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  PART ONE


  Spring 1968


  



  ONE


  Gabriele Schroeder chose her clothes thoughtfully.


  What did one need for such an occasion?


  Running-shoes certainly. Jeans. A top which wasnt so bulky that it would impede her arms. At the same time it would be cold waiting outside the hotel. She pulled on a sweater and took a
  scarf from the hook on the back of the door. With a leather jacket, that should be enough to keep her warm.


  She made a half-hearted attempt to tidy the area around her bed, stuffing some clothes into a holdall, and then gave up.


  A broken mirror sat on the mantelpiece. She looked at her reflection. Hair dark, shoulder-length, slightly wavy, parted severely in the middle; skin pale; eyes dark and hollow. She still
  wasnt used to herself without make-up  shed worn it for years: the pale white foundation, the thick eye-liner and heavy mascara. A slave to fashion. But who needed make-up?
  That was for manufactured women who didnt know who they really were. She could see that now. But it had taken her long enough to realize. She was twenty-five.


  Finally, the hat. It was a woollen one that came down over her forehead. After a moments thought, she removed it, fastened her hair to the top of her head with a pin and replaced the hat.
  Better: now her hair wouldnt get in her eyes.


  The complete political activist.


  A small tremor of nervousness tugged at her. Shed never done anything like this before. Nor had the others. Nor had anybody. Demonstrations in Britain were usually orderly, good-humoured,
  well-behaved. Passive.


  This was going to be different.


  She ran downstairs to the kitchen.


  The others were there. Eight in all, including Max and Stephie.


  They were sitting round the room, drinking and smoking joints. No one looked worried. They seemed to think it was rather a lark. Gabriele relaxed a little.


  Someone asked, Do we know wholl be there, Max?


  Maxs thin, intense face was expressionless behind the wire-rimmed glasses. The American ambassador. A whole collection of dons


  A disgust of dons. It was a boy with bright red hair. Gabriele recognized him from meetings on the campus at Essex. His name, she remembered, was Paul Reardon.


    and maybe someone from the Foreign Office.


  No cabinet ministers?


  Max shook his head. They didnt say so.


  Gabriele knew that Maxs information came from his friends at Oxford, the organizers of the demonstration. The occasion was the Oxford Anglo-American Society Dinner.


  Someone said, Pity.


  As they collected their banners and placards, Reardon came over to Gabriele. Linda, isnt it?


  She gave it a second to let her annoyance pass, then said firmly, No, it is not. The name is Gabriele, Gabriele Schroeder.


  He stared at her. Sure. Sure . . .


  To ease the moment along, she added, Its my real name. Linda was . . . Linda was just something I called myself for a while. Okay?


  Okay.


  At five they set off in a single mini-van. It was rush hour and it took half an hour to get from Kentish Town to Paddington and on to the Westway. Gabriele began to worry about being late. But
  then the traffic improved and they were clear, bowling along the A40 towards Oxford.


  There was plenty of time. She should have realized. Max, for all his apparent vagueness, was an efficient organizer. In their undergraduate days at Essex, it was Max whod arranged
  transport to Ban the Bomb marches, whod joined the International Socialists, and made the first demands for student rights. Now he and Stephie were two of the six permanent residents of the
  house in Kentish Town. It was more of a community than a shared house, really. There were always people coming and going. Every two weeks meetings of the Kentish Town Housing Action Group were held
  in the living-room, and sometimes homeless people stayed on mattresses on the floor. Victims of oppression, as Max called them. Gabriele was proud of helping the homeless; it showed that one really
  cared. It was the practical application of ones beliefs: praxis.


  At twilight they came into the centre of Oxford, and turned north on to the Banbury Road. After half a mile, Max pointed to the right. There was a sign: The Linden House Hotel.


  They looked in through the gates. Already there was a large crowd outside, chanting loudly. There were also some blue uniforms.


  They did a U-turn and parked. Everyone was silent. Gabriele got calmly out of the van and slid her placard out of the back. It read: US MURDERERS  OUT OF
  VIETNAM.


  Max said, Well give it till eight-thirty. Then theyll all be in the dining-room. And the pigs might have gone away.


  Someone giggled nervously. They wont even realize whats happening.


  The tension eased. There was a flutter of conversation, and they walked jauntily through the gates to join the crowd of shouting demonstrators. Gabriele hoisted her placard and took up the chant
  of the crowd  Fascist killers! and Win, win, Ho Chi Minh! She began to feel high, as if shed been drinking, yet her mind was perfectly clear.


  Although the crowd numbered at least two hundred, Gabriele counted only six policemen keeping the doorway to the hotel clear. As the dinner guests arrived, prominent in their evening clothes,
  the crowd waved their banners and roared abuse. But it was all very good-natured. No one tried to press against the police or jostle the guests.


  After ten minutes a large limousine drew up. The American ambassador. A faint mask-like smile on his face, the ambassador walked quickly into the hotel, professionally oblivious to the screams
  of the crowd. The cool indifference was irritating.


  The stream of guests trailed off. The demonstrators looked bored and started talking in groups. Gabriele saw Max slip away, towards the van.


  She followed and found him sliding a long metal crowbar from under a seat. To get in with, he murmured.


  Gabriele viewed it with surprise. She hadnt thought anything like that would be necessary. The idea of using a weapon-like object made her feel uneasy.


  As they walked back towards the hotel she decided not to say anything. After all, a new strategy required new tactics. She wasnt going to be the one member of the group to be
  faint-hearted.


  Stephie, Reardon and the others were waiting, with about fifteen of the Oxford contingent. Silently, they slipped away from the other demonstrators in ones and twos until they were gathered at
  the side of the building. Gabriele took a quick look back. The police were hidden from view by the remains of the crowd; they had seen nothing. But then they werent really looking.


  A high wall with a closed gate barred the way to the floodlit hotel garden beyond. However, the gate was unlocked, and they filed straight through into the garden and hid behind some large
  shrubs. The dining-room looked out on to the lawn and the diners were clearly visible through the tall french windows. The top table, Gabriele noted, was to the right. She decided to make straight
  for it when the time came. She gripped the handle of her placard more tightly. She wanted to wave it right under the ambassadors nose.


  Max ran forward, followed by Stephie and Reardon, and pressed himself against the wall to one side of the windows. He seemed to be examining the door locks. He reached out and tried a handle.
  Clearly it was locked.


  He strode out in front of the windows. With a slight shock Gabriele realized what he was going to do. He was swinging the crowbar in a great arc. It came forward and hit the glass with a bang. A
  small hole appeared in the window with cracks running in several directions.


  Max twisted his head to look questioningly at Stephie, as if he couldnt understand why the glass hadnt shattered. Then Stephie stepped in front of the window and lobbed something
  heavy from her shoulder. A brick-like object hit the window with a great crash. Max put his hand through the glass and the next moment the window was open.


  The sound of protesting astonished voices swelled out from the dining-room. The next moment the rest of the group were running forward, whooping and yelling. Gabriele caught the exhilaration.
  She pulled her hat further down over her face and, letting out a great shriek, ran for the window.


