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    Praise for The Glass Painters Daughter

  

  Fans of Possession and Labyrinth will recognise the careful historical research Hore has undertaken and enjoy the seamless blend of past and present
  narratives into one beautiful story

  Waterstones Books Quarterly

  
    A delightful and romantic tale Barbara Erskine

  

  
    Reflection, refraction and reconciliation are the three resonant themes of this exquisite novel . . . perfect book to pack on holiday

    Lancashire Evening Post

  

  
    Praise for The Memory Garden

  

  With her second novel, Rachel Hore proves she does place and setting as well as romance and relationships. Tiny, hidden Lamorna Cove in Cornwall is the backdrop to two huge
  tales of illicit passion and thwarted ambition . . . Clever stuff

  Daily Mirror

  
    Rachel Hore knows the tricks of her trade and keeps the pages turning by adding a hint of a past mystery, too. Cleverly done

    Now

  

  
    Rachels Hores second novel is pitched perfectly for a holiday read

    Guardian

  

  
    An engrossing read!

    Yours

  

  
    Praise for The Dream House

  

  A beautifully written and magical novel about life, love and family . . . tender and funny, warm and wise, the story of one womans search for the perfect life which
  isnt quite where she thought she would find it. I loved it!

  Cathy Kelly

  
    What a treat . . . Its so very real and utterly unputdownable

    Chris Manby

  

  I loved it. Its brilliantly evocative, wonderfully romantic and it kept me guessing right through to the end

  Daisy Waugh

  
    I found this a totally absorbing, intriguing and romantic read, and the period detail, in particular, was beautifully evoked. A wonderfully atmospheric debut by a writer
    to watch

    Isabel Wolff

  

  The Dream House is a book that so many of us will identify with . . . engrossing, pleasantly surprising and thoroughly readable

  Santa Montefiore

  
    Warm, very true to life and totally engrossing

    Jenny Colgan

  

  

  For Jenny, my sister

  

  
    
      	
        
          
            
              
                
                  
                    
                      
                        Look at the stars! Look, look up at the skies!

                        O look at all the fire-folk sitting in the air!

                        The bright boroughs, the circle citadels there!

                      

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      
    

    
      	
        
          The Starlight Night



          by Gerald Manley Hopkins

        

      
    

  

  
    If you are cheerful, and wish to remain so, leave the study of astronomy alone. Of all the sciences it alone deserves the character of the terrible . . . if on the other hand,
    you are restless and anxious about the future, study astronomy at once. Your troubles will be reduced amazingly. But your study will reduce them in a singular way, by reducing the importance of
    everything. So that the science is still terrible, even as a panacea . . . It is better  far better  for men to forget the universe than to bear it clearly in mind.

  

  Two on a Tower by Thomas Hardy

  

  The night before it all begins, Jude has the dream again.

  She is stumbling through a dark forest, lost and crying for her mother. She always wakes before the end so she never knows whether she finds her, but its very vivid. She feels the loamy
  earth, hears twigs crack under her feet and smells the rich woody fragrances that are always strongest at night, when the trees are breathing. Its chilly. Brambles catch at her hair. And the
  panic, the despair, theyre real enough as she claws her way to consciousness; she scrabbles for the light switch and lies waiting for her sobbing breaths and racing heart to slow.

  This is the nightmare she had when she was a child. Whats brought it back now, she cannot say. She passed many terrible nights after losing Mark, but was never haunted by this particular
  dream. Just as she thinks shes regaining control of her life it scorns her feeble attempts and pulls her back into powerless infancy.

  She once asked a school friend, who had an interest in dreams, what it could mean.

  A dense forest, was it? Mmm. Sophie reached for a book from her shelf, flipped the pages till she found what she wanted and read out,  Loss in trade, unhappy
  home influences and quarrels among families. Ring any bells? She looked at Jude hopefully.

  That sounds like a horoscope in a magazine, Jude said. You can take it any number of ways. One, I was short-changed in the chemist today, and, two, my family is always
  bickering, like any other.

  They are weird, though, your family, Sophie said, closing the book.

  No weirder than yours, Jude retorted.

  But in the weeks that follow the return of her dream, she comes to realize that Sophie had a point.

  

  Part I

  

  Chapter 1

  June 2008


  How tiny and random are the events that shape our destiny.



  By the time she left for the office the next morning, Jude had almost forgotten her dream. Waiting for the train at Greenwich station, the sudden wail of a toddler brought back fragments of her
  distress, but by the time she reached Bond Street these too were displaced by other, more mundane worries. She had no sense that something important was about to happen, something that on the face
  of it was quite insignificant.

  It was Friday lunchtime in the Books and Manuscripts department of Beechams Auctioneers in Mayfair. Shed been sitting at her computer screen all morning, cataloguing rare first
  editions of eighteenth-century poets for a forthcoming sale. A painstaking job, it meant describing the contents of each slim volume, noting its condition and recording any quirks or flourishes
   a handwritten dedication, say, or scribbled annotations  that might tickle the interest of potential buyers. Annoying then, when anyone broke her concentration.

  Jude. Inigo, who inhabited the next desk in their open-plan office, came over clasping a mess of paper festooned with multicoloured sticky-backed notes. Proofs of the
  September catalogue. Where do you want them?

  Oh, thanks, she murmured. Give em here. She dumped the pile on the already overflowing tray beside her computer, then started to type another sentence. Inigo
  didnt take the hint.

  I really do think you should look at the Bloomsbury pages again, he said in his most pompous tone. I jotted down a couple of points, if youd like to . . .
  ?

  Inigo  she said, trying and failing to frame a polite way of saying mind your own business. The Bloomsbury Group first editions were her responsibility and she
  didnt report to him in any way on them or on anything else. That never stopped him from interfering. Can we talk this afternoon? I must finish this.

  Inigo nodded and glided back to his desk where he started to get ready to go out. Jude couldnt stop herself watching, fascinated, as he slid his tweed jacket on over the matching
  waistcoat, tucked his fountain pen into the breast pocket, straightened his silk cravat and ran smoothing fingers across his schoolboy fair hair. It was a kind of ritual.

  Going somewhere important, Inigo? she remarked.

  Looking pleased that shed asked, he whispered, Im meeting Lord Madingsfield at Chez Gerard, and tapped the side of his nose to indicate confidential business.

