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My mother says that until the lions have their own storytellers, the story of the hunt will always glorify the hunter.

She has a proverb to suit most situations. She says that proverbs are ‘jewels from the ancestors’ to guide us through the challenges of life.

I can definitely see myself as a lion.

I am strong. As strong as anyone my age.

I am fast. Superfast, some say. No one I’ve met can outrun me.

I am loyal to my pride. My family – my mother, my father, three sisters and a brother – are my world.

For every proverb my mother offers, my father has a quotation.

‘All the world’s a stage!’ he claims. ‘And all the men and women merely players!’

He believes that we each have a role to play in the great drama of life. That different situations call for different performances. The important thing is to be true to oneself in each performance.

Am I a performer? Or a storyteller? Can I be both? The heroine of my own story?

Mama says that if we don’t tell our own stories, someone else will do it for us. And if we let them do that, how can we trust them to tell it right?

Until the lions have their own storytellers, the story of the hunt will always glorify the hunter.

When this story began, almost everything I knew about the world I had learned from my parents. These events changed that forever.

I decided to write them down so that I could be a storyteller for the lions.

I did not yet know that this was the story of a hunt.
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To begin with, there was nothing out of the ordinary about the night of Friday 11th April 1777. It was just like any other Friday night in Covent Garden. Or so it seemed. The market square swirled with street traders selling flowers and fruit in all colours of the rainbow. Coaches and carriages passed back and forth, stopping every now and then to let the horses drop their manure. Shoppers hurried along the cobblestones, pulling their coats tighter about them as the sun sank slowly behind the skyline of colonnades and spires that graced the Thames.

If someone had been looking very carefully, however, they might have noticed a tall, cloaked figure, skulking in a shadowed doorway as the crowds passed by. If they had continued to pay close attention, they might have seen the figure disappear into the back door of the Theatre Royal at Drury Lane.

Someone extremely perceptive would have also observed a smaller figure – a girl – leaving Madame Hassan’s Haberdashery on Maiden Lane, clutching a package and scurrying through Covent Garden Market as though her life depended on it. And if they had followed that girl, they would have seen her tearing down the Strand, along Whitehall and into Charles Street, making a beeline for Ignatius Sancho’s Tea Shop.

Right. So, I should let you know that that girl is me. Lizzie Sancho, twelve years old, Londoner. I am definitely not your typical eighteenth-century girl. Who is? I hear you ask. But what I mean is, I’m not interested in attending society balls or wearing the latest fashions or reading the gossip columns in the newspapers. And personally, I don’t know many girls that are interested in those things. But then, maybe I don’t move in the right circles.

I spend most of my time helping out with the family business. We own a grocery store in the heart of Westminster that doubles as a tea shop and what my father likes to call a ‘literary salon’.
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And here he is! May I present Ignatius Sancho? Gentleman. Grocer. Writer. Composer. Abolitionist.

He used to work as a butler for an aristocratic family and he knows a lot of people. I mean, a lot. Actors, artists, writers, musicians: you name it! The shop is always crammed with people huddled in corners, swapping stories, planning protests, hatching plots, reciting poetry, sharing secrets. A proper hotbed of news and information.

Helping out in the shop is how I have developed my extraordinary powers of observation. You see, I have a trick – a gift, Mama calls it – of noticing things that other people don’t. I can tell all sorts of things about someone just by the way they enter a room, or eat an apple, or ask me for directions in the street. You’d be amazed at what you can learn about life just by observing people closely. And eavesdropping, of course.

But I digress. Back to Papa.

So, his latest obsession is acting. He quotes Shakespeare at me and our family on a daily basis – sometimes hourly, no joke.

‘Everything one could wish to learn about human behaviour,’ he announces, ‘we could learn from William Shakespeare!’

Tonight he will take to the stage to play Othello at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. Othello is one of Shakespeare’s very few Black characters. A military general, respected by his colleagues and those he commands, and married to Desdemona, a young white woman. The play is almost one hundred and eighty years old, and has been performed many times, but the character of Othello has yet to be played by a Black man on the British stage. Can you believe it?

When Papa first told me that, some months back, I actually thought I’d misheard him. In fact, I accidentally spat out my tea.

‘What?’ I spluttered, spraying tiny drops of hot water in a shower of surprise.

‘Never once yet, dear Lizzie,’ Papa replied, in his rolling baritone. ‘Until now.’

