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Chapter One

On the afternoon of the day my grandmother died, I dealt with the case of a burnt letter. Blown into the foyer of Great Marlborough Street Magistrates’ Court on a gust of drizzly wind, I was confronted by the usual smell of cigarettes and wet wool. A scattering of defendants, hunched in damp clothes, eyed each other surreptitiously or peered through the glass panel in a courtroom door.

My client, Miss Gertrude Wright, was weeping on a bench under a noticeboard but as I headed towards her across the muddy terrazzo floor I was obstructed by a man wearing an aged suit and with a military polish to his shoes.

‘You Miss Gifford?’ he demanded.

‘I am.’

‘I come to tell you, don’t you be letting my girl down.’ His index finger jabbed to within inches of my nose and he had the strut of a lady’s man with his pale gold hair and staring eyes of forget-me-not blue.

‘You must be Mr Wright,’ I said.

‘Yeah. And I was expecting a proper lawyer. A gentleman. Then Trudy goes and tells me she’s got some woman.’

‘I shall do my best for your daughter, Mr Wright.’ A worm of antagonism twitched in my breast but I had learned not to be so easily provoked. After all, I had met his type time and again both in the dock and on the bench: cocky, misogynistic and self-righteous.

‘Yeah, you do your best, little lady. And I might as well tell you here and now, we ain’t got no money to pay . . .’

‘I shall be representing your daughter pro bono, Mr Wright, as I expect she has told you. It will cost you nothing.’

‘What are you doing it for then?’ If anything, he was even more suspicious.

‘My firm has a policy of taking on worthy causes such as your daughter’s if we think that otherwise there could be a miscarriage of justice.’ I was hardly going to confide in Wright why it was that the burning of the letter had particularly captured my sympathy. His daughter, with her pathetically bandaged fingers, had given a near incoherent explanation, ‘It burnt so fast. I changed my mind but it was too late . . .’

A curled notice above Miss Wright’s head advertised Christmas closing times. Her damaged hand was still in a sling – I’d hinted to her that visible signs of injury could do no harm. I sat beside her, touched her free elbow and said softly, ‘Bear up, Miss Wright. It will all be over in a few minutes.’ From somewhere she had borrowed a dark brown suit with a long jacket that obscured her youthful figure, and her round-chinned face, unbecomingly framed by a hat trimmed with a pom-pom over each ear, was blotchy. Her penitent tears might help our case; it was the father who could be our undoing.

‘You are aware, I’m sure, Mr Wright,’ I said, ‘that you must not say anything in court unless the magistrates invite you to do so.’

His response was a sudden grin, a wink and a dimple. ‘Oh, I can behave very well when pressed.’

The usher called the case of Gertrude Wright and the father made an elaborate play of holding back the swing doors of the courtroom for me; as I passed him I caught a whiff of tobacco and alcohol. While his daughter was escorted into the dock he planted himself in the front row of the public benches, arms folded, legs wide, his gaze fixed on me. Behind him sat a woman dressed in a matching hat and coat in puce, a colour my mother couldn’t abide. (‘Nobody can wear puce well,’ she said. ‘Or orange.’)

Chin high, I took my place in the lawyers ’benches. I couldn’t help it; I still felt a surge of adrenalin and pride each time I defended a client. This was my arena, this courtroom with its scratched oak surfaces and seats upholstered in tired green leather. The ticking of the institutional clock, the rustle of papers, the scratch of a nib and male murmuring were the background noises against which I was used to pitching my woman’s voice. Three years ago my greatest challenge would have been to apply for an extension in licensing hours; now I had my own portfolio of clients and had grown successful at pitting my wits against even the most intransigent police prosecutor. And I had a reputation here – the chair of the bench raised a sardonic eyebrow when he saw me, and the woman on his left, who was sporting a rather dashing buckle in her hat, had a sisterly gleam in her eye.

‘Miss Gertrude Wright,’ intoned the clerk, ‘you are charged that on 20 January 1926, being employed by Mrs Jane Derbyshire as a housemaid, you did feloniously steal a letter with the intent to deprive its rightful owner of the whole benefit of this chattel, namely the opportunity to read and respond to said letter. Do you plead guilty or not guilty?’

Gertrude clung to the front of the dock, fixated by the sight of the woman in puce who was taking notes in a very small, black leather-bound book – Mrs Derbyshire, presumably. I stood up. ‘Your worships, before my client makes her plea, might I be allowed to address you?’

The chairman sighed theatrically. ‘Miss Gifford, why is it that whenever I see that you are the lawyer acting in defence, my heart sinks to my boots?’

Acknowledging his quip with a swift smile, I said calmly, ‘I wish to make an objection to the indictment. I want to show you that technically no crime was committed. The point is, the letter concerned Miss Wright herself and was asking for a character reference.’

‘This surely aggravates the offence.’

The regard of the woman magistrate was warm and intrigued. ‘My client was in such great fear of her mistress, Mrs Derbyshire,’ I continued. ‘She dared not tell her that she had applied for a new position. When a letter arrived postmarked Ealing, Miss Wright lost her nerve. Her intention had been merely to hide the letter, but as she found herself alone in the kitchen she, very foolishly, threw it into the stove thinking that she would rather lose the chance of a new job than risk the letter reaching Mrs Derbyshire.’

All eyes swivelled from the heavily powdered face of Mrs Derbyshire, who gave the chairman an aggrieved stare, as from one well-heeled householder to another, to the defendant who obligingly cradled her injured hand and made a fruitless attempt to suppress her sobs.

‘The moment Gertrude Wright closed the lid of the stove she recognised her own folly and attempted to pull the letter out again,’ I continued. ‘As you can see, she is still recovering from severe burns to her fingers and thumb and it was because of her injuries that the whole incident came to light. That afternoon, when serving tea, she fumbled with the teapot and the reason for her clumsiness was exposed. Her mistress, Mrs Derbyshire, felt she had no option but to report the matter to the police and discharge her without pay from the position she’d held for the last five years – at fifteen shillings a week.’ I added this last detail for the benefit of the lady magistrate, who I thought was bound to disapprove of so miserly a wage.

‘Miss Gifford, I wonder if you might come to the point?’ said the chairman. ‘Is this your way of informing us that your client is going to prove not guilty? Ah, I see the cavalry’s arrived.’ The courtroom door had wheezed open and I guessed, without glancing round, that Daniel Breen, senior partner in my law firm, was now behind me. The bench threw him comradely smiles over my shoulder and there were the distinctive sounds of him flipping down his seat and unscrewing the lid of his pen.