  Lord Madingsfield again? she said, surprised. Well, have fun. She turned back to her keyboard. Inigo had been toadying up to this wealthy collector for months
  now. In her private opinion the wily old aristocrat was stringing him along.

  Were in quite a delicate stage of negotiation, actually, Inigo said and pursed his cherubic lips, as though the idea of having fun was beneath him.

  Jude and Suri, the trainee cataloguer who sat at the desk opposite, exchanged mock-impressed glances. Suri looked back quickly at her work, but Jude could see her shoulders quivering with
  suppressed mirth. Inigo took everything in life too seriously, but most of all, his place in it. He locked the drawers of his desk, then, grasping his hand-tooled leather briefcase, he departed,
  pressing the release button of the door to the lobby with his usual little flourish. Through the glass, the women saw him jab at the lift button several times, his dapper figure fussy as a dog with
  a flea. Only when the lift arrived and swallowed him up did they give way to their laughter.

  I wonder what hed say if he saw a video of himself, Suri managed to say between giggles. She stood up to go out herself, adjusting the clasp in her glossy black hair and
  swinging her handbag onto her shoulder.

  Hed probably fall in love, poor boy, Jude said as she typed. Enjoy your lunch.

  Can I get you anything? Suri said. Im going past Clooneys if you want a sandwich.

  Thanks, but Ill be OK, replied Jude, smiling at her. Ill break the back of this copy, then maybe slip out myself. When Suri had gone, she took a
  mouthful of mineral water from a bottle hidden under the desk. Lunch must be forgone. There was too much to do. Anyway, the waistband of her new trouser suit was too tight and she couldnt
  risk the buttons popping off at dinner tonight.

  She picked up a musty volume from one pile, studied it quickly and laid it down on another. Full calf  she wrote  rebacked with raised bands. Blind tooling to boards. A
  good clean copy of an important contemporary work.

  It was at that moment that the Hand of Destiny struck.

  The phone on Inigos desk began to shrill, piercing her concentration. Insistent, self-important, like its owner. She stared at it, willing it to stop. The caller would probably be a
  time-waster: a quavery old dear hoping to make a mint out of her dog-eared Agatha Christie collection, or a know-it-all antiquarian bookseller demanding a personal audience. But it would ring eight
  times, then transfer to Suris phone and ring another eight before going to message . . . Snatching up her own phone she pressed a button.

  Books and Manuscripts. Hello?

  Inigo Selbourne, please, came a plummy male voice.

  Im afraid hes at lunch, Jude said, and in case the caller assumed she was Inigos secretary, which happened dispiritingly often, she added, Im
  Jude Gower, another valuer. Can I give him a message?

  If you would. My names Wickham. Im telephoning from Starbrough Hall in Norfolk.

  Jude felt a frisson of interest. Norfolk was home turf. Where on earth was Starbrough Hall, though? She leaned closer into the phone.

  Ive a collection of eighteenth-century books I want him to look at, Mr Wickham went on. Ive been assured by a friend that theyre likely to have
  significant value.

  Jude flipped to a fresh page on her notepad and wrote Starbrough Hall at the top in neat capitals, then stared at the words, trying to understand why they tugged at her memory. She
  didnt think shed ever been to Starbrough Hall, but for some reason a picture of her grandmother rose in her mind.

  Does Inigo have your number, Mr Wickham?

  No. When he recited it the local code was familiar. The same as her sisters, in fact. That was it. Starbrough Hall was part of the big estate where Gran had lived as a
  child. She wrote down the phone number and doodled a jagged star shape round it.

  If she finished the call and passed the message on to Inigo, shed have done her job. But the name Starbrough meant something to her, and she was intrigued. On the other hand, the material
  he wanted to sell might prove of little interest to Beechams. Mr Wickham, she asked, what sort of books are they? Its only that the eighteenth century is my
  particular period.

  Is it? Wickham said. Well perhaps I should be dealing with you instead of Mr Selbourne.

  She opened her mouth to say that Inigo was perfectly competent to deal with the collection, and found she didnt want to. It was a conundrum. Robert Wickham had asked specifically for
  Inigo. Jude would be furious if Inigo took work from her  and Suri told her that he had done that once despite her name being recommended by another client. Still, she didnt want to
  sink to his level. It was ridiculous really, that they played this constant game of comeuppance. The head of department, Klaus Vanderbilt, was always banging on about how they should work together
  to wrest business from the other big auction houses. In fact she had a lot of respect for Inigos professional abilities; it was his constant pushiness that irritated her. She could never
  quite relax with him in the office.

  Do you know Inigo Selbourne? she asked Robert Wickham. I mean, was he recommended to you?

  No, never heard of the man until a moment ago. Your switchboard suggested him.

  So she wasnt muscling in on something that was rightly Inigos.

  Well in that case, she told Wickham, with a shameful sense of triumph, Ill deal with the matter, if you like.

  Im happy with that. The collection belonged to an ancestor of mine, Anthony Wickham. He was something of an amateur stargazer, and most of the books relate to his hobby. Id
  like you to value them with a view to possible placement for sale.

  An astronomer, was he? Thats interesting. Jude was scribbling down details. Scientific tomes, particularly from the eighteenth century  the Age of Discover 
  were a lively area at the moment. She could think of two or three dealers who would want to know more.

  There are several first editions among them, so Im told. And I should mention the manuscripts, Wickham went on. His charts and observation records. Cant make
  head or tail of them myself. My mother is more familiar with the material. Anyway, I expect youll be able to tell straight away once youre down here.

  How many books are we talking about? I dont suppose theres any chance you could bring them to the office? she asked.

  Oh heavens, no. There are a couple of hundred or more. And the papers, well theyre very delicate. Look, if its a nuisance, I can always call Sothebys. I was thinking
  of doing so anyway. Its just that my friend said to try you first.

  No, dont worry, Ill come down, she said hastily. I thought it worth asking, thats all.

  We have some of his instruments, as well. Bits of telescope. And a whatnot . . . One of those spherical models of the solar system.

  An orrery, you mean? This whole thing was beginning to sound worth a journey. She shuffled books and papers with her free hand, looking for her desk diary.

  Orrery. Thats it, Robert Wickham continued. Shows the planets going round the sun. So youd be prepared to make a visit?

