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PART ONE


1

The Velvet Glove

It was typical of her husband to pretend to fall asleep in the big leather armchair in the piano parlour. Lindsay knew that he wasn’t really asleep, of course. When he slept his features sagged and his mouth popped open and he would snore, not loudly but with a soft rhythmic gurgle at the back of his throat. This afternoon, though, he was silence personified, his hands folded neatly over his stomach, legs stretched out, lips pursed.

The feathery little moustache that he had cultivated over the course of the winter fluttered not all and when she moved from behind the armchair and her shadow marred the light from the window, she noticed that his eyeballs flickered under the lids and realised that he was not nearly as relaxed as he would have her believe. Feigning sleep was simply another small act of self-containment, one of many ways Forbes had devised for shutting her out, but no one, not even Owen Forbes McCulloch, could possibly be so calm when within the hour he would be obliged to greet a brother whom he hadn’t seen in fifteen years and meet for the very first time a girl who might, or might not, be his daughter.

Lindsay wandered to the window and looked down on the road that ringed Brunswick Park. The park wasn’t much to write home about at the best of times and half past three o’clock on a drizzling afternoon in early March was certainly not the best of times.

Snowdrops and crocuses had come and gone and the daffodils, three or four sad little clumps, were still on strike against the weather. The shrubs, mainly laurel, were dry and dusty-looking even under rain and the elms stubbornly refused to unfurl their quota of spring leaves. Of the shipyards that flanked the Clyde, the great bristling frieze of commerce and industry that propped up the line of the Renfrewshire hills, there was no sign at all, for rain, Glasgow’s blight and bane, absorbed every sight and sound and robbed the city of its density.

It had been raining the last time she’d clapped eyes on her brother-in-law, just before he’d run off to Dublin with Forbes’s mistress who was carrying Forbes’s child. Sylvie Calder was a pathetic little child-woman in sore need of a man to take care of her. By all accounts Gowry had done just that. He had married her and raised the child as his own. Now he was returning to Glasgow and bringing the girl with him.

‘When’s the boat due to dock?’ Lindsay enquired.

Forbes opened one eye. ‘Is that them? Have they arrived?’

‘No,’ Lindsay said. ‘I asked when the boat—’

‘I heard you the first time.’

Forbes let his head drop back against the upholstery and bridged his hands over his stomach once more.

Lindsay said, ‘You should have driven down to meet them yourself. Despatching a driver to pick up your own brother is a bit thick even for you.’

‘I didn’t invite him,’ Forbes said. ‘He didn’t write to me. You were always in cahoots, you and Gowry, and by the smell of it not much has changed.’

Forbes had developed the habit of reworking the past to suit himself. Facts had nothing to do with it. Forbes believed what he wanted to believe, and that was that. Their relationship was marked by indifference now, not animosity. For fifteen years they had lived almost separate lives while the fortunes of the Franklin family had waxed and waned. And Europe had been torn apart by the Great War and half a million young men, including her cousin Johnny, had sacrificed their lives for a patriotic ideal.

Lindsay found it hard to believe that she had reached her fortieth year and had two grown-up sons and that the portly, moon-faced man slumped in the armchair was the same raffish, brown-eyed Irish charmer whom she’d first met in her grandfather’s house on Harper’s Hill in the spring of 1898. She found it even harder to believe that she was still married to Forbes McCulloch and that he still referred to her, without a trace of irony, as his dearly beloved wife.

‘Did it not occur to you, Forbes,’ she said, ‘that your brother’s being diplomatic?’

‘Diplomatic? Gowry doesn’t know the meaning of the word.’ He sat up. ‘I wonder what sort of white lies my mother’s been telling that would lead Gowry to suppose you’d make him welcome when he knows I won’t.’

Forbes had cut himself off from his family in Dublin. Only his mother’s visit had kept him in touch with Irish events over the years. Now that Kay McCulloch was widowed and living in Glasgow even that trickle of information had dried up. He tugged at his moustache and looked down at his shoes. He had arrived home from the office an hour before lunch to change into clothes that stated loudly and clearly that he was the only one of the McCulloch clan who had made something of himself. No drab twill or Italian cloth suits for Owen Forbes McCulloch but his increasing girth made even a silk-lined jacket, double-breasted waistcoat and striped trousers seem stuffy and Victorian.

Lindsay said, ‘Are you worried about meeting the girl?’

Forbes said, ‘Why would I be worried about meeting a girl I’ve absolutely no connection with?’

‘She’s . . .’ Lindsay changed her mind. ‘She’s Gowry’s daughter.’

‘I’m not willing to take in every Irish tink who’s looking for a fresh start.’

‘Pappy took you in, did he not?’

‘Ah!’ Forbes said. ‘So you think that providing Gowry’s daughter with board and lodging is a means of paying off my debt, do you?’

Lindsay shrugged. ‘Blood’s thicker than water, Forbes, and a little generosity on your part, a measure of forgiveness—’

‘Forgiveness,’ Forbes interrupted. ‘What have I to forgive Gowry for?’

‘True,’ Lindsay said. ‘Really, I suppose Gowry did you a favour all those years ago by taking Sylvie Calder off your hands.’

She stood by the window, watching the rain.

Forbes said, ‘The beggar didn’t even have the decency to turn up for Dada’s funeral.’

‘He sent a wreath.’

‘A wreath! Three withered leaves and a bit of black crape,’ Forbes said. ‘If Gowry’s so desperate to get his daughter out of Dublin why did he ask us and not Tom Calder? Have you told Calder she’s coming?’

‘Not yet.’

‘For God’s sake, why not?’

‘I’m keeping it as a surprise.’

‘No you’re not. You’re afraid Calder won’t want anything to do with her or that his dear wife won’t be as accommodating as you expect me to be.’

‘I don’t expect you to be anything,’ Lindsay said, adding, ‘except polite. Do you think you could manage that, Forbes, just for a day or two?’

She looked from the window. The brand-new Lanchester, her husband’s pride and joy, was visible through the leafless trees. She watched the motor-car swing into Brunswick Crescent and halt below the house. The driver opened the passenger door and a man hauled himself stiffly on to the pavement. He was clad in a grubby overcoat and a beret that had once been blue. It took Lindsay a moment to realise that she was looking at Gowry McCulloch and that the years, and the war, had not been kind to him.

The girl was tall, dark-haired and pretty. She wore a tightly belted coat, a pleated skirt and a hat that was more like a trilby than a bonnet. Her leather gloves, gauntlet-style, reminded Lindsay of Gowry’s uniform in the days when he’d chauffeured for the Franklins.

Gowry offered her his arm but she batted it away. Plainly exasperated, he caught her by the shoulder and turned her to face the steps. Miss Runciman, the housekeeper, limped down the steps and the girl drew back as if she intended to dive into the Lanchester and hide there. Gowry snared her by the waist and for a split second they grappled on the pavement like wrestlers, then, surrendering, the girl planted her hands on her hips, snapped out a response to poor Miss Runciman’s no doubt innocent question and with Gowry close behind her, marched up the steep stone steps into the hallway.

‘Forbes,’ Lindsay said, sweetly, ‘I do believe they’ve arrived.’

Maeve had no intention of letting her father see how much the handsome terraced house impressed her. The front was ornamented with pediments and wrought-iron railings, the doorway topped by an electrical lamp, already lit. There was a huge oak outer door with brass handles and, below the level of the pavement, steps going down to the basement. She recognised posh when she saw it and this crescent was posh in the same way Harcourt Street in Dublin was posh, about as far a cry as you could get from the tenement in Endicott Street where Mam and she had lived since the British soldiers had blown up the Shamrock Hotel at the time of the Easter Rising.