‘I am going to be very frank with your worships,’ I lowered my voice confidingly, ‘and say I will not take this case to trial, even though we have an excellent defence. My client, as you can tell from her demeanour in court, has already suffered fear and remorse and agonies enough, and you have heard that Mrs Derbyshire has meted out her own punishment.’ Only by the slightest inclination of the head did I direct their attention to the puce costume on my left.

‘Then what are you saying, Miss Gifford? It’s nearly four o’clock and we’ve not yet heard the facts. You’ve told us you won’t take this to trial so is your client pleading . . .?’

‘I’m asking you to take the unusual step of quashing the indictment, your worships.’ (An audible tsk of incredulity from the puce lady.) ‘It is a sheer waste of court time and if the case is heard and Miss Wright receives even so much as a discharge, she will lose any vestige of her excellent character.’

‘Presumably we have only your word for said good character, Miss Gifford.’

‘Is my word not good enough, your worship?’ As I was thirty-two years old, my smile was wry rather than flirtatious. ‘And she obviously comes from a close-knit family – you’ll note that her father has taken the time to lend Miss Wright his support today.’ The bench glanced at Wright who was leaning forward, hands planted on knees, blue eyes guileless. I moved on swiftly. ‘Hasn’t she been punished sufficiently already? No job, no reference, no pay, a scarred hand – and all for a letter that was for the benefit only of herself. It was so easily done, that moment of impulse, so irreversible. She simply didn’t think . . .’

The chairman seemed a little discomfited by my vehemence. He was not to know that I had done the same myself, received a letter, consigned it to the flames unread, sought to rescue it, failed. The finality of what I’d done, the disbelief that paper could be consumed so quickly, the frantic staring into the fire, willing it to be restored had been relived by me time after time. Even now, eighteen months later, I yearned for that letter. So I understood Trudy and her helpless tears. She couldn’t comprehend how such a small action should have such awful consequences; how a page of writing, once reduced to ashes, could become so much more significant than its contents had perhaps deserved.

The police prosecutor, on being asked whether he wished to comment, raised his eyes to the ceiling. ‘It would be a most unusual step, your worships, to quash . . .’

With a scraping back of chairs the bench retired. Behind me Breen had risen to his feet. As usual, his trim figure was engulfed in his trademark oversized coat, his appearance carefully honed for maximum effect in court. His wild hair was greying but his skin was smooth and clean-shaven. He was leaning against the seat back with folded arms and furrowed brow, as if mildly diverted by what he’d just witnessed.

‘It was good of you to find the time, sir,’ I said.

‘I had a trial go short. And I wanted to see how you were getting on. As I told you earlier, you’ve a fifty per cent chance of success but you might be lucky with this particular bench. The lady winger has a lot of sense.’ He made a note in the margin of a document. ‘What’s in your diary for tomorrow?’

‘I’m seeing Lady Petit at three.’

‘So you are. Of course. I was wondering if you’d meet me for a spot of lunch beforehand? Talk a few things over.’

I was surprised. For three years Daniel Breen had been my boss, mentor, guide and critic. In the face of the incredulity, even the ridicule of his peers in the legal world, he had taken me on as a clerk, nurtured my career, pooh-poohed my self-doubt, berated me for my failings, laughed at my mishaps and (more rarely) rejoiced with me in my triumphs but he had never, in all that time, invited me to any social function beyond the Christmas party during which our secretary, Miss Drake, covered her typewriter and the four of us who comprised the staff of Breen & Balcombe sipped sherry and nibbled cheese biscuits.

‘There’s no need to look like that, Miss Gifford,’ he added, glancing up and sweeping his papers into his briefcase. ‘Like everyone else I have to eat. If you have other plans or you can’t stand the idea of sitting across a table . . .’

‘Thank you sir.’

‘Outside Bow Street, then. One o’clock.’ He departed, pausing to nod encouragingly at Trudy Wright, scowl at Mrs Derbyshire and exchange a word or two with the usher. Odd that he hadn’t even stayed to hear the outcome of the case. When I approached the dock, Trudy was pressed into a corner and the cuff of her coat was wet with tears. Her father was tapping a tobacco tin on his knee, head lowered, still glowering at me. Mrs Derbyshire averted her eyes.

At a quarter past four the magistrates were back. The lady winger, I thought, was suppressing a smile.

‘Miss Gifford, we’ve listened carefully to what you have said and are inclined to agree with you. We abhor the idea that our servants should indulge in any kind of dishonesty but in this case, since by taking the letter your client was punishing only herself—’ dramatic pause interrupted by a sob from Trudy ‘—we have decided to advise the police prosecutor that the case should be dismissed.’

‘I’m grateful, your worships.’

Trudy cast herself down with her arm over her eyes. Mrs Derbyshire snapped shut her notebook and clutched her arms tightly beneath her breast. She could barely bring herself to stand when the bench rose, and after they’d gone approached me and hissed in a low, vehement voice, ‘Unnatural woman.’ I said nothing, only packed my briefcase, awaiting the next onslaught and noting that the shoulders of her coat were powdered with dandruff.

‘I pity you that you should have to stoop so low, presumably for want of a husband,’ she went on and directed her glinting eye at the naked third finger of my left hand. With one last furious glare at Trudy, she click-clacked from the court in a gust of violet perfume.

Even a year ago I might have risen to the bait and followed her. Defiant words rushed to my tongue but I bit them back. Wright was standing very close and had heard every word. He too would resent my success, I thought, even though it benefited his daughter. I judged him to be a man who preferred to think the world was against him and to find himself indebted to a woman only proved his point.

Trudy clung to my hand. ‘Is it over then, Miss Gifford? Have I heard the last of it? Will she come after me again?’

In reassuring her, I found myself promising to visit her prospective employer and explain the circumstances of the missing letter in the hope that she might still offer Gertrude employment. Before I’d finished speaking, Wright was steering his daughter towards the door, his arm flung protectively round her shoulders. Tensing at his touch, she darted me a backwards, apologetic look.