  Inside, Gabriele almost fell over a huddle of people bent over something on the floor. She side-stepped them neatly and made for the top table, passing behind a long line of angry, startled,
  bemused faces. A man rose up in front of her, shouted Outrageous! and put out his arm. Fending him off, Gabriele dived past, rounded the corner of the room and, placing herself behind
  the ambassador, held up her placard and began to shout: US out! Hands off Vietnam!


  There was uproar. She saw Reardon on top of a long table, stepping none too carefully across the china. Stephie was running round the far side of the room, waving her placard like a maniac. The
  others were parading up and down, shouting their slogans above the din. Some held chairs in front of them, herding startled guests into a corner. But most of the guests sat stunned, waiting in
  impeccable British style for somebody to do something.


  The surprise was total. Gabriele almost laughed at the guests incredulous outrage.


  The noise rose to a crescendo. A table was turned over; there was the crash of breaking china and cries of alarm as the diners shot to their feet and examined their clothes, dripping with wine
  and hot greasy food.


  Gabriele danced along behind the top table, enjoying the sight of the appalled faces. A shout rose above the din. Reardon, his hair flaming red under the lights, stood on a table, a wine bottle
  held high in his hand, and slowly, solemnly tipped the bottle until the red wine spilled in a long stream on to the table and splashed up at the diners, who hastily withdrew, wiping at their
  clothes with their napkins.


  The blood of the Vietnamese! Reardon screamed. Murdered by the US aggressors!


  Gabriele cheered loudly. She saw Stephie force her way past Reardon and approach the top table. Stephie raised her placard in front of the ambassador who was getting to his feet in an attempt to
  leave. Seeing her, the ambassador turned his back. With a yell of anger, Stephie raised the placard and, reaching across the table, brought it down on the ambassadors head.


  Gabriele saw the ambassador clap a hand to his head, then a sudden movement to the right caught her eye. Uniforms had appeared: three of the policemen from the front door. They went for Reardon,
  pulling him down from the table head first. Another grabbed Stephie, but she swung at him and clipped him smartly in the eye. He fell back, his hand to his face, and Stephie sprinted away.


  Gabriele hesitated: should she fight or run? Through the pandemonium she saw Stephie and Max moving across the back of the room towards the windows.


  Time to retreat then. Gabriele turned to run, but stopped dead. A group of guests were standing in the aisle, blocking her way. They looked angry and obstructive, and she had the unpleasant
  feeling they would try to prevent her from passing. She felt a moments fear, a clutching claustrophobia.


  She fought it and, calming herself, gritted her teeth and rushed them.


  All but one, an obese round-faced man, fell back. The man made an attempt to grab her, but she struck out, shooting an elbow sharply into the obscenely large stomach. She heard him gasp.


  Now the way was clear and she raced to the end of the long table, rounded the corner and made for the open window. The huddle of people she had stepped over were still intent on whatever lay on
  the floor. She paused and glanced down. It was an elderly man, his eyes closed, his head cradled in a womans lap. Gabriele had a vivid image of the womans lap, bright red, a vast pool
  of wetness that was obscenely bright against the pallor of her dress.


  She hesitated, but then people were bumping past her and Max was dragging her away, yelling, Come on! Dropping her placard, she ran for the garden gate.


  She arrived panting at the van to find the others clambering in. As the engine fired with a roar, Stephie reached out to pull her up into the front seat. The van shot off and swerved round a
  corner, the open passenger door swinging wildly on its hinges. Gabriele clung to Stephie, shaking slightly, not yet brave enough to reach out for the door and pull it closed, thinking only of the
  pale man with the closed eyes and the white dress covered in blood.


  But then Stephie laughed, a wild hoot of triumph, and Gabriele realized that she was right to be exhilarated: the demonstration had achieved everything they had hoped for, and more. It was the
  end of passivity, the beginning of a new movement. She  they  were part of it.


  But what really astonished Gabriele was that it had been so easy.


  They rounded a corner, the door of the van swung shut. She was safe. Catching the mood, she hugged Stephie and began to laugh.


  Nick Ryder frowned in concentration and read the passage again. Underneath the conservative popular base is the substratum of the outsiders, the exploited and
  persecuted of other races and other colours, the unemployed and the unemployable. They exist outside the democratic process . . . Thus their opposition is revolutionary even if their consciousness
  is not.


  Ryder wondered if he was really understanding all this correctly. Did Marcuse mean that the underprivileged could be revolutionary without knowing it? Seemed highly unlikely. Or did he
  mean that their opposition justified other people being revolutionary for them?


  He put the book down and yawned. He was too tired to read this sort of stuff tonight. It was difficult enough at the best of times. Although he was finally beginning to understand some of it. He
  opened his eyes and looked at the line of books on the mantelpiece. Marx, Engels, Fanon, Gurin . . . In two months hed accumulated quite a library.


  He marked his page and slid the copy of One-dimensional Man back among the other books.


  Nine oclock. It was the first time hed been home before ten that week. It was a pity that nice girl Anne hadnt been free. She was a social worker and about the only one
  hed ever met who didnt burst with good intentions or look like the back of a bus. In fact Anne was rather attractive. Shed said she had a meeting that night. He hoped that she
  wasnt feeding him a line.


  He thought: What a suspicious mind you have. But then it went with being a policeman.


  A nice hot bath was what he needed. He put on a record  Traviata, with Moffo and Tucker, and stood for a moment, letting the soft notes work their magic. Italian opera never
  failed to move him. His love of music had been the most amazing discovery of his life.


  He never let on to the lads, though: theyd find it very curious.


  He went into the bathroom and ran the hot water. The gas geyser hissed and roared and finally spat out a minute trickle of steaming water. From bitter experience hed learnt that the hot
  water cooled off considerably during the twenty or so minutes the bath took to fill, so he added no cold.


  The steam rose in wet curtains. It reminded him of the freezing bathroom at the back of the house in Barrow and his mam yelling at him to get the hell in before the water got cold. He
  hadnt been home in months, and probably wouldnt get round to it until summer. It was a bit of a chore now anyway. After four years the north seemed a lifetime away.


  He went to the kitchen, which was so small you could reach everything while standing in one place, and poured himself a beer. He returned to the bathroom. It wasnt far. The flat consisted
  of a hall, bedsitting-room, kitchen and bathroom. For some time hed been meaning to find himself something better. But, being in Lambeth, just across the river from Westminster, it was handy
  for the office. It was also very cheap.


  Though the bath was only half full he was impatient and, undressing quickly, got in. Shivering, he lay back and felt the hot water creep slowly up his body. In another five minutes, when the
  water covered his legs, it was going to be very pleasant indeed.


  The phone rang.


  Ryder breathed, I dont believe this.


  For a moment he lay still, considering whether to answer it. If it was the office they could go to hell. On the other hand, it might just be Anne . . .


  He got out, grabbed a towel and padded wetly across the bedsitting-room to the phone.


  A cheery, horribly familiar voice echoed down the earpiece. Hello, sport. Didnt disturb anything interesting, I trust?


  Sod you, Conway. What is it?


  Oxford. That Vietnam demo. A real fracas. Rampaged round the dining-room waving placards. About thirty or forty of them.


  Ryder sighed. The Oxford lads were warned, for Christsake. Several times . . .