She had sailed from the North Wall with her heart breaking and had every excuse for shedding tears. Grieving for Turk Trotter hadn’t dented her appetite, however, and Daddy had coaxed her down to the saloon with him for a bite of supper. Then they had gone up again to sleep on the chairs on the deck. When she had wakened, shivering in the half light, she had nagged him to buy her breakfast, as if it were his fault that she was cold and famished, which, in a way, it was. Although Daddy had driven for Flanagan’s Motoring Company and she was well used to motor-cars, the Lanchester her uncle had sent to collect them at the quay was very powerful, more powerful than the rusting rattle-traps that Turk drove or even the Hudson that Fran Hagarty and her uncles had flashed about in when they were all much younger – and all still alive.

In spite of the grand motor-car and the warm welcome she was still fizzing because Daddy had brought her to Scotland in the first place; fizzing because she wasn’t old enough to elope with Turk Trotter and become a renegade’s wife. What was going on inside her head, let alone her heart, however, was nobody’s business, for she was beginning to realise that she couldn’t hold on to Turk as easily as all that. She wasn’t giving in, though. Oh no, she told herself, she certainly wasn’t giving in without a fight.

The hallway was long, like the hall of the Shamrock in its glory days, though it didn’t smell of boiled cod and disinfectant. A marble-topped table supported a telephone and a silver tray and on the walls were many photographs of ships. She squinted up a staircase coated with turkey-red Axminster and, craning her neck, at a beautifully moulded ceiling and four-globe chandelier.

A woman emerged from a door at the end of the hallway. Maeve was aware that the housekeeper and the woman were waiting for her to make the first move. Daddy was taking the bags from the driver and would probably tip the chap sixpence just to show what an important man he was, all appearances to the contrary. She took a deep breath, pulled off her gloves and offered her hand.

‘Hello,’ she said. ‘I’m Maeve McCulloch. I believe you’re expectin’ me.’

‘Of course we are,’ her aunt said.

There was something wrong with the housekeeper. She walked with a limp and her hands were gnarled. Daddy and she would get on well, Maeve thought cynically, him with his wooden hand and her with her twisted fingers. Her aunt was very poised and stylish and wore a dress of pale blue silk velvet lightly trimmed with lace. She had small, cold fingers that rested like feathers in Maeve’s rough palm.

‘I’m Lindsay,’ the woman said. ‘I’d prefer you to call me Lindsay rather than Auntie.’ She spoke like Mam only with more emphasis on the vowels. ‘I’d like to introduce you to Miss Runciman, our housekeeper. She looks after us – and does it very well.’

‘Miss Runciman,’ said Maeve, chastely. She had been rude to the woman on the doorstep when she’d still entertained the silly notion that if she kicked up a fuss Daddy might take her back to Dublin with him. ‘I think you asked if I’d had a pleasant journey. Well, Miss Runciman, the answer is, I did have a pleasant journey. Thank you for enquirin’.’ Her father grunted approval and Maeve heard herself say, ‘This is my father, Gowry McCulloch.’ But the words were hardly out of her mouth before she realised how stupid it was of her to introduce a man who had worked for the Franklins and who had once lived in this very house.

‘Good to see you again, Gowry,’ Aunt Lindsay said.

‘What’s left of me, you mean.’

‘I confess you do look somewhat the worse for wear.’

‘You’ve hardly changed at all,’ her father said. ‘Where are the boys?’

‘At school.’

‘Boarding?’

‘No, at the Academy. They’ll be home shortly.’

‘And himself, his lordship?’

Aunt Lindsay’s answer was a curiously weary little nod in the direction of a door at the end of the hallway. ‘He’s in there.’

‘Fuming?’ her daddy said.

‘Posing more like,’ said Lindsay.

‘That’s what I’m afraid of,’ her daddy said and, nudging Maeve before him, followed Aunt Lindsay along the hallway into an airy, well-lighted room.

Forbes McCulloch stood by the fireplace and did, indeed, seem to be posing. If Maeve hadn’t been so nervous she might have laughed. One foot was planted on the brass fender, one elbow on the mantelshelf, his chin lifted to show off his profile, which might have been quite daunting if her uncle had been a matinée idol like Richard Barthelmess or Clive Brook. As it was, he was not very tall, not very distinguished and had too much tummy. Still, he might just have managed to pull off the lord of the manor act, Maeve thought, if it hadn’t been for the squiggly little moustache on his upper lip.

‘Gowry.’

‘Forbes.’

Her uncle’s tone was as flat and hard as a ship’s biscuit.

‘Smooth passage?’ he said.

‘Smooth enough.’

‘Came up on the morning tide, did you?’

‘Aye, we lay off Greenock for a time.’

‘Always do. Pilot’s never punctual. What line?’

‘Burns Laird.’

‘Have a cabin?’

‘Too expensive.’

‘How much?’

‘Thirty-five shillings.’

‘I always have a cabin,’ Uncle Forbes said. ‘Drink?’

Uncle Forbes was the man who was never spoken of at home, the Great Unmentionable. Whenever she had quizzed Mam about him Mam had changed the subject. Only Grandma McCulloch had been free with information but it was so obvious that Forbes was the apple of Gran’s eye that her opinion was worthless.

‘What have you got?’ her father asked.

‘Whisky, gin – sherry.’

‘I think I’d prefer tea.’

‘What about the girl? What will she drink?’ Uncle Forbes said.

Maeve heard herself say, ‘She’ll drink tea too, thank you very much.’

He studied her for the first time and seemed surprised that she had spoken a language he could understand.

‘Are you Maeve?’ he asked.

‘I was when I left Dublin,’ Maeve answered.

‘You’re not what I expected.’

‘What did you expect? Two heads?’

Until recently she had been in company where the line between forthrightness and insolence had never been made clear. She spoke to her uncle as she would have spoken to Turk or Breen Trotter, to Pauline, Breen’s wife, or to any of the crowd who lived in Wexford or mustered in the back room of McKinstry’s public house.

‘I thought you might be more like – like . . .’

Maeve’s cynicism had not yet hardened into cruelty. She had sense enough not to utter the first words that leaped into her mind: ‘Like my mother, you mean?’

‘Maeve,’ Aunt Lindsay put in, ‘perhaps you’d like to inspect your room.’

She felt her father’s hand on her back, the wooden hand. ‘I could be doin’ with a pee,’ she said, ‘if you happen to have a facility handy.’

Miss Runciman said, ‘I believe we have a lavatory somewhere on the premises. Come with me. I’ll show you.’ And Maeve followed Miss Runciman and Aunt Lindsay out of the parlour, leaving Daddy and her uncle alone.

‘What the devil do you mean dumping her on us?’ Forbes said.

‘I had to get her out of Dublin.’

‘Had to? Why?’

‘Don’t you read the newspapers?’

‘Well, as far as I can make out Ireland’s just the same old madhouse,’ said Forbes. ‘My God, you haven’t turned into a Republican, have you?’

‘My daughter has.’

‘Maeve is your daughter, isn’t she?’ Forbes said. ‘You’re not trying to foist her off on me, I hope? Did Sylvie put you up to this?’ He lowered his voice. ‘How is Sylvie, by the way? Is she well?’

‘As well as any of us in Dublin these days.’

‘Mother tells me she had another child, a boy.’

‘She had.’

‘A child not of your making,’ Forbes said. ‘I can’t understand why you stick by her.’ He seated himself on the high brass fender at the fire. ‘She was damned attractive in her own daft fashion when she was young but – let’s be honest, Gowry – she was always a bit of a tart.’

‘You’re talking about my wife, Forbes,’ Gowry reminded him.