  Of course, she replied. She caught sight of the diary in her in tray, under the mess of proofs Inigo had left. When would suit you? She turned the pages. Could she
  get away next week? If Wickham was threatening to show other auction houses as well, she needed to be ahead of the game.

  Im away now for a few days, he said, so itll have to be after that. They agreed that she would visit Starbrough Hall on Friday, in a weeks time.
  Youll be driving, will you? Ill email directions. Its too complicated for the phone. The nearest place of any size is Holt. And you can stay overnight if you like.
  Plenty of room here and my mother and I would be delighted to entertain you. My wife will be away with the children, so youll have some peace and quiet.

  Thats very kind. I probably wont need to stay, Jude said. Ive got family in the area, you see. She hadnt been home to Norfolk for ages. It would
  be a good opportunity. Perhaps her boyfriend, Caspar, would come, too.

  After she put down the phone she prowled the department, unsettled. The Starbrough Hall collection was important, she was absolutely sure, though she couldnt put her finger on why she
  felt this. And if it was important and she could secure it for Beechams it would look good. And looking good was important right now, because Klaus Vanderbilt was approaching retirement age
  and Beechams would need a new head of department.

  She was mulling over, as she often did, what her own chances of promotion were against Inigos, when her eye fell on her notepad and the words Starbrough Hall.

  She still couldnt visualize the place. Going across to the departments reference shelves she extracted an outsize volume entitled Great Houses of East Anglia and laid it on
  Inigos desk. When she turned to S she found a grainy black and white photograph. Starbrough Hall was a graceful, if stark-looking Palladian villa with a gravel forecourt and a
  great featureless expanse of lawn. Two miles from the village of Starbrough. Built 1720, said the short text, by Edward Wickham Esq. on the burned-out ruins of the old manor
  house of Starbrough. Starbrough. That was very near Claire. She had certainly driven through Starbrough village at some point; she remembered the outsize church, a green with a pretty
  village sign and a bench girdling a mountainous oak tree. Grans father had been gamekeeper on the Starbrough estate, she believed, but she didnt know where theyd lived.

  She sat musing for a moment in the empty office, then reached for the phone to ring Gran.

•   •   •


  The old lady drowsed in the afternoons now, especially when the sun played across the floor of her living room, filling it with warmth and flickering light. It being the last
  Friday in June, the coastal village of Blakeney was busy with holidaymakers, but if she removed her hearing aid the sounds of people and boat trailers passing her window, which looked out on the
  little Norfolk harbour, subsided to a soothing background murmur. In her drowsy state, pictures of the past seemed to dance across her eyelids. Half-deaf she might be now, but long-ago voices,
  skirls of happy laughter, bubbled up in her memory as fresh as spring water.



  She was remembering being a child again, little Jessie, playing hide and seek at the edge of the forest. Shed been good at this game, could swarm up a tree in an instant and curl up in
  the crook of a branch, small and still as a little brown bird, so that the others never found her. But once shed wandered too far, deep among the trees beyond the folly, where her father had
  told her never to go because little girls could get lost, or worse. It was that day that she first saw her  the wild girl. She sensed her before she saw her; she knew by a prickly feeling
  that she was being watched. Pausing, rigid, listening, her mind formed threatening shapes out of the shadows of the great trees and the flickering latticework of leaves and branches overhead. And
  all at once, something flashed silver among the lowest branches of a spreading oak. Jessie gasped, I can see you. And after a moment the wood-creature slid down from its hiding place.
  It was a girl of about her own age, eight, and at first Jessie was reminded of a picture in a story book at school. She looked like a flower fairy, this child, in a shabby brown tunic dress with
  leaves caught in her hair. Hello, Jessie said, why were you watching me? But the girl only shrugged. Cant you speak? Why cant you speak?
  Jessie breathed. The child placed her fingers across her lips and said, Shh. Its a secret. Then her eyes widened with merriment, and she beckoned. Where are we
  going? Jessie asked, as the girl plunged deeper into the forest. I must go back. Im not allowed . . . The sprite shook her head and ducked down under a dead branch. And,
  following her, Jessie saw a crop of small pink flowers. Orchids! She knew immediately, for her father had once brought home one hed found while checking traps. The flower fairy
  stooped and plucked one and gave it to Jessie. Pretty! Jessie said and she and the girl smiled at one another, complicit . . .

  She drifted back to consciousness, dimly aware of a distant ringing, fumbling with her hearing aid as she made her way to the phone.

  Judith! She would hesitate to say that Jude was her favourite grandchild, but she felt a closeness to her she never quite felt with Claire, dear cross little Claire.

  Im going to Starbrough Hall next Friday, Gran. Can I stay with you on Thursday night? Jude was saying. Id love to ask you about the place.

  Starbrough? Jude heard Jessies surprise, but all the old lady said next was, It would be lovely to see you, dear. Will you get here for tea?

  When she put down the phone, Jessie leaned against the sideboard, deluged by a flood of memories. Starbrough Hall. Shed thought about the wild girl a great deal recently; in fact her mind
  these days was like a reel of old film, playing random scenes from the distant past. And now her grandchild was going there. Why? She hadnt said. Starbrough. Perhaps the opportunity had come
  to make things right again.

•   •   •


  Later in the afternoon, after an irritating couple of hours in which the phones didnt cease ringing, and a pedantic argument with Inigo over the Bloomsbury first
  editions, Jude finished writing her copy then took refuge in the storeroom next door to sort books into lots for auction. She always found it a soothing, absorbing task and it freed her mind.
  Musing about the Starbrough Hall collection she suddenly thought of her old friend Cecelia. Theyd met at university, but whereas Jude had gone out into the Real World of work, Cecelia was
  still burrowing away in university libraries researching the scientific revolution of the late eighteenth century. When theyd last met, for a drink a year or so ago, she was sure Cecelia had
  said something to do with a book she was writing about astronomy of the period. Shed have to get in touch with her.



  What seemed a very short time later, Suri put her head round the door. Im off now, Jude. Were going straight down to my parents in Chichester and the traffic will
  probably be awful. Have a lovely weekend.

  Heck, its nearly six. I mustnt be long either! The storeroom had no windows, which could be disorientating.

  Were going to dinner with some friends of Caspars tonight, she told Suri, as they returned to the main office. Did I tell you, were all going on holiday
  to France in a couple of weeks? Ive only met them twice. Mad, arent I?