  I dont doubt it, mate, but the fact remains that it was a right cock-up. The ambassador got hit on the head. And there was an injury caused by a brick. Geezers all
  right, but it could have been nasty. Theres mutterings about bringing serious charges. Trouble is, theyre short of customers


  Didnt they nab any of them?


  Two, I think.


  God, how many lads did they have on the job then?


  Theyre not saying, but cant have been many, can it?


  Ryder was silent for a moment. I suppose they want some names tonight.


  You got it.


  Wearily, Ryder went back to the bathroom and got dressed again. He should have known. This had happened before. It was the fault of the structure. There was no national police force, just a
  large number of county and borough forces, each, Ryder sometimes thought, more stubbornly independent than the next. You could give them all the information you liked, but you couldnt force
  them to act on it.


  Names, they wanted, did they? Well, they were asking a lot. All the same, he was already turning some ideas over in his mind.


  In 1968, as much as now, the work of Special Branch was deliberately unpublicized  not to say shrouded in secrecy  and the police liked to keep it that way.


  It was generally believed that the three hundred or so officers of the Metropolitan Police Special Branch were merely the legmen for the Security Service  known to the public as MI5
   and indeed one of their main responsibilities was the arrest and charging of spies and subversives previously identified by the Security Service. But in fact Special Branchs brief
  went further, treading an uneasy line between pure police work and intelligence-gathering. Officially, the Branch had to keep an eye on undesirables  mainly foreign  entering and
  leaving the country, to help guard government ministers and foreign VIPs, and to investigate foreigners applying for naturalization. But they were also expected to keep abreast of developments
  among the lunatic fringe  the anarchists and the far-left and far-right extremists: those who were likely to threaten the countrys security or to cause a
  breakdown of law and order. Whereas MI5 dealt with foreign-linked plots and security leaks  counter-intelligence  the Special Branch kept tabs on home-grown troublemakers.


  Or tried to.


  Ryder had transferred from Lancashire CID to Special Branch twelve months before and his speciality was Trotskyists.


  He took a number 10 bus across the river and arrived at Scotland Yard shortly before ten. Special Branch was located on the seventh floor of the brand-new metal and glass tower block off
  Victoria Street that was the headquarters of the Metropolitan Police.


  Ryder found Conway sitting in front of a heap of files.


  Oh there you are, Conway said. The boss phoned. He wanted to know if this shemozzle was our fault.


  You told him?


  Yeah. He was somewhat relieved.


  Ryder took off his jacket. Any more news?


  Theyve caught a few more. No names yet. But apparently they were local Oxford troublemakers.


  What about the two they nabbed?


  Conway handed him a file. Havent got anything on one, name of Lampton, but theres a bit on the other, name of Reardon, Paul.


  Ryder took the file and remembered having seen it quite recently. Unlike other branches of the Criminal Investigation Department, Special Branch kept large numbers of files on people who had no
  form. In fact almost all the people the Branch were interested in had never been near a court of law, let alone a prison.


  The file on Reardon was very thin. One four-line report on a slip of paper. It was no wonder Ryder had recognized it  hed written it himself.


  It read: Reardon, Paul. Date of birth: 17th April 1946. Student at LSE, 196467. Failed to sit finals. Feb 1968: Member of SSL Central Committee. Address: unknown as at February 1968.


  Since Reardon had no passport, there were no further birth details or photographs, which Ryder would normally have obtained from the passport office.


  Conway stared over Ryders shoulder. There could have been less, I suppose.


  Well, its a damn sight more than there was before He almost said before I sorted it out but didnt. Conway was well aware of the situation. Until
  recently thered been quite a gap in the Branchs intelligence on the far left. Marxists, anarchists, and the Communist Party of Great Britain were covered by the relevant Branch
  sections, but the Trotskyist Section had got into a bit of a mess. The problem was that the Trots were increasingly difficult to keep track of. Some were still pro-Moscow, others vehemently
  anti-Moscow. The groups were continually splintering and merging, and almost impossible to categorize.


  This Paul Reardon was on the committee of the SSL  the Socialist Students League, a militant Trotskyist group, but violently anti-Moscow. It had been formed by a group of students
  at the London School of Economics  known in the Branch as the London School of Comics  an institution famous for its left-wing views. In the past LSE students had been revolutionary
  in an intellectual non-violent kind of way. But the Socialist Students League was distinctly aggressive. That was why Ryder had opened a file on them.


  Ryder examined the main file now and looked at the list of people suspected of membership of the SSL. It was impossible to be sure who the members were because the league was typically
  disorganized, charging no subscription and keeping no lists.


  The list was very short, fifteen names, if that, and consisted of speakers at the two meetings that Ryder himself had attended. He tried another tack.


  What addresses have the two given? he asked Conway.


  Home addresses. Reardons in Birmingham. The other bloke  Lampton  in Cheshire.


  What about occupations?


  Market stallholders.


  That was a new one on Ryder. Oh, yes. What do they sell?


  Second-hand books, apparently.


  And they havent given a London address?


  Conway looked at his notes and shook his head.


  So, no lead to the other demonstrators that way. Ryder asked without optimism, Anything else to go on?


  Conway made a face. Well, the dinner guests did offer some descriptions. For what theyre worth. You can imagine the sort of thing  student types, long hair, bearded,
  unkempt. Really helpful. But the assailant  the brick-lobber  was female, and the Oxford boys dont seem to have got her in custody. The descriptions a bit
  better. Conway read from his notes. About twenty-five, long mousy hair, pale complexion, very thin, jeans, distinctive patchwork jacket covered in flowers.


  Ryder tried to fit the description to one of the names in the file, but couldnt.


  Nothing for it then. It was time to go out and about.


  Ten-thirty on a Saturday night was not the best time to find informants. As he left the Yard, Ryder resigned himself to the fact that he was unlikely to find any of his regular sources until
  late in the night, if then.


  He began at the Carlton Arms, a pub off Gower Street, near one of the London School of Economics halls of residence. Ryder had no trouble passing as a student. His fair wavy hair was down
  to his collar and he invariably wore jeans and an old denim jacket. He was twenty-six but could have been less. He had the classless anonymous look of a thousand other young men, which was just
  what he wanted.


  The pub was crowded, mainly with students. But neither of the two men Ryder was hoping to see was there. He gave it ten minutes, until just before closing time, and hurried off to the Duchess of
  Teck nearby.


  No one there either.


  He didnt like pressurizing his informants, and usually took care to make the whole process of giving information so casual that it was almost painless. But he needed those names.


  Against his better judgement he went into a hall of residence off Endsleigh Place and asked for one of the men by name. Someone went to look for him. He was out. Ryder was almost relieved.


  He found a callbox and phoned the flat where the second student lived. Also out.


  It looked as though hed have to wait until the next day.


  Although there was always Nugent. He might be worth a try. Nugent had been at the LSE until he dropped out the previous year. He now lived on social security and, Ryder suspected, was heavily
  into drugs. Nugent lived in a flat in a rundown house in Upper Holloway and wasnt on the phone. It was a long way to go on the off chance.


  Ryder hesitated, then, with a small sigh, set off for Kings Cross to catch the Piccadilly Line north to Finsbury Park. It would probably be a wild goose chase, but at least he would have
  left no stone unturned.