Chapter Two

The flat I shared with Meredith and her eight-year-old son, Edmund, my dead brother’s child, was on the garret floor of a house in Pimlico. When I arrived home at six, I found her wrapped in scarf and mittens, sitting cross-legged on a cushion before the undersized gas fire we’d installed at crippling expense the previous winter. It was dark outside and our living room, draped with fabrics gleaned by jackdaw Meredith from market stalls and the oddments bin at Selfridges, looked very snug. From the walls gleamed more jewel colours: canvases daubed with striking figures blocked out with ever more confident brushstrokes – Meredith again. There was even one of me, though I was unrecognisable, being merely the silhouette of a woman at a window, her long limbs dark slashes of paint and her head averted in a most disturbing attitude of wistfulness and solitude. One corner of the room was dedicated to work in progress, so that there was a heady aroma of oil paints, turpentine and gas. Perhaps we had survived asphyxiation only because, being in the roof and with three ill-fitting sash windows, the room was aswirl with draughts.

Edmund, who’d been perched in his mother’s lap while she listened to him read aloud, scrambled to his feet to hug me and I picked him up so that he clung on and buried his face in my neck.

‘You smell of buses,’ he said, throwing back his head and scrutinising me.

‘And you smell of school and small boy,’ I retorted, kissing him again. He had inherited his father’s thatch of light brown hair and full lower lip but his nature was altogether more impish and sensitive and he had his mother’s wide-open, appraising eyes.

He settled back with his book while Meredith pointed to a note on the table written in my mother’s florid hand. Your grandmother is dying. Come at once. You’re needed.

‘Oh Lord,’ I said, ‘when did that arrive?’

‘About an hour ago. She sent the neighbour’s boy. I gave him sixpence.’

Dropping into the only armchair I pulled off my hat, which had become a dead weight on my brow. ‘Don’t go dashing out again,’ said Meredith while her son, thumb in mouth, gazed at me pensively. ‘You look all in. Go tomorrow or leave it until the weekend – you know how your mother exaggerates things, it won’t be that urgent. Or I could call in sometime later in the week.’

I should love to have sprawled there and done nothing but watch them. The wind rattled the windows, my head ached and I was still a little shaken by the animosity that had followed the Wright case. Besides, there was a hint of challenge in Meredith’s tone: us or them. She was a little dishevelled, with her cropped hair spiked up like an elf’s, a sure sign that she’d had a bad day. Yet I knew I would have to go out again. My grandmother had been bedbound for months; uncomplaining, feeble, sometimes fighting for breath. A similarly melodramatic missive arrived most weeks and thus far, when I reached the bedside, the patient had always been peacefully asleep or supping tea. The notes, I realised, were my mother’s way of keeping me at her beck and call, but how could I take the risk?

I prepared what we called a Bohemian supper which we ate huddled round the fire. Edmund had a boiled egg with Marmite soldiers and Meredith and I sardines while I told them about my afternoon in court and explained to Edmund what Gertrude Wright had done and the potential gravity of the offence of theft from an employer.

‘Edmund will grow up such a moral child, thanks to his Aunty Evelyn,’ said Meredith. ‘He will know all about retribution for bad behaviour. And he will be an expert on crime, especially how to avoid conviction.’

‘Needless to say the alleged victim wasn’t best pleased.’

‘Who was the alleged victim?’ asked Edmund.

‘The horrible woman who’d employed Gertrude Wright. She was very cross with me. In fact, she said she pitied me because I don’t have a husband.’

‘People in court are always getting cross with you,’ he said. ‘Don’t you mind?’

‘Of course I mind. I hate it. But it’s my job to take sides so there are always bound to be losers.’

‘Good old Evie,’ said Meredith caustically, and the tension between us tightened. Having lived in such close proximity for eighteen months we were so used to each other that I felt every nuance of her swiftly changing moods. ‘And now you’ll trek out to Ealing on this girl’s behalf and wrestle with the new employer whose ill-timed letter caused all the fuss in the first place. Really, I do applaud you.’

‘And this from a woman who has spent her morning performing smallpox vaccinations in a clinic in Spitalfields.’

‘Not by choice,’ she snapped. ‘I only do it because no one will give me any other work. Whereas you seem compelled to martyr yourself.’

Edmund, who was gnawing the skin off an apple, glanced at her nervously.

Meredith and I shared a room so small that there was space only for a chair between our beds and Edmund slept in a near cupboard on a mattress beneath our clothes rail. We were adept at stepping round each other so that while Meredith put Edmund to bed I boiled a kettle and washed up. Afterwards I packed an overnight case and again put on my hat and coat.

‘I knew you’d go,’ called Meredith who was now stretched beside her son reading the latest chapter from The Wind in the Willows. ‘You can’t help yourself. They have only to squeak and you go running.’

‘You’re right.’ I crawled along the mattress to kiss Edmund who put his arms around my neck and hugged me tightly, that wonderful, tough, small-boy’s grip. ‘And the only gain will be that my conscience is appeased about them all for the next twenty-four hours or so. I shall stay the night and be home again tomorrow evening so you can go to your class.’

She followed me out on to the staircase where Edmund couldn’t hear. ‘Yes, you’ve arranged it all very well, haven’t you? As usual you’re able to do just as you please.’

‘On the contrary, I don’t want to go at all. You know that.’

‘Then stay here. It will be yet another false alarm, a ruse to get you to Maida Vale. The fact is, I need you here – have you thought of that?’

This rare admission of weakness arrested me. Her head was to one side and she was half smiling, as if amused by her own bad temper, but there was a tremor in her voice and I felt a further pang.

‘I’ve been on my own since lunchtime,’ she said. ‘It’s driving me mad, all this inactivity. Especially now you’re so busy. You keep telling me that you want to share in Edmund’s upbringing but it will never be equal between us when you are able to dash off whenever you like. And there’s something very particular I wanted to discuss with you concerning Edmund’s education.’

‘Tell me.’

‘Oh, so now you’ll stay because it’s about him?’

‘Meredith, you’re being unfair.’

‘Maybe I am. Or I’m just being lonely. And I feel wasted, that’s what. I’m not able to get involved in anything properly.’

‘But your painting is going so well.’

‘It’s so darn cold here, my fingers won’t work.’ She was laughing now at her own litany of complaints. ‘But off you go, I know you must, don’t mind me.’

‘I do mind you. I’d really much rather stay. We’ll talk tomorrow.’

‘I have my art class tomorrow.’

‘The next evening then.’

‘Whenever you can spare a moment.’ She grudgingly accepted my kiss on her prominent cheekbone. ‘You know what this is really about? I’m jealous, of course. I want to be told that too.’

‘What do you want to be told?’

‘That another woman pities me.’

‘Honestly, Meredith, it didn’t feel—’

‘No, but you see she said it because she knew you were powerful. Pettiness was the only weapon she had. I should know. Look how I’ve behaved since you came in.’