  Its brave, if you dont know them, said Suri, looking unsure whether she was expected to agree. What happens if you dont get on?

  I expect we will, Jude said, trying to sound positive. They seem good fun. Anyway, lots of vino always oils the wheels.

  After Suri had left, Jude tidied her desk, returning books to shelves in swift deft movements and straightening the piles of paper. She wasnt sure she liked what she had seen in
  Suris gaze  a kind of pity. At twenty-six and newly engaged to a boy shed met at uni, Suri still saw life with a fresh innocence. Her world was wonderful, full of colour and
  hope and happiness, and Jude loved her for it. Even Inigos patronizing comments rarely managed to cloud Suris lovely glowing aura. I was like that once, she realized, with a
  little stab of self-pity.

  Half-past six found her pushing her way through the aimless summer crowds choking the alley that ran alongside Charing Cross railway station down to Embankment tube.

  Even if she hadnt known him, her eye would have been drawn to the figure leaning against a pillar, tapping something into his BlackBerry. Caspar was a powerfully built man in a navy
  designer suit and starched white shirt. Five years older than Judes thirty-four, he was handsome and lively, with dark curly hair combed back into submission with the merest slick of gel.
  Shed met him a few months ago at a friends drinks party. She, touching five feet ten, and voluptuous, was a good physical match for him. He was drawn by her soft dark eyes and the
  cloud of wavy strawberry-blonde hair, which she wore clasped at the nape of her neck. Quite a Madonna, you are. You looked sad, but then you smiled, he said, when she once asked him
  teasingly why hed been drawn to her that evening. So many people only smile with their mouths, but you smiled with your eyes like you cared. I liked that.

  She in turn had liked the way he moved fluidly amongst this sophisticated group of city-dwellers, so obviously enjoying himself, belonging. Hed never married, nor indeed had many of his
  large network of friends truly settled down. They were too busy working hard at careers they loved  Caspar and his friend Jack ran the New Media advertising consultancy  and playing
  hard, too. Even his married friends on the whole didnt have children. This was another thing that drew her to him, she knew, this living for the moment. They never talked about the future,
  but then the present was still all she could manage. When he asked her to come on holiday with some of his friends she hesitated, then thought, why not? Itll be a laugh, he
  said. We have a great time. She had every reason to believe him, but a worm of worry still wriggled inside her.

  All her own friends, it seemed  the ones who witnessed her marriage to Mark six years before  were sending invitations to their own weddings, or announcements of the births of
  their children. As well as a niece, six-year-old Summer, she already had another godchild and was about to attend the christening of a third, Milo. Little Milo, aged eight months, the child of an
  ex-colleague, was a scrumptious wide-eyed bambino whom she had accompanied, with his mother, to London Zoo a few weeks back. She hardly saw three-year-old Jennifer, whose parents  Sophie was
  Judes best friend from school  had moved to the States last year, but the photographs Sophie emailed Jude tugged unbearably at her heart.

  Hi. Sorry Im late, she said, her hand briefly resting on Caspars tailored sleeve.

  Youre not, Caspar replied, pulling her to him for one of his quick but expert kisses. His dark eyes gleaming, his gaze flicked over her appreciatively, and she was glad
  shed bought the trouser suit  and skipped lunch to fit it. Pretty earrings, he commented, recognizing them, and she touched one of the elegant silver cube studs
  hed given her for her birthday at Easter, soon after theyd first met. She was sure she had hinted that she usually wore gold, but she loved them anyway because they were his
  choice.

  Luke and Marney want us at eight, he said. Lets go get a drink. They found a wine bar nearby where Caspar magically secured the last table. After the first few
  mouthfuls of syrupy Burgundy on her empty stomach, Jude felt light-headed.

  How did your presentation go? she asked him. He and Jack were pitching for a teenage sports fashion account.

  Good, he replied. Hed drained his glass already and was pouring his next. They went crazy for the movie-clip idea. If we find the right kids for the shoot, it could
  be amazing. Jacks started going through the agencies. Hows the dusty world of dead-tree technology? He was always teasing her that her job involved handling old books when the
  future of modern media was online. The prices they sold at impressed him, though.

  Something quite beguiling has cropped up, she told him. Its the collection of an eighteenth-century astronomer. Im going up to Norfolk on Friday. Its
  funny really, its just where Gran was brought up. Caspar, I wondered . . . The alcohol gave her courage to ask. We werent doing anything next weekend, were we, you and
  me? Im staying with Gran on Thursday night and working on Friday, so I mean Friday and Saturday nights. Ive got to go to Milos christening on Sunday, but thats do-able.
  You could drive down and meet me in Norfolk on Friday evening. Or earlier, if you like. And come to the christening. I know Shirley and Martin would love to meet you.

  Fridays the fourth, right? I think its Tate and Yasmins flat-warming  no, thats the Saturday. He picked up his BlackBerry and started pressing
  keys. Yeah, but we dont have to do that.

  Really? Only we could see my sister, Claire, and her little girl. You havent met them, you see, and I thought . . . Their place is too tiny for both of us, but theres a bed
  and breakfast in the village or maybe we could go out to the coast. The countrysides beautiful; we could go walking . . . She stopped, aware that he wasnt listening.

  Caspars eyes narrowed as he stared at his BlackBerry, the blue light from the screen flickering eerily across his face. He seemed tense, worried.

  Ah, he said, suddenly cheered by something hed found. Im really sorry, Jude, but Im due in Paris on the Sunday for a presentation on Monday. Jack and
  Ill need Saturday to prepare.

  Oh, thats a shame. You havent met my family. I particularly thought youd like Claire.

  Shes . . . the disabled one?

  She has a slight limp, thats all. Disabled is not how Jude thought of her sister. Pretty, feisty, outspoken, an astute businesswoman, yes, but never disabled. Shed
  been born with one leg slightly shorter than the other; something that had meant a childhood punctuated by hospital operations. Her little girls called Summer. I havent seen
  them properly for weeks.

  I thought you all met up at the airport last week. Theyd gone to see their mother off to Spain with her new husband, Douglas, who was renovating a villa in the hills behind
  Malaga.

  Stansted airport is hardly a relaxing place for a chat.

  Well, Ill have to meet Claire and Summer  cute name  another time.

