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PART ONE

ANTIGONUS: … thy mother

Appeared to me last night; for ne’er was dream

So like a waking. To me comes a creature,

Sometimes her head on one side, some another –

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow,

So filled and so becoming …

The Winter’s Tale III. iii
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A WHISPER: SSSSHH. The thinnest vehicle of breath.

This is a story that can only be told in a whisper.

There is a hush to difficult forms of knowing, an abashment, a sorrow, an inclination towards silence. My throat is misshapen with all it now carries. My heart is a sour, indolent fruit. I think the muzzle of time has made me thus, has deformed my mouth, my voice, my wanting to say. At first there was just this single image: her dress, the particular blue of hydrangeas, spattered with the purple of my father’s blood. She rose up from the floor into this lucid figure, unseemly, but oh! vivacious with gore. I remember I clung to her, that we were alert and knowing. There might have been a snake in the house, for all our watchful attention.

‘Don’t tell them,’ she said. That was all: don’t tell them.

Her eyes held my face, a fleck in watery darkness. Then we both wept; she washed me away. And when for comfort we held hands, overlapping, as girls do, in riddled ways, in secret understandings and unspoken allegiances, the sticky stuff of my father’s life bound us like sisters. Outside, at the screen door, our kelpie scratched and whimpered, demanding admittance. Mary and I ignored him. The scale and meaning to things at that moment was obdurately human.

*

How to gather, quietly and honourably, all that is now scattered? How to reanimate the dead as if they were human after all, not symbols, or functions that I must somehow deal with, not flimsy puppet cut-outs trimmed to my purpose?

When I was born, two years after my parents’ marriage, my mother was thirty-eight, my father thirty-six. Neither had expected children; indeed, both were accustomed to self-enclosure and habituated to types of loneliness their partnership did not quite alleviate. I was a mistake, a slightly embarrassing intervention, and knew this melancholy status from earliest childhood. Predictably, both treated me as a smallish adult, arranging a regimen of behaviour, insisting on rules and repression, talking in stern, pedagogical tones. Neither thought it necessary to express affection, nor to offer any physical affirmations of our bond. I was, in consequence, a beseeching child, grumpy, insecure, anxious for their approval, but also wilfully emphatic in ways that I knew would test and annoy them. In the battle between us, there were only losses. If it had not been for the Aboriginal women who raised me, I would never have known what it is like to lie against a breast, to sense skin as a gift, to feel the throb of a low pulse at the base of the neck, to listen, in intimate and sweet propinquity, to air entering and leaving a resting body.

I was born in 1930; part of my childhood was in war-time. My father, who had served as a young captain in the First World War, carried fragments of shrapnel deep in his back and therefore walked with an awkward, halting tilt. He had hated being invalided out of the army – a vague shame attached to his incapacitation – and when war came again he was doubly shamed to be refused a commission. He had become stubborn and mean-spirited, but also intent on proving his manhood. By 1928 he already had the weary eyes of someone disappointed by life, and married my mother, I think, as some obscure, even unnameable, compensation. It was certainly not love; love makes itself manifest, love is a tangible tenderness. It was an assertion against loss, a form of acquisition.

When they met, my father was in his final year reading anthropology at Cambridge; my mother worked as what was then still known as a ‘lady’s companion’. My father, Nicholas Keene, had money enough: his father owned four haberdashery stores in London, which he had invited his son to manage. In any case, they promised an independent yearly income. But the sight of mannequins in windows filled Nicholas with dread. He could not have told anyone why he felt swindled by the life his father offered him, and why, when he gazed into the shop windows he would eventually inherit, he felt a dull quiver of morbid trepidation. The garments hanging on lifeless bodies reminded him of the war. He saw before him again the ghastly carnage of 1918, the ruin of mud-caked men, discoloured khaki with death, lying there, gone. His own surprised aliveness had made him feel special, one of the elect, a survivor, a lucky man, even when he was blasted from behind and found his back torn open. He could not have stood behind a counter, dealing with body-shapes of clothing, the arms flapping loose on coat-hangers, the slack torso of any shirt. An anguish he did not recognise made him think of this often – bodies blown to kingdom come, the muck of it, the flesh. He would spend his life negotiating a dangerous contradiction, wanting both to remember and to forget the war.