‘Yes, well, she didn’t exactly remain steadfast and true when you were off fighting for king and country, did she?’

‘She was told I’d been killed in action.’

‘That’s not what I heard,’ Forbes said. ‘I heard that our Sylvie was having a busy little fling with some gun-runner long before you enlisted.’

Gowry eased himself on to the arm of a chair and stuck the wooden hand between his knees. He wasn’t the same chap who had walked out on Forbes fifteen years ago, who had shouldered the burden of Forbes’s indiscretions and who, after a fashion, had saved Forbes’s marriage. He was scarred inside as well as out, but he still cared enough for Sylvie to defend her.

He picked his words with care. ‘The boy isn’t mine, no.’

‘You’re a better man than I am, old chap. I’d have left her to stew in her own juice if she’d put the horns on me. I suppose you’re going to tell me you stayed for the girl’s sake?’

‘I stayed for my own sake,’ Gowry said. ‘I had nowhere else to go.’

‘Oh that’s sad, so sad,’ said Forbes, without a trace of compassion.

‘If it had been left to me I’d have asked Tom Calder to look after Maeve.’

‘Why does anyone have to look after her?’ Forbes said.

‘Because I’ve brought her here to get her away from the troubles,’ said Gowry, testily. ‘She’s been associated with rebels, our brothers, Peter and Charlie, among them since she was old enough to walk and you can’t escape their influence. In other words, she’s more than halfway to becoming a militant Nationalist.’

‘Nationalism’s a worthy cause.’

‘Maybe it is,’ Gowry said, ‘but the British don’t seem to agree with you. It isn’t safe to walk the streets in broad daylight any longer, especially if you’re Daniel McCulloch’s granddaughter and Peter McCulloch’s niece.’

‘Don’t tell me our Peter’s blowing up railway trains and shooting at soldiers,’ Forbes said.

‘That’s exactly what he’s doing,’ Gowry said.

‘Dear God!’

‘Peter’s right-hand man’s a feller named Turk Trotter. Maeve’s been soft on Trotter since she was ten years old. He’s a decent enough bloke in his way an’ he’s always been fond of Maeve but now she’s grown up, or nearly so, she expects him to marry her. We’re not goin’ to stand for that.’

Forbes nodded. ‘I see your problem.’

‘You don’t seem to realise how much hatred there is in the old country. Pure hatred. The hatred’s more infectious than the patriotism. Don’t think the military authorities don’t know who Maeve is or that because she’s a girl no harm will come to her. If Maeve does rush into marriage with Turk Trotter she’ll be a fugitive with a price on her head.’

‘If she’s genuinely infatuated with this Trotter character . . .’

‘She is, she is. She’s furious at me for draggin’ her away from him.’

‘Perhaps it’s her destiny to marry Trotter,’ Forbes said, shrugging.

Gowry reached out with his artificial hand, a clumsy contraption wrapped in withered leather with only the thumb, his flesh, exposed. He grabbed his brother by the shoulder. ‘Don’t say that. Don’t ever say that.’ He thrust his face down. ‘I don’t know whose daughter Maeve is. Even Sylvie doesn’t know for sure. Let’s just say she’s our daughter and I’m not willin’ to write her off in the name of destiny, or any other bloody thing.’

Gowry drew his hand away and pressed his thumb back into place as if it, not the fingers, were hinged.

Forbes said, ‘Does Sylvie really not know whose daughter Maeve is?’

‘No,’ Gowry said. ‘After all these years, Forbes, does it matter?’

‘I suppose not,’ Forbes said. ‘May I get up now?’

‘Will you look after her for a while?’

‘I really could do with a drink.’

‘Forbes, damn it, man: will you look after her?’

‘Of course I will,’ Forbes said. ‘What’ll you have?’

‘Brandy,’ Gowry answered just as Maeve and Lindsay returned and, a moment later, the boys burst into the room.

If there was one thing that Lindsay admired about her sons it was their candour. At times she found it hard to believe that they were Forbes’s children, for honesty had never been a McCulloch trait. Harry, the elder, reminded her of her grandfather Owen, for he already exhibited all the best Franklin characteristics of drive and determination. She was too modest to admit that her influence upon him had been considerable or that openness and enthusiasm had once been features of her character too and that if she had not met and married Forbes McCulloch, might have remained so.

At the dining table that evening, the boys were on their best behaviour; showing off, of course. Lindsay could hardly blame them. Maeve was a very pretty young woman and Gowry had the battered visage of a warrior in the heroic mould. Her sons were probably bursting with questions about the circumstances that had brought Maeve and Gowry to Scotland but they were too well-mannered to ask pointed questions.

Twenty-three years ago, almost to the month, Lindsay had been seated at a crowded dining table in her grandfather’s house trying desperately not to appear forward in the presence of her Irish cousin, Forbes. He had seemed no less attractive, no less a curiosity to her than Maeve McCulloch must seem to her sons. Her cousin Cissie and she had competed for his attention with a fervour that had been nothing short of gauche.

Maeve appeared to be indifferent to the boys’ attentions. She was comfortable with the array of knives and forks that Enid had set out and ate with the same rapidity as Forbes, as if consumption was being measured against the clock. She wore an off-the-peg woollen day-dress that had seen better days. If she stays, Lindsay promised herself, we’ll have to see what we can do about smartening her up. She felt a surge of pleasure at the prospect, for however much she adored her sons they could not share her interests and enthusiasms.

She watched the girl slice pie with a dessert fork and operate upon it with her spoon, dab her lips with her napkin and let out a sigh that seemed to signify that she was satisfied at last.

Twenty years ago the family would have retired to the parlour and gathered round the piano for a jolly musical evening. None of that nonsense in Brunswick Park these days; Forbes wasn’t partial to music and her father had long ago given up trying to persuade him to invite the cousins round for a good old-fashioned sing-song.

‘Do you sing, Maeve?’ Lindsay asked.

The girl seemed startled by the question.

‘Do I what?’

‘Do you sing?’ said Lindsay, gently. ‘Are you musical?’

‘I can carry a tune.’ Maeve glared at her father, daring him to contradict. ‘You’re not expectin’ me to sing, are you?’

‘No, no,’ Lindsay reassured her. ‘We don’t expect you to do anything you don’t want to do.’

‘That’s just as well,’ said Maeve, ‘’cause I don’t reckon I’ll be stayin’.’

‘Oh!’ Philip exclaimed. ‘I thought you—’

Harry administered a kick under cover of the tablecloth.

Lindsay glanced towards the door and beckoned to Enid to clear away the pudding plates and asked her to serve coffee here in the dining-room.

She looked across at Miss Runciman who ate with the family and not downstairs with the maid and the cook. Miss Runciman raised one thin eyebrow, and said, ‘I trust you won’t be running off too soon, young lady, certainly not before you’ve had an opportunity to meet the rest of your relatives. They’re exceedingly anxious to meet you.’

‘Oh!’ Maeve said. ‘Why?’

‘Because you’re one of us,’ said Philip.

He was smaller than his brother and slightly built. He had his father’s long eyelashes and dark eyes but didn’t really resemble Forbes, Lindsay assured herself, though other folk said that he did.

‘I am not,’ Maeve said.

‘You’re a McCulloch, aren’t you?’ said Harry.

‘What if I am?’ said Maeve.

‘With the exception of Miss Runciman,’ Harry said, ‘we’re all McCullochs here.’

‘Aye, well, we might share a name,’ said Maeve, ‘but I’m not one o’ you an’ never will be.’

‘Unfair,’ Harry said. ‘You hardly know us.’

‘An’ you don’t know me at all.’

‘You’re tired, Maeve,’ Gowry said. ‘Maybe you should go to your room.’

‘I’m not tired.’