  Now hed worked his way into the part he managed to look sincerely sorry, but Jude was disappointed. It wasnt the first opportunity hed turned down of meeting her family, and
  it mattered to her. Come to think of it, she hadnt met any of his relations either. He was the only child of Polish parents, who lived in Sheffield, hed told her that much. In all the
  time shed known him, hed never gone home to visit them and if theyd come down to London he hadnt told her. This hadnt struck her as odd before, but now it
  did.

  One of the little earrings was hurting. She put a hand up and loosened it carefully. It came apart. She caught the bits just in time.

  

  Chapter 2

  Coming home to the white terraced house in Greenwich was always a pleasure. She elbowed the door shut and dumped her supermarket bags in the kitchen. Shed stayed at
  Caspars in Islington the previous night, but, although today was Saturday, he had some things to sort out at the office, so she had travelled back into town with him on the Tube and they
  went their separate ways at Kings Cross. They hadnt spoken much. Hed looked the worse for wear  hed had far too much to drink the previous night, the dinner party
  having gone on until the small hours. If she was honest, Jude had enjoyed the evening even less than shed feared. The six other people there, who encountered individually had seemed friendly
  and amusing, proved dreary en masse. Last night they talked about restaurants she hadnt been to, and designer names she didnt care about, and old university friends shed never
  met and shed quietly picked at her food, feeling excluded and mutinous. The thought of spending a fortnight in the Dordogne in their company was frankly depressing. When at one gap in the
  conversation she had asked about sightseeing near Brantme, their hostess, languid Marney, had wrinkled her nose and said that they usually passed their days by the villas pool, only
  emerging in the evening to find somewhere for dinner. Its usually too hot for walking around anyway, she drawled.

  And lets face it, broke in plump, giggly Paula, once youve seen one chateau youve seen the whole bloody lot. Everybody laughed and Jude forced a
  polite smile.

  Jude, whose pale English skin turned scarlet in the sun, hated lying around by pools. Her ideal holiday involved exploring tranquil towns and villages, and finding out about their histories,
  which were often surprisingly colourful and violent. It looked as if shed be doing it on her own this time. She suspected from their conversation in the wine bar that Caspar didnt
  like walking and exploring either.

  Safe back home now, she kicked off her shoes and went to fill the kettle, relaxed in her own company, though, in this pretty house, she never felt entirely alone. It was the home that she and
  Mark had chosen together when they got engaged, where theyd lived together for the three short years of their marriage, and she still felt a strong sense of him, as though hed walk
  back in at any moment. During the last couple of years, various people  her mother, her sister, Marks sister, Sophie  had begun to worry about this, suggesting she sell up,
  implying that it was unhealthy to surround herself with all these memories; but apart from letting them sort out his clothes she did nothing. It reassured her to be among Marks things; it
  was part of her survival mechanism. The white-painted walls of the living room were still hung with the stunning photographs hed taken  of the Patagonian wilderness, of Kilimanjaro
  and the Cairngorms  during climbing expeditions in the long holidays hed enjoyed as a schoolteacher. Some of their modern furniture, like the wrought-iron bedstead and the
  bright-patterned sofa, theyd picked together, but the Victorian oval mirror and the William de Morgan tiles in the fireplace were Judes choice. Mark liked new, Jude liked old. It was
  a joke between them. Whenever they went anywhere together  back home to Norfolk or for a day trip to the south coast  Jude would say Im just popping in here and
  disappear into some mysterious emporium filled with fascinating treasures, leaving Mark to check out modern gizmos in the camping shop or the chandlers. Hed laughed at some of her
  curios, particularly the small trio of Indian elephants, whose beady eyes had pleaded with her from a junk-shop window.

  Drinking her coffee, she walked slowly around the living room, stopping to turn the small antique globe on the sideboard and to pick up one of the ebony elephants, loving the warmth of the wood
  in her hand. Elephants should always face the door or youll get bad luck, shed told Mark.

  Why the door? hed drawled, crossing his arms, the signal that he was putting on his sceptical-scientist act. That was another difference between them. She loved old legends
  and superstitions; he was interested in debunking them. But they both enjoyed a lively discussion.

  Its something Dad used to say. Perhaps they need to get out easily if theres a fire or something.

  Ive never heard such a crazy idea, Mark teased and theyd laughed.

  They were so different from one another in so many ways, but they were meant to be together. Shed always felt it. Ever since the first time they met. So why had she been so cheated?

  She dusted the little elephant and returned it carefully to its place.

  The thought that today lay empty before her imparted a marvellous feeling. As she unpacked her shopping she considered what to do with the time. Walk up the hill to study the displays at the
  Royal Observatory, perhaps, and get herself into the mood for astronomy?

  When she went to stow the milk in the fridge her eye fell on a photograph of her niece, fastened to the door. Summer. The name suited the childs fine honey-coloured hair and blue eyes,
  her airy-fairy lightness. Extraordinary to think shed be seven in August. It would be lovely if she could see her next weekend. She reached for the house phone and speed-dialled
  Claires work number.

  Star Bureau, came her sisters brisk voice. Claire ran a small shop with a friend in the Norfolk market town of Holt. It sold all sorts of gifts connected with stars and
  astrology. A nice sideline to this was a service enabling people to name a star, maybe after a loved one. For a modest sum, they received a certificate giving the location and official serial
  number of the star and a framed poem shed written called Stardust, which Jude thought didnt quite scan in the third line, but knew her opinion on this, as on various
  other matters, would not be welcome.

  Its Jude. Are you madly busy?

  Oh, its you! Just a moment . . . Linda, Ill take this in the office . . . Its my sister, Jude heard her tell her business partner. Then, Id
  better be quick, Jude. The place is full of tourists. Hang on, move, cat. Jude pictured Claire, small elfin face, whip-thin, shooing Pandora, the black and white cat that accompanied her to
  work some days. I was going to ring you, Jude. Would you like to come and stay sometime? Summers been asking. Summer, not Claire, Jude noted, then dismissed the thought as
  ungenerous.

  I was wondering about next weekend, actually. Are you likely to be around?

  Now lets see. Im in Dubai on Saturday with Piers and flying on to the Solomon Islands on Sunday with Rupert. Dont be silly, of course Im around. When do I ever
  go anywhere? I cant afford it for a start.