  It was shortly before midnight by the time he got to the decrepit house where Nugent lived. The front door was open. The sound of loud beat music echoed across the street. Inside there was a
  party going on. About a dozen people were draped around a purple-lit room, in various stages of intoxication. There was a strong smell of grass.


  Nugent was sitting on the door, his lank Jesus-style hair falling forward over his face. He was smiling benignly. Ryder sat down beside him and raised his voice above the din.
  Hi.


  Grinning stupidly, Nugent made a valiant effort to focus. With a sinking heart, Ryder realized Nugent was more than well away, he was totally gone.


  When Nugent finally spoke, it was to utter a stream of gibberish that was hard to make out over the noise, but seemed to involve a forthcoming Ying-Yang uprising and an Inner Space Adventure.
  Ryder nodded sagely. Then, without much hope, he shouted in Nugents ear, Dyou know Paul Reardon or someone called Lampton?


  Nugent made an effort to concentrate. Sure.


  Where do they hang out?


  Nugents eyes clouded over and took on a look that wasnt so much far away as out of sight.


  Whore their friends? Ryder prompted.


  Friends, man? Whos got friends . . .? Nugent giggled and nodded his head in time to the music.


  Ryder repeated the question. For a moment Nugent ignored it, then turned abruptly and, his eyes suddenly hard and bright, said distinctly, Five smackers.


  Ryder thought: Youre not so high as you seem, my friend. He said, Okay, but Ill want addresses.


  Nugent grinned. Thats all I got, man. Try a house in Manor Road, Kentish Town. Cant remember the number . . . But the doors sort of purple.


  Anything else?


  Nugent shook his head.


  What about a girl? Thin, tall, fair-haired. Wears a jacket covered in flowers.


  Someone passed Nugent a joint and he drew on it deeply. Ryder waited. Eventually Nugent mumbled with bad grace, Stephie. Same house, man.


  Ryder allowed himself a moments satisfaction, then paid Nugent his five quid. If the information was good, it was cheap at the price.


  Gabriele turned over and closed her eyes more tightly, but the morning light was bright and intrusive and she knew she wouldnt get back to sleep.


  She had been dreaming of light, the light she had seen as a child: bright yellow summer light full of promise; the promise of fulfilments and pleasures and freedoms she could barely guess at,
  but which she knew with absolute certainty that she had to have. In the dream, however, the light was elusive, reduced to a few thin tantalizing shafts that managed to find their way between the
  heavy oppressive curtains in the front room of the house where she had grown up.


  Then, as in the dream now, every detail of the room was vivid in her mind. The curtains and the dark furniture pressed in on her, claustrophobic, devoid of life or hope, exuding blank despair.
  Tea was on the table: scones and heavy cream cakes, a pot of tea for her parents, milk for her. A pervasive deadly quiet, the clock sounding unnaturally loud on the mantelpiece. Her father reading,
  her mother bent over her embroidery. No one saying a word. Then for some reason Gabriele started to cry  she couldnt remember why  and her mother looked up in surprise.
  Gabriele asked for something  was it to go out and play? Or just to go for a walk? Or to be told a story? Or just to do something different? Whatever, the request was denied. With
  quiet and relentless patience her mother explained that the next day was a schoolday and she must rest.


  And then the silence had closed in again, like a shroud.


  Even now Gabriele tensed at the memory of her feelings: the intense frustration, the voiceless rage, the corrosive loneliness.


  With an effort she pushed the memory out of her mind.


  Opening an eye, she looked at her watch. Not even eight, and she hadnt got to sleep till three. She murmured Hell, and sat up naked on the edge of the bed. She reached for a
  towel and, wrapping it round herself, padded slowly out of the room.


  Another memory nagged at her mind. Last night. The red-stained dress, the bleeding head. She still wasnt sure how she felt about that. Not happy anyway.


  The kitchen was a mess. Glasses, bottles, saucers of ash lay everywhere. Theyd talked for a long time last night. Then Stephie and Max had had a row  she couldnt even
  remember what it was about  and Max had stormed out. Gabriele wondered if hed returned.


  Her private supply of instant coffee was still behind the fridge where shed hidden it. She looked in the cupboard for the muesli shed bought the previous day. The packet was there.
  Empty. That was the trouble with living in a commune  people were apt to share things. The muesli wouldnt have been any good anyway  there was no milk. She settled for the
  coffee, strong and black.


  Upstairs she tapped lightly on Stephie and Maxs door and looked in. Stephie lay curled up in the bed alone. No Max. It must have been a big row.


  Stephie was still fast asleep. Gabriele closed the door and went back to her own room. Tuning her transistor to Radio 4, she lay on the bed. The carefully enunciated voice of a BBC presenter
  talked about farming. An establishment voice. An audible reminder to the lower orders that the ruling class existed and was still firmly in control.


  While she waited for the next news summary, she turned the radio down a little and, pulling a suitcase from under the bed, opened it and took out a book. She kept all her books in the case,
  otherwise they got borrowed and never returned.


  She got back into bed and started to read. The book was entitled The Revolutionary Society and its author was an Italian philosopher named Petrini. She had already read the book twice.
  But there were still a number of passages she very much wanted to read again.


  From the first reading, Petrinis ideas had impressed her deeply. He had taken the outworn ideas of the old left, discarded those that were flawed or unworkable, and advanced those which
  were manifestly based in truth. His observations, his logic, his conclusions were faultless. He had made that great leap of the imagination which took his theories beyond the half-baked ideas of
  the past, to a series of brilliantly original truths that actually related to peoples needs.


  Society was structured, according to Petrini, to serve the capitalist system . . . The establishment controlled the peoples very existence . . . People were not seeing the real world, but
  what they had been trained to see. They were encouraged to want material things, TV sets, cars and washing machines, because those things effectively subdued them. Their time was filled with empty
  repetitive pursuits to stop them from thinking . . .


  This was all so true that Gabriele could only shake her head and wonder why shed never realized it before.


  The way forward was not to improve the present structure, but to replace it. People needed to rediscover the world as a physical sensual extension of themselves, and to realize they need not be
  cogs in the machinery of a harshly unnatural and alien world.


  To achieve this, all institutions  schools, universities, factories  had to be subverted, so that people would question the existence of those institutions, and see the truth.


  Gabriele marked her favourite ideas with a pencil and turned over the corners of the pages, so that she could find them more easily. There was one particular passage that she kept returning
  to.


  It said: The way forward for the political activist is to sharpen and crystallize attitudes on the two sides of capitalist society. The social contradictions must be exaggerated, so that
  people are able to see them for the first time.


  Contradictions must be exaggerated.


  Sharpen and crystallize.


  Gabriele liked those phrases. It was what the demonstration had been about  hardening attitudes to Vietnam, getting some action. Yes: sharpen and crystallize. She underlined the words
  twice.


  The voice on the radio had changed. She turned it up. The end of a programme. Finally, the news.


  It was the third item. There had been a violent demonstration at a dinner in a hotel in Oxford. The US ambassador had been slightly injured . . . Another man still in hospital . . . Five people
  charged.