‘Of course you’re not tired,’ Lindsay said. ‘It’s far too early to think of going to bed. Enid will serve coffee in a minute.’

She was tempted to reach across the table and pat the girl’s hand, to demonstrate affinity. Miss Runciman, it seemed, had much the same thought. She covered Maeve’s hand and gave it two or three little taps with her fingertips.

‘Do you know what that means?’ Eleanor Runciman asked.

‘What what means?’ said Maeve, frowning.

Miss Runciman tapped again. ‘That?’

‘Nope,’ Maeve admitted, ‘I don’t know what it means.’

Harry laughed and exchanged a knowing look with his brother.

‘It’s code, Miss – Maeve,’ he said. ‘Morse code. She used to do it all the time when Phil and I were young. It’s SOS, Miss Runciman, isn’t it?’

‘Well, I don’t need my soul savin’,’ Maeve said. ‘I’m not in distress.’

Forbes spoke up. ‘It’s a family joke,’ he said. ‘I, however, never did see the point of it.’

‘That’s because you’re a fuddy-duddy, Forbes,’ Lindsay said and, turning, asked Gowry, ‘How did you lose your hand?’

Gowry peered at the artificial hand. ‘Jerry shell.’

‘The Somme, was it, sir?’ Philip asked.

‘Guillemont,’ Gowry said. ‘The raid on Guillemont.’

‘With the Irish Rifles, sir?’ said Harry. ‘Did you fight on our side?’
 
‘Aye, he fought on your side,’ said Maeve. ‘He should’ve been fightin’ on our side but he joined the British instead.’

‘Are you a Republican?’ Harry asked.

‘I’m Irish,’ Maeve answered, ‘’course I’m a Republican.’

‘Dad’s Irish,’ said Philip, ‘and he’s not a Republican.’

‘More fool him, then,’ said Maeve.

‘Enough!’ said Gowry, sharply this time.

The girl was not distressed, not even angry. She was a prickly Dubliner, Lindsay guessed, who loved nothing better than an argument. It had been years since the dining-room in Brunswick Crescent had rung to the sound of raised voices, for her father, Arthur Franklin, and her husband had reached an agreement that any shouting that had to be done would be done at the office and not at home. She wished that Papa was here but he had gone to Norway with Martin to chase contracts and would not be back until Monday or Tuesday.

‘I suppose I may as well tell you,’ Maeve said. ‘I’m only here ’cause my mam and dad are frightened I’ll wind up in jail.’

‘Jail?’ said Philip. ‘Have you – I mean, have you been in jail?’

‘Not yet,’ said Maeve. ‘I’m not scared o’ servin’ hard labour, though.’

Lindsay had anticipated a certain degree of adolescent anguish in the girl but not this challenging attitude. She was pleased with herself was Miss Maeve McCulloch, and clearly felt superior to her cousins.

Harry said, ‘Are you a member of the Volunteer Army, Miss – Maeve?’

‘Oh, you’ve heard of the Volunteers, have you?’

‘Grandma subscribes to all the Irish newspapers,’ Philip said. ‘Are you on the wanted list?’

‘My man is,’ Maeve answered. ‘My man has a price on his head.’

‘How much?’ said Philip.

‘Five hundred pounds.’

Philip whistled admiringly. ‘What did he do?’

‘If you think I’m goin’ to tell you that, think again,’ said Maeve.

‘At least tell us his name,’ said Philip.

‘Turk Trotter’s his name. He fought in the Rising and served a stretch in Frongoch, that’s a Welsh prison, in case you didn’t know.’

‘Is he really your sweetheart?’ said Philip.

‘Sweetheart! He’s my man.’

‘What does that mean,’ said Philip, ‘exactly?’

‘It means,’ said Lindsay, ‘you’ve had your share of questions, Philip. Let someone else get a word in, if you please.’

‘Oh!’ He nodded. ‘Right!’

Harry took up where his brother had left off. ‘Are you staying with us because you’re on the run?’

‘I might be,’ Maeve said, ‘but I’m not.’

Gowry said, ‘Maeve an’ me don’t see eye to eye on unification policy. I brought her here to keep her out of harm’s way.’

‘Huh!’ Maeve said. ‘Harm’s way, is it? Why don’t you tell them how the British are tryin’ to crush our spirit by murderin’ anybody they don’t like the look of.’ Her voice rose. ‘Tell them how they murdered Mr Hagarty and how they blew up our hotel while you were off fightin’ the Germans.’

‘Stop it, Maeve,’ Gowry said. ‘This isn’t the place for one of your rants.’

Forbes leaned both elbows on the table. He had shed his lethargy and his eyes glittered with interest. ‘No,’ he said. ‘Let her have her say.’

Sanction from her uncle was so unexpected that Maeve fell silent.

‘My daddy’s right,’ she said, at length. ‘I’m bein’ rude. Sorry.’

‘No, you’re not. You’re only defending what you believe in,’ Forbes said.

In all the time she’d known him, Lindsay thought, Forbes had given allegiance to no other cause than his own advancement. He had mocked his brothers for pursuing impossible ideals and condemned his father for running the McCulloch’s profitable little brewery into the ground for the sake of the Irish Brotherhood, though Kay McCulloch said it was a fondness for whiskey and three-legged horses that had really done Daniel in.

‘All right then,’ Maeve said, ‘I believe I should rightfully be in Ireland, shoulder to shoulder wi’ my man.’

‘Good,’ Forbes said. ‘But I would like to point out that the cause you’re fighting for isn’t just about blowing up police stations and shooting soldiers; it’s as much about economic oppression as anything else. And that, young lady, is the sort of war you can fight whether you’re in Paris, Dublin or Glasgow.’

‘What are you drivin’ at?’ said Maeve.

‘Tell you what,’ Forbes said, ‘whatever money you earn for the cause between now and the day you turn eighteen, I’ll double. No, I’ll treble. I’ll even buy you a steamer ticket to get you back to Dublin, back into the fight.’

‘Is this your way of getting rid of me?’ Maeve said.

‘On the contrary,’ Forbes said. ‘Unless I miss my guess you’re not the sort of girl who’ll be happy mooching about the house all day long. I’m offering you an incentive to go out and find employment and do something for the cause in which you believe.’

‘What’s the catch?’

‘No catch,’ said Forbes. ‘I’m trying to keep you out of mischief while soothing my own conscience at the same time.’

‘Your conscience, Forbes?’ said Gowry.

‘I haven’t done much to aid the Irish cause,’ Forbes said, ‘but now Peter and Charlie are in the thick of it, I feel I have to do something.’ He turned to Lindsay. ‘Aren’t you always reminding me that blood’s thicker than water?’

‘Three times what I earn?’ Maeve said. ‘You’ll donate that to the cause?’

‘My word is my bond,’ said Forbes. ‘Do we have a deal, young lady?’

‘I’m not afraid o’ hard work,’ Maeve said. ‘Aye, it’s a deal.’

Forbes reached across the table and clasped Maeve’s hand.

And Lindsay, somewhat shaken, signalled to Enid to bring in the coffee.

The room at the top of the house had once been the nursery. Stencilled on the walls were a bunny rabbit, a goose wearing a bonnet and a fish with a smile on its face, the friendly little figures almost invisible in the glow of the electrical lamp. There was a curtained window, a bed, a chest of drawers, several miniature chairs and a table so low that Maeve had to hunch over it to write to her mother and to print a large-letter greeting to her brother, Sean, who had just learned to read. Sean could be annoying at times. He was so greedy for attention that he would follow her around, tug at her skirts and demand to be played with. Only Daddy could really cope with Sean, for Daddy had the patience of Job and spent a lot of time with the boy, a lot more time, Maeve thought, than he had ever spent with her when she was Sean’s age.