  Jude recognized the old edge to her sisters voice, and her laugh was unconvincing. The Star Bureau struggled to make a modest profit, and much of Claires share of that went on the
  mortgage for her cottage. Claire had never spoken of her jealousy of Judes financial security, but the odd heavy hint made her feel guilty. And led her to post Claire a cheque occasionally,
  avoiding damage to her sisters pride by insisting the money was to buy something for Summer.

  Well, could I book myself in for Friday and Saturday nights? Id have to leave early on Sunday.

  Sure, it would be lovely to see you, if you dont mind going in with Summer.

  I love sleeping in Summers room. She doesnt snore like you. How is my darling niece, by the way?

  Shes all right. Jude heard a slight catch in her sisters voice. She won a Magic Star for her reading last week.

  A magic star?

  Its when you get twenty-five ordinary stars.

  Good old Summer.

  Otherwise, oh, I dont know, Im a bit worried about her.

  Oh no, why?

  Shes not sleeping well. Keeps having bad dreams. Im not sure youll want to sleep in with her, come to think of it.

  What are the dreams about?

  Im not sure. All she tells me is, I couldnt see you, Mummy. 

  A flash of childhood memory. Where are you, Maman? I cant see you. Waking in a small London bedroom, streetlight shining through pale curtains and an insect buzzing away at the
  inside of the window.

  She wrenched her attention back to what Claire was saying. . . . the doctor couldnt tell me. So I dont know what to do now.

  Sorry, what did the doctor say?

  Nothing, said Claire irritably. He said there was nothing wrong that he could see.

  You are worried, arent you?

  Wouldnt you be?

  Well, yes, of course I would. She was used to Claires sharpness. There was no point taking offence. Claire was bringing up Summer on her own and sometimes the strain
  showed.

  Is she otherwise herself? Shes not ill or pining or anything?

  Not that Ive noticed. She seems quite happy, in fact.

  Perhaps its the stress of school, then, said Jude doubtfully, not really knowing about these things, but Claire seemed satisfied with this idea.

  Maybe youre right, she agreed. Theres an awful lot of tests and homework. And shes the youngest in her year.

  Theres so much pressure on them, Jude added. I was reading about the Swedish system where they dont even start school until theyre

  Jude, have you heard from Mum?

  Not since she called last week to say theyd arrived in Malaga safely. You?

  No, said Claire bitterly, but she wouldnt ring me. I always have to ring her.

  Dont be daft, Jude said wearily. Reassuring Claire that she was loved was one of her roles in the family  it always had been.

  Well its true. Look, Id better go, theres a queue at the till.

  Listen, quickly, how do you think Gran is? Im going to stay with her on Thursday night.

  Oh shell love that. Claires voice softened. Shes all right, Jude, a bit frail. Summer and I took her to buy shoes in Sheringham on Saturday. It was a
  bit of an ordeal because they didnt have her usual style but we found something in the end. What are you doing down here in the middle of the week, then?

  I know its a great coincidence, but Im visiting Starbrough Hall to value some stuff.

  Starbrough Hall? Really? Well Gran will fill you in about that. Look, Ive got to go.

  Jude put down the phone with the deep unsettling sense that there was something off-kilter. It was partly the usual family tensions. Claire was wrong thinking their mother didnt care
  about her, completely wrong. Mum loved her elder daughter as much as she did Jude. Jude had never questioned her parents love. Had just known it was there and accepted it.

  I suppose Mum rings me more often because she relies on me, she thought as she stuffed dirty washing in the machine. Despite having Douglas, she misses Dad and Im a bit like Dad 
  solid and reliable . . . Ugh, that sounds boring. Mums relationship with Claire is more complicated. They strike sparks off one another. But that doesnt mean Mum doesnt love
  Claire, and, my goodness, she adores little Summer.

  And there was Summer to worry about. She couldnt quite believe it yet, but she suspected her niece of having the same horrible dream that she had had as a child.

  

  Chapter 3

  Gran! Gran! Someone was knocking. Jessie opened her eyes, for a moment confused. There was a face at the window. Not the wild girl. Little Judith. Jude, her
  granddaughter. She hadnt been expecting her. Yes, you had, Jessie, you silly old fool, she muttered as she pushed herself up out of her chair. Jude had telephoned, said she was
  coming to stay on Thursday. Today was Thursday and Mr Lewis had brought her round a nice bit of fish.

  Hello, Im sorry to have woken you, she said, when her grandmother opened the door. Peering through the window of the pretty flint cottage, she had worried for a moment
  seeing Gran slumped in a chair like that, mouth gaping in her wrinkled face, her thin hair coming down on all sides. She was thankful when the old lady finally stirred at her knocking.

  Inside, she put down her bags and kissed her grandmothers paper-dry cheek. Jessie stood at a loss for a moment, looking her granddaughter up and down with an expression of delighted
  wonder.

  Oh you do look lovely, dear. Very elegant.

  Thank you, said Jude, who was still in the smart linen skirt and jacket shed worn for a business lunch.

  She followed her grandmother into the kitchen, dismayed to see how bent over she was getting. Jessie was eighty-five now  indeed the last time Jude had seen her was on her birthday in
  May, when the four generations of women  Gran, her mother, Valerie, Jude, Claire and little Summer  had all crowded into the living room for sandwiches and a lopsided birthday cake
  that Summer had helped bake and decorated herself with jelly sweets. Later, Jessie had managed to hobble along the harbour on Judes arm. Now, seeing her grandmother lean against the work
  surface for support as she fumbled with a battered tea caddy she wondered for how much longer Gran would be able to leave her house unaided. However would she reach the village shop or the
  doctors surgery? Her mind raced ahead. Perhaps they needed to find somewhere more suitable for her to live. Gran would hate moving.

  Do let me help, Gran.

  Under Jessies instructions she poured boiling water into the familiar metal teapot, laid out Great-Grannys porcelain teacups and carried the tray through to the living room. Jude
  loved visiting this little cottage by the sea, where her grandparents had moved after her grandfathers retirement. She remembered starting to come here as a teenager when her father became
  ill with his heart and left full-time work, and they all moved to Norwich from London.

  Jessie lowered herself into her easy chair with a little gasp. I cant get my breath sometimes, she explained, seeing the concern in Judes face. At least
  Im not so dizzy today.

