hands me a glass of apple juice. “You sure that’s all you want?”

“Yes, thanks.” She takes a bottle of wine out of the fridge. “I can’t tempt you? Last chance!”

I smile, tell her again that I’m fine. I could tell her I don’t drink, but I don’t want to. She might have questions, and it’s not something I want to talk about. Not right now. I don’t want to be judged.

Anna sits opposite me and holds up her glass. “To Kate.”

“To Kate,” I say. I take a sip of juice. I register the briefest wish that my glass, too, was filled with wine, and then, like every other time, I let the thought go.

“Do you want to see her room?”

I hesitate. I don’t want to, but there’s no avoiding it. It’s one of the things I came here to do. To confront the reality of her life, and therefore also of her death.

“Yes,” I say. “Let’s.”

It isn’t as bad as I thought it would be. There’s a window leading on to a little balcony, a double bed with a cream duvet cover, a CD player on the dressing table next to the perfumes. It’s tidy; everything is neatly arranged. Not how I imagined Kate living at all.

“The police have searched the room,” says Anna. “They left things pretty much as they found them.”

The police. I picture them dusting for fingerprints, picking up her things, cataloguing her life. My skin is white-hot, a thousand tiny detonations of shock. It’s the first time I’ve connected the place I stand with my sister’s death.

I inhale deeply, as if I can breathe her in, but she’s gone, not even her ghost remains. The room could be anybody’s. I turn away from Anna and go over to the bed. I sit down. There’s a book on the dressing table.

“That’s for you.”

It’s a photo album, the kind with stiff pages and sheets of adhesive plastic to keep the pictures in place. Even before I open it I sense what’ll be inside.

“Kate used to show these to people,” says Anna. “‘That’s my sister,’ she’d say. She was so proud, I swear.”

My photographs. Anna sits on the bed beside me. “Kate told me your father kept these. She found them when he died.”

“My father?” I say. I never suspected he was even remotely interested in my work.

“That’s what she said . . .”

On the first page is that picture. Marcus in the Mirror.

“My God . . .” I say. I have to swallow my shock. It’s the full picture, unedited, uncropped. I’m there, standing behind Marcus, the camera raised to my eye. Naked.

“That’s you?”

“Yes.”

“And who’s the guy? I see him everywhere at the moment.”

I feel an unexpected flush of pride. “The photo’s been used in an exhibition. It’s become quite popular.”

“So who is he?”

I look back at the picture. “An ex. Marcus.” I stumble over his name; I wonder when I last said it out loud. I carry on. “We lived together, for a while. Years ago. I was . . . what . . . ? Twenty? Maybe not even that. He was an artist. He gave me my first camera. I took this in our flat. Well, it was a squat, really. In Berlin. We shared it with a few others. Artists, mostly. They came and went.”

“Berlin?”

“Yes. Marcus wanted to go there. It was the mid-nineties. The Wall was down, the place felt new. Like it’d been wiped clean. You know?” She nods. I’m not sure she’s that interested, but I carry on. “We lived in Kreuzberg. Marcus’s choice. I think it was a Bowie thing.” She looks puzzled. Maybe she’s too young. “David Bowie. He lived there. Or recorded there, I’m not sure . . .”

I put my fingers to the photograph. I remember how I used to take my camera with me everywhere, just as Marcus would take his sketchbook and our friend Johan his notebook. These objects weren’t just tools, they were part of who we were, they were how we made sense of the world. I developed an obsession with taking portraits of people as they got ready, got dressed, put makeup on, checked their hair in the mirror.

Anna looks from me to the picture. “He looks . . .” she begins, but then she stops herself. It’s as if she’s seen something in the picture, something upsetting that she can’t quite define. I look at it again. It has this effect on people. It creeps up on them.

I finish her sentence. “Unhappy? He was. Not all the time, I mean, he was singing along to some song on the radio just after this picture was taken, but yes. Yes, he was sometimes.”

“Why?”

I don’t want to tell her the truth. Not all of it.

“He was just . . . he was a little bit lost, I think, by this point.”

“Didn’t he have family?”

“Yes. They were very close, but . . . you know? Drugs make things like that difficult.”

She looks up at me. “Drugs?”

I nod. Surely she can see it?

“Did you love him?”

“I loved him very much.” I find myself willing her with a fierce hope not to ask what happened, just like I hope that she won’t ask how we met.

She must sense my reluctance. “It’s an amazing photo,” she says. She puts her hand on my arm. “They all are. You’re very talented. Shall we look at some more?”