  Gabrieles first feeling of elation at making the national news evaporated. They hadnt mentioned the point of the demonstration. Typical of the Establishment to conceal the
  facts. She thought bitterly: I should have known. She turned off the radio with an angry snap.


  At least the man with the bleeding head hadnt been badly injured or theyd have said so. And as for Pete and Paul, theyd be okay. Theyd get bail and be charged with
  causing a breach of the peace or whatever the quaint terminology was. Thered be a fine and a reprimand. And that would be that. No great deal. In fact, rather a feather in their caps.
  Neither of them would give away any names, of that she was sure. It was just bad luck  or good luck, depending on the way you looked at it  that theyd been the ones to get
  caught.


  She heard a sound and looked up sharply.


  A tall black man stood in the doorway. She relaxed. Hello, Tobago. Didnt know you were here.


  Just short of a bed. So I helped myself to a mattress last night. Hope it was okay.


  She nodded, Sure. Tobago was currently homeless and, when the pressures of the temporary accommodation the council had fixed up for him and his four-child family became too much,
  he grabbed a mattress on the floor somewhere. He knew where the spare key was hidden, underneath the dustbins round at the back.


  So, whats the news? she asked.


  Tobago came in and sat on the end of the bed and she settled back and half-listened to the long involved story of his struggle with the incomprehensible local authority system.


  Suddenly a loud knock sounded on the front door below. Gabriele frowned. Who could it be at this hour on a Sunday?


  She said, Go and see to it, would you, Tobago? And if its anyone wanting help, tell them to come back later.


  He went out, pulling the door behind him. She heard him padding softly down the stairs and opening the door.


  There were voices.


  She sat up, very still, very tense.


  A shout and the sound of feet . . .


  Alarmed, she jumped out of bed and looked for something else to put on. There was no time. She could hear dozens of feet now, hammering up the stairs. Hastily she pulled the towel more
  tightly round her and tied the ends into a knot.


  The door burst open and Tobago came in. Its the fuzz!


  She pushed past him and looked out of the door.


  Men were streaming up the stairs, running purposefully. Already they were barging into the upper rooms.


  Retreating into the bedroom, Gabriele slammed the door and stood there, panting with rage. She should do something. But what?


  Tobago murmured, Shit, I dont need this!


  The door opened with a bang and two tall figures stood in the doorway.


  Right, said one, I have a warrant to search these premises . . . He rattled rapidly through the technicalities.


  Gabriele watched incredulously. Shed never seen a small-minded bureaucratic Hitlerite in action before. It was unbelievable.


  The second man pointed at Tobago. You! Downstairs!


  Gabriele shouted, Leave him alone. Hes done nothing!


  The first one turned in exaggerated surprise. Oh? And how do you know that, love?


  The outrage shot through Gabriele. Dont you love me!


  The policeman took a step forward and said condescendingly, Now, lets be a good girl and get dressed.


  Not with you looking on, you dirty litttle man!


  Believe it or not, I wasnt planning to watch, he said with heavy sarcasm. Anyway, I didnt think you lot minded that sort of thing.


  My God  ! Go to hell!


  She went to the bed and, slowly and deliberately, got in.


  The first policeman sighed. Gesturing to the other man, the two of them got either side of the bed and pulled her out. Their hands were firm and uncompromising on her arms. Gabriele thought: I
  cant take this.


  She knew what she should do: stay cool. And for a moment she did manage to fight off the claustrophobia and stay passive. But then, as they pulled her to her feet, the panic rose in
  her, white hot and angry, and, catching them unawares, she pulled free and lashed out. There was a brief satisfying ughh! as her elbow hit soft flesh. She grabbed for her alarm clock, a
  heavy round metal one, and swung it through the air. It caught one man on the side of the head and his hand shot up to clutch the wound.


  Then both men recovered from their surprise and their hands tightened like vices on her arms. She felt a new wave of panic and lashed out with her feet. But they were pushing her down and down,
  backwards. The bed came up against her back until she was lying helplessly on the mattress.


  Suddenly a weight descended on her middle and with a shock she realized that one of them was sitting on her.


  Get off! You bastard, get off!


  No chance, came the reply. Not until you promise to come downstairs quietly.


  Gabriele felt the bitter taste of humiliation. She must look like a complete fool.


  Four more people came into the room, including two women in plain clothes. One man started searching the room, but the others came over to the bed and regarded her coldly. She realized they were
  going to move her by force. One of the women asked, Well, are you going to come quietly then?


  Gabriele shook with anger. If you lay a hand on me, Ill kill you.


  Thats not very sensible, is it? said the woman. Then, without another word, they went for her arms.


  Ryder stood a little way up the street and waited impatiently. It was the right house, he was sure of that. Not only was it the only one with a purple door, but hed
  checked on the place very carefully at six that morning, first with the newsagent on the corner, then with an early-rising neighbour. Both knew that the place was inhabited by hippy-type students.
  The Ban the Bomb and US Out of Vietnam posters in the windows had confirmed it.


  Nevertheless the right address was no guarantee that the brick-lobbing Stephie would actually be there, and he watched the house impatiently.


  He wondered what was taking so long. The raiding party  all Special Branch officers  should have got the inmates out by now.


  Noise started coming from the house: shouts, some abusive language, and the crash of furniture. A moments silence then a long agonized scream echoed across the street. Ryder shivered.
  What the hell was going on in there?


  The front door opened and Ryder stood back so that he wouldnt be seen. First a black man was escorted down the steps and into a car. Ryder was surprised. There were no black activists in
  this group, neither had a black activist been seen at the demonstration. Next came a stream of ragged, jeans-clad individuals. Ryder counted ten of them. Good God, how many lived in the place?
  Finally a thin girl with long mousy hair and a flowered jacket came sullenly down the steps. Ryder allowed himself a moment of self-congratulation. Stephie. Perhaps she was the one who had
  screamed.


  They were driven away. Ryder ran up the steps and into the house. The remainder of the raiding party would be searching the place by now, and he wanted to see if they had found anything in the
  way of political tracts and pamphlets.


  He pushed open the door and nodded to the officer in the hall. The officer, a constable of about twenty-three, made a face and indicated upstairs. Another scream reverberated through the house
  and Ryder looked upwards.


  A group of four officers, two of them women, were at the top of the stairs, descending slowly, a thrashing figure in their midst. All Ryder could see were some long bare legs kicking out wildly
  from behind the leading policeman. Then he glimpsed a head twisting from side to side, the long dark hair obliterating the face. The unsteady group finally reached the bottom of the stairs and
  Ryder stood back. In the space of the hall the group opened up and Ryder saw that the girl was tall and slender and that she was covered by nothing but a towel.


  The girl sobbed and writhed and all of a sudden the towel was on the floor. Ryder had a momentary impression of a slim lithe body and a pair of firm white breasts. Then he looked away.


  A male voice shouted viciously, Leave that!


  Ryder looked back and saw that one of the women was reaching for the towel. The male voice snapped again, Leave that! Just get her in the van!


  Ryder muttered For Christsake . . . as the men half lifted the writhing body out of the door. The girl let out a long low moan, as if in pain, and then she was being carried down
  the steps and into the street in full view of the staring onlookers. At last she was bundled ignominiously into a police car, and handed back her towel. Ryder felt a spasm of shame.