Nicholas met Stella, my mother, in a shadowy little teashop opposite King’s College in Cambridge. As he pushed past a customer, looking sideways for a cosy booth on a freezing day, the tea on Nicholas’s tray toppled and splashed someone sitting to his left. My mother called out, sprang to her feet, and with agitated gestures began to whip away the scalding liquid. Apologising, my father bent to wipe her. The stain that spread in her lap was what Stella will later remember: she will describe to her favourite sister, Margaret, how shocking it seemed, how implicitly sexual. Nicholas and Stella sat together, each uncomfortable, but obliged, and realised a tenuous, incipient attraction.

Nicholas saw in Stella a plain woman who would not say no if he pursued her, a woman who would no doubt be flattered by his attentions; she saw in him an obscure sign of damage, guessing immediately from the way he moved when he entered the teashop – the little bell above the door made her look up with each entrance – that he had been wounded in the war and was shy and vulnerable. He would be flattered, she thought, if she agreed to walk out with him. In this oscillation of estimations both somehow converged, and agreed, almost without discussion, to meet in the same teashop the following day.

It was not an ardent courtship or an impassioned connection, merely the magnification of an accident and its spreading stain. If there was any romantic grandeur at all, it existed in the looming façade of King’s, mauve in the winter light, majestic, austere, that Stella glanced at nervously during their stilted conversations.

On their second meeting she wore her very best hat, a cloche in grey felt adorned by a peacock feather eye, but realised that Nicholas seemed not to notice at all. He was a man who was blankly unmoved by the details of the world; he was given to abstraction in all things, including people. There would be no endearments or simple sweet gestures, no love notes, or flowers or remarks on her looks. Both were given, by long practice, to attitudes of compromise. Both recomposed into the formal shape that would become a marriage, shrank themselves into the half-lives to which they had been subtending.

After his discharge from the army, Nicholas had worked for several years as a clerk in the Bank of England, until he found it intolerable and decided to return to his university studies, interrupted long ago by the declaration of war. But after only a few months studying the law, he changed his course to anthropology. It had the odd grandeur, somehow, of an uncompleted discipline and the challenging allure of frontier encounters.

Having repudiated his father, he decided he must uncover the mystery of what he liked to call ‘elemental man’. His theories on human development and the diversity of cultures were imperial and arrogant. He thought tribal peoples base, unintelligent and equivalent to children, but also that they held in their behaviour and beliefs the origins of sex, aggression and identity. He believed in the British Empire, in its right of governance. The few papers he later wrote, during his time in Western Australia, indicate too that he believed in universalising myths; specificity was less interesting to him than grand design.

According to Margaret, Stella Grant had been an interesting child. The eldest of three sisters (the third was Iris), she developed an early, inexplicable obsession with Shakespeare. Her father was a baker, her mother a housewife; there was nothing in her education or home life that would have predicted a literary infatuation.

She committed to memory a small selection of plays and almost fifty sonnets; she found in Shakespearean language the extravagance and elaboration, a betokening glory, that was lacking in her own much-too-common life.

Stella loved the rumoured universe in which people spoke in rhyming couplets or found intoxicant sentences and daring expressions. Apart from the stories themselves – inevitably of murderous or magical love – there was this flaunted language, this rude excess. So much existed in the declaimed desires and fates of others, in the magnitude of what speeches might form and express. In a life in which so much was hidden or unsaid, in which ‘pass the butter’ was the only dinner-time utterance (since her father, when he was there, believed children should be seen-and-not-heard), in a life governed by complaint, boredom and tedious attentions to domestic niceties, this world was utterly hers; she was clad in private satisfactions. And although Stella did not believe, like Hamlet, that there was ‘a divinity that shapes our ends’, she admired his questioning misery and made it her own.

At night, after lights-off, she lay in bed, softly reciting. Margaret remembers this was the chant she and Iris fell asleep to. She remembers her sister’s whispery sibilance and the bewildering quality of words and ideas she did not yet understand. Her voice, Margaret would say, still returns to me sometimes; it returns only in the darkness, just before sleeping. Only in the darkness, my sister, Stella.

When Stella left school she worked for a time in a confectionery store, wreathed by the scent of sugar she would come to find cloying and repulsive. She served spotty brats and their indulgent mothers, and each time she tipped a mound of bull’s-eyes or twisted a paper bag, she felt diminished. She hated her meaningless life, marked out by pennies’ worth of boiled sweets, gaudily striped, and the click of purses opened and closed, and the counting of small copper change, and the daily, infuriating, condescension.

