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PROLOGUE


The North of England: December 1880


BY THE TIME IT ARRIVED at Dawley, the 1.55 p.m. local train from Shrewsbury to Birmingham was already twelve minutes late. It had left Shrewsbury two or three minutes behind schedule, was further delayed by signals and other trains ahead of it and now three additional third-class carriages were being attached to the rear of the train to accommodate a large Sunday school excursion party. This would add a further eight to ten minutes to the delay and the stationmaster peered at his fob watch and shook his head.


Seamus Proctor, the driver of the train, waited in the engine’s cab, smoking patiently. His fireman, Evans, pulled off his cap and mopped his brow with a rag, streaking his face with oil as he did so. It was a bitterly cold afternoon but the heat from the boiler was fierce.


‘This’ll slow us down,’ Seamus remarked, nodding his head towards the rear of the train where the additional carriages were being hurriedly attached.


He had buried his wife the previous day.


The railway company had allowed him the day off. The funeral had been held in the morning, the ground so frozen you wondered how the gravediggers had been able to dig her grave. It had been a brief ceremony: the rector had had a streaming cold and there had been another burial party already gathered at the church gate.


Seamus leant out of the cab window watching the stationmaster’s frantic attempts to supervise the coupling of the new carriages and he thought about his dead wife. They had been married twenty-seven years.


‘Company won’t like this,’ replied Evans, standing up and leaning on his shovel so that he could stretch his back. ‘Three carriages behind the last brake-van.’


Seamus made no comment. He was aware of the railway company’s regulations and he was aware there was nothing actually stating how many carriages could or could not be placed behind the final brake-van. It wasn’t usual, it might be frowned on, but it wasn’t against regulations. Besides, the railway company would be more concerned about the additional time lost if they stopped to move the brake-van to the end of the train.


Evans had said nothing to him about his wife’s death. It was quite likely Evans did not know. Why would he? Seamus had said nothing. It was no one else’s business. This morning he had got up at the usual time, made his cup of tea and his breakfast, carved a hunk of bread and cheese for his lunch and left the house before dawn. Just as he always did.


He smoked silently in the cab as outside the party of Sunday schoolchildren and church people surged along the platform and boarded the train.


He lived in a small railwayman’s cottage in a purpose-built terrace behind the station. They had lived there, he and his wife, since the day of their wedding. Twenty-seven years. He had been a young man then.


A passenger, a young fella in a cap and his Sunday-best shirt, came hurrying up the platform holding the hand of a little girl, his daughter perhaps. The girl skipped and twisted this way and that to see everything, jumping when a burst of steam shot from beneath the engine and startled her. Seamus took the end of his pipe out of his mouth and smiled at her and she smiled back and waved. The young fella, her dad, spoke to her sharply, and the little girl pouted. Seamus winked at her and watched as they boarded the third-class carriage behind the engine.


When his shift ended, late in the evening, he would return home to an empty house.


A blast from the stationmaster’s whistle and an urgent waving of his flag indicated they were—at last—ready. Seamus gave two short blasts from the train’s whistle, startling a circling crow, released the engine brakes, opened the throttle and they eased out of the station.


‘Twenty-one minutes late,’ observed Evans.


The bell of the internal communication cord rang once. It was the test ring the head guard was required to make on leaving every station where carriages had been attached or removed. Regulations stated it was supposed to be rung prior to leaving the station, not once they were under way. Seamus gave a resigned pull of the cord in acknowledgement.


They now had fifteen carriages, including the three just added, plus the engine, the tender, a luggage van and two brake-vans, one behind the luggage van, one behind the twelfth carriage.


‘It’s the fair,’ said Evans, shouting above the roar of the engine. ‘In Wolverhampton. There’s a big fair on.’


Seamus shook his head. A fair on the Sabbath. And in December! Whoever heard of such a thing?


There had been frosts the last seven nights and this morning there had been a sprinkling of snow in the fields around Shrewsbury. Ice hung from the trees and from the eaves of the cottages they passed. The third-class carriages would be bracing—though, no doubt if you were going to a fair, you would put up with it. The cab of the engine was the only place to be on such a day. That, or before the hearth in your home.


He thought of the hearth in his cottage, which would be cold when he returned home.


The distance to Wolverhampton was eighteen miles and it was, by and large, a straight run aside from the Sutton Hill incline and the tunnel a mile or so further on. Beside him, Evans shovelled coal into the firebox for all he was worth, pausing only to check the pressure gauge.


The train shot through a cutting that soon became an embankment with a slight and steadily increasing gradient as the line ahead passed over the canal at a place called Lea’s Crossing. All the signals were in the ‘clear’ position so the train was able to pick up speed. It was travelling at around thirty miles per hour as it approached the bridge.


‘Shall I make a brew?’ shouted Evans, slamming the firebox shut and breathing heavily through his mouth.


Seamus nodded at his fireman. The signal at the approach to the bridge was also clear. At this rate they might pick up two or three minutes—unless someone decided to attach more carriages at Wolverhampton. The train was already straining under the additional weight and they lost a bit of speed on the incline before rattling over the bridge. Seamus glanced down and saw that the canal beneath them was frozen solid, a barge tethered unnecessarily to a mooring. It wouldn’t be going anywhere today.


When he saw the stationary goods train on the line ahead of him his first thought was that it must be on a siding. In the second that he realised that there was no siding, that the train was on their line and that they were going to hit it, he shut off the steam, threw the engine into reverse and gave out a whistle to tell the guard to apply his brakes. Beside him, Evans had dropped the kettle and was frantically applying the tender brake. Instantly the cab was filled with steam and the horrifying screech of the wheels braking and sending up sparks, and the thump of the couplings behind them straining.


‘We’re going too fast,’ shouted Evans. Seamus knew they were travelling too fast. He knew that their combined brake-power would not stop the train in time. He wondered why all the signals had been in the ‘clear’ position—could he have misread one of them? He thought about his dead wife.






The Birmingham-bound passenger train hit the stationary goods train at twelve minutes past three in the afternoon. The engine and tender ploughed into the rear of the goods train, throwing the last three wagons of that train off the line and down the embankment. The engine and tender of the oncoming passenger train were crushed and almost completely destroyed by the force of the collision.


The driver and the fireman were killed instantly.