  The officer in the hall was nodding as if the whole thing was to be expected and Ryder realized that it hadnt occurred to him to look the other way. Ryder asked, Was that really
  necessary?


  The man regarded him with surprise. She was resisting arrest, sarge. What do you expect the lads to do?


  I know, but . . . He shook his head.


  Come on, sarge. Shes not shy. I mean its all free love for them, isnt it? He lowered his voice. Besides, she was shacked up with the West
  Indian. I mean . . . He gave a knowing wink.


  Ryder sighed inwardly. Sometimes he thought he was in entirely the wrong job.


  



  TWO


  The valley lay behind the downs, a rich pocket of verdant pasture and tranquil woodland tucked between the long ridges of the chalk hills. A narrow road, no more than a lane,
  ran from the main Salisbury road down into the valley, arriving, after many twists and turns, at Cherbourne St Mary, a pretty unspoilt village built of soft grey Wiltshire stone and boasting a
  particularly fine early Gothic church.


  Victoria Danby drove slowly through the village, which appeared to be totally deserted. But then it was Saturday, and still early. She glanced at the estate agents directions balanced on
  her knee. Another mile. At first she thought shed missed the turning but then it appeared, a rough road off to the left with a large For Sale board on the corner.


  The track was full of pot-holes and she had to weave the Mini from side to side to avoid the worst craters. She wondered if the estate agent would be there yet.


  She angled the driving mirror towards her face and took a quick look. She grimaced in despair. Wild fair hair hopelessly frizzy, an undistinguished nose that shed always disliked and far
  too many freckles. An angry spot on her right cheek glowed conspicuously through the cover-up stuff shed applied that morning, and there were signs of another brewing on the other cheek. It
  was horribly unfair. Almost as unfair as eating nothing but one bowl of home-made muesli  no sugar, skimmed milk  twice a day and staying at a remorseless eleven stone.


  The track ran between tantalizingly high hedgerows that hid the ploughed fields on either side, then threaded its way into the latticed shadows of a delicate woodland. Elms sprinkled with buds
  of palest green reached overhead in tall archways. As the end of the tunnel grew near Victoria caught a glimpse of sunlit meadows ahead, and then the Mini emerged into the open.


  Victoria stopped the car and stared. She remembered the estate agents details  two lower pastures fed by a stream, two fields of cereals, and some medium-quality grazing on the
  higher land. Twenty acres in all. Not a lot. In fact it was more of a smallholding than a farm.


  But the house!


  It lay at the end of a small valley, just above the stream, and was bound on two sides by rising ground. She loved it instantly. It was built of mellow grey stone with two dormer windows set
  into a slate roof. According to the agent it was a hundred and fifty years old, but it looked as though it had been there for ever, staring serenely across the tranquil valley.


  Victoria just knew the others would love it too.


  She drove on. The track dropped down into the valley through rich pastureland, passed over the stream at a narrow stone bridge, and rose up to the house. She parked in front of the house on
  rough gravel and, getting out, wandered round to the side where various sheds and outbuildings surrounded a concrete yard. Beyond were hen houses and a kitchen garden full of overgrown vegetables.
  She strode past the garden and up the hill, climbing higher and higher until she paused, panting, near the top. From here it was possible to see the whole property spread out below. Small, yes
   but it had everything they would need to be self-sufficient. Well, almost.


  High on the opposite side of the valley was the woodland through which she had driven. It had the effect of screening off the farm from the neighbouring property, making it somehow
  self-contained, almost secret. Victoria liked that.


  In fact she liked everything about it.


  At the same time she must be rational. It was a big decision. But if there was a catch, she couldnt see it. There was work to be done, obviously, things like painting and clearing up and
  general repairs, but that was part of the attraction, part of the challenge. Anyway, with eight people to do the work nothing would take very long.


  She strolled along the side of the hill, picking at wild spring flowers, basking in a sense of contentment and home-coming. This was going to be the best thing that had ever happened to her, she
  just knew it.


  The stillness was broken by the sound of a car bouncing down the track to the house.


  The estate agent. Victoria ran down the hill and found an earnest young man getting out of his car.


  He stared at her and blinked in surprise. Miss Danby?


  Victoria said a firm Yes, and realized he was taken aback by her age  or was it her clothes? Both probably. She looked younger than twenty-five and she was wearing one of
  her more psychedelic flower dresses. Doubtless hed been expecting a farming type with brogues and a headscarf.


  She said, It was nice of you to come on a weekend. She offered him a spring violet. Have a flower.


  The young man took the flower awkwardly, then nodded in a knowing way, as if the tiny violet gave a clue to Victorias appearance. News of the flower power movement had obviously reached
  this corner of Wiltshire.


  They went into the house. The kitchen was dark and dirty, but Victoria was delighted to see that it had hardly been modernized at all. There was a coal-fired range, two stone sinks, a cool
  larder and, best of all, a large scrubbed kitchen table. The two living-rooms each had a ghastly thirties-style tiled fireplace, but these could soon be ripped out to reveal the originals
  underneath. Upstairs the four bedrooms had dark paint and gruesome wallpaper, but that could be stripped off in no time. Mentally she allotted the nicest bedroom to herself and Mel.


  In the main hall was a door which led down some steep stone steps to a pair of large cellars, dark and cool, ideal for storing fruit and vegetables.


  They went outside again. Victoria stood back and imagined the house in a year or sos time. Inside, everything would be bare wood and bright paint and Indian rugs. In the outhouses
  theyd have their craft workshops and storage for the farm implements. On the land theyd have goats and pigs, a few cows, a field of vegetables, an orchard of fruit. Theyd work
  hard all day, and have discussions in the evenings, and music and singing . . .


  It would be a real community.


  Ill take it.


  Pardon? said the agent. Er  you dont want a survey . . . or a look at the yields?


  Ill take it, just as it is. She smiled at her own rashness. Also at the pleasure in having surprised this rather straight-laced young man.


  As she drove away she stopped and looked back.


  Hunters Wood. That was its name.


  Hunters Wood. Still and benign in the clear morning light.


  She thought: I love it already.


  Sir Henry Northcliff put down his pen and sighed. He wished that they werent having to go out to lunch. He would have preferred to have had a light meal at home, gone
  for a walk on Hampstead Heath, and spent a quiet afternoon by the fire.


  There was a soft knock and Caroline put her head round the door. We should leave in half an hour.


  He nodded. Ill have finished by then. They smiled at each other. Whenever Henry looked at Caroline he was amazed by his good fortune. It seemed quite extraordinary that this
  lovely creature should be his wife.


  He motioned her in and she came quickly over to the desk. They gripped hands. Six months tomorrow, she smiled.


  And they said it wouldnt work.


  Their marriage had certainly been talked about. The wedding had been as quiet as possible and had taken place a good four months after Henrys divorce had come through, but it had made no
  difference. All the newspapers had carried the story, some with pictures. The gossips in Parliament and Lincolns Inn had enjoyed a field day. It wasnt every day that the
  Attorney-General got married, and to a girl half his age. He knew what people were saying: that he was making a fool of himself. He knew equally well that it wasnt true.