I left her there at the top of the stairs, her diminutive figure swathed in woollens, the tip of her nose reddened with cold and her fingers fluttering in a gesture of farewell.


Chapter Three

The further the omnibus took me towards Maida Vale, the more I wished I was at home in the flat, bent over my files under the lamp with its drunkenly asymmetric pottery stand glazed by Meredith. I loved evenings accompanied by the little scrape of her brush, the biting of her bottom lip, the sense of purposeful companionship as I prepared my files for the following day, and Edmund asleep in the next room, the quirky little pivot upon which our lives were balanced.

Meredith and I, after a shaky and mistrustful start, had become close friends though she kept me on my mettle. I’d not known either of her existence or Edmund’s until six years after my brother’s death, when the pair had turned up on the doorstep of my family home in Maida Vale. Small wonder, perhaps, after years of grieving for Jamie, that we had been suspicious and even unkind to her when she had claimed to be the mother of his child. Edmund had been conceived in desperate circumstances weeks before my brother’s death, while he had been recovering from an arm injury and Meredith was his nurse. Providing mother and child with a home was the very least we could do to make reparation for my brother’s recklessness and our initial hostility.

Through my life with Meredith and Edmund I had found unexpected delight and her reproaches stung because I knew they were well founded. While my life was full, hers was often solitary because, as an unmarried mother and a Canadian, she was condemned to be even more of an outsider than I was. Her own set, the art crowd with whom she sometimes went to clubs and parties, tended to be somewhat flighty and self-absorbed while I, a recently qualified lawyer at Breen & Balcombe, had an ever-expanding set of clients and above all the comradeship of Daniel Breen and my legal women friends such as Carrie Morrison, fellow pioneers and encroachers on the hitherto wholly male domain of the law.

By the time I reached Clivedon Hall Gardens in Maida Vale, drizzle was hazing the street lamps and as usual the ground floor of my family house was in complete darkness. I rang the bell and turned the key in the latch, a combination bound to irritate the maids but the alternative, which was to surprise everyone by bursting in, as Mother put it, was unthinkable. Inside there were glimmers of light beneath the drawing-room door and from an upstairs landing, otherwise all was gloomier than the street beyond and the miasma of the house clung to me like ageing cobwebs.

My childhood home was a place that never failed to cast a dark shadow on my soul. Time was frozen there, despite a recent succession of female lodgers. While the world outside surged onwards – unrest in the coal industry, shorter skirts and hair, a return to the gold standard, the unnerving clamour of fascism in Italy – here in Clivedon Hall Gardens the past hung in tattered banners from the stairwell. There had once been joy: Mother pirouetting in her pre-war gauzy party frocks; my brother Jamie squealing with delight and fear as he straddled the banister rail and landed with a spine-wrenching thud against the knob at the bottom; myself as a schoolgirl, hurling down my satchel at the end of the day and proclaiming to Min, ‘I’m absolutely starving . . .’ as she ushered me downstairs for bread and jam. And more recently Meredith had darted up and down the stairs in her pastel frocks and dainty shoes with her heart-warming, other-worldly little boy, son of James, at her heels. They had brought tempestuous emotion, tears and laughter, music, fun. And it was to this house that I had returned suddenly, violently in love with a man called Nicholas Thorne. But those were all memories now and all that remained were six women who could not or would not change.

A light flicked on and Min, one of a pair of elderly maids, came creaking up the back stairs wearing a pastel blue cable-knit cardigan buttoned at the neck, and no overall since it was evening.

‘Oh, it’s you,’ she said. ‘I might have saved myself the bother.’

I embraced her as Meredith had taught me to do – unthinkable, before her arrival, that one of us Gifford ladies would have hugged a servant – and smelt sparse hair in need of a wash. ‘I had a message saying Grandmother was ill. I thought I’d better come,’ I said.

‘She’s not a good colour,’ said Min and I had the first premonition that this time Grandmother might really be failing.

‘Has the doctor been?’ I asked. Mother, who counted every penny, would only send for him in dire circumstances.

‘Indeed he has and he’s left her a drop of medicine but we could tell from his face he didn’t think she would last the night.’

‘Good heavens, Min, is it that bad? I had no idea.’

I threw open the parlour door in case Mother was there but it was occupied only by four stuffed birds in glass cases inherited from my paternal grandparents, and the latest lodger, a woman in her early sixties with thin plaits coiled round her head, who had taught needlecraft at a girls’ school and infuriated my mother and aunt by doing virtually nothing.

‘I’m retired,’ she explained. ‘I tell myself, haven’t I given enough?’

Actually, I suspected that the poor thing had no cash to spare for knitting wool or embroidery silks, and that sooner or later she would default on the rent.

She gave me a spiritless wave. ‘Your mother will be glad to see you. We never hear the last of how you’re always too busy to come home.’

I took the stairs two at a time. Grandmother’s room was in the front of the house on the first floor, next to Mother’s. Her thespian roots were evident in the framed photograph of herself as a soft-haired Ophelia, the Indian shawls draped over the bed rail and the hardened Leichner make-up on the dressing table. Everything usually smelt of eau de cologne and toffee bonbons but today there was no mistaking a new odour; the air had gone sour. I heard the rasping breath of a very sick woman and could immediately see, as Min had suggested, that she was a very bad colour indeed. Grandmother habitually wore glasses thick as bottle-bases over her near-blind eyes which now, unobscured, bulged in her face like a baby bird’s and her fingers plucked at the quilt until my Aunt Prudence, who was in attendance and couldn’t bear disorder of any kind, lifted her hands one by one and crossed them over her chest as if she were already dead. They immediately fluttered apart.

Mother was seated by the fire with a copy of the Essays of Elia, a book which she purported to find comforting, though I believed she chose reading material rather as she approached the rest of life – as a source of self-persecution. She was dressed as always in funereal colours, a mauve frock and long black cardigan. Prudence wore beige, apart from a string of yellowish pearls at her throat. ‘Ah,’ she said, catching sight of me, as if I were the answer to a question.

Mother only turned away her face and pressed her lips together to hold back a sob.

‘How is she?’ I asked.

‘Very poorly,’ said Prudence, who had three degrees of sickness in her vocabulary: off colour, not too good and very poorly, the latter invariably prefacing a fatality.

Considering how used we had all been to mortality less than a decade before, it was strange that I had never actually witnessed a death. My brother Jamie had died in France and my father’s death had been abrupt, while I was at Cambridge. I took Grandmother’s hand, thinking that I must grip it tight and haul her back from the abyss, and kissed her forehead.