  Dizzy? That doesnt sound good.

  Dr Gable says its one of these viruses. Pass me that cushion, will you? He gave me some pills but I wont take them.

  Oh, Gran, Jude chided as she helped her grandmother get comfortable.

  They make me feel all peculiar. Raw egg with a bit of brandy in it  now thats a good pick-me-up. Dont worry, Jude, Im just old bones, and theres nothing
  can cure that. Now tell me all about yourself, dear. Much more interesting. Help yourself to a fondant fancy, wont you? I know theyre your favourites.

  Thank you, Jude said, anxiously watching Gran wield the teapot. She sipped her tea and dutifully peeled the paper off one of the gaudy cupcakes shed loved when younger, but
  which as an adult she found sickly sweet. Im sorry I dont get down here much. Im crazily busy at work and then, well, the weekends fill themselves up. Seeing friends and
  so on, she ended, feeling guilty.

  Anybody special? Jessie looked shrewdly at her over the top of her teacup.

  Jude hesitated, then smiled. There is a man on the scene, if thats what youre asking, Gran. Its not serious, so dont start hoping. I know what you and Mum are
  like.

  Oh never mind us. Does he makes you happy, love?

  I enjoy his company.

  Thats not the same thing at all, she said severely. I worry about you, Jude.

  I know you do, Gran. But you shouldnt. Im over the worst now.

  Gran contemplated her thoughtfully then said, These things arent easy to forget. Yet we must put them behind us and make the best of life. Thats something Ive learned
  the hard way.

  Her grandmother had a faraway look in her eyes, as though distracted by something beyond the confines of the room.

  Gran?

  Sorry, love. I was thinking of something.

  From the past?

  Yes. From long, long ago when I was little. I suppose, looking at your old gran, you cant believe she was little once, hey?

  Jude, seeing her grandmothers wrinkled features transformed by a mischievous smile, said with spirit, I certainly can.

  Gran looked delighted.

  Was it something sad or happy you were thinking about? Jude pursued.

  It was both. Well, since you ask, I was remembering someone I used to know. Oh, it was all a very, very long time ago. Have another of those cakes, dear. I wont eat
  them.

  Maybe in a moment, Gran. But who was it you were thinking of? Her grandmother rarely spoke about her childhood, and Jude so loved it when she did.

  You wouldnt know her, Jude. It wouldnt mean anything to you.

  It would, you know. Gran, you are naughty, you know Im fascinated by what it was like when you were growing up. Was this while you were living at Starbrough?

  It was, yes. Once, when I was seven or eight, I met a girl in the forest near where I lived and we became friends.

  Do tell me, begged Jude.

  If youll have another of those cakes, her grandmother said, and Jude meekly took one and bit into it.

  I didnt know it then, but this girl was one of those travelling folk, a proper Romany gypsy, so thats why Id see her for a few weeks or months and then not for a long
  while, a year maybe. Her name was Tamsin.

  She paused for breath and Jude said between mouthfuls, What happened to her?

  I was coming to that. One day when I was nine or ten she turned up at school. I went to school in Starbrough village, you know. We were all sitting there doing our sums or whatever, and
  you could have blew me down when the door opened and the headmaster brought her in. Said she was a new pupil and, well, this was a red rag to a bull, he said she was a gypsy and we were to be kind
  to her.

  Presumably you werent. Jude noticed Grans country accent grew broader when she talked about the past.

  Some of them boys were the worst. Its no surprise she wasnt very happy at school. For a start she looked different with her jumble-sale clothes and her brown skin and gold
  earrings. She was behind with her work, was part of the trouble, and some of the other children thought her a fool. Called her names  said gypsies were thieves and the like. Got it from
  their parents probably, though I never heard that sort of nonsense at home. He had a word or two to say about poachers, my da, but he never blamed the gypsies more than any other. Anyway,
  Im ashamed to say I was too frightened to be her friend at school. I thought Id get picked on too, you know how children can be. But sometimes in the holidays if your great-uncle
  Charlie and great-aunt Sarah and me went up the folly I might see her and we often played together, happy as sandboys wed be. It was like we had another sister. It didnt seem to
  matter to her that we ignored her at school. Ive often thought how unhappy we must have made her.

  Perhaps she understood that you were frightened, Jude said, wondering where this rambling story was going. She was a little dismayed by how much this episode from long ago seemed
  to be bothering Gran.

  I hope so, Gran said. At least I never joined in when they got at her in playtime. Some more tea, dear?

  Thank you. What happened to Tamsin? Jude asked her.

  But Gran pressed her lips together. Finally, she shook her head sadly and said, We . . . her family moved away. I never saw her again. I always felt badly, mind. I didnt help her
  when she needed it, I couldnt help . . . And I took something from her, you see.

  What? but it was as though Jessie hadnt heard her. Jude was shocked by her grandmothers look of anguish.

  Its awful never to forgive or be forgiven, the old lady said. Its always there  buried, yes, but you know its there.

•   •   •


  Later that night, after theyd gone to bed, Jude could hear her grandmother moving about in the next room, the rumble of drawers opening and closing and Gran talking to
  herself. Just as she decided shed go and see if anything was the matter, there came the creak of bedsprings, some coughing, then silence. Jude, who had to be up early, settled herself for
  sleep. If Gran needed her shed probably call.



  Sleep didnt come. She lay puzzling for a while over the story Gran had told her, about the gypsy girl in the forest at Starbrough. There was a folly. Theyd played near the folly,
  shed said. Shed have to look for that tomorrow.

  Her mind drifted back to her own childhood. When they stayed here as teenagers, if it were a fine day, Granddad would take her and Claire out in his small fishing boat to see the seals basking
  on Blakeney Point. Hed been a gentle, quietly spoken man who had always lived in sight of the sea, a man one felt comfortable with just sitting together without much being said. He would
  listen when you wanted to talk, but didnt ask stupid questions all the time, about school and your favourite subject and what you wanted to be when you grew up, like some grown-ups talked to
  children.

  Her grandmother by contrast was a practical, no-nonsense figure, always busy, organizing meals or sewing new curtains or, hands on hips, arguing with the milkman over his bill, putting the world
  to rights with the neighbours. Jude remembered how her mother always seemed like a cat on hot tiles when they visited Blakeney. It was unusual for the day to pass without Valerie and Jessie
  exchanging sharp words. Theyd never got on well, Granddad explained once. It was funny how age had mellowed both of them. Funny, too, that Jessie, who rarely spoke of her childhood, had been
  so voluble tonight. This evening, it was as though the curtain separating the present from the past had briefly been twitched aside.