  Will you have to work this evening? Caroline asked.


  There was a pile of legal gazettes which he should glance through, but he was loath to work that evening. With two dinners, a late meeting at Number Ten and a lot of paperwork to catch up on
  hed been busy every evening that week. He replied, No.


  Good! I didnt pursue you all these years never to see you at all.


  She touched his hand and left. He reflected on her pursuit of him. It was utter rubbish, of course. Caroline was incapable of anything more forceful than calm resolve, and she had
  resolved to love him quietly and patiently from the time she was eighteen. He hadnt been aware of it then, of course. She was, after all, only a child, the daughter of a friend who had died
  long ago. But when his empty marriage had finally drawn to its long overdue conclusion, she had been there, quiet and understanding, the one person he felt at peace with. It was a year before
  hed realized that she was right about the enormous age difference  that it didnt matter a bit. When theyd eventually married she had been twenty-five, he fifty. They had
  been exceptionally happy ever since.


  The phone rang. It was David Garner, the Director of Public Prosecutions. David took many decisions with only the briefest reference to Henry, but anything with political overtones, anything
  that might develop, anything remotely sensitive, these things were brought straight to Henry as Attorney-General.


  Henry had been so busy during the week, working on some proposed legislation the government wanted rushed through, that he and David had not been able to discuss all the outstanding
  business.


  Henry guessed  correctly  that this call would involve the Oxford demonstration which had occurred several days before, on the previous Saturday. He pulled the file towards him and
  opened it.


  A total of thirty students have been charged now, all on breach of the peace charges, the DPP began. But one has been positively identified with both assaults. A
  girl named Stephanie Kitson, who was seen to throw the brick which broke the window and injured the dinner guest. And also seen to whack the ambassador over the head.


  And how are the victims? asked Henry.


  The ambassador has a bruise on his forehead, but nothing more. Thank goodness. The other guest is recovering, apparently. No permanent damage, but several stitches in his head.
  Therell be a medical report, of course.


  So, has this girl caused any trouble before?


  No, but the police have successfully opposed bail  shes liable to disappear, so they think. She keeps announcing that she doesnt recognize their authority.


  Henry said, I see. Now, there were no other assaults. Is that right?


  Correct. But some demonstrators held up chairs and waved them threateningly, others brandished banners, a table was overturned. So far only two people have been positively identified with
  these antics  names of Reardon and Lampton.


  And neither has any previous form? Henry asked.


  No, nothing at all.


  Henry thought for a moment. Violence during political demonstrations was a relatively recent phenomenon in Britain, one that was extremely distasteful to the average citizen, and he knew that
  the government were very keen to stamp on it hard. Particularly when an ambassador had been assaulted  and the US ambassador at that. It was politically extremely embarrassing and the press
  had been making a meal of it both in Britain and abroad.


  And yet political considerations werent really the overriding factor here. The point was, these demonstrators had to realize that they were subject to the law like everyone else, and that
  their political views did not excuse their actions in any way at all. Innocent dinner guests had a right to dine without being assaulted and abused. Besides, a man had been wounded. That on its own
  merited a serious charge.


  Right, he said finally, if youre satisfied as to the evidence, lets go for actual bodily harm, assault and criminal damage for the brick-throwing lady. For the
  two who brandished chairs, affray. For the rest well have to leave it at breach of the peace. For the moment anyway.


  Okay. Oh, and theres another girl out on bail, name of Linda Wilson  the DPP laughed shortly  why are women getting so aggressive
  suddenly?


  Henry grunted in mystification.


  Anyway, continued the DPP, they cant pin her to the demonstration. No positive identification at this stage. But they want to charge her anyway, with assaulting a
  police officer and resisting arrest.


  Henry asked, Where did they arrest her?


  At a house in North London in the early hours of last Sunday, I think. The place where they found the Kitson girl.


  Henry could imagine it, the police rushing in, waking the occupants, giving them the fright of their lives. In his days at the Bar hed defended enough people to know the outrage they felt
  at being hauled out of bed early in the morning, particularly if they were not habitual criminals.


  What sort of form did the assault take?


  There was the rustle of papers at the other end of the line. Er  an alarm clock to the head.


  Well, Ill have a look at that evidence in more detail, but my instinct is to forget about that one and concentrate on the offences at the demonstration itself. What do you
  think?


  They discussed it for a few minutes, and agreed the basic principles.


  When the DPP had rung off, Henry considered the last matter of the Wilson girl. Yes, he was sure it was right to drop the charges. The student might have had a vindictive motive for assaulting a
  police officer but she could just as easily have been terrified out of her life. Besides in the eyes of the public and more particularly the media, dawn raids smacked of fascist tactics, and he
  didnt want to add fuel to that flame.


  It was almost time to leave. He put the papers hed been working on in his briefcase and tidied his desk. There was an hour and a halfs drive ahead, just to go to a lunch with
  people he suspected he wasnt going to like very much. County types, rich. But they were distant cousins of Carolines  second cousins by marriage, he seemed to remember 
  and shed gone to stay there a lot when she was a schoolgirl. He must put a good face on it.


  He went into the hall and found Caroline waiting with his coat. Its a lovely day, she said. Itll be nice to get out into the country for a bit. She shot
  an anxious look at him. Im sorry if youre dreading it  I hope it wont be too boring.


  Im sure it wont. He touched her cheek. Just give me a subtle kick in the shins when my eyes glaze over.


  It was either back to London or home to pick up her record player. Victoria decided on the record player. She could give Mel and the others the news by phone and tell them all
  the details when she got back to London.


  Going home meant seeing her parents, of course. They wouldnt like her buying the farm, not at all. In fact, the thought of how intensely they wouldnt like it made Victoria feel a
  little nervous. But then she wouldnt tell them, not today anyway. Shed do it by letter during the week.


  Cawsley Hall lay half an hour away on the edge of the Cotswolds, near the Wiltshire-Gloucestershire border, an imposing property situated at the end of a long drive in two hundred and fifty
  acres of park, paddock, and farmland. The house itself was a small but excellent example of early eighteenth-century Palladian architecture and, though the Danby family liked to think theyd
  lived there for ages, they had, in fact, only been in the house since 1890 when Alfred Danby, the son of a Bristol shopkeeper, made his first fortune from brewing.


  As the house came into view Victoria winced. There were several strange cars parked in the front drive. She sighed. Weekend guests. She should have checked. She left the Mini out of sight at the
  side of the house near the walled garden and went in by a side door. She walked quickly through the gun-room, across the back hall and began to climb silently up the back stairs.


  Tor?


  Victoria spun round, then relaxed as she saw her sister in the hall below. God! she exclaimed. I thought you were Mother.


  Diana giggled and shook her head. I saw your car. How are you? Hows  things?


  Are there many guests?


  About four staying. But therell be lots more for lunch.


  Victoria made a face and sat disconsolately on the stairs. Bother! She hated parties, at least the sort her parents gave.


  Its all best behaviour stuff, Diana went on. The countys coming  the Lord Lieutenant and Sir Harry Mortimer and the Gordons. And the
  Ranfurleighs! A coup for Mother. She rolled her eyes. And of course therell be Caroline and Henry


  Caro and Henry!