I turn to the first page. Here Kate has pasted a picture taken much earlier, black-and-white and deliberately bleeding at the edges. Frosty, made up, but not wearing her wig, putting her heels on. She was sitting on our couch, an overflowing ashtray at her feet, next to a packet of cigarettes and a lighter. It was always one of my favorite photographs.

“Who’s that?”

“That’s Frosty. A friend.”

“Frosty?”

“I can’t remember her real name. She hated having to use it, anyway.”

“She?” She looks shocked, and I understand why, I suppose. In the picture Frosty’s hair is cropped short; even with the makeup she looks more male than female.

“Yes. She was a woman.” I laugh. “Actually, she was sort of neither, but she always called herself she. She used to say, ‘You gotta decide, in this world. There’s only two bathrooms in the bars. There’s only two boxes on the forms. Male or female.’ She decided she was a woman.”

Anna looks again at the picture. I don’t expect her to understand. People like Frosty—or even people like Marcus—aren’t part of her world. They aren’t even part of mine anymore.

“What happened to her?”

“I don’t know,” I say. “None of us thought Frosty would last long. She was too fragile for this world . . . But that might have just been our own melodramatic nonsense. The truth is, I left Berlin in a hurry. I left them behind. I have no idea what happened after I’d gone.”

“You didn’t look back?”

It’s an odd phrase. I think of Lot’s wife, the pillar of salt. “I couldn’t.” It was too painful, I want to say, but I don’t. I close the photo album and pass it back to her.

“No. They’re yours.”

I hesitate.

“Keep them. This, too.”

She hands me a box that was on the floor next to Kate’s bed. It’s a biscuit tin. On the lid are the words Huile d’Olive, a picture of a woman in a red dress.

“It’s for you.”

“What is it?”

“It’s just some personal stuff of Kate’s. I thought you should have it.”

So this is what’s left of my sister. This is what I’ve come to take home. Back to her son.

I’m nervous, as if the tin might contain a trap, a rat, or a poisonous spider.

I take off the lid. The box is full of notebooks, photos, paperwork. Her passport is on top and I open it to her photograph. It’s recent, one I haven’t seen before. Her hair is shorter and I can see she’d lost weight. She looks almost like someone else.

I look at the expiration date. It’s valid for eight more years. Eight years she’ll never need. I snap it shut and put it back, then close the box.

“I’ll look at the rest later,” I say. I realize I’ve begun to cry, for the first time since she died. I’m exposed, raw. It’s as if I’ve been slit open like one of Hugh’s patients, neck to groin. I am flayed, my heart a jagged slash, and somewhere, deep down, I hate myself.

“It’s okay,” says Anna. “You go ahead and cry. It’s okay.”
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We take a cab to the restaurant. We’re shown to our table, outside on the pavement. White tablecloth, held down with plastic clips, a basket of bread. The evening is warm and pleasant, the air still, loaded with promise.

We chat. Once I recovered we told ourselves we must spend the evening celebrating Kate’s life as well as mourning her death. We laugh, there’s an ease between us; Anna even takes out her phone and takes a snap of the two of us with the river in the background. She tells me she likes this area of the city and wants to live here, one day. “It’s very central,” she says. “By the river . . .” She orders a carafe of wine. As the waiter begins to pour I put my hand over the top of my glass and shake my head.

“You’re not drinking?”

“No,” I say. I think of the excuses I’ve made in the past—I’m on antibiotics, I’m dieting, or driving—but then the inevitable happens. Other excuses begin to crowd in, the ones that tell me why this time, this one time, I can take a sip. It’s been a difficult day, I’m stressed, it’s been fifteen years and it won’t do any harm.

My sister has been killed.

“I’m fine.”

I think back to what I’ve learned. I can’t avoid the temptation to drink, I have to recognize the urge. I have to know that it’s normal, and temporary. I have to challenge it, or ride it out.

“To be honest, I don’t drink. I haven’t for a while.” Anna nods and sips her wine while I ask for some sparkling water. She looks interested but asks no questions, and I’m relieved. When she puts her glass down I see that she’s distracted, restless. She shifts in her seat, rearranges her napkin.

“I wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Go on.”

She hesitates. I wonder what she’s going to say. I know the police have interviewed her extensively; the bar Kate was in that evening is one she goes to. I brace myself for a revelation.

“It’s about the money . . .”

I smile. Kate’s will must have surprised her, and Hugh warned me she’d probably mention it.

“The money Kate left to you?”