The third-class carriage behind slammed into the tender and was thrown from the tracks on the other side to the goods wagons, coming to rest on its side some yards from the line. Carriages two and three were also taken off the line, their couplings braking, and rolled into the canal. Carriages four, five and six and the luggage van were all swung to the left, destroying the walls of the bridge but remaining upright. The first brake-van’s front wheels came off the rails, its axles breaking and its wheels flying off and coming to rest some yards away. The second brake-van and the remaining nine carriages, including those carrying the Sunday school excursion, remained on the lines, sustaining only broken axles and damage to their interiors.


The time from the engine cresting the bridge to the last carriage coming to a standstill was twenty-three seconds. In the circumstances it was a miracle only three people died.




CHAPTER ONE


London


NINETEEN CADOGAN MEWS WAS a smart, double-fronted, white-painted terrace in a row of such dwellings erected in the early 1850s for gentlemen of business and their families. It was situated in a discreet and elegantly proportioned laneway off Cadogan Square in a part of Bloomsbury just then becoming fashionable. The house had been purchased originally by Mr Samuel Jarmyn, entrepreneur and wealthy industrialist, in the autumn of 1854, soon after its completion. Following Mr Jarmyn’s sudden and unexpected demise not long after, it had become the home of his only son, the current Mr Jarmyn, and his family.


It was a five-storey house, including the below-stairs rooms and the servants’ quarters in the attic, which allowed for a gentleman of not-insignificant means along with his wife and up to six children, plus a staff of four, to live quite comfortably. And during the current Mr Jarmyn’s tenure, the house had contained all these people. But now Mr Jarmyn’s eldest son had gone up to Oxford and first one and now a second housemaid had departed at short notice and, since June, the curtains had remained drawn and every mirror in the house was covered.


It was now early December and by late afternoon it was bitterly cold in the house but still no fires were lit in the grates.


Dinah Jarmyn, coming in from the garden, pulled her shawl closer about her shoulders, and wondered if her father would ever allow another fire to be lit in the house again. She had recently turned eighteen but as the family had been unable to observe the day Dinah had slipped from girlhood to womanhood silently and unseen. Her hair was now up and she had her own calling card but as she and her mother made no calls this meant very little. Dinah was her father’s child, perhaps more than his other children, having his watchful grey-green eyes and the long Jarmyn face, the blunt jawline and slender nose. What she inherited from her mother was harder to define. ‘You will be a great beauty like your mother, Dinah,’ Mr Jarmyn had observed solemnly a few nights earlier, and the way he had said it had made it seem like a judgement.


Dinah shivered. Two of the housemaids had left already. Better, they had told the housekeeper, Mrs Logan, to seek employment elsewhere than to stay in a house that was forever cold. And who could blame them? thought Dinah. Would she, too, not depart given the choice? But she did not have a choice: she had no position to resign from and there was no employment she could seek elsewhere.


The grates were swept clean—a boy had come during the summer and flushed out the chimney, leaving soot on the carpet which Mrs Logan had tried in vain to hide but that her father had, inevitably, seen and railed against. The boy had not been back—though, as the chimney had not been used since, his presence was hardly required.


It was curious though, that despite no fire having been lit since June, still one could smell burning.


Dinah shivered a second time, turning to close the door to the garden behind her with numbed fingers. She had ventured out to cut some of the first winter jasmine from the steep bank at the end of the garden and intended, now, to take the bright yellow flowers upstairs to arrange them in a vase. She laid the flowers on the hallway table then paused. She had found, in amongst the tangle of jasmine roots and the damp and rotting last-summer foliage at the base of the ancient sycamore, a button: brass, round, a tunic button, green-tinged and dirt-encrusted where it had lain in the undergrowth. She rubbed at the dirt just enough to make out the circular inscription Montis Insignia Calpe, words which Dinah, not having a word of Latin, could not translate.


She looked up. The ground-floor rooms were all silent. Her father had gone out immediately after lunch stating neither his destination nor his purpose which, on a weekday, would have meant a meeting of the board of directors. But on a Sunday afternoon, what business could he have?


Dinah rubbed her hands briskly together, placed the button on the silver letter tray on the hall table and went upstairs in search of a suitable receptacle for her flowers.


[image: images/img-15-1.jpg]


As Dinah surmised, her father, Mr Lucas Jarmyn, had not attended a meeting of the board of directors. He had gone out, though his business had taken him only as far as a bench in nearby Russell Square where he had sat for a time talking to no one and, to the casual observer, doing nothing very much at all, and now he had returned and was upstairs in his study going through the monthly accounts.


The accounts were, strictly speaking, his wife’s affair and in the early years of their marriage Mrs Aurora Jarmyn had run the household with the precision, zeal and authority of a ship’s purser. But in recent times his wife’s control of the accounts, indeed her interest in them, had waned. As often as not it fell to Mrs Logan to settle the monthly accounts and to reconcile the various household expenses. But, whilst relying on one’s housekeeper to keep the household afloat might suit some men, Mr Jarmyn preferred to cast an expert eye over the figures himself. Not that he had ever had reason to fault the estimable Mrs Logan, who was in her accounting abilities as she was in all aspects of her housekeeping, which was to say, flawless.


He reached the end of a long column of figures and was pleased to observe that the figure Mrs Logan had recorded tallied with his own. He paused, knocking the ash from his cigar into the grate, where it lay in a small grey pile and where it would remain until someone thought to sweep it away as this fireplace, like every fireplace in the house, was empty and unlit.


But Mr Jarmyn no longer felt the cold.
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In a small room on the second floor, directly above Mr Jarmyn’s study, Uncle Austin, formerly Major Austin Randle, late of the 8th King’s Hussars, was also at home that Sunday afternoon, though as the major rarely left his room and never ventured beyond the front steps of number 19 Cadogan Mews, his presence went unremarked. The little finger of his left hand was missing, sliced off in battle on a frozen Crimean plain close on three decades earlier—a deformity that might play on other men’s minds. Today the loss of his little finger was not Uncle Austin’s most pressing concern: he was, at this moment, balancing on the window ledge of his second-storey room cackling delightedly at the pigeon that had just alighted on his arm.


Mrs Logan, the estimable housekeeper whose monthly figures Mr Jarmyn was even now perusing, came into the room just at the point at which Uncle Austin was preparing to launch himself off the window after the pigeon and into certain oblivion.