  The past. Her past. She recalled what Gran had intimated, about Mark. That she had to let him go. It wasnt as easy as that. She was trying to with Caspar, trying desperately hard, hoping,
  by going through the motions of a steady relationship, that the dark stagnant pool in her mind would unblock and drain away, that love would flow again. Perhaps, like the earrings he gave her,
  forgetting what shed told him she liked, Caspar was wrong for her. Or perhaps it was her fault and she wasnt letting him love her. He was the first man shed been out with
  properly since Mark and she worried that shed forgo.. en how to do it.

  When the travel alarm woke her the next morning the house was still quiet. She washed and dressed herself in yesterdays suit with a fresh cami top, wanting to be smart to meet the master
  of Starbrough Hall. Down in the kitchen she scavenged for some Cornflakes then, as there was no movement from upstairs, wrote a thank-you note, propped it up against the toaster and let herself
  out.

  Upstairs, Jessie stirred briefly then settled back into her dream. In it she was searching for something, something she urgently needed to find.

  

  Chapter 4

  Jude nearly missed the sign that said Starbrough Hall only. Private. She followed the long, rutted drive across rough grassland, then past a lawn with a stone
  fountain to the sand-coloured Palladian house she recognized from the book in her office. She parked her shiny blue hatchback on the gravel forecourt next to a battered estate car. When she got
  out, a couple of large setter dogs in the other vehicle began to bark and jump about frantically. She ignored them, more interested in the house, which though still graceful was shabby, she
  thought. Some of the window frames appeared rotten and slabs of plaster were missing from the walls.

  The BlackBerry in her pocket began to trill. Suri, she read on the screen as she pressed answer. It was nine oclock. She couldnt escape the office for a moment.

  Suri, hi, she said. Youre early. Id better not speak long. Ive just arrived at the house. How are you?

  Fine, thanks. Im sorry to bother you now, Jude. I got in five minutes ago to find Klaus storming about  dont worry, Im in the storeroom so he cant hear
  me. Finance brought down this months figures and hes deeply not happy. Theres a boardroom meeting youve got to go to at nine oclock on Monday. He wants you in at
  half-eight.

  Oh, marvellous. Hes probably so antsy because the Americans are over. Tell him not to worry, Ill be there.

  He wants you  youre going to hate me  to email him your projections for the next sale. And theres other stuff, she ended vaguely. Inigo might
  ring.

  I wont be able to do anything until this evening. Cant someone look up my projections? Theyre in the folder marked September Auction. I cant
  remember the file name, Im afraid.

  Ill have a go.

  Great, thanks. This place is an amazing pile. You should see it  like something out of Pride and Prejudice, but a bit more moth-eaten.

  Dont think of me stuck here all day. Suri sighed enviously before ringing off.

  Jude stuffed the phone in her handbag and, taking her briefcase out of the boot, walked quickly past the barking hounds. A flight of crumbly shallow stone steps rose to the huge double front
  door, but, to the right, an arched gateway led, she presumed, round to the back of the house. She walked up the front steps and pressed the bell. After a minute or two, she heard footsteps and the
  door juddered open.

  A fleshy man in his early forties, wearing knee-length shorts and an old rugby shirt, said, Ms Gower? Robert Wickham. Do come in.

  Its Jude, short for Judith, she said, shaking hands.

  When he shut the door behind them the tiny lobby was plunged into gloom. I should have told you to come round the back, said Mr Wickham, frowning. Under the arch, turn left.
  We dont often use this door.

  You wanted me to come in through the tradesmans entrance? she joked, as she followed him up a flight of marble steps.

  No, goodness, no, I dont mean to imply that youre a tradesman at all, he blustered. Its merely that everybody finds all these steps a damned nuisance,
  especially with the childrens whatnots.

  Yes of course, Jude said, thinking him nice but a bit humourless. I see what you mean.

  They had reached a circular, marbled atrium, where half a dozen classical stone busts frowned down from niches around the walls. An overflowing coat stand sheltered a collection of small
  brightly coloured wellingtons and toy umbrellas. A box of plastic cars, robots and dolls with grinning faces lay directly in the eye-line of a long-dead Caesar. The busts outraged glare made
  her want to laugh again, but her host might be offended.

  May I take your jacket? he asked.

  Ill hang on to it. It was quite chilly. Must be all the marble, she thought. How many children do you have?

  Three-year-old twins, he replied, as if he didnt quite believe it. A boy and a girl. My wifes taken them to her parents in Yorkshire. Its been
  marvellously quiet here, I can tell you. This time she saw with relief a twinkle in his eye. Though I do miss them. Come straight down. He led the way down a long corridor to
  their left and opened a door to a room at the front of the house.

  Oh, how wonderful! Jude exclaimed, as she walked into one of the most unexpected and loveliest libraries shed ever seen. It was nearly oval, an effect created by the way the
  white-painted bookcases and cupboards filling the walls had been built in two sweeping curves, from door to window. Below the tall Georgian sash rested a huge old globe, slightly tilted, in a way
  that suggested it was about to rise into orbit. Nearby was the orrery Robert Wickham had mentioned on the phone, a spherical structure made up of interlocked wooden hoops to represent the different
  paths of the planets in the solar system. She moved closer to study it.

  Splendid, isnt it? said Robert, stroking the outermost hoop. I was always fascinated by this as a child, not least because it didnt have all the planets we
  know now. When did they find Uranus, for instance?

  William Herschel spotted it in the early seventeen-eighties, I think, Jude said. She counted the planets. There were only six including Earth. He was right. No Uranus.

  Ive no memory for dates. Robert chuckled. Alexia is always complaining. Make yourself at home, Jude. Ill let my mother know youre here. Youd like
  some coffee, I daresay?

  Coffee would be lovely, she said. He left, closing the door behind him. She didnt mind him; he seemed pleasant enough, a country squire type, a bit nervy, but shed
  had to deal with worse. She forgot about him, instead enjoying the peaceful gloom of the room, the comforting scents of wood and leather and old books
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