Things had not been right since Turk had been released from Frongoch prison and had charged down the gangplank of the Liverpool steam packet and swept her into his arms. She had been a few weeks short of her thirteenth birthday then but already madly in love with him.

She had seen little of him in the next year and a half, though.

Turk had been busy organising the brotherhood down in Wexford, and she’d been stuck in school. Then Pauline, Breen Trotter’s wife, had persuaded Mam to let Maeve visit the Trotters’ farmhouse in Wexford during the summer holiday and she had spent a week touring horse fairs and cattle marts with Breen and Turk’s father and going to meetings in the evenings in public halls or secret houses out in the countryside. Soon after she’d left Wexford, five of Turk’s men had ambushed a load of gelignite that was being carted to a quarry under police escort. Two policemen had been shot, Turk’s boys had got clean away with the gelly and a five hundred pound reward had been offered by the government for information leading to the arrest of the ambushers.

That December her Uncle Peter had shown up at the tenement in Endicott Street and asked for sanctuary. Daddy had taken him in but he was furious at the risk involved and had telephoned the Trotters and Turk had appeared on the day after Christmas and had persuaded Peter to move on.

That night Turk had kissed her for the first time. He had stuck one hand under her coat and squeezed her breast, then, with a bellow like a bull-calf, had shoved her away and gone loping off down Endicott Street to find someone to take in Peter and hide him for a week or two.

Turk had kissed her often after that but had never touched her breast again. He had taken her to meetings in McKinstry’s pub or to a basement under the old O’Connell Halls where the best of the Dublin boys gathered. It could only be a matter of time, Maeve thought, until she was old enough to become Turk’s wife and join the fight proper. Then, late one night, she’d told Daddy what was on the cards and Daddy had flown into a rage and before she could draw breath she’d been whisked out of school and put to work in the biscuit factory where, if Daddy had only known it, there was more plotting going on than in the chambers of the Dáil. She had written to Pauline asking her to tell Turk she was ready to run away with him, but she had received no answer. She had written to Pauline again and when Pauline failed to reply for a second time had written to Charlie and when he didn’t answer either, had written to old man Trotter; not one of them had deigned to reply.

Then, late one winter afternoon, a Sunday, she had been grabbed by two peelers and hustled down an alley at the back of Mrs Cafferty’s boarding-house. They had pushed her against the wall, stuck a revolver to her head and told her that if she didn’t tell them where Turk Trotter was hiding they would shoot her. She told them it would make more sense if they told her where Turk was hiding because she had no bloody idea and it was high time he turned up and kept his promise to marry her. The peeler with the gun had laughed and stuffed the gun back in its holster and told her that marriage was the last thing on Trotter’s mind, for he was having far too good a time of it poking all the young girls in the houses that were daft enough to give him shelter. She had laughed at that whopper and said, ‘Sure and you’re not going to get round me with that bloody lie’ and one of the peelers had put a hand round her throat and rammed his other hand up her skirts and felt her belly under her drawers and told her that Turk didn’t know what he was missing. Then they had gone away.

She had been too upset not to tell Mam, and Mam had told Daddy. Within a week Daddy had had her on the boat for Glasgow – and she still hadn’t heard a word from Pauline, Charlie or from Turk himself.

She peered at the goose, the bunny, the grinning fish, licked her pencil and smoothed the surface of the notepaper. She wanted to write ‘Dear Turk,’ or ‘My Dearest Darling,’ but the memory of what the peeler had told her lingered, together with the memory of Turk’s hand on her breast and the stranger’s hand groping her drawers. She sighed and instead of writing about her uncle’s offer and asking how she could transfer the money to those in Ireland who needed it most, she drew a heart, a big heart, and, as she had done once before, long ago, printed beneath it:


Maeve & Turk.

One True Love.



though she wasn’t quite sure what true love meant any longer.

A knock on the nursery door startled her. She had almost forgotten that she was in Glasgow now and had nothing to fear.

‘Who is it?’

‘Lindsay. May I come in?’

‘Sure an’ I can’t stop you.’

Her aunt was dressed as she had been at the dinner table but seemed softer, and younger, in the shallow light from the lamp.

‘I’m not intruding, am I?’

‘Nope,’ Maeve said. ‘See, I haven’t run away.’

‘I thought you might be in bed.’

Maeve covered the notepad with both hands. ‘Just goin’.’

‘Do you have everything you need?’

‘Yes, thank you.’

‘Then I’ll leave you to your letter-writing,’ Lindsay said. ‘Breakfast is at seven forty-five but Cook will make you something later if you decide to lie in.’

‘I’ll be up.’ Maeve managed a smile. ‘Where’s Daddy?’

‘One floor down,’ her aunt said. ‘Goodnight, Maeve.’

‘Goodnight,’ Maeve said and as soon as her aunt had gone, tore up her silly drawing and flushed the pieces down the pan in the lavatory next door.

For many years it had been Miss Runciman’s task to shut the big oak door, lock the inner door and switch out all the lights except the one little bulb that burned throughout the night. The door had become too heavy for Miss Runciman to cope with, though, and Arthur Franklin had taken over the chore, for Lindsay’s father still regarded himself as head of the household.

When Lindsay came downstairs from the nursery she was surprised to find both inner and outer doors lying wide open and a cool, damp breeze filtering through the hall.

‘Forbes?’ she said, tentatively. ‘Is that you, Forbes?’

‘No, it’s me.’

She stepped outside and saw Gowry outlined against the glow from the lamp-standard, cigar smoke swirling around him like cream in a coffee cup.

‘What on earth are you doing out here?’ she asked.

‘Grabbing a breath of air.’

‘Where’s Forbes?’

‘Gone to bed. I said I’d lock up.’

Lindsay looked out over the misty suburbs towards the river. The flash and flare of a late-shift welding crew showed against the belly of the cloud. She wondered if it reminded Gowry of his days in the trenches, if that, multiplied a thousandfold, was what an artillery barrage looked like. She had never cared for Gowry. He had been too much Forbes’s man, too alien and Irish for her taste back in 1906 when she’d been fighting her own domestic wars. She felt sorry for him now, though, so battered and torn and mournful.

‘You can smoke indoors, you know,’ she said.

Gowry plucked the cigar from his mouth. ‘Not these smelly things,’ he said. ‘Sylvie won’t let me light up inside. I go out in the street or into the back yard when I want to smoke. They are pretty foul, I suppose.’

‘Not as bad as Donald’s pipe. Do you remember it?’

‘Aye,’ Gowry chuckled, ‘it reeked like a tug-boat’s funnel.’

‘Donald retired soon after the Armistice. Lilias and he live down the coast now, in Largs.’

‘One o’ the boys was killed, wasn’t he?’ Gowry said.

‘Yes, Johnny went down with the Vengeance, torpedoed in the Baltic. There were very few survivors.’

They were both silent for a moment, thinking of the dead and of days that were gone; then Gowry flicked his cigar away and they watched together the curving arc of the coal in the air and the little splash of sparks when it struck the wet pavement. ‘It’s late,’ Gowry said. ‘I’d best be getting to bed.’

‘No,’ Lindsay said. ‘Wait.’

He glanced at her quizzically. He seemed very tall out there in the half darkness, almost grotesquely so. She could smell cigar smoke on him and another faint, not unpleasant odour, like cinnamon.

‘What is it, Lindsay?’ he said. ‘Don’t you like my daughter?’

‘Yes, I like her. She’s been hurt, though, hasn’t she?’

‘We’ve all been hurt one way or another,’ Gowry said. ‘She’s young enough to get over it.’