Mrs Logan held the elevated position of housekeeper at 19 Cadogan Mews despite being only in her thirty-third year, and after three years with the household was a veteran of Uncle Austin’s unusual flights of fancy. She wasted no time now in fainting or hysteria, nor any of the customary responses that the sight of an old man making ready to jump out of a second-floor window might elicit. Instead she hurried into the room stating firmly, ‘I don’t think so, Major!’ and made a grab for his coat-tails at the critical moment, thus preventing a very nasty accident.


Lord knows, they did not need another nasty accident in this house, thought Mrs Logan as she hauled the mildly protesting old man back into the room and made fast the window. And who, she tutted, had left the windows unsecured? Annie, the housemaid, was the most likely candidate, a girl whose grasp of even the most rudimentary concepts was limited. But as Annie had, last night, quit the household there was little chance of asking her.


It was annoying, Annie quitting like that (here Mrs Logan tugged on the window fastening to assure herself it was secure) and only a month after Agnes quitting. ‘Too cold’! Whoever heard of such a thing? In other households, a girl came to the house at age ten and stayed until she either got married, was pensioned off or died. She didn’t stay five minutes then hand in her notice claiming the house was too cold.


Mrs Logan turned her attention on the old man. The major was seated quietly in an armchair. A pleasantly attentive smile suggested he was happily awaiting her ministrations and, not for the first time, Mrs Logan wondered if the old man had even the slightest idea who she was. His small black eyes watched her with a keen intelligence that belied the aborted leap of death of a moment earlier and, were it not for the missing finger and the scar, he could have been any elderly gentleman sitting down to his four o’clock cup of tea and toasted muffin.


The scar was hard to ignore. It snaked from mouth to temple, slicing the left side of his face in half. At its deepest point the groove was perhaps a quarter of an inch thick, and a vivid purple-red that changed colour occasionally when the major got upset. The shot that had caused this scar had been fired by a sharp-eyed Cossack at Balaklava in the autumn of ’54. It had penetrated his skull and a small piece of it was still lodged there today. What was left of the major following this encounter with the Cossack was this black-eyed old man who sometimes sat patiently awaiting his tea and sometimes attempted to leap from his second-floor window.


It was to be hoped that the major was no more aware of his circumstances than a newborn baby was of its. And yet often he was quite lucid: a memory of childhood perfectly recalled, a fellow officer minutely described. But of the last twenty-six years he remained steadfastly unaware. He was Mrs Jarmyn’s uncle, her father’s younger brother, though he often greeted Mrs Jarmyn as though she were a complete stranger. Whom he imagined all the other people in this house were, the Lord alone knew. Still, he was always very polite when he ran into them.


‘There now, Major, all safe and secure,’ Mrs Logan observed, giving the window lock a final rattle. ‘We’ll leave the flying for another day, shall we?’
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Annie the housemaid had quit. But she had not left quite yet.


On the floor above Major Randle’s room, in an attic with a steeply sloping ceiling that, for two years, she and Agnes had shared, Annie sat and contemplated her future.


She had quit.


It was not something she had thought she would ever do. Yet here she was on her final morning with her small bag already packed, and here was the chipped enamel jug she had daily washed from but never would again, and there the narrow bed she had lain in, shivering.


Would she have taken this step had Agnes not already done so a month earlier? She wasn’t sure. They had talked of it, the two of them, in the dark when the family were asleep downstairs, and it had been Agnes who had first said she was going to quit.


‘But where would you go?’ Annie had replied, pulling the flannelette sheet up to her chin because with Agnes’s words a vast chasm, pitch black and bottomless, had opened up before her.


‘Don’t matter. Away from here. Away from her,’ had been Agnes’s reply.


But these were just words. Anyone could say ‘I’m going to quit’, couldn’t they? It didn’t mean you were actually going to do it.


But Agnes had done it. Annie had come into their room one Tuesday afternoon after lighting up to find Agnes jamming her few belongings into a battered old trunk, her face set hard and angry.


‘I’ve quit. Told ’em I’ve had enough,’ had been her explanation and Annie had stared at her, open-mouthed.


‘But why?’ Though she knew why, of course.


‘I ’eard her!’ was all Agnes would say. And truth be told Annie did not care to hear more.


She shivered. They had both smelt the burning, smelt it every single day. The drawing room always smelt of burning. You couldn’t escape it. But what had Agnes heard? She had heard her. But what, exactly?


Whatever it was, Agnes had gone and exactly where she had gone (‘I got a sister in Bethnal Green, she’ll help me. I’ll get another place, if I want one. Maybe I don’t want one’) Annie did not know.


So Annie had gone on alone and though Mrs Logan had said another girl would be joining them shortly, the new girl wouldn’t be Agnes, would she? And in the meantime Annie was alone, upstairs in her room, shivering, her feet blue with cold, the major stalking the downstairs rooms and planning who knew what mischief.


And the ghost. The ghost was in the drawing room.


A creak downstairs made her gasp. It was the floorboards settling, just the floorboards.


Last evening, when darkness had long fallen and the house was in shadows and the light from the lamp in the hallway had flickered in the draught, the master had ordered her to fetch something from the drawing room.


She had stared at him, panic-stricken. They never went into the drawing room, and certainly never after dark, not even the family! But the master had said, ‘Annie, there is a book I require in the drawing room. Please fetch it for me.’ And because she had gaped at him, he had added, impatiently, ‘It is the Squires, girl. Squires’ Study of the Workings and Evolution of the Railway Steam Engine,’ as if knowing the title of the book might somehow make a difference. As if he thought she could read.


She had fled his gaze and tried to locate Mrs Logan but Mrs Logan could not be located so Annie had found herself standing outside the door to the drawing room, in the dark, with the shadows flickering all around her and her hand that was raised to the door handle shaking so violently she wondered if she would be able to open the door at all.


And that was when she had heard it: the whimper of a small child in terrible pain. Instantly the smell of burning was all around her, suffocating, smothering, choking her. She had shrieked and run for the stairs, had bolted for her room and when Mrs Logan had sought her out some time later, her bag was packed and she had uttered the words she had thought she would never utter: I quit.


Mrs Logan had been furious, as well she might be, losing both her girls one after another, but there was nothing to be done about it. Annie had said she was quitting and quit she would and no amount of coaxing and reasoning and demanding was going to change that. And this morning the daylight and the sliver of weak December sunshine that crept in through the narrow attic window changed nothing—somehow it was late afternoon already. She had intended to leave first thing.


Annie picked up her bag and left the room that she had, for two years, shared with Agnes, and scuttled down the back stairs. She had said her farewells to Mrs Logan and Cook already, and she had no wish to run into the family, especially the master.