“Yes. It was a shock . . .” She picks off some bread. “I really wasn’t expecting it. To be honest, I had no idea she had any money to leave, let alone that she’d leave some of it to me . . . And I didn’t ask her for it. I do want you to know that.”

I smile. I remember it’d been Hugh who had persuaded Kate to write a will in the first place, and we’d both been relieved when she’d later changed it to include Anna. It meant she had friends, she was putting down roots.

“I know. It’s okay.”

“Were you surprised? That she left money to me?”

“No. It makes sense. You were her best friend. Kate was a generous person. She must have wanted you to have it.”

She looks relieved. I wonder whether it’s because of the money, or the fact that this conversation isn’t proving as awkward as she’d feared.

“Where did it come from?”

“Our father. He died a couple of years ago and left his money to Kate. Just what was in the bank, plus the proceeds from the sale of his house. It came to more than anyone expected.”

A lot more, I think. Almost a million pounds. But I don’t say it.

“Did he leave some to you?”

I shake my head. “He thought I didn’t need it, I guess.”

Or maybe it was guilt. He knew he’d neglected his younger daughter. He was trying to make it up to her.

Anna sighs.

“Oh, it’s okay,” I say quickly. “Hugh has money in the family and Kate was struggling.”

“But she didn’t spend it.”

“No. Hugh suggested she put some of it away, save it for a rainy day. But neither of us thought she would actually listen to him.”

“I would happily give my share to you. If you want?”

She’s being serious. I put my hand on her arm. “Absolutely not. Besides, she left the rest to Connor. It came to quite a lot.” A lot more than she left to you, I think, though again I don’t say it. “I’m his trustee, though I’m not giving it to him until I’m sure he won’t spend it all on computer games and new trainers.”

She says nothing. She looks unconvinced.

“Kate clearly wanted you to have that money. Enjoy it . . .”

Her face breaks into a smile of relief. She thanks me, and a moment later the waiter comes over and for a minute we’re lost in the choosing and ordering of our food. Once he’s retreated, there’s silence. The sun pours its golden light over the river. People stroll, arm in arm. The veil of my grief lifts, briefly, and I glimpse peace. I feel myself almost capable of relaxing.

“This is so lovely,” I say. “I can see why Kate came to Paris.”

Anna smiles. I think how things might’ve been, if my sister and I had somehow managed to reconcile our differences and found a way back to the closeness we’d shared until the last few years. Perhaps then I could’ve visited them both. It might’ve been the three of us sitting here, chatting, gossiping, having fun. Were we really that different, Kate and I?

I turn to Anna. For the first time I feel able to ask her. “I wish I knew what happened,” I say quietly. “That night . . .”

She sips her wine then pours herself more.

“Normally we’d have gone out together,” she says. Something in her tone makes me think I’m not the only one who feels guilty. “But I was busy that day. She was on her own.”

I sigh. I don’t want to imagine it.

“Is it a bad area? Where she was found?”

“No. Not particularly.”

“What happened, Anna?”

“What’ve the police said? Do you talk to them?”

“Yes. Not as much as Hugh. The Foreign Office said they’d prefer to liaise with just one of us. It keeps it simple, I suppose, and he volunteered. But I speak to them too.”

“And you discuss what they say?”

“Oh, he tells me everything. But none of it’s very helpful.”

“Really?”

“No. It’s all dead ends. There’s no motive. They said they’d talked to her friends, but—”

“But none of us knew anything . . .”

“No. So they just keep drawing blanks. The only thing they’re puzzled about is her earring.”

I close my eyes. This is hard. I can’t help but visualize my sister’s body. She was found wearing one earring. It looked as though the other had been torn off.

“They asked me about that.”

“You don’t remember anything?”

She shakes her head. “No. Was it expensive?”

“It was cheap. Costume jewelry. Cheap gold, I think. A funny kind of dreamcatcher design with turquoise feathers. I suppose in the dark it might’ve looked expensive, but why take only one? And, as far as they can tell, nothing else was missing. She still had her phone, her purse.” I hesitate. “I think that’s why I find it so hard. It seems so senseless. Hugh keeps suggesting I have some therapy.”

“And do you think you should?”

I pick up my glass. “I’m just not sure what good it would do. It’s typical of Hugh, though. He’s a wonderful man, but he’s a surgeon. If something’s broken he just wants to fix it and then move on. Sometimes I think he’s secretly angry that I’m not getting back to normal quickly enough. You know? He thinks I’m over-obsessing about knowing who killed her.”

“And are you?”

“Of course not. I know it won’t bring her back. It’s just . . . we used to be as close as two people can be, you know? We used to finish each other’s sentences. How could I have not known when she was in trouble?”