I mopped the table surreptitiously with my sleeve. ‘But that’s ridiculous, Papa! Why not?’

‘That, dear heart, is a very good question,’ he replied, refilling my cup with Orange Pekoe tea. ‘A very good question indeed.’
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To return to my tale, the grand bell of St Margaret’s Church was striking five when I arrived at the shop. I took a moment to catch my breath and pushed open the door. Like a cheeky response to the sombre church tones, the familiar silver tinkle of the bell that hung above the door frame announced my arrival. The tea shop was toasty warm after the snappy chill of the evening air.

‘Lizzie? Lizzie, is that you back?’

My mother’s sing-song voice rang out from the back room. In she came, resplendent in an indigo brocade gown, her nimble-fingered hands fixing the last pins into her coiled crown of silver-and-black hair. Her large eyes shone like obsidian in the sculpted planes of her face; her umber skin glowed with health.

Mama. Strong and elegant as a queen, there was a soft grace about her, a warmth inside her strength that made you want to cuddle up and hear her tell you stories in the sparkling Caribbean lilt of her voice. I found my mother impossibly beautiful.

She moved swiftly as she spoke, gathering up the sheets of music and script that were scattered over the counter, clearing away the breeches, blouses and bonnets that had been flung to all corners of the room. Each word chimed clear: strung together, they flowed like music.

‘Lizzie, you’re late, girl. You got your father’s gift?’

I unwrapped the handkerchief I had bought Papa as a good luck present from Madame Hassan, the Egyptian seamstress. An exquisite, white cotton square with a motif of golden flames around the border.

‘Oh Lizzie, it’s beautiful!’ Mama lifted the delicate fabric to inspect the intricate embroidery. ‘Your father will love it! But come on, quick, now! You must wash and dress for the theatre. Your dress is hanging up in the back room. Leaving in ten!’

‘What?’ said a voice from the far corner of the room. ‘Mama! There’s no way I’ll be ready in ten minutes!’

My sister Mary, fifteen, was seated at a small harpsichord, frantically scribbling notes on manuscript paper with a small quill. She shared my father’s musical genius, and in addition to composing and performing on harpsichord and violin, she was obsessed with learning the dance steps that were currently sweeping the assembly halls and pleasure gardens. Papa had invited her to compose the music for the production of Othello, and now she was adding last-minute changes to her score.

‘I wouldn’t worry. There’s no way we’ll be leaving in ten minutes.’

That dry voice? Frances. Seventeen – the eldest of the five of us. Nose in a book, legs up on a footstool, feet crossed at the ankle. If it could be learned from a book, there was a fair chance that Frances knew it already. Now she was peering at me over the top of her glasses. ‘You’ll take at least four minutes to wash and another seven to get dressed, Lizzie.’

Rude. I’m not a fussy dresser, you understand; I just find girls’ clothes very – fiddly. All those layers and buttons and ribbons and . . . well, it’s time-consuming to say the least. When I can get away with it, I prefer to wear breeches. This evening was not one of those occasions.

And Frances was not yet done. ‘By the time you’re dressed, Billy will need to use the chamber pot – that’s three minutes (if we’re lucky) – and by the time that’s done, Mary will have lost her spectacles – again. I predict at least one and a half minutes before she realises that they are on her head, and by the time we’re actually out of the door . . . I give it fifteen minutes from now. Unless, of course, Billy needs to sit down on the pot. In which case make it half an hour.’ She put her nose back into her book.

Behind her were Kitty and Billy, chasing each other round in a circle. One boy, one girl. It would have been easy to mistake them for twins. But Billy was three years old, and Kitty was five. Ill health had slowed Kitty’s growth and she was no taller than our baby brother – or ‘Smiler’ as we liked to call him. But she was fearless and playful and full of affection for us all, which she dished out in the form of hugs and very wet kisses. They ran in the staggering circles of small children: giggling, breathless, giddy.

‘Kitty! Billy!’ Mother warned. ‘No showing your father up on his special night, you hear me? This, my ducks, could be the most important night of his career. Standing still now!’

Mama only warned once. Kitty and Billy stopped and stood stock still, mock statues, each wobbling on one leg, trying not to laugh.

‘And as for you, girls?’ Mama added. ‘Help me to clear up this mess as quickly as you helped to make it.’