At the back door she put down her bag and pulled on her mittens. It was cold outside, she could already feel it. She unlatched the heavy bolt, picked up her bag and let herself out, almost falling over Mr Gladstone. Steadying herself she bent down to fondle his furry orange chin but, having spent an unprofitable night prowling the streets, Mr Gladstone was in no mood to be friendly and he shot inside and was gone. His dismissal was somehow final so that she felt an odd pang. The area steps were icy and she picked her way cautiously and stood at street level. There was a frost on the ground that the weak sunlight had failed to melt. A few remaining leaves, blown by the strong winds last night, were banked up against the railings. The plane trees that lined Cadogan Mews were quite bare now.


She pulled her shawl tighter around her shoulders and left the house.
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Cook, watching Annie’s departure from the basement kitchen window, shook her head and rolled her eyes and made a tch! sound with her tongue.


That one was as daft as the other one who had left the previous month, thought Cook, and she used the occasion of Annie’s departure to stop work and place her floury hands on her hips. And what the household was going to do now that both girls had upped and gone she did not know and she had an idea Mrs Logan did not know either, for all she said she’d have a new girl start in a day or two.


What new girl? Cook wanted to know. No one had come to the house, no position had been advertised so far as she was aware. And what was they all meant to do in the meantime, she wanted to know, with meals to be prepared and on the table morning, noon and night and no one to help her except the boy who came mornings to deliver the coal? Well, there was nothing for it: Mrs Logan would have to serve.


Outside Annie had paused at the top of the area steps and was now looking from left to right as though she had forgotten which way she was going.


It was a pity, Cook decided as she resumed her kneading of the dough, that folk didn’t forget things more easily.


It was the girl. The dead girl. It was all they thought about. And why? What good did it do? Hadn’t she lost four children herself in her time, and a husband too come to think of it, and never a word of it mentioned to anyone and hardly a thought either, all these years. Two dead in their cradles, buried before their first birthdays, poor little mites. One drowned in the river on New Year’s Eve, the last dashed beneath the hooves of a horse crossing Whitehall. As for Mr Varley—for there had once been a Mr Varley—he had perished off the Irish coast, shipwrecked during a freak storm en route to New South Wales, along with two dozen other souls, and never missed nor grieved for. All dead. All so many years ago she could barely see their faces now. The two babies so young she had to remind herself what she had christened them.


She paused again, wiping a floury hand across her forehead. The kitchen was warm no matter there was a frost outside and ice already forming on the outside of the window.


And look at Mrs Logan who’d lost her husband not so many years back and her newly married, you didn’t hear Mrs Logan making a fuss about a dead girl, did you?


Satisfied at last with the texture of the dough, Cook squeezed it into three waiting baking dishes and slid them with the aid of a long wooden spatula into the range. The smell of baking bread would soon fill the whole house and, like as not, Master Jack would be down demanding a piece soon enough.


He wouldn’t get any.


Cook wiped her hands again and sat down with a sigh onto her rocking chair and reached for her pipe.


Annie had gone, disappeared from view, and Cook instantly forgot her.
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As Cook predicted, the aroma of baking bread rapidly infused the house. It crept up the back stairs to the hallway, easily overpowering the fragrance from the winter jasmine Dinah had brought in from the garden and not yet arranged in a vase, and it seeped into the first-floor drawing room, neutralising, for a moment at least, any other odours that lingered there. Onwards it went, slipping beneath the closed door of Mr Jarmyn’s study, causing him to pause in his perusal of the accounts and, just for a second, forget himself.


Gathering force, it surged upwards, reaching Uncle Austin’s room on the second floor so that the old soldier lifted his grizzled head like a ponderous, elderly spaniel and, for a fleeting moment, remembered another loaf of bread baking in another range in his mother’s kitchen fifty years earlier.


The last place it reached was the schoolroom at the top of the house where Mr Todd, one-time Classics master at Harrow and long since retired but who (due to a poor investment decision involving a mine and a small South American nation whose name Mr Todd could no longer recall) found himself forced to give private tuition to the sons of gentlemen. The sons in question were Master Gus Jarmyn, eleven, and Master Jack Jarmyn, ten, and at this moment they were in the midst of a Latin translation. Or rather Master Gus was in the midst of a Latin translation, his pen gripped tightly, the nib poised and shaking ever so slightly an inch above the exercise book that had once belonged to his elder brother, Bill, his tongue poking out of the side of his mouth as he pondered the phrase iter itineris and wondered whether to translate it as ‘journey’ or ‘road’.


By contrast, seated beside him, his brother Jack was recalling with exquisite pleasure the pictures from the book he had been reading the night before, an illustrated work charting the development of the English soldier and his uniform from the Normans to the present day. His reading the previous evening had brought him to the Hundred Years War and he was recalling, in minute detail, the armour worn by King Henry’s knights.


As the smell of baking bread reached them, Mr Todd sat back in his hard little wooden chair and let out a contented ‘Ahh!’ Gus momentarily forgot about iter itineris and Jack briefly left the battlefield of Agincourt.
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The only part of the house the baking bread failed to penetrate was the bedroom of Dinah’s mother, Mrs Aurora Jarmyn. This bedroom, a large room on the second floor and overlooking the mews, was sealed from such intrusions. The door was shut and a thick, padded draught-excluder was wedged firmly along the bottom of the door, beyond which no light, no sound, no smell could pass.


The curtains were not quite fully drawn so that a shaft of sudden and unexpected December sunlight struck the carpet and fell across Mrs Jarmyn, who sat in an upright chair before her writing table. A diary was open on her desk and she noted that it was the fifth of December.


Six months had passed.


She looked up, closed the diary. Laid her hands on the table. How could six months have passed?


She placed the diary in her desk drawer and turned the key but made no move to get up. Mrs Jarmyn was impervious to the smell of baking bread that now permeated the whole house. But unlike her husband, she was not impervious to the cold that had crept into the very foundations of the house and would not be dislodged.


She shivered.




CHAPTER TWO


BOTH HER PARENTS WERE LATE for dinner.


Dinah picked up her napkin, slid it from its silver ring and unfolded it on her lap, realising as she did so that she had left the winter jasmine on the hallway table and that the delicate flowers would, by now, have faded. She felt a small pang of remorse and her eyes flickered around the table wondering who might have noticed. Opposite her Gus was frowning in concentration at something, and she knew it could not possibly be winter jasmine that absorbed him so. Beside Gus, Jack was fiddling crossly with his collar, his face pink with his exertions.