Stella learned of a position as a lady’s companion, and found that it included the task of reading aloud. She decided that this would be a new captivity she might better endure. The lady, a Mrs Whiticombe, was a widow from the Great War who, as it happened, did not require much companionship. Stella was at liberty for at least half the day and developed over time a moony passivity, a sort of easy, wandering, dreamy suspension. She lost sight of her own life as a separate thing, and one day woke to discover she had been a ‘companion’ for almost twenty years and that the old woman before her, now in her eighties, was withering away.

When she met Nicholas Keene in the teashop Stella saw her escape, and Mrs Whiticombe obligingly died three weeks after the incident of spilled tea. Nothing was left to Stella in Mrs Whiticombe’s will. Despite her years of service this seemed somehow explicable; she had more or less, after all, ceased to exist. There was a convenience, therefore, on both sides in her marriage, although Australia was not mentioned, not even once, and she would never forgive Nicholas his presumption in dragging her, unconsulted, to the dark other-side of the planet.

At their wedding in the registry office Nicholas’s father cried. He removed his spectacles and dabbed his eyes in a manner those assembled found embarrassing. Of his three sons this was the only one still alive, and he could finally imagine grandchildren and the continuation of his name, the gold signs of ‘Keene & Sons’ granted perpetuity. Stella’s parents were also there, as well as her sisters, Margaret’s husband and her daughter and two sons. Margaret said that Nicholas did not once encircle her sister’s waist, and that both groom and bride appeared throughout to be having second thoughts.

Stella wore a sprig of cloth violets pinned to her collar; she fiddled restlessly, she appeared preoccupied. Mr Keene senior arranged a fancy supper at the local hotel (roast pork and beer, with afterwards a rich plum trifle); but he was the only one, the family decided, who thoroughly enjoyed himself.

It was a grey, gloomy day, with the threat of rain. There was no dancing and Nicholas drank too much. Among the practical wedding gifts – pots and pans, a Swiss clock, a set of Irish linen – lay, neatly folded, a Spanish shawl. Margaret had ordered it from Cadiz for her sister. This shawl, black and tasselled and embroidered with looped patterns of scarlet poppies, became for Stella the sad emblem of all her lost dreams, of all that was unShakespearean about her life.

This Spanish shawl is the only garment of my mother’s I still possess. When I wear it I think of her, all those years ago, a brand-new bride, peering ahead at the dim unknowable future, still untouched by my father’s embrace and still so uncertain. I wrap myself in what I imagine to be her unspoken misgivings, her sense of fatalism, her staunch opinions. The feel of it soothes me. It is soft and enveloping as memory. And now, a lifetime later, this shawl returns the shape of Stella’s shoulders and the particular inclination of her head. From the dark and backward abysm of time, a lift of the chin and a profile against the light.

*

I developed my stutter at ten, after my father’s death. Until then I had been fluent as any child, a chatterer, in fact, a blithely self-satisfied speaker. But suddenly I began to see words before my voice could claim them; they preceded me like a vision. Seeing the saying made it impossible. In my mouth syllables cracked open and shattered, my tongue became a heavy, resistant thing, words disassociated, halted and stuck. It was easier, I found, if I spoke at the level of a whisper, but even then I would sometimes see the words dumbly accumulate; they would roll in my head, like mist, like water, then emerge blurted and plosive, like something unstoppered.

Because of this affliction I spoke less and less. I began silently to read, finding that words in books, played in my head, held their rhythmic integrity. Others began to consider me a secretive child, or felt mild compassion, mistaking my silence for grief. My mother despaired. She was in a foreign country, without the wherewithal to return home. And now, as she put it, she was a widow, alone, and burdened with a stubborn, idiot child. She raged and scolded. She told me to pull myself together. But somehow, in language at least, I remained pulled apart. I had not until then thought myself so made up by words. I had not known how fundamentally a child might be recreated.

*

Nicholas chose Australia for his field work because it appealed to his sense of the insane: what intelligent Englishman would go willingly to Australia? A black continent, certainly, and full of intractable mysteries. Perhaps Nicholas also wished to punish his pale insipid wife, to drag her away from her sisters, to make her more dependent. Marriage had not been what he had expected; frustration and regret were already its features. Nicholas did not know that he would stay for over ten years, and that he would die there, aged forty-six, in a warm pool of his own blood, smelling dirt in his nostrils, listening to flies hover on desert wind, thinking in his extremity of everything and anything, anything that is to say, but England.