I slipped into the back room. Our house was next door to the shop, but with just one room downstairs and two bedrooms upstairs – one for my parents plus the little ones, the other for us three girls – the shop’s back room doubled up as extra living space.

There, against the bookcases, hung my dress for the theatre: a gown of rich deep-blue, hand-stitched, with gold lace scallops around the hem, the cuffs and the squared neckline. That sounds beautiful, I can hear some of you saying. But the truth is, I am virtually allergic to wearing dresses. I find them irritatingly tight, maddeningly uncomfortable and pretty much impossible to run in. And I run a lot. But Papa had asked his friend Mrs Templeton the seamstress to make matching outfits for the family for this special occasion, declaring it was ‘the African way’!

Papa is extremely proud of his African heritage and takes every opportunity to ensure that people know it. Mama is an African Caribbean woman, free born here in England. My siblings and I were all born in London. However, we are – as Papa so often reminds us – an African family.

So, on this occasion, I swallowed my reservations about wearing a fancy dress, scrubbed up quickly and put the dress on, because I knew how important this evening was to the dearest, funniest, kindest man I knew.
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Thirty-one minutes later, the Sancho women – plus Billy – stepped out into the London night. Mama took up the centre of the family line, Kitty in her arms. Frances walked next to Mama, with Billy in hers. I walked next to Mama too; Mary walked next to Frances. Dressed in matching indigo satin gowns and cloaks, Billy in breeches and waistcoat, we strolled proudly through the lamp-lit streets as they filled up with fellow theatregoers.

The Theatre Royal was a grand palace in the heart of Drury Lane. Papa called it ‘the jewel in London’s crown’. Crowds gathered under its stone colonnades, their voices fizzing with excitement and anticipation, and my heart swelled to think that my father was at the centre of it all! That in just a few moments, all these people would be watching him perform on stage!

Mary hurried straight into the auditorium to deliver her last-minute changes to the musicians and Mama disappeared to find the lady selling the playbills so that we could have a souvenir of the evening. She returned both outraged and triumphant.

‘A penny a playbill! And no family discount! But I got us a good deal. I bought us an orange each, and the playbill came free!’ Mama was queen of the bargain hunters.

The auditorium was a hive of sound and a riot of vision! A thousand voices twittered and buzzed around us. My skin thrilled with anticipation. How could one room be so vast? A great domed ceiling, painted with sky and clouds, appeared to float high above our heads. Proud pillars rose up and met in vaulted arches decorated with elegant carvings of fruit and flowers, angels and animals. The theatre was like a magnificent temple.

The stage, for now, was empty. As though it were waiting for something.

Above it, a hundred wax candles burned in a chandelier that glimmered like a giant crown.

But the crowd! The walls were lined with rows of people, festooned in silks and satins, purples and pinks, greens, blues, yellows: a feast of colour and ornaments! Gowns flashed and rustled. Wigs, dotted with flowers or draped with ribbons, towered above their wearers. People leaned their heads together to whisper behind fans or pass comment behind palms. Everyone talked at once. Everyone was watching everyone else.

Once we were settled in our box – a cross between a private room and a balcony – I consulted the playbill.
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It was too exciting! I leaned forward for a better look, chin in hands. Mary gave a little gasp of wonder as a young conductor with a shock of wavy red hair took his place at the front of the orchestra and the buzz of gossip quietened to curious murmurs. The musicians were poised, instruments ready, all eyes on the conductor. He bowed to the audience, turned to face the musicians and raised his long-fingered hands. The audience fell silent.

The violins started a light and steady dance up and down their scales; a cello marked a steady beat below. A harpsichord spun sounds like a web of golden gossamer. I glanced across at Mary. She was transfixed, her face the very picture of rapture, her foot lightly marking time beneath the indigo taffeta of her skirt. Her hands danced miniature patterns in the air as though she too were conducting. Frances had snuck in a copy of the playscript and was reading it behind a fan. Her foot also tapped in perfect time to the beat. Kitty and Billy sat, open-mouthed. Every one of us was under a spell.

And then the action began. Soldiers Iago and Roderigo stalked about the stage, speaking of their hatred for Othello and hatching a plot against him. According to Papa, Iago was ‘the villain of the piece, consumed with jealousy’. I watched, spellbound, as Iago crept around Roderigo, his voice low and insinuating, his words winding a serpentine spell around us all.

‘I am not what I am . . .’