‘Is it the man, the soldier?’

‘Trotter’s an agitator, not a soldier.’

‘I gather you don’t approve of him.’

‘It doesn’t matter whether I approve, or not,’ Gowry said. ‘Trotter won’t marry her and if he did, she’d be widowed within a year.’

‘What Forbes said at the dinner table, his offer, will it help or hinder?’

‘He’s a smarmy bastard, my brother,’ Gowry said. ‘He knows what the promise of money for the cause means to Maeve.’

‘At least he’s given her a reason to stay in Glasgow.’

‘The velvet glove,’ said Gowry.

‘It may be more effective than the iron hand,’ said Lindsay. ‘We’ll take good care of her, I promise.’

‘I’ll miss her,’ Gowry said. ‘By God, I’ll miss her,’ then he stepped quickly back into the house and left it to Lindsay to close the big oak door.


2

Coming Up For Air

In the absence of his cousin, Martin, Forbes took the chair at Franklin’s weekly management meeting. As a rule it was Forbes who went in pursuit of new business but he had no fondness for Norwegians or their climate and had foisted that trip on to Martin and Arthur Franklin.

Naval contracts and the restocking of merchant fleets in the immediate aftermath of the war had resulted, until now, in a full order book.

Martin had been content to take on everything that came their way, everything, that is, that did not involve capital investment. Forbes, on the other hand, was an advocate of modernisation.

Currently on the stocks were four ships in various stages of construction, including two half-built S-class destroyers, Franklin’s share of an Admiralty order for sixteen such vessels, but three building berths were empty.

Forbes was keen to move on, to move, as he put it, into the future. The future as he saw it lay not in warships or general cargo vessels but in bulk oil-tankers, a specialised form of construction that would mean altering the layout of the yard and impose a considerable strain on lying capital. His reasoning, Lindsay agreed, was sound, but his methods of persuasion left a lot to be desired.

Although she held more shares than her husband and, strictly speaking, had more say, Lindsay had drawn back from interfering in the running of the yard and rarely attended the weekly meetings. She had come to Aydon Road today for one reason only – to invite Tom Calder to lunch.

From her chair at the boardroom table, Lindsay could make out the roof of the testing tank, another of Forbes’s innovations, and behind it, rearing up against the grey sky, the stern portion of one of the cargo ships with carpenters clambering all over the scaffolding.

‘What’s this item here?’ Forbes held up a sheet of graph paper attached to a typed letter under the Admiralty crest. ‘Has Martin dealt with it?’

‘No,’ said Archie Robb, frowning. ‘He hasn’t seen it yet.’

‘What is it, precisely?’

‘Specification changes,’ said Tom Calder. ‘We offered Portland cement for all areas and that was nodded through. Now the Navy Board has changed its tune and requires bituminous materials for lining the engine and boiler rooms, bilges and decks.’

‘Good God!’ Forbes said. ‘Have Swann Hunter and Barclay Curle received similar notification?’

‘Yes,’ Archie Robb answered. ‘It’s a general change in specifications.’

Forbes held the graph paper up to the light and squinted at it. He was, Lindsay knew, primarily a ‘bottom line’ man, not a trained engineer.

Archie Robb sat up very straight. He was a small man, pinch-faced, with reading glasses perched halfway down his nose. Tom Calder rested his chin on his palm. Forbes flapped the graph paper down on the table and pressed it flat, as if he were squashing a fly.

‘I assume’, he said, ‘that the navy realise bituminous materials cost more than basic Portland and will require more man hours to apply?’

‘Of course they do,’ Tom Calder said, sighing.

‘Do they expect us to absorb the additional costs?’

‘That’s about the size of it,’ said Archie Robb.

‘The theory,’ Tom said, ‘is that deadweight will be lightened and speed at sea increased accordingly. They haven’t used bituminous materials in destroyers up until now so I can only assume some bright spark of a constructor-commander thought it was time he earned his next promotion.’

‘How much will it cost per vessel?’ Forbes said.

‘Difficult to say,’ Tom answered. ‘Cold state application at an approximate rate of one hundredweight of material per sixteen square feet . . .’

‘Oh,’ Forbes groaned, ‘do it, just do it. Do we have enough material on hand? If not, order it in and adjust the costing accordingly.’

‘I wonder what Mr Martin’ll have to say about that?’ said Archie Robb.

‘I’ve approved it, haven’t I? Isn’t that good enough for you?’

Forbes handed the graph and letter to his personal secretary, Mrs Connors, and instructed her to type out a standard letter of compliance to which he would add a paragraph or two.

Mrs Connors, a dumpy widow in her mid-thirties, placed the letter into her folder and made a shorthand note on her pad. She was no less efficient than any of the men in the room but nobody had ever been able to wheedle out of Meg Connors what she really thought of Mr Forbes or Mr Martin, or any of the other partners. She worked with her files and typewriter in a room that had once belonged to Johnny Franklin and kept her door, literally and figuratively, closed at all times.

Lindsay listened with half an ear to a lacklustre discussion on the benefits of installing mobile lavatories for the workforce and just how much trouble the proposal would cause with the trade unions.

She had heard it all before. Indeed, she seemed to have been listening to the same discussion in one form or another since she was a little girl playing on the carpet in Grandfather Owen’s drawing-room, and was just as bored by the rumble of serious male voices now as she had been then. She listened to the tock-tick of the big wall clock, hammering from the yard and the jovial whoop-whoop-whoop of a sanitation department tug rolling downriver with a string of barges behind it. She was as bored as Tom Calder, more so in fact, for Tom didn’t know what lay in store for him when the meeting ended.

Lindsay had arranged with Miss Runciman to bring Maeve to the Central Hotel at twelve thirty. Now, of course, all she had to do was prevent Forbes spoiling the surprise by blurting out that the girl was in Glasgow.

‘. . . stop the damned apprentices pissing into the tea cans,’ she heard Robb say. ‘Sorry, Mrs McCulloch.’

‘Sorry for what, Archie?’

‘The – er – the language.’

‘I’m well aware that apprentices have unruly bladders,’ Lindsay said with a smile. ‘However, if this meeting is going to continue along such indelicate lines perhaps it would be less inhibiting if I took my leave.’

‘You don’t have to go, Linnet,’ Forbes said.

Lindsay was already on her feet. The managers, gentlemen all, scrambled to rise but Lindsay motioned them to remain where they were.

‘Tom, if I might have a word with you,’ she said. ‘Outside.’

‘If you don’t need me, Forbes . . .’ Tom said.

Forbes opened his mouth to protest then closed it again with an odd little snap that spread into a sly grin. ‘No, we don’t need you. We’re almost through here. Go, by all means. I think my dear wife is taking you to lunch.’

‘Is she?’ Tom said, surprised.

‘Just make sure she foots the bill,’ Forbes said and, with a dismissive wave of the hand, returned to talking about toilets.

As soon as they had settled into the back seat of the taxi-cab, Tom said, ‘Now, Lindsay, what’s this all about?’

‘Don’t look so harassed. I’m only taking you to lunch.’

‘Where – the Ashton?’

‘No, the Central.’

‘Really!’ Tom said.

The Central Hotel was situated in the heart of the city next to the railway station but shipbuilders and industrialists preferred the more rough-hewn surroundings of the Ashton.

‘How’s Cissie?’ Lindsay said.

‘Blooming, as well you know.’

‘And the children?’

Tom had been a widower when he had fallen for Cissie or, more accurately, when she had fallen for him. She was a plain girl, excitable, and it had come as a vast relief to Donald and Lilias when Tom Calder had straightened out his tangled domestic affairs and finally popped the question.