The country to which Nicholas and Stella came in 1930 was alien and indecipherable. There was an economic depression, a fear of communists, a secessionist movement rising in the west. There was a shabby genteel aristocracy, gold millionaires, indigent labourers and an isolationist attitude. Anthropology must have seemed to many a purely useless pursuit.

Nicholas had a meeting in Perth with the Chief Protector of Aborigines, and was told that his field-work projects would be useful in the governance of the natives. Aboriginal people were susceptible to the misguided influence of Reds and Foreigners and likely to be persuaded to sedition by God-bothering Missionaries. They needed to be watched, assessed. There had been ‘disturbances’, the Protector said. There had been casualties. Something hush-hush, apparently. Something unmentionable. Without enquiring what he meant, Nicholas felt assured of the importance of his work, knowing he would report back to agencies of the State.

In Perth, Nicholas and Stella boarded a merchant ship heading up the west coast. Nicholas possessed government papers, which he waved authoritatively, and the crew eyed him with suspicion and mocked his snooty accent. Nicholas watched as they yarned and smoked hand-rolled cigarettes, their manner collective, wry and self-assured; they swore, made crude jokes; they were their own community. He tried to join in, but was not admitted. Since he could not bear retreating to the claustrophobic cabin where Stella was ensconced, defiantly reading Shakespeare, he befriended the captain, another Englishman, as it happened, with a handlebar moustache not unlike Kitchener’s, whom he regarded as his only possible companion. Captain Smith gave Nicholas the benefit of his semi-local knowledge. The Aborigine, he said, like all primitive peoples, had a tendency to expire on contact with a superior race. It was the sad duty of Civilised Man to raise or erase the lesser humans, to enable the March of Progress and the Completion of God’s Plan. He confirmed that knowledge of how the black buggers thought would be useful in their management and control.

Nicholas watched the captain extract a thread of tobacco from the tip of his tongue and flick it away. He admired this man, a man of action. The world, Nicholas thought, was built by men like Captain Smith.

When he returned to the cabin, Stella was propped on the bunk, reading The Tempest. She wanted them drowned. She told him so. Something in their marriage had temporarily capsized her passivity. With wild eyes she stared up from under crumpled sheets and declared in a wicked tease: ‘I’ll warrant him for drowning, though the ship were no stronger than a nutshell, and leaky as an unstanched wench.’ The cabin smelled of Epsom salts and potions against seasickness. Nicholas turned away. ‘We split, we split!’ she cried out after him. Her voice was frayed and mildly hysterical. The vessel of their marriage was already sundered. The ocean around them heaved and roiled, and Nicholas, momentarily nauseous, felt like a child, afraid. His hand grasped the cold metal railing that led him back up the iron stairs, away from his wife and her fierce, lunatic quotations.

In Australia, he knew, he would be a better man, more substantial and more determined. His wife would settle down. She would be well-behaved. He would find again the young man he was when his brothers were alive, full of potential, confident, sure of each step he took towards the future. The bodies of his brothers were rotted in Flanders, forever foreign, but here he was, in a new world, on a new adventure, bent on discovering the why and the wherefore of primitive man. It would be no explanation, but at least a kind of purpose.
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IT IS DIFFICULT now to know what words might truly report them. Parents are recessed within us, in memory, in feeling, in ways we sometimes know best at faltering, precarious moments. A confident description is no guard against the discrepancies they hold for us. There is fond reminiscence and fickle recall; there is the freight of unsaid grievances and encumbering sorrows; there is stupefied infantilism and the persistence of their power. And more, perhaps, there is our faint speculation as to their indwelling lives: what lusts and frustrations, what cruelties and kindnesses, what dreams avowed, enacted or disavowed. We are puzzle-headed when we think of them. We are always subordinate. The cartoon they make for us can never be adequately drawn. In any case, some elusive dimension attaches to the imagining of lives that existed before we did, and to those, of course, no longer still alive. Telling stories, even in a whisper, carries this insufficiency.