In the second scene, Papa made his grand entrance. Dressed in a red velvet cloak, he strode on to the stage, every inch a powerful military general. The rich scarlet looked splendid against his mahogany complexion. Mama had cut his coils so that they sat close to his round head. His voice, deep and sonorous as a double bass, rolled over the heads of the crowd in waves of profound sound: soothing, magical.

‘For know, Iago, but that I love the gentle Desdemona . . .’

I thrilled with pride. Papa – the star of the stage!

I was blissfully lost in the wonder of the words, when all of a sudden, I had a strange sensation – a feeling that I was also being watched.

I turned instinctively towards the watcher. Was it a version of myself I was seeing? There, on the other side of the theatre, sitting between an elderly man and a lady with a beehive of silver hair, was a girl. A girl of about my age, looking straight at me and not altogether unlike me. Her skin was deep brown, almost as dark as mine, and the tight curls of her hair were gathered up into a bun on top of her head. Her delicate face was framed by a fringe of tightly curled ringlets. She wore a gown of cream lace, the sleeves puffed at the shoulders, and a delicate silver chain around her neck. She was staring directly at me. As our eyes met, so did, it seemed, our thoughts.

I nodded.

She nodded back, smiled.

I returned her smile, lost for a moment.

And then, without warning, she suddenly looked up towards the drape of curtain above the stage. Fear flickered across her face. I followed her gaze upwards. A tall human shape hovered at the edge of the balcony above, just visible behind the curtain. And then, it vanished in a movement as quick and fleeting as the flap of a bat wing.

The girl looked back at me, stricken with horror. In the same moment, the actor playing Iago looked up too – and leaped across the stage, straight into my father. The two of them staggered and tumbled to the floor as the chandelier plummeted to the stage with an almighty crash, landing in the exact spot where Papa had been standing, sending splinters of wood flying in all directions!

The actors froze, like miniature cut-out figures in a paper peepshow. The theatre held its breath. Fear hung in the air.

The chandelier lay like a great shipwreck in the centre of the stage, smoke from its candles drifting eerily towards the ceiling.

Beside it, stretched out, motionless, lay my father.

[image: ]



[image: ]

And then – pandemonium! Shrieks of panic erupted across the crowd as people rushed and scrambled to get out of the building. I turned to Mama, who was already on her feet, clutching the little ones tightly to her and craning her neck to keep sight of Papa.

Mr Ash knelt beside Papa, talking to him, shaking him gently, putting his ear to his mouth, as though to check he were breathing.

At the edge of the stage, two men were exchanging agitated, anxious words. Garrick and Greenwoode. Garrick, a sturdy man in a russet frockcoat, strode to the front of the stage, gesturing for the audience to take their seats. He had a natural air of authority about him, as though he were used to being listened to.

Greenwoode, a thin man with a long, melancholy face, knelt down, aghast, by Papa stretched out on the floor. Poor Papa!

‘Quiet please, quiet please!’ Garrick cried, clapping his hands until the din subsided to a ripple of murmurs. He pulled out a handkerchief and patted it across his brow. ‘Ladies and Gentlemen! Please! This is a most unexpected and unfortunate turn of events. I urge you to leave the building in the same civil, orderly and gentle fashion in which you entered. For now, we must attend to our honourable colleague Mr Sancho. We will investigate and post news as soon as we are able. But for now, you must leave peacefully; please. I bid you goodnight.’

The little ones were wailing loudly. Mama thrust Billy into my arms and pushed Kitty towards Frances.

‘Girls,’ she said, agitated but determined. ‘I need you to be strong now and go home without me, so that I can see to your father.’ She fished around urgently in her purse and thrust two heavy coins into Mary’s hands. ‘Mary. Go out into the street and find a coach to take you all home. I’ll be there with Papa as soon as I can.’

We pushed our way through the crowd as it jostled and spilled out into the street. I held Billy fast to my chest, pressing his head into my neck so that he did not have to see the chaos milling around us. A wave of panic rose up within me. Knowing I had to stay calm for my baby brother, I steeled myself against it.

Outside, the air bubbled with rumour and speculation, a greedy buzz of voices clamouring for news too soon.

‘A near tragedy! – What an event for opening night! – Do you suppose he’s dead? – It’s the height of drama! – and in front of his family too – it’s too terrible to think about!’