‘And I jolly well have it on good authority that Old Toddy was quite wrong with that marking,’ Gus announced and Jack, to whom this statement appeared to be aimed, gave up on his collar and retorted with a huge shrug.


‘I don’t see that it matters either way. And on whose authority anyway?’


‘Bill’s. He said Toddy was a frightful old fraud with his Latin and that he only really knows Greek.’


Jack now looked confused. ‘Weren’t we doing Greek?’ he asked, a doubtful look creeping over his face.


Gus seemed about to reply to this surprising question from his younger brother when their mother joined them, coming in and seating herself at one end of the table, and smiling brightly at them all. Gus instantly closed his mouth.


Her mother looked beautiful this evening, Dinah saw. It was a beauty that seemed to transcend every little horror and tragedy whilst retaining, somehow, a memory of each of those things. It made your heart ache at the same time as it made your spirits soar. She wore a shawl wrapped closely about her thin shoulders and long kid gloves in a soft ivory white which served, also, to hide the scar that disfigured her arm. Her mother slid slender arms around herself for a brief moment as though to hug herself and appeared to stifle a shiver. It seemed she must surely make some comment about the coldness in the dining room and Dinah felt the muscles of her stomach tense.


Instead her mother said, ‘Well, my dears, and what have you all been up to today?’


Dinah felt her muscles release and she spoke first as she, with Bill absent, was now the eldest.


‘I went into the garden this afternoon as I wanted to cut the first winter jasmine to make an arrangement.’


‘Did you dear? How lovely. But where are they?’


Dinah thought of the flowers, probably wilted and faded by now, lying where she had left them on the little side table in the hallway. She would get Mrs Logan to remove them.


‘There were only one or two. It was too few to make a proper arrangement …’


‘Oh. What a shame. Perhaps you could press them?’ Her mother smiled brightly again.


It was odd, Dinah realised, how her mother only smiled brightly now. She never just smiled. It was always this intense, almost fierce smile, a smile that dared one to contradict it. A smile that sent a chill through one. She made no reply to her mother’s suggestion.


‘Gus?’


‘Oh. We did Latin prep,’ said Gus, aiming a significant look at Jack. ‘We had a test and I did rather well although there was a point of contention when Toddy—Mr Todd—disputed one of my translations.’


‘Did he? Well, no doubt he knows best, dear, being a Latin master.’


Gus flushed indignantly at this suggestion.


‘Jack?’


Jack, who had returned to the problem of his collar, was caught out by her question and appeared to cast about for some suitable reply.


‘I’ve been reading about the British Army,’ he replied at last and beside him Gus rolled his eyes but Jack instantly warmed to this subject. ‘It’s really very interesting, Mama. Did you know the average French soldier at Agincourt wore thirty pounds of armour? Thirty pounds! Whereas the English bowmen wore virtually no armour at all and consequently they were quite mobile and that is probably what contributed to them winning. That, and their exceptional skill at archery,’ he concluded.


Beside him Gus groaned.


‘Good Heavens!’ replied Mrs Jarmyn as though she had only that morning been pondering the Battle of Agincourt and now all her questions had been answered. ‘That is most interesting,’ she added, at which point even Jack appeared to realise his mother’s interest in the uniforms of the English soldier did not equal his. He seemed to deflate a little and fell silent.


‘And I have been busy too!’ announced Mrs Jarmyn unexpectedly and, almost imperceptibly, they all tensed. No one said, ‘Have you, Mama?’ but it did not seem to matter for Mrs Jarmyn continued unbidden.


‘I have been planning a holiday! There! What do you think of that?’ She did not wait to hear what they thought of that, instead plunging ahead with her plan. ‘We shall travel to Paris and perhaps spend one or two nights there then take the train to Florence and from there to Venice. And—what do think?—the Brightsides will be in Venice in the spring! We shall stay at their villa or perhaps take one of our own. It will be an education! What do you think of that?’


The Brightsides were Mr Jarmyn’s sister, Meredith, and her husband, Travers. Uncle Travers was an ecclesiastical publisher, a one-time cleric himself though now, for reasons never adequately explained, minus a parish. Aunt Meredith was the God-daughter of a former bishop of Coventry and Lichfield and seemed to have made a dreadful mistake with her choice of husband. Why her mother wished to holiday with the Brightsides was not immediately clear to Dinah. Nor, she could see, to her two brothers. But her cousin Rhoda would be there, she presumed, and she and Rhoda were almost of an age and, for the most part, friends. Roger, who was her only other cousin and Rhoda’s elder brother, would not be there because he had recently gone off to become a soldier.


No one had yet remarked on Mrs Jarmyn’s plan and Dinah felt it incumbent upon her as the eldest in Bill’s absence, to offer some response. ‘How marvellous,’ she suggested, and looked to her brothers but Jack and Gus seemed to have nothing to add.


‘Venice is always at its best in the springtime. The weather will be perfect,’ said Mrs Jarmyn, needing no further affirmation of their wholehearted acquiescence.


And now Dinah understood, or thought she did. Florence, Venice—Italy. It would be warm. Warmer than here at any rate. And it would be away. Far, far away.


‘Will we still have to have lessons? Will Mr Todd have to come?’ asked Jack, and Mrs Jarmyn laughed her high tinkling laugh, seemingly unaware that Jack was in earnest.


‘I expect we would have an Italian tutor,’ suggested Gus. ‘Mr Todd is all very well for your run-of-the-mill Greek but he’s hardly up to scratch for Ancient Rome or modern Italian, one would have thought,’ he added, his grievance with the ageing tutor clearly still fresh in his mind.


‘Of course Mr Todd must come! We must all go! Just wait till I tell your father!’


And as though he had been summoned, they heard footsteps outside as their father approached. It seemed an eternity that he crossed the hallway and put his hand on the doorknob and Dinah sat quite still and silent, waiting. Across the table Jack was still fidgeting and she tried to catch his eye to make him stop.


At last the door softly opened and she caught a whiff of tobacco and tweed and the something that she thought of as ‘the world of business’, whatever that was, she was never quite certain, but it always preceded her father into a room. She studied her napkin, observing the way it had curled naturally back into a roll even though she had removed it from its ring. At the final moment, just as Mr Jarmyn reached the table, she looked up, the correct expression ready on her face. What that correct expression was she could no more describe than she could describe the smell of business but she saw that expression reflected back to her now on the three other faces around the table.