I believe that in Australia, my father, Nicholas, felt once again heroic. He was a frontiersman, white, filled with colonial aspiration. When he and Stella disembarked in Broome, in the remote north-west, he sensed immediately the promise and seduction of adventure; but his wife, looking backwards, sensed vacancy and desolation. The brassy light enveloped them, stunning in its brightness; there were wondrous high skies and broad horizons, so that Nicholas felt expanded, as if on a mission. Stella, on the other hand, squinted in a rim of shadow beneath her broad linen bonnet, smoothed the front of her stiff poplin skirt, and believed that her life, just begun, had already ended. She developed a tough fury that she would exhibit for the rest of her life, so that it predominated even when she might have found reasons to be happy.

A trader from the ship drove them in a rattly Ford jalopy from the jetty to town. This was largely an Asian and Aboriginal town, built around the pearling and cattle industries. There were Japanese and Malay pearl divers, Chinese tradesmen, Aboriginal stock-workers, a tiny white community of owners and managers. Corrugated iron shacks lined the red gravel roads, many of them rusted, aslant, looking drunkenly derelict; there were boab trees, mudflats, mangy wandering dogs. Pearling luggers, caught by the receding tide, listed in despondent formations beyond mangrove swamps; the sea was visible, a strip of shine at a muddy distance. In town, small groups of Aboriginal people sat talking in peaceful clusters, or lounged in doorways, or on narrow verandas. It was a slow town, calm. There was a serene equanimity in the way the locals moved, in the hush of their talk, in the gestures of solicitude by which greetings were made and tasks were performed.

Stella peered from the cabin of the truck and could not understand what she was seeing. So many coloured people. So many foreign faces. For her this was a place of utter barbarity, and she had yet to learn that this was not their final destination. Nicholas had arranged a stay at a cattle station in the scrubland of spinifex and rocky outcrops, twenty miles southwest, so that he might be within scholarly proximity of his chosen Aboriginal tribe. Papers from the Chief Protector of Aborigines – who owned, in a sense, an entire people – instructed Nicholas on a location, and indeed the terms of his project. Only later did he guess he was being cast aside, sent where he might be most useless and forgotten.

They arrived at a modest whitewashed building, woodenpanelled and set on low stilts, called, somewhat grandly, the Continental Hotel. That first night, lying together beneath the high flimsy cone of a mosquito net, Nicholas tried to reason with his wife, but ended up hitting her. Stella instantly quietened. The bed they shared, enclosed against the tropical night and its streams of buzzing life, was sweltering and forlorn. It represented the world made brutal, another entrapment. Stella wept before she performed her wifely duty. Later, sticky with sweat and sexual fluids, aware of the smarting pain that had overtaken her face, she woke in the middle of the night, released herself from the net, and sat alone, on a hard chair, softly reciting sonnets.

As if by some instinct the wretch did know

His rider loved not speed, being made from thee:

The bloody spur cannot provoke him on

That sometimes anger thrust into his hide,

Which heavily he answers with a groan

More sharp to me than spurring to his side;

For that same groan doth put this in my mind:

My grief lies onward, my joy behind.

In her own ears her voice sounded plaintive and full of loss. It sounded shabby, as if she had suddenly aged, become one of the women she had seen in London living beneath shadowy bridges, with their lives in string bags and their wits asunder. It made no sense.

When the recitation offered no consolation, Stella wrote a letter by faint lamplight to her sister Margaret, telling her in lurid detail all that had happened. There was relief, after all, in silent words. In her own words, in those that fell in a cursive stream from her own inky pen. The nocturnal world, fractional and slow, continued around her, wheeling towards dawn. Powdery grey moths hurled against the window screens. On the ceiling small lizards, the colour of her skin, clicked and scampered, their hand-shapes clinging. Stella watched them dispassionately. She resigned herself, that night, to gigantic unhappiness, the kind that novelists don’t write of, the kind that doesn’t kill, but preserves monotonously some empty register of experience, so that one waits, and waits, and waits, and waits, until whatever bitter end might mercifully present itself.