He wasn’t quite the bleak, cadaverous figure that he had been at the turn of the century, marriage and good cooking had fleshed him out a little, but he still had the hollow cheeks and haggard lines of a man who could not shake off the worry habit. He was also, now, very short of hair and rather sensitive about it, a fact that his daughters, Dorothy and Katy, did not take into account when they patted his bald spot by way of showing affection. Tom’s son, Ewan, was a pupil at the Academy, a dour, very clever boy, who only really came out of his shell when his cousins were there to lead him on – or so his parents believed.

‘The children are well enough,’ Tom answered. ‘Blessed if I know what to do with the girls, though. It can’t be much fun having a father who’s almost sixty and can’t keep up with them.’

‘Come now, Tom, you’re not sixty, you’re only fifty-seven. You don’t have one foot in the grave just yet.’

Tom shrugged and looked out of the window at the traffic. ‘If you intend to interrogate me about Forbes’s plans for a bulk oil-tanker, I should warn you I’ve been sworn to secrecy.’

‘It can’t be much of a secret,’ Lindsay said, ‘if we’ll have a model in the testing tank come summer. Are there problems with the design?’

‘Endless problems,’ Tom admitted. ‘The main problem, though, is that we don’t have a buyer. Designing, let alone building ships on spec is a highly risky business that makes everyone nervous – including me.’

‘Forbes wouldn’t go ahead without a firm order, would he?’

‘No, probably not.’

‘In any case,’ Lindsay said, ‘we can’t start laying down a keel until the destroyers have been delivered.’ She paused. ‘How profitable would building an oil-tanker be?’

‘Profitable,’ Tom said. ‘Very profitable.’

‘Enough to justify the capital outlay?’

‘I imagine so, yes,’ Tom said. ‘Look, I thought I was just out for a pleasant lunch, not a grilling.’

‘All right,’ said Lindsay. ‘No more shop talk, I promise.’

The cab turned from Argyll Street into the bottom end of Hope Street where, even at that hour, traffic congestion was considerable. Lindsay’s excitement became tinged with panic at the thought that Maeve might not co-operate with Miss Runciman, might refuse to enter the Central Hotel, might flounce off to explore the city on her own, and that her surprise would be spoiled.

‘Pay the driver, Tom,’ Lindsay said. ‘We’ll walk from here.’

‘What’s the rush?’

Lindsay opened the cab door and stepped on to the pavement. She peered up Hope Street towards the hotel. Locked in by horse-drawn carts and a clutter of tramcars, the taxi-cab remained at the kerb.

Tom joined her on the pavement.

She turned to him and, on impulse, reached up and straightened his necktie and dusted the lapels of his overcoat, then took his arm and hurried him towards the hotel door.

‘We’re meeting someone, Lindsay, aren’t we?’

‘I’m hungry, that’s all.’

‘Is this another of Forbes’s nasty little tricks?’ said Tom, suspiciously.

‘No,’ Lindsay answered, ‘it’s one of mine.’

They had left the house in Brunswick Crescent shortly after eleven o’clock. Maeve had slept like a top and had stuffed away an enormous breakfast and felt more cheerful than she had done last night. She had been relieved when her cousins had galloped off to school, though, for she found their eagerness to please wearing. She had not been particularly surprised when Uncle Forbes had hurried off to the shipyard and, a short while later, Aunt Lindsay had followed suit. Even her father seemed to have things to do.

‘Are you going to visit Gran?’ Maeve asked.

‘I might,’ Daddy answered.

‘Do you want me to come with you?’

‘Do you want to?’

‘Not especially.’

‘I’d better drop in on her, I suppose,’ Daddy said, with a sigh, ‘though all she’ll do is complain because I didn’t come over for the old man’s funeral.’

‘She should have brought him home for burial. I mean, he should have been put down into the earth in Ireland, then everybody would have shown up.’

‘I think,’ Daddy said, ‘that’s what your gran was trying to avoid.’

‘What are you goin’ to tell Gran about Peter and Charlie?’

‘As little as possible,’ said Daddy.

Then it was settled that the housekeeper would take her down town to see the sights – which, Maeve hoped, meant window-shopping – and they would join Aunt Lindsay for lunch at half past twelve.

They rode along Dumbarton Road in a two-decker tramcar, seated upstairs in the front compartment above the driver.

Maeve had the impression that riding upstairs in a tramcar was an unusual experience for Miss Runciman and not one that the woman particularly enjoyed. There were lots of things she wanted to ask about Uncle Forbes and Aunt Lindsay but Maeve guessed that Miss Runciman would be too loyal to her aunt and uncle to tell her what she really wanted to know.

She had expected Glasgow to be much the same as Dublin but it was not. Everything about it was different: the shapes and colours of the tenements, the ornate style of the civic buildings, its green parks and long hills and all along the riverside a densely packed mass of warehouses and towering cranes far taller and far more impressive than anything she’d seen on the Liffey. There were more motor-cars, fewer horses. Small shops and pubs bore different signs and the big shops, the departmental stores, were vast. And, of course, there were no soldiers on the street corners, no armoured cars, no barracks or barricades.

They got off the tram in Sauchiehall Street and went directly into a huge department store and up in a lift to the third-floor tea-room and had a cup of tea. After that, Miss Runciman went to the ladies’ cloakroom and Maeve wandered among the glittering display cases and inhaled the aroma of very expensive, very desirable clothes, which made her only too aware of her own shabby outfit.

She walked down the carpeted stairs, one floor at a time, and found Miss Runciman resting on a chair by a display case filled with powder compacts and vanity cases while a young woman in a tight-fitting black wool dress was doing her best to persuade her to buy an indelible lipstick.

‘How much?’ Maeve asked.

‘Pardon?’ the assistant said.

‘The lipstick, how much?’

‘Twenty-three shillings.’

‘Twenty-three shillings!’ said Maeve. ‘Is that all?’

‘It’s Dorothy Gray, you know.’

‘Looks more like Scarlet Woman to me,’ Maeve said and, extending her hand, assisted Miss Runciman to her feet. ‘Shall we be goin’ now? It’s almost time for our next appointment.’

Miss Runciman, poker-faced, said, ‘Tréron’s or Rowan’s?’

‘Oh, Tréron’s, by all means,’ said Maeve, who had no idea what or where Tréron’s was. Linking arms with Miss Runciman, she accompanied the woman out of the main doors into the street where the housekeeper paused and uttered a strange barking laugh.

‘What?’ Maeve said. ‘What is it?’

‘Scarlet Woman,’ Miss Runciman said, shaking her head. ‘My, my, my!’ Then, still holding on to Maeve’s arm, steered a course into Wellington Street and down the long steep hill towards the Central Hotel.

He was taller than Daddy, taller even than Turk. He was skinny, though, and had stooped shoulders. When he took off his hat she saw that he was almost bald. Nobody had to tell her who he was, or why she had been brought to this swank hotel for a lunch she didn’t feel like eating.

She knew only the bare bones of her grandfather’s history: he was a draughtsman and worked for the Franklins, had married one of the Franklin girls and had three children, though it was hard to imagine that this tall, stooped pole of a man had daughters younger than she was. She watched his faded grey eyes widen, then, to her horror, he swung away and, like a music-hall comic pretending to be bashful, covered his face with his hat.

‘Tom,’ she heard Aunt Lindsay say. ‘Oh, Tom!’

He mumbled into the lining of his hat for a second or two, then straightened his shoulders and turned. Maeve could not believe that the sight of her standing by a potted cheese-plant in a hotel lobby clad in a patched overcoat and a second-hand bonnet could affect anyone so much.

Miss Runciman gripped her arm.

‘Give him a moment, dear,’ she whispered, ‘just give him a moment.’