Mr Jarmyn pulled out his chair, lowered himself into it and repositioned the chair beneath the table. He reached for his napkin, removed it from its ring, placed it on his lap and only then did he look up, appearing to notice the various members of his family observing him in silent anticipation.


Dinah was aware of an uncomfortable sensation in her stomach that felt like hunger pangs yet she felt no desire for food. It hadn’t always been like this. Now it had become their routine.


‘Good evening,’ said Mr Jarmyn, making this remark to his wife, and the absence of the words ‘my dear’ at the end of this greeting was as stark as the absence around the table of the two other family members (though Bill was merely at Oxford).


‘Good evening, Lucas,’ replied her mother, and Dinah averted her gaze to avoid seeing that bright smile or her father’s answering frown.


‘Good evening, Dinah. Gus. Jack.’


‘Good evening, Father.’


‘Good evening, Father.’


‘Good evening, Father.’


It was a relief, of sorts, to get that part over and done with.


Dinah settled her shoulder muscles into a softer posture.


‘Well. Tell me about your day. Dinah?’


‘I’ve been arranging flowers, Father, from the garden …’


‘Have you? I don’t see any.’


Dinah thought, not of the flowers, but of the old tunic button she had discovered in the garden and instead of offering some reply to her father she stared mutely at him. Perhaps he needed no reply as he turned instead to Gus.


‘And Gus? What have you been up to?’


‘Studying hard, Father.’


‘Good. Good. And you, Jack?’


‘And I too, Father.’ No mention of Agincourt now.


‘Good. Good,’ said their father a second time. He pulled out his fob watch and studied it for such a long moment it seemed that what he was reading there must surely be more than just the time. They waited and eventually he put the watch away.


Dinah stared straight ahead, determined not to glance at her mother, who was seated at the far end of the table. Her mother poured herself a glass of water from the carafe then slowly rotated the glass on its coaster, seeming to study the colourless liquid within. Her hand shook ever so slightly. Their father had not addressed her, had not asked what she had done that day. It was as though their mother was not there at all.


Mrs Jarmyn cleared her throat and Dinah bit down on her lip. It seemed that her mother must speak, that she might even mention her wild plans of a moment earlier. But she said nothing and, on the other side of the table, one of the boys let out a tiny sigh.


‘And where, do you suppose, is our dinner?’ remarked Mr Jarmyn as though just that moment realising it was nearly ten past six and no dishes had yet arrived from the kitchen. ‘Dinah, call for Annie.’


But before Dinah could reach for the bell the door opened and Mrs Logan herself entered, her normally smooth, calm features unusually flushed, and even more unusually, she was carrying the silver soup tureen.


‘Mrs Logan. You appear to be carrying a soup tureen,’ observed Mr Jarmyn. ‘May one inquire as to the reason for this sudden demotion in your position in my household from housekeeper to maid?’


‘Certainly, Mr Jarmyn,’ Mrs Logan replied, manhandling the large tureen with surprising dexterity. ‘We find ourselves temporarily deficient in staff to the tune of two housemaids. The soup is quail and leek.’


‘I see,’ Mr Jarmyn replied grimly, receiving the news of another housemaid’s departure in the same vein as he did the advent of Cook’s quail and leek consommé. ‘I suppose we had better have some of it, then. Don’t want Cook quitting on us too.’


He leant back in his chair to allow Mrs Logan to serve him, which she did with a measured concentration that seemed out of all proportion to the task at hand. Having satisfied herself that Mr Jarmyn’s soup bowl was suitably filled, Mrs Logan moved on to their mother. Dinah had no wish to experience Cook’s quail and leek soup but it seemed that her father had spoken for them all and they each submitted in turn as Mrs Logan wielded her ladle before discreetly withdrawing. Dinah picked up her spoon and submerged it slowly into the pool of liquid in her bowl. The soup, as was often the case with Cook’s soup, defied any particular colour or texture but still managed to coat her spoon with a sticky residue.


They ate the soup in silence aside from the tiny and unavoidable slurps as they each took a sip. Dinah concentrated all her energy on making no sound at all and she achieved this until she realised she was taking none of the soup into her mouth and that the pool of liquid in her bowl was not going down. A drop of soup made its way onto her tongue where it scalded her, then slid down her throat and into her stomach where it congealed, a thick indigestible mass. She remembered as a girl being hungry all the time, feeling ravenous before meals, spooning great quantities into her mouth, receiving each new dish with relish. Now she could no longer eat. She wished Mrs Logan would remove the soup.


‘Father, we are to go to Venice,’ said Jack, and beside him Gus stirred uneasily.


Where was Mrs Logan? Surely she must realise they had finished the soup? Perhaps they ought to ring for her?


‘Indeed?’ said Mr Jarmyn, putting down his spoon and studying his youngest child with interest. ‘And when are we to make this journey?’


At this, Jack appeared to lose confidence, looking to his mother for confirmation.


‘Oh. It was a little scheme of mine,’ said Mrs Jarmyn with a modest laugh. ‘You know, Lucas, how delightful Venice is in the springtime—’


‘No indeed, I have not had the pleasure of visiting it at that time.’


‘—and how educational it is, especially for young children? The Brightsides, of course, will be there. They are taking a villa.’


But neither the time of year nor the anticipated educational value of the trip, nor even the allure of spending an extended amount of time with the Brightsides appeared to hold much sway for their father, who met her remarks with a stony silence.


‘Shall we be going, Father?’ asked Jack, the idea, once planted, not easily dislodged.


Beside him Gus scowled. ‘Of course we are not going,’ he hissed.


Jack was at once outraged. ‘But—’


‘Be quiet.’ Mr Jarmyn did not raise his voice but both fell instantly silent.


Where was Mrs Logan? Why did she not take away the soup bowls? Dinah smoothed out the creases of her napkin again and again, her fingers digging into the embroidered monogram.


‘We will not be going to Venice,’ said Mr Jarmyn slowly and deliberately. ‘And I would prefer there to be no further mention of the subject. Is that clear?’


Jack and Gus nodded silently.


‘Oh, but it seemed like such an agreeable idea!’ said Mrs Jarmyn chattily and seemingly impervious to the chill that had settled over the dining room. ‘Dinah thought it was a grand scheme—didn’t you think it a grand scheme, Dinah?’