‘Don’t do that,’ Mother snapped.

‘Why ever not?’

She had no answer. Of course she didn’t. The inhabitants of Clivedon Hall Gardens were governed by rules: most don’ts, some musts. Had not the war proved that this reliance on absolutes was unquestionably right? For example, when Jamie had put himself beyond the Gifford jurisdiction to fight overseas, he had conceived a child out of wedlock and got himself killed. And look at me, Evelyn, unmarried and unmarriageable, dealing in sordid court cases and living in a cramped little flat with the irrepressible Meredith.

Now it seemed that Grandmother was almost free of regulation too. To break the appalling atmosphere of attentiveness to death, I plumped down on the bed, causing her to bounce on the mattress and her eyelids to flutter. ‘It’s Evelyn, Grandmother,’ I said loudly, in her ear.

Perhaps there was the faintest of smiles.

‘She can’t hear you,’ said Mother.

‘I’m not so sure.’ Prudence fixed her stern gaze on Grandmother, as if challenging her to come clean, and for once I found her uncompromising presence a comfort. If Grandmother were to die, Prudence would know what to do.

I stroked the wispy hair from Grandmother’s forehead and looked about me at the souvenirs of her glory days: the feather boa, the little velvet slippers trimmed with gold braid, the strings of beads that used to click on her chest. Where was she now, as her breath ground in her throat?

‘If you like,’ I offered, ‘I’ll take care of her for a while. You must both be in need of a rest.’

‘Oh you wouldn’t know what to do,’ said Mother, who never missed an opportunity to reproach me for being a professional rather than a proper woman, or for my decision to leave home. But Prudence gave my shoulder a squeeze with her fierce, embroiderer’s fingers and left the room. Mother looked decidedly nonplussed at this defection. ‘What if she passes away the minute I’m gone?’ Her forlorn logic was stifling; to every solution there was a snag. ‘I really wondered if you’d bother to come,’ she added.

‘Of course I’d come.’

‘You’re always so busy.’

‘Mother, please. Not now.’ I stretched my legs and closed my eyes, still with Grandmother’s hand in mine.

‘I don’t know what will become of us all once she’s gone,’ Mother whispered.

‘Hush, she might hear you.’ I stroked Grandmother’s hand. ‘I’m going to read to her.’

‘That might be nice, Evelyn, she loved to hear you read. And Jamie. Do you remember how he would fire quotes at her to see if she could remember the next line?’

‘And then he’d throw in something really obscure, like Cymbeline.’

‘But he couldn’t catch her out, even then.’ Thus, fleetingly, we were reconciled as my brother lingered, a dog-eared copy of The Complete Works open on his knobbly knees as he hunted through pages wafer thin and soft as muslin. He was always attempting to roll his rs: Rrrrage! Blow! You catarrrracts and hurrricanoes . . . To my secret satisfaction I could do it and he couldn’t. ‘It’s inherited, Jamie,’ Grandmother had told him as he practised in front of her dressing-table mirror, spraying it with spittle, ‘something to do with the structure of the mouth. If you can’t do it, you can’t.’

At last Mother did go, with a whispered, ‘Whatever you do, don’t touch anything,’ and I began reading, as I always used to, from the Oxford Book of English Verse – Matthew Arnold, Keats, Emily Brontë, the ones Grandmother loved.

Yea, as my swift days near their goal,

’Tis all that I implore:

In life and death a chainless soul,

With courage to endure.

And how you endured, Grandmother, I thought, through all those years of darkness when your sight failed you, confined to a sofa here in Clivedon Hall Gardens, recalling during those interminable afternoons the exhilarating days of stage and politics. What had remained was her astonishing recollection of words, and the ghostly timbre of her actress’s voice so that sometimes when I read to her she would lean forward, extend her hand and take over from memory . . .

Children dear, was it yesterday

We heard the sweet bells over the bay?

In the caverns where we lay . . .

I shivered again, as when she’d first recited ‘The Foresaken Merman’ to me, at the evocation of damp, salt caves and the hoarse wind.

But now she gave no sign that she heard the poems, and I wished I might have some last connection with her and that my words were not floating about in the room but were touching the profound part of her that loved wonderful language.

I met a lady in the meads,

Full beautiful – a faery’s child;

Her hair was long, her foot was light,

And her eyes were wild.

I cleared the ash from the dying fire and shook more coal from the scuttle. Though the noise was shocking in the quiet room, Grandmother didn’t stir. As I warmed my hands I remembered Trudy Wright and the burnt letter. It was in my old bedroom, above this, at a hearth surrounded by blue and white tiles patterned in fruit and flowers, that I had immolated my own letter from Nicholas Thorne before giving myself a chance to read it. I never did find out, therefore, whether it was a love letter or a litany of reproachful explanation and self-justification. I had been too horrified by what had happened, by how complicit he had been in a fatal miscarriage of justice, by the weakness of his words: You know it will destroy me, if it comes out . . .

Caressing Grandmother’s cheek with my fingertip I wondered what she had known of love. Grandfather had died young because, according to Mother, he had overworked himself as a schoolteacher. She described how he had donned overcoat, hat and briefcase in the morning, even though his walk to work was a few yards from schoolhouse to schoolroom, because he was punctilious in all he did. In the photograph beside Grandmother’s bed he looked far older than his mid-thirties, posed uncomfortably on a hard chair with hair carefully combed back from his deep forehead, owlish glasses and the merest twitch of a surprisingly mischievous smile as if he were party to a joke and the photographer wasn’t.

‘So, Grandmother,’ I said. ‘I wonder what you would have made of my day in court.’ I moistened her lips, as instructed by Mother, and dabbed her temples with rose water but she gave no response. After the next inhalation there was a longer pause so that I held my own breath and wondered if her lungs had the strength to draw another.

‘Do you remember when Edmund first came here from Canada, Grandmother, and was so forlorn and homesick? The rest of us were unsure what to do but you never hesitated. You just loved him and made him welcome. I used to find him in here by the fire with all the old albums spread out on the hearthrug, or playing with your button box, matching them up by colour or size. Look, here it is.’ I shook the old chocolate box so that the buttons chattered close to her ear and opened it so that its smell of cardboard, the merest hint of strawberry fondant filling and the perfume of all the clothes from which those buttons had been snipped or fallen, might cover the appalling smell of her dying. She gasped and was still.