Mary stood in the road, desperately trying to flag down a coach. Some ignored her completely and rolled on past. Others slowed as they passed but were swiftly commandeered by well-to-do theatre guests more adept than us at getting what they wanted. I jiggled Billy around in my arms, trying desperately to comfort him and stop his crying.

Frances strode over to Mary and grabbed the coins. She waved them high in the air with one hand, placed two fingers of the other to her mouth and gave out a searing whistle. In an instant, a coach swerved over to the kerb and stopped in front of us.

Mary jumped in and I passed Billy to her. Frances followed with Kitty. I hesitated on the pavement, scanning the crowd anxiously for the girl I had glimpsed in the theatre. My mind was racing. Where was she? Surely she had seen the shadow on the balcony too?

And just as my mind spoke that thought, there, moving swiftly through the crowd towards me, was the girl in the cream dress, a violet cloak covering her hair and shoulders.

‘I do hope your father is not hurt! Come tomorrow morning if you can!’ she whispered in my ear as she pressed a small card into my hand and flew past me.

I spun around to see her take the elderly gentleman’s hand and follow the silver-haired lady into a coach waiting across the street. The coachman cracked his whip; the horses snapped into action and surged forward. Confused and curious, I stared helplessly after them as the coach carrying the mysterious girl in violet pulled away from the chattering crowd and vanished into the star-studded night.
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It felt strange arriving home to an empty shop. The ashes in the fireplace were cold and a damp chill had settled into the house in our absence. It clung to the walls and furniture like an unwelcome guest.

Mary set about lighting the candles in the kitchen. Each one bloomed into a golden halo and brought the corners of the room into view around us.

Papa’s spectacles lay neatly folded on the counter. His chair by the hearth, conspicuously empty. On the kitchen table, the handkerchief I had bought him. How could I have forgotten to take him his good luck present? My heart was pierced with a sharp stab of regret, as though tonight’s events were in some part due to my carelessness.

Frances went straight upstairs with Kitty, who had fallen asleep in the coach on the way home. I walked around the kitchen, jiggling Billy in my arms. He rubbed his eyes fretfully, resisting sleep without Mama to comfort him. Frances came back downstairs and fetched some milk from the cellar to warm for him.

Mary sat down at the harpsichord but did not play. Frances paced up and down while the milk heated. Not one of us had yet spoken a word, but I knew we were all dreading the same thing.

When the milk was ready, I sat down on the floor with my legs crossed and cradled Billy in my lap, tipping the cup to his thirsty lips. I watched him guzzle it down greedily, his soft-lashed eyelids sweeping up and down, up and down, down, down, as he sank into a milk-drunk sleep. My fear for Papa grew more powerful; questions about the chandelier seared my brain.

‘Frances . . .’ My voice was small in the dim gloom of the room. ‘Will all be well with Papa?’

She stopped pacing and spun around to face me, her face contorted with her own fear. ‘How should I know, Lizzie? I didn’t see any more than you did!’

Her harsh words stung. My eyes felt hot.

She softened. ‘Oh, Lizzie, I’m sorry.’ She joined me on the floor, putting her arm about my shoulder with a sigh. ‘I want to be able to tell you that everything will be well, but the truth is, I don’t know. At least Mama is with him.’

‘Papa’s strong,’ said Mary, with determination, as if to convince herself. ‘He’ll be fine. When it’s his time to go, it will take more than a fall.’

I wished for Mary’s faith, but I could not shake the image from my mind of Papa lying so still on the stage, Ash bent over him, shaking him.

I blinked the thought away. It was too painful.

Billy stirred in my arms. I stroked his warm forehead, and he sighed a feather-soft breath back into sleep. I decided to hold Mary’s reassuring words in my heart while we waited for Mama to arrive home.

A few hours later, a coach pulled up outside the shop. Frances rushed to open the door. In they came together, Papa leaning heavily on Mama, one arm around her shoulders, his head bandaged.

‘Papa!’ Mary cried.

With Billy fast asleep in my lap, I could only watch as Mary and Frances threw their arms around him, yet I thought my heart would burst with relief!

Though his face was drawn with exhaustion, his eyes danced at the sight of us.

‘Girls, dear girls, you . . . you need not have waited up!’
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He spoke with an effort, his voice laden with weariness. ‘I am quite well. It seems I have suffered a mild concussion – it is of no serious concern.’