Dinah stared at her mother but was spared from answering by Mrs Logan who finally emerged with the next course.


But it was not the next course Mrs Logan had brought. It was the silver letter tray from the downstairs hallway into which, in another era, callers had left their cards. Nowadays it was generally used when telegrams arrived and it was such that Mrs Logan now offered to their father.


‘A telegram, Mr Jarmyn,’ she explained, offering him the tray. ‘And there is baked sole in asparagus jelly with parsley sauce.’


‘I will have the sole, Mrs Logan,’ said Mrs Jarmyn, and it seemed inconceivable to Dinah that her mother had just attempted a witticism.


Her father, at any rate, chose to ignore it, taking the telegram and nodding to Mrs Logan, who wordlessly withdrew. He opened it at once, using his fish knife to slit the envelope. He unfolded the slip of paper, reviewed its contents expressionlessly, refolded it and replaced it in the envelope, placing the telegram beside his plate. There it remained as the sole in asparagus jelly with parsley sauce was served, consumed and removed, so too the roast loin of mutton and the baked pear pudding that followed it.


Once, Dinah realised, her mother would have said, ‘Not bad news I trust, my dear?’ But now Mrs Jarmyn remained silent for there could be no bad news left. They had had it all already.
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There had been another railway accident and this time three people were dead—two employees of the railway and a young child travelling with its father.


This much Lucas Jarmyn had established from the telegram that had arrived during dinner and from a second one delivered to him by Mrs Logan an hour or so later. Both came from Kemp, a fellow director of the railway line and a man Mr Jarmyn usually took pains to avoid.


After dinner he retired to his study and sat contemplating the two telegrams over a glass of port. The dinner had not been a pleasant experience. It seldom was. And the arrival of the two telegrams had merely made things worse.


He frowned, avoiding that other presence in the room: it hung over the empty fireplace, a portrait of his father, the elder Mr Jarmyn, a solidly built man in late middle-age sporting enormous whiskers and a florid complexion and wearing a collar, hat and morning coat in a style that had been briefly fashionable in the late forties. As a child Lucas remembered his father sitting for this very portrait during one exceptionally warm June and the maid having to be on hand with a sponge and a jug of iced water to mop the old man’s face when the perspiration got too much. Mr Jarmyn Senior had been enormous by then, barely squeezing his bulk into the chair in which he was seated, though the portrait, painted by a young Royal Academy artist with an eye to further commissions, merely suggested a man of generous rather than excessive proportions.


But Samuel Jarmyn had started life from humble beginnings and perhaps, no matter how wealthy one became in later life, one never really got used to having enough to eat. Born at the turn of the century, the son of an impoverished Spitalfields silk weaver, Samuel Jarmyn had by the early forties somehow scraped together enough capital to build a railway line to transport coal, iron ore and wool to and from the newly industrialised towns of Wolverhampton and Birmingham and had, overnight, become extraordinarily wealthy. His company, the Wolverhampton and Birmingham Freight and Passenger Railway Company, had been listed publicly in 1851 and, following an extension of the line as far as Shrewsbury, renamed the North West Midlands Railway. It was no longer a family-owned company but, as Mr Jarmyn’s only son, Lucas was the majority shareholder and held a lifetime seat on the board of directors.


It was a role he sometimes disliked.


At a time when railway accidents rivalled cholera as the main cause of premature death amongst the working population, the NWMR held a safety record unmatched by its rivals: it had more accidents per stretch of line than any other railway in the Kingdom—more derailments and signal failures, more passenger fatalities and employee injuries, more coronial inquests and Board of Trade inquiries, and more column inches in The Times than the Midland, the Great Western and the North Eastern combined. Truly, it was said, the passenger on the North West Midlands Railway took his life in his hands when he purchased his ticket and stepped into the brown-and-salmon liveried carriage. A famous Punch cartoon showed a young man being offered a ticket to travel on the NWMR or a place in Wellington’s army to face Napoleon on the battlefields of Waterloo. ‘The young fellow’s dilemma!’ was the caption. The cartoon was oft cited in business circles and a copy had been framed and placed on the wall of Mr Jarmyn’s own club in St James.


Lucas reached for the first of the two telegrams and cast an eye over it for the fourth or fifth time, contemplating this further evidence—should any be needed—of the continuing carnage on his father’s railway and the uneasy reputation the line had earned for itself. And yet it was difficult to see beyond the fact that the railway provided his—and his family’s—livelihood. This house, the servants (those who still remained in his employ), the clothes his children wore and the expensive education provided to them, his membership of the club in St James, all paid for by the endless trainloads of coal and passengers trundling between these distant towns.


There would be a damning report in The Times tomorrow. Well, so be it. The company would offer to pay the railwaymen’s funeral costs and there would be a small annuity for the widows. The usual letter of condolence would be forwarded to the dead child’s father.


He finished the port in a single gulp and gazed at the tumbler in his hand. A lot of men had shaken his own hand at his own child’s funeral last June though he could not remember a single one of their faces.


He reached for the decanter and was disconcerted to find it empty. Ringing vigorously for Annie, he was further disconcerted when Mrs Logan answered his summons.


Of course, Annie had quit. He looked away as Mrs Logan entered the room and the frown that had clouded his face since dinner deepened, though the arrival of his housekeeper could hardly account for this. She had a strong face, though he was not at this moment looking at it, a strong North Country face. No, that was not quite right—it was her character that was strong, he decided, and it was this strength that showed in her silent, thoughtful demeanour. Could one’s character show in one’s features? He did not know.


‘Mrs Logan. We appear to have run out of port as well as housemaids. Are you in a position to rectify either of these deficiencies?’


‘I trust I am in a position to rectify both, Mr Jarmyn. I have fetched a bottle of the Quinta Dos Santos ’58 from the cellar and the agency are sending us a girl tomorrow afternoon.’


There was a silence, then, ‘Are you running my entire establishment single-handedly, Mrs Logan?’


‘It would appear so, Mr Jarmyn.’


He nodded and watched as Mrs Logan coolly decanted the ’58, her hands moving smoothly and skilfully and with the minimum of fuss and, now as he glanced up at her face, he saw the same calm concentration there.


‘You will have noted there was no wine served with the dinner?’ she inquired in her soft North Country voice.