I shouted, ‘Mother! Come quickly, Mother,’ rang the bell beside the bed and again seized the little clenched hand. The silence went on until at long last there came another long, rattling exhalation. Footsteps pounded up the stairs, first Mother, then Prudence, then the maids. Even the lodger hovered in the doorway.

Grandmother didn’t breathe again. Her spirit had slipped between the green velvet curtains and away into the night. And the room, in the wake of its passing, was full of cheap and tawdry theatrical souvenirs, a corpse with the fine bones of some ancient bird and a cluster of shocked women.

‘There,’ I said. ‘There.’ And for once overcoming the dread I had of embracing her lest she hold on too tightly, I reached out to my mother so that we stood in each other’s arms.

Prudence, who as my late father’s sister was not a blood relative to Grandmother, watched us before moving forward to kneel before the bed; an oddly biblical figure despite her hand-knitted sky-blue cardigan and black skirt.

‘We should say a prayer, of course,’ she said.


Chapter Four

We drew the sheet over her face, quenched the fire, turned off the lights and drank cocoa together in the chill parlour. We didn’t say much, even though the lodger had crept away to bed. Our throats were tight with remembrance and perhaps, had we said more, we might have choked. This new death had opened the half-shut portals of Jamie’s so that the much more violent grief I had felt for him came flooding back. In the days following the news of his death – I had blithely answered the door myself – we had staggered through these silent rooms as if our blood had turned to lead.

I could not cry, being too practised at holding myself in check, and Prudence would not, as a matter of principle, show strong emotion in public, but Mother collected a seepage of tears on the back of her hand. Afterwards I took her upstairs to bed and helped her undress. Just this once Evelyn, I thought, being patient couldn’t hurt you. But it did. I hated the soft fabrics of her blouse and chemise, her defeated shoulders as they disappeared under the voluminous folds of her nightgown, the limp fall of her hair. It was her passivity that so repelled me; that alternative way of being that sucked the life from me yet was, in its way, so very demanding.

When she climbed into bed I pressed a handkerchief into her hand so that she might dry the tears. ‘I did my best for her,’ she kept saying. ‘She was never happy here, I know that, but we had no choice. There was no money to set her up on her own after your father died. She’d have needed a live-in maid. Where would I have found one?’

Her parting words as I kissed her forehead and prepared to creep away were, ‘And now, Evelyn, we can make arrangements for you to come home. There’ll be plenty of room for you and the boy. And her. It would be a sin to keep on that flat of yours when there’s so much space here.’

I lay sleepless in my old bed, missing the youthful stirrings of Meredith and her son in the little rooms in Pimlico, hurtled back to the years immediately post-war when we four women and our two maids had retired to bed each night in our separate rooms, straining to hear just one sound from the street, a cat even, a drunkard, that might break the burden of silence.

The next morning I got up at six and dressed for work as usual, not knowing how else to manage a first day of mourning.

Aunt Prudence, who already wore a black silk mourning blouse – pre-war pintucks in the bodice and a high collar with a narrow lace trim – was at the breakfast table. Min’s eyes were red as she brought the toast but Prudence seemed as normal, her hair pulled back from her forehead so fiercely that her brows were drawn up in their habitual expression of surprised displeasure.

‘You need not worry about us,’ she said, before I’d had time to speak. ‘We will manage the arrangements perfectly well without you. You will have to take a morning’s leave to attend the funeral. Far better that you proceed as normal until then. I shall explain this to your mother when she gets up.’

I had the distinct impression that she had planned these instructions in order to forestall argument and I was so grateful for her thoughtfulness that tears started to my eyes. Duty, after all, was her watchword and it must have gone somewhat against the grain for her to acknowledge that in my complicated, modern life there might actually be a conflict. We ate in near silence, accustomed to the scrape of each other’s knives on toast, the unfortunate sounds of crunching and masticating. Before I left the room I stood behind her chair, looking down at the well-regulated waves of her iron-grey hair, and wondered if I ought to kiss her. But she was unyielding as ever, and the lodger was sidling in apologetically from the hall so I thought better of it.

When I arrived at the offices of Breen & Balcombe another redoubtable female, our secretary Miss Drake, who wore her winter dress of dark blue with minute polka dots, was tidying herself before the mirror in the narrow hall.

‘I should like a word with Mr Breen,’ I said.

‘He’s at Uxbridge this morning. He told me not to expect him until mid-afternoon.’

‘My grandmother died last night,’ I said, because I felt desolate that life was apparently to go on as normal.

She rammed in a grip and adjusted the back of her hair, cut straight across the nape of her neck, with a cupping movement of both hands. Miss Drake, who was even-featured and had a good figure, could have been a handsome woman had there been more light in her face. I knew nothing about her because she chose never to engage me in personal conversation of any kind. Vaulting ambition, which o’er leaps itself, might have been her opinion of my career in the law, had she shared Grandmother’s knowledge of Shakespeare.

‘Are you sad?’ she asked abruptly.

‘Yes, of course I am sad.’

‘As one would expect you to be.’ Pause. ‘No doubt you will want time off to attend the funeral. Please put the request in writing.’

Her words snuffed out any temptation I might have had to confide further. It was cold in my basement office until I’d lit the gas fire but over the years that unlovely space had become such a symbol of my liberty that I wouldn’t have exchanged it even had a better room been offered, which it certainly hadn’t. Work is the thing, I told myself, at a time like this. Aside from the unexpected lunch appointment with Breen, my only engagement that day was with the socialite and art gallery owner, Lady Petit, who had telephoned to ask for a meeting, specifically with me, to discuss an intimate legal matter.

‘I told her we have two very experienced partners in the firm,’ Miss Drake had informed me frostily, ‘but she insisted on “Miss Gifford”.’

Meanwhile I was soothed by the dipping of my pen in the inkwell, the unravelling of a knotty codicil to a will, the occasional jangle of the telephone on the floor above.

Punctually at one I arrived at Bow Street where Breen was waiting outside the magistrates’ court, neat in his winter overcoat and trilby, which he doffed when he saw me, thereby unsettling the wiry hair which sprang up around a premature bald patch. We set off at pace for John Smith Square and a restaurant with starched tablecloths adorned with silver-plated vases of spring flowers. Breen, who had reserved a table for two in a little alcove, studied me as if I were a favoured but puzzling client.

‘You don’t look at all yourself, Miss Gifford. I thought this would be a treat. Whatever’s the matter?’

‘Grandmother died last night.’