‘Ignatius!’ Mama’s voice was all anxiety laced with warning. ‘We talked about this in the carriage. You will take this seriously. Doctor Phipps was very clear. You hit your head when you fell to the floor. You must rest yourself.’

She caught sight of me on the floor in the corner and smiled sadly.

‘Lizzie!’ she said. ‘You got Billy to sleep? Good girl! Can you bring him up? Mary, give her a hand. Frances, help me take your father up the stairs . . . I’ll watch him closely tonight. And then to bed, girls. It’s been a difficult day. You’ll all need some decent sleep before tomorrow.’
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I awoke with a jolt, head and heart beating like drums.

Daylight bathed the room. My sisters’ beds were empty, their sheets pulled tight into the neat rectangles Mama insisted on. Muffled voices floated up the stairs; beneath them, the familiar sounds of movement in the kitchen. Breakfast. Distant notes fell like blossoms from the family harpsichord.

My sleep had been troubled, broken by nightmares. The sight of my father almost crushed to death by a chandelier had haunted me throughout the night. He called out my name, but I too was stuck somehow, unable to move towards him, unable to help. Through the wreaths of smoke that curled up from the stage, the girl in the violet cloak appeared before me, her dark eyes holding a deep sadness. I reached towards her; the girl turned away.

Dreams and reality met and merged in my mind. What on earth had happened last night? I reached under my pillow and found the calling card the mysterious girl had pressed so insistently into my hand.

On one side was a fine illustration of a grand house high on a hill, flanked by trees. On the other side, in an elegant, sloping script, the words:
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Was she a Lady, then? A young Lady Mansfield? Of African birth? Whoever she was, she had asked me to visit her. And she had certainly seen whatever I had, there above the stage.

‘Breakfast, Lizzie!’

Frances’ voice pulled me from my thoughts. I unwrapped the satin scarf holding my hair in place and washed and dressed quickly.

Mama and Mary sat side by side at the harpsichord, their eyes fixed on the music manuscript, their hands working in harmony. The halting notes of their gentle duet were a calming counterpoint to the boisterous sellers’ cries that sailed in from the street outside.

Frances stood at the hearth making the hot chocolate. The white apron she wore over her dark cotton dress was a sign that she was in charge of family breakfast this morning. She pushed a wooden spoon in wide circles around a cast-iron pot bubbling with hot milk and ground cocoa. I watched as she sprinkled in cardamom and cinnamon. The sweet spices filled the room with a glorious heady aroma. So familiar, it calmed my spirits a little.

Kitty and Billy sat – or should I say wriggled – together at the table, each dipping a hunk of bread into a steaming bowl of hot chocolate.

‘Mmmmm!’ they hummed as they dipped and ate, giggling through hamster cheeks stuffed with chocolatey bread.

I sat down beside Kitty, my insides rippling with anxiety. The handkerchief lay open on the table, a reproach. I folded it carefully and wrapped it once more in its pocket of golden silk. Poor Papa.

The bell above the door sounded. It was Mercury, with the day’s newspapers.

‘Morning, Mrs Sancho! Morning, girls! All right, Billy?’ Billy giggled and kicked his legs under the table.

When Mercury was around, Billy never took his eyes off him.

Swift, fast-talking and reliable, Mercury ran all over London, delivering newspapers and taking messages for extra coins. His real name was Kofi, but his speed had earned him his nickname, after the Roman god of messages. He had a cheeky sense of humour, and I enjoyed having a boy of my own age to run around the city with. One of our favourite pastimes was to go down to the riverside and race along its banks. Mercury was the only person I had ever met who could match me stride for stride. For that alone, I had great respect for him.

We squeezed each other in our usual tight hug of greeting.

‘Here, Lizzie, everyone’s talking about what happened at the theatre last night! Front page news in the Daily Advertiser! Send my best wishes to your papa . . .’

I took the paper from Mercury’s outstretched hand. The silver locket he wore on a bracelet on his wrist sparkled in the morning sunlight. A gift from his mother. It was all he had left of her. Aside from his friends, Mercury was pretty much alone in the world.

I shook open the folded newspaper. There was a picture of Papa on the front page. Not a brilliant likeness, I noted.

‘Catch you same time tomorrow!’ Mercury called, grabbing a bread roll from a bowl on one of the tables – an unspoken treat always on offer from Mama for him – and pulling the shop door closed
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