“You’re not to blame—” she begins, but I interrupt her.

“You knew her, Anna. What was she even doing there, in that bar, alone?”

She takes a deep breath. “I’m not sure.” She looks out, towards the river. The coaches on the bridge are silvered in the last of the evening sun, the buildings on the Right Bank glisten.

“What? What is it? Anna?”

“I think she might’ve been seeing someone . . .”

“A boyfriend?”

“Kind of . . .”

I feel a surge of energy. A Pavlovian response to the promise of progress.

“What d’you mean? Who was she seeing? Did the police know?”

“It’s not that simple.” She looks uncomfortable. “She . . . she had boyfriends. Boyfriends, plural.”

I take a deep breath and put down my fork. “You mean more than one at the same time?”

She nods.

“You think one of them found out about the others? Did you tell the police?”

“I told them as much as I knew. I presume they looked into it. I think they still are looking into it. The thing is . . . it wasn’t as straightforward as that.” She hesitates but doesn’t lower her voice, even though there are people at the surrounding tables. “They weren’t really boyfriends as such. Kate had fun. You know? She liked meeting guys and having a good time. We both did, occasionally.”

“In bars?”

“No. Online.”

“Okay . . .” I say. “So she dated people off the Internet?”

“Not just dating.”

“She was meeting men for sex.”

She looks defensive. “It happens! But, anyway, I know she didn’t meet them all. She was more into it than me, but still a lot of it was just sex talk, you know? Fantasy.”

I try to picture Kate, alone in her room, in front of her laptop. For some reason I think of Connor sitting at his computer, his face illuminated by the screen, then of Hugh doing the same thing.

I dismiss the thought. Hugh isn’t that sort of person.

“We both used to go online together. This is before I met my boyfriend, of course. We’d chat to people, compare notes, sometimes go on dates. You know?”

“But the police said she left alone.”

“Maybe she’d been stood up?”

“Promise me the police know this. They didn’t say anything . . . She might have put herself in real danger.”

“Oh, yes. I told them. They questioned me for hours. They asked about everything. Her friends. People she knew. Even you and Hugh.” She looks at me, then down at the table. Anger prickles. Have we been investigated? Do they think I’m capable of hurting my sister? “They took away her computer, her phone. I guess they didn’t find anything . . .”

“Maybe they didn’t look hard enough?”

She smiles sadly. “Well, I suppose we have to trust that they know what they’re doing. Surely?” She pauses. “I’m sorry. If I’ve upset you.”

I look out over the city. It’s dark now, the sky is lit, Notre Dame sits in front of us, owning its own ghostly history. I’m overwhelmed with sadness. All these questions that lead nowhere.

In my mind I see Kate as a toddler: we’re ready to go to a party, she’s wearing a dress in lemon that had once been mine and a band in her hair with a yellow bow. She’s just pulled herself up on a chair but has let go. She wobbles, then looks at me. She’s hesitant, determined, and after a couple of false starts she lifts one foot, then the other. She takes a few steps, her arms out wide, then begins to fall. I remember I’d caught her, swooped her up—already she was giggling—and carried her through to where our mother stood, putting on her gloves. “She walked,” I said. “Katie walked!” And our mother hugged us both to her, all three of us laughing, delighted.

The weight of my grief presses down and I blink the image away. She puts down her wine. “Might it help to go there?”

“Where?”

“To the place it happened.” I shake my head, but she goes on. “I went. The other week. I had to see it for myself.” She squeezes my hand. “It’s just an alleyway. Nothing special. Next to a trainline.”

I don’t speak. I can’t tell her how many times I’ve seen it, how many times I’ve imagined my sister there.

“Come with me?”

I close my eyes. Kate is there, I want to say. Her ghost. She’s trapped there, screaming. She can’t escape, and I can’t help her.

“No. No. I can’t.”

Something snaps, I feel it give, then there’s a release. I reach for the carafe. The gesture is automatic, I’m barely aware I’ve moved. I’m thinking of Kate, of her sitting at her computer, chatting to strangers, telling them her secrets. I’m thinking of Anna. I’m thinking of Hugh, and of Connor, and of Frosty and Marcus, and before I know what I’m doing my glass is in my hand, and it’s full of wine, and I’m thinking, It can’t hurt now, surely? and, Haven’t I waited long enough?

The answers will come, if I’m not quick. I raise the glass to my lips, I push all thought away, and then, for the first time in fifteen years I’m drinking, and drinking, and drinking.
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