Despite his bluster I knew him to be a very kind man but as he pressed my hand I had the distinct impression that he was a little discomposed and was making some kind of rapid mental adjustment. ‘I’m sorry.’ He flung himself back in his chair and twiddled his thumbs. ‘You probably didn’t know this, but I’d heard of your grandmother before I met you.’

‘Had you, sir?’

‘Actresses’ Franchise League. Clara Fielding. Anyone interested in suffrage knew all about her. She gave women confidence, taught them the art of public speaking.’

‘I didn’t realise . . .’

‘Well, why would you? I thought it best to keep quiet the fact that I’d heard you were related or the next thing you’d be thinking I only took you on because of your illustrious grandmother.’ His gaze, lingering on my face, was both teasing and tender and I found I had to grope for a handkerchief and wipe my eyes. In his company that day I felt as fragile as glass. ‘Shall we order wine?’ he asked. ‘Toast your grandmother?’

‘Sir, perhaps you’ve forgotten I’m meeting Lady Petit this afternoon.’

‘Then alcohol’s just what you need. The woman will be a monster if she’s anything like her husband. He’s one of my least favourite politicians – regards himself as a radical golden boy when he’s really a right-wing hatchet man. Plenty of time to get over one glass, don’t you think? Make the most of it. There’ll be precious little opportunity for self-indulgence in the weeks ahead.’

With a belligerent glint in his eye he ordered a half-bottle of white burgundy. The other diners were male save for one young woman whose winsome features were framed by a swansdown collar and pert powder-blue hat and who was all softness and rosiness compared to my angular self in high-necked blouse and grey suit. Breen chose steak, I, grilled chicken, and a flurry of waiters appeared to unfold our napkins and adjust the cutlery while we sat like patients tucked up in newly made beds.

Breen wanted to know the outcome of the Wright case. ‘You did well, Miss Gifford. In less skilled hands that girl might even have landed in prison.’

‘Thank heavens she didn’t. The Derbyshire woman beat her regularly for five years.’

‘Yet you chose not to mention that to the bench.’

‘I didn’t want to confuse the matter or imply that Miss Wright was seeking any form of revenge.’

‘Very wise.’ He examined a fork as if contemptuous of its embellished handle. The soup, when it arrived, was dull and salty, scattered with squares of toasted white bread.

‘And did you notice the father?’ I asked. ‘Poor girl – caught between one bully and another. I told her I’d do my best to help her find work.’

‘And who will pay for your time?’ But he was twinkling at me as we discussed Breen & Balcombe, which was apparently thriving such that we could expect higher profits this year. ‘Even you, Miss Gifford, have begun to make money instead of causing me to fritter it away on appeals and the like – though you have acquired my own unfortunate habit of working for nothing where we think we can do some good.’ Cocking his head to one side like an attentive blackbird he tore off his napkin. ‘You’re still trying to work out why I invited you here. Of course you are.’

Next he launched into a tirade about the likelihood of a general strike. In his limited spare time Breen served as a councillor for the Labour Party and was therefore deeply engaged in the debate. And yes, he was keen that Breen & Balcombe should be prepared for the turmoil ahead. ‘I fear a bloodbath. Neither the government nor the unions have the wit to settle their differences.’

‘Or the will, perhaps.’

‘Or the will. The Tory government is culpable because it has no real intention of addressing the fundamental issue, which is the absurdity of the nation’s fuel being in the grip of a few mine owners who care for nothing but profit. And the unions, it seems to me, are divided about what they’re fighting for. Some of them want to bring down the whole system – government, establishment, capitalism, all of it. Others think they’re simply defending the right of miners not to have their wages cut. There’ll be a terrible clash, and nobody will know how to sort things out.’

‘So what role do you envisage for Breen & Balcombe?’

‘All kinds of people will find themselves on the wrong side of the law. Remember those communist activists who were arrested and charged with sedition last year? Joynson-Hicks, our beloved home secretary, is a bigot and I don’t trust him to have a proportionate response to anything. So we have to ensure that justice is done.’

‘All by ourselves?’

‘I can’t rely on Wolfe. I never know whose side he’s on. But you, Miss Gifford?’

‘I shall of course try to be on the side of what’s right. I shall—’

‘My view is that the mine owners, the industrialists and the government can take care of themselves. It’s our duty, therefore, to keep an eye out for the workers.’

‘Our duty? Do you mean my professional duty?’

He flashed me an appreciative smile. ‘You are reproaching me, Miss Gifford. Of course, it is not my place to tell you your duty, moral, personal or indeed professional. You’re quite right – I shouldn’t let politics get in the way of justice. My goodness, you have no idea how crushing the expression in your eyes is sometimes. No wonder you succeeded in having that poor little maid’s case dismissed yesterday.’

I refused pudding, thinking that the discomfort of the occasion had gone on quite long enough. ‘If you’re sure you’ve had sufficient to eat, I could walk with you across the park to the bus stop,’ suggested Breen.

It struck a little blow to my heart to see him scrutinise the bill, reach into his wallet and proffer a ten-shilling note; he was never quite able to hide the fact that in former days money had been in short supply. The day was cold and blustery but fortunately I was wearing a thick overcoat and a hat that pulled well over my ears.

‘I was hoping the sun would be out,’ said Breen as he performed a skipping manoeuvre to get himself on the kerb side of the pavement, case tucked under his arm, hat pressed low on his brow.

The park was crowded with orange-trumpeted daffodils. Ducks and geese squawked on the lake, beating out territory for the new nesting season. London parks always disturbed me with their paradoxical promise of freedom when, in reality, few parts of the city were as well regulated.

‘During the war,’ Breen remarked, ‘I used to regard the parks as no-go areas. No pleasure, I told myself, until the fighting is done.’ And then drawing himself up, he added, ‘You know I was a conchie? I’ve often wondered how sympathetic you feel about that, given what happened to your brother.’

‘I understand, of course I do. Sometimes, since the war, I’ve thought it was the only sane course of action. But Jamie was younger than you and rather conventional. My father was keen for him to join up straight away.’ It was dawning on me that this conversation contained more personal disclosure than I’d ever heard from Breen’s lips and that it was his way of consoling me – of letting me know that he, too, had been faced with bitter emotional crises.

‘I wasn’t one of those fellows who refused absolutely to lift a finger – not that I didn’t admire them for going the whole way – so I drove ambulances. I thought I should help to clear up the mess at least. Now I believe I was wrong even to go that far. We scraped men off the battlefield and then, if they recovered, shipped them back for another stint of slaughter.’

‘You might easily have been killed yourself. My brother was full of admiration for the ambulance drivers.’