At dawn Stella roused. She opened the door and pushed into a world dank and steamy with overnight rain. Unfamiliar flowers and raucous birdsong greeted her. It was like waking into a dream she did not understand. In the hotel kitchen, a wooden shed out the back flooding with vaporous new light, she met a kindly black woman who made her a cup of tea. She watched the woman at her morning ministrations – tending the fire in the stove, shifting pots and kettles, laying out teacups and spoons in symmetry on a tray – and understood that there are forms of order that might release one from meaning, ordinary tasks that might fill up an unfair life. She did not deem it necessary to talk to this woman; Stella was too disconsolate to express her own humanity. So she sat, tired now, bloodshot and hollowed by her wakeful night, and for some reason remembered Mrs Whiticombe’s old-woman’s hands, ropy and frail, spotted like old leaves on the verge of disintegration, resting on a pink candlewick bedspread at the moment of her death.

*

The wind in the scrubland was sear and soprano. It burned and sang. When it was high, it hoisted eddies of umber dirt, so that the air filled with grit and was choking and dry. There were the swollen forms of spirals and belly shapes moving across the land; Stella found them eerie and preternatural. She learned to bring in the washing so that it would not be coated with dirt, and to close the doors and the shutters until the dust storms departed. She learned, most of all, to seal herself in, to find what solace might lie in self-erasure.

Their lodgings at the cattle station were away from the main house, a small shack that had belonged to the stock manager before he suddenly left. When Mr Trevor, the station owner, first opened the door, Stella had seen nothing at all that could claim her affection. There was a combined kitchen-sitting room, ringed with faded yellow curtains, containing two upright wooden chairs pushed beneath a severe table; and a single bedroom, in which stood a sagging bed and a wardrobe, anomalously elegant, from another place and era. Disturbed by the sudden scrape of the door, a brown snake had slid out into the light and headed swerving through the doorway towards the long pale grass. Stella squealed as it passed her.

‘Better get used to it, luv,’ Mr Trevor said. He was unconcerned. He watched the snake depart and then spat on the ground, a hearty gob, as it disappeared.

Nicholas marched forward to disguise his fear. He too was rather alarmed by what he had arrived at, the austerity of it all, the danger of remoteness, this slantwise light that revealed the cruel hardness of things. In the pit of his stomach he felt a seizure, a wrench.

‘Good-oh!’ he declared, and Mr Trevor, his hands on his hips, stockman’s hat tilted away from his sweaty forehead, bent forward and let out a derisive snort.

When Nicholas pulled back the yellow curtains he saw in the distance a clump of acacia, and beneath it, in sparse shade, resting in the groove of a dry creek-bed, a family group of about ten or twelve people. They would be the subjects, or rather, the objects, of his research. They looked, he thought, rather mundane, not noble savages or extraordinary specimens of humanity. They wore cast-off clothes, mostly filthy and shredded, and had matted hair and looks of drear resignation. They roasted a lizard – one he would later know as goanna – in the ashes of a fire, and passed a canvas water bag between them, each taking a swig. He had read of this communalism, but found the sight of it disturbed him – so much bodily correspondence, so much touch and exchange. In a purely impulsive gesture Nicholas waved from the window, but no one saw him. The family continued their meal as if he did not exist.

That night, tossing fitfully on a lumpy horsehair mattress, Nicholas dreamed he left the house through the yellow-curtained window (as one is magically able, floating in dreams) and joined the Aboriginal family around the fire. He sat in the dirt and shared their meal. The meat was oily and hot, and he had difficulty chewing it. Sinewy muscle and foul-tasting flesh filled up the chamber of his mouth, pushing it outwards so that his face distorted. Nicholas felt himself gag, and then began to vomit. He soiled his own trousers and was reduced, since he could not find the bag of water, to wiping away the mess with his two bare hands. An old man laughed at him, exactly as Mr Trevor had


*






*






This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorised distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.

Version 1.0

Epub ISBN 9781448104802

www.randomhouse.co.uk

Published by Vintage 2008

2 4 6 8 10 9 7 5 3 1

Copyright © Gail Jones 2007

Gail Jones has asserted her right under the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988 to be identified as the author of this work

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition, including this condition, being imposed on the subsequent purchaser

First published in Great Britain in 2007 by Harvill Secker

Vintage
Random House, 20 Vauxhall Bridge Road,
London SW1V 2SA

www.vintage-books.co.uk

Addresses for companies within The Random House Group Limited can be found at: www.randomhouse.co.uk/offices.htm

The Random House Group Limited Reg. No. 954009

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library

ISBN 9780099507093

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
&« VINTAGE

SORRY

GAIL JONES





OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
VINTAGE BOOKS

P