‘I did,’ he replied, turning back to his contemplation of the two telegrams, but when she had retired from the room, he found he had no stomach for the port. He had lately discovered a horror of drunkenness.
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‘There will have been another accident,’ remarked Jack, and Aurora, standing outside the boys’ room, paused to listen. She pictured her youngest son with his hands in his pockets imitating the way Bill stood, the voluminous Boys’ Compendium of the English Soldier: His Uniform and Weaponry as Used in the Greatest English Battles, whose heroic and blood-curdling pages had consumed him for the past fortnight, open on the bed beside him. ‘There’ll be an article in The Times for certain,’ Jack added, because this was not their first railway accident and they knew how things would be.


‘Telegrams do not always mean there has been a railway accident,’ Gus corrected, the meticulous one, the contrary one. ‘In actual fact,’ Gus continued, ‘in most households the arrival of a telegram would not signify a railway accident at all. It would, more likely, announce a wedding or someone’s arrival somewhere or, on occasion, the death of a distant relative.’


‘But here it usually means a railway accident,’ Jack observed.


They fell silent but Aurora hesitated outside their door. She did not venture up to the children’s rooms in the attic often, and the room directly next door to the boys’ room she had not set foot in for many months. She had been absent, she realised, and perhaps her children had needed her. But six months had passed and things would be different from now on. She would go into the boys’ room to say goodnight to them. She would write to Bill before she retired for the night, and tomorrow she would take Dinah to her dressmaker and together they would pay some calls. She had wanted them all to go away together, to Italy perhaps with the Brightsides, it had seemed like such a practical idea, but Lucas had forbidden it. But he would come around. In the meantime she would say goodnight to her children.
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There had been a railway accident.


Mrs Logan had known it as soon as the boy had delivered the telegram in the middle of dinner.


‘Got three more of these to deliver before I get off,’ the boy had announced importantly, pausing on the back step to adjust his chinstrap and await a coin. ‘Next one’s over Hampstead way. Take me best part of an hour to get there in this weather, I s’pect.’


‘To what address?’


The boy’s eyes narrowed. ‘Can’t say, can I?’


A second coin was passed to him, which he slipped into his tunic pocket. ‘Coburg Square. Give you the name, if you like?’


But Mrs Logan did not need the name. She already knew it: Mr Porter Sinclair, a director, like Mr Jarmyn, of the North West Midlands Railway. The other two telegrams would be going to Mr Hart of Aldgate and Mr Freebody of Mayfair.


When a second telegram had arrived at the house an hour later and Mr Jarmyn had retired to his study, her suspicions appeared to have been confirmed.


The port decanter in his study had been almost empty. Annie ought to have noted this and informed her at once, but Anne had quit and the decanter had gone unfilled. So Mrs Logan had made her way down to the cellar and dug out the correct bottle, but before she had had time to decant it Mr Jarmyn had rung for it.


The study was on the first floor in a small room at the rear of the house and, in answer to Mr Jarmyn’s summons, Mrs Logan had knocked briefly at the door before going in. The room was lit by a single lamp attached to the wall and bookshelves lined all four walls, reaching to ceiling height. Aside from the two jardinières overflowing with ferns, the chiffonier by the window, an occasional table near the fireplace and the work table in the centre of the room, the only furniture were the two Louis XIV chairs, in one of which Mr Jarmyn had been seated.


The telegrams had lain opened and unfolded, on the worktable on which the crystal decanter and his empty glass stood, almost as though Mr Jarmyn had placed them there for her to read.


But why would he do such a thing? His business was of no concern to her.


She had opened the new bottle and stepped back at once. She disliked the smell of port. The deceased Mr Logan had developed a taste for it early on in their short marriage and, with him being in the wine trade, no doubt this was a useful taste for him to acquire but, three years after his death, the richly sweet odour and the glistening crimson hue of the stuff—so like freshly spilt blood—had, as she decanted it, induced an image of her dead husband that was so vivid and so unexpected she had had to stifle a gasp: Paul Logan standing frozen, now and forever, beside the shuttered window in their two-room tenement, holding aloft a tiny tumbler. It was night-time, of course—wasn’t it always night-time in that place?—the room in shadows, lit only by a guttering candle, the meagre light catching the dark liquid in his tumbler and creating a myriad of crimson, flickering points. That was his final night on Earth. The following morning he had left and was killed. They had been married less than three years.


She blinked, shutting out the past.


The two telegrams delivered earlier in the evening had lain open on the table, confirming that there had been an accident and that three people were dead.


So be it. They would all know about it soon enough. It would be in the newspapers tomorrow for certain. It was carelessness then that had caused Mr Jarmyn to leave the telegrams lying open like that where anyone might see them.


‘Are you running my entire establishment single-handedly, Mrs Logan?’ he had asked, not raising his head to look at her face.


‘It would appear so, Mr Jarmyn.’


And he had nodded as though this was only to be expected.




CHAPTER THREE


May 1880


THE HOUSE HAD NOT ALWAYS been so cold. It was not so very long ago that fires had been lit in the grates.


Sofia Jarmyn, a bright child of nine years of age, had once played in this house. A child at once unremarkable and precocious: adorable and irksome in equal quantities; eager to turn her hand to whatever games her brothers suggested and irritated by her role as forever the youngest in a large household; striving to mimic her elder sister and impatient to be her own person. She attended dance class, she practised her scales, and on warm summer afternoons she painted watercolours in Regent’s Park and watched, fascinated, as the raindrops transformed her carefully constructed creations into abstracts. At night she turned the pages of picture books filled with malevolent fairies and naughty children whose transgressions never went unpunished and, like her sister and her brothers before her, she dismissed such nonsense and decided it need not apply to her. She was, in short, a little girl.


On an afternoon in the final week of May the last crocuses and daffodils had fallen away and the delphiniums and hydrangeas were beginning to take their place in the boxes that lined the windows of Cadogan Mews. The sun had risen early if sluggishly and had endured throughout the day, though veiled by a sickly yellowish cloud of London smoke. It was a day for running very fast down a steep grassy bank, for hitching up dresses and paddling barefoot in shallow streams as tiny transparent newts swam in circles at your toes. It was a day for climbing trees and hiding when your name was called.






‘Stand still, Sofia, please!’ said Mrs Logan crossly.


‘Will I be allowed to stroke the horse’s nose?’ said Sofia, trying for all she was worth not to wriggle. For today she was to ride in a hansom cab with her mother and, whilst it was quite exciting to ride occasionally in an omnibus with Dinah, to ride with her mother in a hansom cab with a horse, that was beyond anything!
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