‘Point was I reached the stage when it simply didn’t matter. I certainly shouldn’t have minded if I’d been gunned down, so long as a thorough job was made of it.’

‘I’m glad you survived, Mr Breen. Nobody else would have taken me on.’

‘They would in the end. Despite how it might appear sometimes, not everyone in the profession is a complete fool.’ When I unravelled this remark later, I decided it was a compliment. ‘Well, here you are. And here comes your bus,’ he said. ‘Remember what I said about Lady Petit. Treat her with extreme caution.’ And then he wrong-footed me again because I thought he’d forgotten about Grandmother. ‘Are you feeling a little better now?’

‘Thank you, sir. Yes, I feel a bit better.’

‘We must do this again sometime. What do you think?’


Chapter Five

On the omnibus journey I sat on the left side of the upper deck, slightly heartened because Breen, of all people, had tried so hard to cheer me up. In his early forties, he was a confirmed bachelor and I knew little of his private life except that he liked walking in the Highlands and lived alone in Battersea where he was a local councillor. He was always in a hurry, always on to the next case, and was so intolerant of so many things – the death penalty, weak tea, British fascists, women who wore drooping feathers in their hats – that to be in his favour was to feel the heat of the sun on one’s face. I had seen the stoniest magistrate melt under Breen’s sudden smile or one of his shamelessly ingratiating asides – ‘You sir, with all your experience, I can rely on to understand the law in this case . . .’ – because to be singled out for praise by Breen was to join a rarefied company indeed, one that included Keir Hardie, digestive biscuits and wild, empty places.

As for me, he had early on earned my unwavering loyalty and devotion, not least because I owed him everything. It was Breen who had lifted me from a mire of grief and joblessness and given me work, purpose and hope. When I qualified he had been the only lawyer in London who would risk taking on as their clerk a young woman with wayward hair, an air of desperation and an urgent desire to exercise her newly trained legal muscles. His imperfections – he was somewhat tight-fisted, vain, unpredictable and irascible – only made a glimmer of approval from him all the more exciting. And he had been so unexpectedly kind about Grandmother, revealing her in quite a different light. Typical Breen, to have provided me with a fresh angle on her.

The house at 5 Cottingham Grove, Kensington was four storeys high and painted white, inhabited by one Lady Petit, owner, according to the racket on the other side of the door, of a suspicious dog. A maid answered, her fingers hooked into the collar of a taut little canine, her cap pinned at a rakish angle above staring green eyes. The hallway through which we passed was vast and stylish and I recognised the effortless elegance of a home where both taste and money had been lavishly expended. The smell was sultry, that of perfumed flowers and even incense, and I was shown into a room decorated in a feast of bright colours and, or so it seemed to me – the product of austere Maida Vale – a glut of paintings, sculptures and ornaments.

Poised on a peacock-blue sofa sat a woman in a dress the colour of old gold. Her glossy chestnut hair was cut in an angular bob so that two long points met under her chin, and her face was dominated by a pair of huge, almond-shaped eyes. With nervous fingers she caressed the tousled head of a young child who was curled under the crook of her arm. The greyhound sat at her feet as if made of china, thereby disassociating itself from the creature that had barked so frenziedly a few minutes earlier. A nursemaid hovered nearby.

‘Miss Gifford.’ Lady Petit extended her hand so that for an absurd moment I thought I should kiss rather than shake it. ‘Forgive me for not rising but I don’t want to disturb Annice. Take a good long look at her.’

The little girl, whom I estimated must be about three years of age, had her mother’s dark hair and wore a pair of loose trousers and a matching blouse. When I smiled she tucked her head down and wouldn’t meet my eye.

Lady Petit, on the other hand, appeared to be focusing on a point behind my forehead. ‘I’m a friend of Lady Curren’s,’ she added. ‘You no doubt remember her.’

Thus, abruptly, did she gain my full attention. Of course I remembered Lady Curren – she and I had once clashed over the cruel practices of the children’s home of which she was proud to be a board member.

‘She described you in great detail,’ said Lady Petit, in a voice which contrived to suggest immeasurable depths of character as it broke slightly on certain vowels and leaned on unexpected syllables, ‘very accurately, up to a point, but she said you were strong-featured and there I think she understated the matter. You have an unforgettable face.’

I was neither in the mood nor the habit of being the subject of such scrutiny. She put her hand to her mouth and gave a little gasp of dismay. ‘Ah, you disapprove of me. You think I’m being too personal. Trust me to get it all wrong. But can’t you see yourself in that picture above the mantel? It’s a Dupas. See those brows. They’re just like yours.’

The woman in the picture had a long white neck, prominent brows that winged upwards then slanted down over wide-set, pondering eyes and a rather sweet red mouth.

‘Please, Miss Gifford, do take a seat,’ said Lady Petit. ‘I have ordered tea to be brought and then we can have a proper, private conversation.’ Drawing Annice closer she covered her head with kisses. ‘Run along now, sweetheart. Mama will come up and see you very soon.’ She kissed the child’s cheeks and stroked her hair from her wide, smooth forehead as if they were to be parted for a month rather than half an hour.

The armchair I’d chosen was decorated in dashes of purple and green. To my right were long windows overlooking a still-wintry garden. While the teacups were set out Lady Petit fondled the silky head of her dog but the instant we were alone she seized the tea strainer and began speaking at a great rate. ‘It’s the fact that you argued with Lady Curren that made me send for you. She’s part of my mother’s set but I can’t stand her. Well, one evening we met her in the Crush Bar at the Garden, Parsifal, and I’ve never seen anyone so hopping mad. She said that in her view you had done a great disservice to the suffrage movement and to all women who aspired to enter the professions by behaving stridently and unprofessionally. How I wished I’d been there! Anyway, I stored up the memory of you for a rainy day.’

I sipped tea from a cup of astonishing beauty – orange-rimmed with stripes of pale yellow, white and grey – and attempted to gather my wits. In that room there were so many conflicting designs in rich colours that wherever I looked I had to work out where a swirl or triangle or limb began and ended.

‘The matter I’m going to discuss with you is delicate . . . and some people are so funny about sexual matters,’ continued Lady Petit. Despite the bravado of her words, her too thin frame was trembling beneath the sheer fabric of her dress. ‘My husband is taking me to court because he claims that he is not the father of my child. Our child, I should say. If he wins he will disinherit her and divorce me.’ Flinging her arms around the greyhound she cried into its neck. ‘Oh God, how could he be so cruel?’

I waited until she’d calmed down
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