  Theyre the star guests.


  Victoria was astonished. But Mother didnt tell me! Honestly!


  In the old days Victoria had often asked Caroline home for the summer holidays. Mother had tolerated the visits because Caroline was a distant relation, but there were other school friends she
  would have preferred Victoria to bring home. Now, ever since her marriage, Caroline was suddenly a bosom member of the family. Sometimes Victoria was amazed at her mothers transparency.


  She said angrily, I mean, honestly, Di  Caros my friend.


  Diana shrugged. Maybe. But Mothers been trying to get them down to lunch ever since the wedding . . .


  The sound of voices came echoing down a corridor. Victoria braced herself as Mrs Danby came into the hall carrying a vase of flowers.


  Ah, so youve decided to come after all! Well . . . Mrs Danby looked at Victorias clothes and made a visible effort to restrain herself.


  Victoria said, I didnt know you were having a lunch party.


  Oh yes you did. I told you. Months ago.


  Victoria vaguely remembered her mother mentioning it. But you didnt say Caro and Henry were coming.


  Immediately Mrs Danby was on the defensive. Well, darling, what if they are? Were very fond of them. Daddy and I have been trying to get them down for
  ages.


  But


  Goodness gracious! I should have thought youd be delighted. You havent seen them in months, have you?


  Victoria dropped her eyes. How could she explain to Mother that it hadnt occurred to her to impose on Carolines new life?


  Well, since you are here, continued Mrs Danby, Daddy and I want to talk to you.


  Victoria had a sudden premonition of what was coming.


  Mr Rawlinson phoned me, her mother said quietly and firmly, and he told me you had some funny ideas about Grannys trust.


  Victoria stared. She didnt think solicitors were allowed to tell tales. She protested mildly, But its nothing to do with anyone else.


  Mrs Danby blinked at her. I beg your pardon.


  Victoria drew a deep breath and said with growing uncertainty, I can invest the capital in Grannys trust more or less as I like.


  Well  ! Mrs Danby said with authority. I dont think thats true, Victoria


  Yes, it is.


  Her mother stiffened. There was a silence. Eventually she said coldly, I see. And what exactly are you planning to invest it in?


  A farm.


  A farm? Mrs Danby exclaimed. Why a farm for goodness sake?


  Victoria said earnestly, Because I want to work on the land, to create things. To  she searched for the right expression  to lead a meaningful life . .
  .


  Ah! Her mother pounced. Now, wait a minute. This isnt you, is it, Victoria? Its someone else whos been putting these ideas into your
  head. Am I right? A  friend  perhaps?


  No, Victoria lied. Shed never told Mother about Mel. Mel had hair down to his shoulders, wore embroidered clothes and had no job. She added defensively, Although
  certain friends are going to help me. Its going to be a co-operative. The word sounded better than a commune.


  Mrs Danby sighed long and loud, an expression of exasperation and exhausted tolerance. Well, I dont intend to discuss this any more now. Ive got lunch to worry
  about. But I really think youre being exceedingly thoughtless, Victoria. Exceedingly.


  When shed gone Diana said, Oh dear.


  She cant stop me, Victoria said unhappily. I can do it, Di. And Im jolly well going to.


  A loud buzz of conversation was coming from the open door of the drawing-room. Going into rooms full of people had always filled Victoria with dread. She remembered all those
  agonizing parties in her teens when, feeling huge and whale-like in some ghastly unsuitable dress, shed clung to a wall, totally ignored, or been dragged across the middle of a room by the
  hostess, like a prize specimen across a show ring, to be introduced to someone who wasnt in the least interested in talking to her.


  Some fears never faded. She drew a deep breath and went in. Her mother spotted her and, putting on her best hostesss face, came bustling over. Well! she said tightly.
  Dont you look splendid, Victoria dear. Just like a Red Indian, with that  she indicated the bright scarlet bandeau Victoria had tied round her head  thing!
  Very exotic! She took Victorias arm and cast round a little desperately.


  At the far side of the room Victoria could see Caroline and Henry in a group of five or six people. Before she could move towards them her mother gripped her arm and, pushing her firmly
  sideways, said hastily, Come and talk to the brigadier for me, will you?


  The manoeuvre was too late; a brittle-faced woman was standing in front of them, waiting for an introduction. Ah, Lady Ranfurleigh, Mrs Danby said with a nervous laugh, have
  you met my other daughter? Then, retrieving the situation triumphantly: Shes our exotic one, you know!


  Victoria thought: Im going to scream.


  Some drinks appeared. Victoria grabbed a gin and tonic and downed it in three. Lady Ranfurleigh was saying how colourful Victoria looked and how the young seemed to think they were the first
  young people ever to rebel, but of course that just wasnt true. She herself had been a bit wild in her time and worn rather a daring frock to the Savoy.


  Spotting her father nearby, Victoria mumbled an excuse and backed away. She stood, uncertain, in front of him and said, Hello, Daddy.


  He smiled at her, blinking rapidly. Hello, old thing. What a surprise.


  In a surge of affection she reached out and hugged him awkwardly.


  I say, old girl. Well, well . . . Embarrassed, he pulled gently but hastily back and patted her arm. You . . . er . . . keeping all right?


  Daddy, I   She looked into his face and grasped at the essential kindness behind it. Daddy, can I  talk to you later?


  A look of alarm came over his face, one she recognized well. She knew then that it was hopeless.


  A bit overdrawn, are you, old thing? Eh? Need some new clothes? Well, dont worry, Ill look after it . . . He glanced away. Then, murmuring Theres a good
  girl, theres a good girl, he was gone.


  She stood still for a moment, working hard to make herself calm, then took another drink from a passing tray. It tasted good. She made her way round the edge of the room, head down to avoid
  strangers, and found herself in front of some canaps. She wolfed down half a dozen, then a few more, and felt better.


  She found Caro and Henry still in a tight group. Someone was talking loudly about government policy on law and order and Henry was nodding vaguely, his eyes glazed with polite disinterest.
  Caroline was listening intently, her head inclined towards her neighbour. Victoria tugged at her sleeve.


  Caroline turned and broke into a warm smile. Tor! How lovely to see you. I was wondering where you were. Gosh, its been so long!


  As they talked Victoria was struck, as always, by Carolines calm assurance. She had a rock-like core of honesty and serenity. Integrity: that was what she had. Victoria thought
  admiringly: Shes everything Im not.


  Someone touched Victorias arm. It was Henry. Well, well, how are you? He kissed her warmly on the cheek. Victoria was pleased and flattered. Shed only met
  Henry three times, and shed been a bit frightened of him. Yet here he was greeting her like an old friend. She smiled at him and wondered why she hadnt realized before how very nice
  he was.


  He leant down and whispered conspiratorially, Good thing for everybody that youre here. You bring the average age in this room down at least thirty years.


  Victoria laughed and lurched to one side. She recovered, flushing with embarrassment. The gin had gone to her head. Henry looked politely away.


  Lunch was interminable. On Victorias right was the old brigadier. His breath smelled of whisky and stale tobacco. I say, rather like the garb! he kept saying, as he eyed her
  dress. You a flower child, are you? Or
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