He crossed the thick rose-coloured carpet in four strides.

‘Maeve?’ A light voice, not guttural.

‘Aye.’

‘You’re – you’re not what I expected.’

‘You’re not the first person to tell me that,’ Maeve said. ‘I’m sorry if you’re disappointed.’

‘No,’ he said. ‘I mean, you’re not – is Sylvie – is your mother with you?’

‘She had to stay in Dublin to look after my brother.’ Maeve experienced none of the anger that she was supposed to feel on her mother’s behalf. She sucked her bottom lip, then said, ‘Sure an’ I’m thinkin’ Aunt Lindsay has put one over on the both of us. Am I really not what you expected?’

‘I thought of you still as a child.’

‘I’m not a child any longer.’

‘No, you’re certainly not,’ her grandfather said. ‘Time and tide – the years just fly by, don’t they? To tell you the truth you remind me very much of my first wife, Sylvie’s mother.’

‘She died young, didn’t she?’

‘She did,’ Tom Calder said. ‘I haven’t thought of her in years.’

‘Is it a shock me lookin’ like her?’ Maeve asked.

‘It is.’

‘Well,’ Maeve said, ‘I can’t help that either.’

‘Of course you can’t. I’m just glad you don’t look like me,’ Tom Calder said, then, with a glance at Aunt Lindsay, offered Maeve his arm. ‘I think we’re expected to go in and eat lunch now. Are you hungry?’

‘Famished,’ Maeve said, and let him lead her away.

Gowry caught a tram to St George’s Cross only to discover that Kirby’s infamous drinking den had been replaced by a massive sandstone office block.

Disappointed, he walked north into Maryhill Road, along which he had once driven Forbes’s first motor-car all tricked up in a fine green uniform, peaked cap and leather gloves. He had looked a treat in that uniform. It had suited him better than anything Flanagan had pulled from the closet or the quartermaster of the Sperryhead Rifles had issued in the barracks at Fermoy when he’d become an Irish soldier fighting for the British, which had been more than enough to put him beyond the pale as far as his brothers were concerned. The rest of the sorry story – Sylvie’s affair with a gun-runner, the birth of a son, a love of his own in France – could not be discarded, though here in Glasgow he felt, at long last, as if he might be coming up for air.

He walked, as he always did, in march step.

He tucked his artificial hand into the pocket of his overcoat and bit down on the vulcanised rubber wedge with which the army doctors had replaced his missing teeth.

What the army doctors had been unable to replace were the lost years, and the lost love, and he certainly wasn’t going to find them on the streets of Glasgow. Back in Dublin he had a job, a wife, an adopted son; that was his future, pretty well all of it – all except Maeve. Maeve was only thing left that gave his life dimension. He had brought her to Glasgow in the hope that she might stumble on the path that he had lost. If finding it meant that she became more Franklin than McCulloch, so be it. His greatest fear was that she would rush home again as soon as she could, lured back by her infatuation with Turk Trotter and her belief in a united Ireland.

Pubs were opening for the dinner-time trade.

Gowry picked one at random and went in. The interior stank of beer, sawdust and sweat. The fire in the iron grate had not been raked and the coals smouldered and smoked. One naked light bulb burned above the counter. The rest of the room was in deep brown shadow. In one dark corner two old women were sipping stout. Huddled on a chair by the fireplace a young man, missing a leg and an arm, nursed a nip of whisky.

Gowry ordered a pint of heavy beer and paid for it.

The barman was small and unshaven. He wore an army greatcoat draped over his shoulders like a cape. He eyed Gowry guardedly.

Gowry looked round. He half expected to find Albert Hartnell, Sylvie’s foster-father, crammed into one of the alcoves, but, of course, the old rogue was no longer in Glasgow. Nobody knew where he was. He might be dead for all anyone cared.

‘Is yon a haun?’ the barman said.

‘Sorry?’

‘Yur haun, is yon a haun?’

‘My hand?’ Gowry lifted the wooden fist. ‘Aye, it’s a hand.’

‘They give you thon?’

They did.’

‘Ah gotta fit. Wid.’

‘A wooden foot,’ said Gowry, ‘yes. Is it comfortable?’

‘Naw.’

Gowry nodded. ‘Where did you lose your foot?’

‘Arras.’

‘Who were you with?’

‘The Argylls,’ the barman said. ‘Lucky, eh?’

‘Aye,’ said Gowry. ‘Lucky.’

The barman gestured. ‘See him.’

Gowry had been through this sort of thing many times before, but in Dublin there was less camaraderie, less rapport and a lot more caution, for where you’d left a piece of yourself marked the sort of man you were. He no longer wanted to talk about the war, about death and dismemberment, to compare wounds and experiences and bemoan the fact that the dead were honoured and the living all but ignored.

‘I see him,’ Gowry said.

‘Nae wurk fur him.’

‘No,’ Gowry said. ‘I imagine it must be difficult.’

‘Three weans an’ a wife,’ the barman said, ‘an’ nae wurk. Terrible, eh?’

‘Terrible,’ Gowry agreed.

He was irked by the barman and the sadness that the conversation stirred within him, a thin broth of sentiment that contained no nourishment at all.

He finished his beer in two long swallows and clumped the glass down on the counter. It was time to leave, time to leave not just the pub but Glasgow, to return home to Dublin, to Sylvie and Sean.

He swung away from the counter, saying nothing.

The young man by the fire glanced up. His face was gaunt and his skin flaking. He balanced himself awkwardly on the chair, his leg stuck out at an angle. The empty sleeve of his jacket was pinned tight to his shoulder. He braced the shoulder against the edge of the fireplace where a wooden crutch was propped. There was not one ounce of camaraderie in his glance. His eyes smouldered like the coals in a fire that no one had raked yet.

Gowry slipped a hand into his trouser pocket, fished out a ten shilling note and crumpled it into his palm. Ten shillings was a fair slice of the cash he’d saved to buy food and drink on the homeward voyage. He didn’t have to go hungry, though. He could do what he had promised himself he would not do – ask Lindsay to help him out, or borrow from Forbes.

He crossed to the fireplace and dropped the note into the young man’s lap. He didn’t stop, didn’t even pause. He carried on towards the door without looking round but just as he reached it a voice behind him shouted, ‘Bastard! You fuckin’ bastard!’

Gowry, cheeks aflame, hurried out into the grey late-morning air and set off on the long march back to Brunswick Park.

In Forbes’s humble opinion the working habits of most shipbuilding magnates left a lot to be desired. Cousin Martin was disposed to follow the general trend and put in the sort of day that Forbes considered not only unnecessary but just this side of lunacy.

Martin would arrive at Aydon Road on the dot of half past eight. First he would deal with his letters, then he would don his badge of authority, the ubiquitous bowler hat, and would tour the yard to inspect the progress of the jobs on hand. Prompt at twelve thirty he would repair to the boardroom where a light, strictly temperate lunch would be served.

By one thirty he would be back at his desk, interviewing accountants, managers, union officials, salesmen, or apprentices who had strayed from the straight and narrow and needed a good talking to. Late in the afternoon he would dictate memoranda, bring his personal log up to date and, at a quarter past six precisely, would head off home to Harper’s Hill.

Martin, like the fool he was, believed that his presence in Aydon Road had a galvanic effect on the employees. Forbes, on the other hand, didn’t give a tinker’s curse about the employees. Men worked because they had to, not because they wanted to. He paid for their labour, not their respect. Unlike Martin, he chose to remain invisible, to be here, there, and nowhere at all. Even the conscientious Mrs Connors, who had charge of his diary, knew not where he was to be found much of the time, or what he was up to.

What Forbes was up to that March afternoon was lunching with a lady friend in the dining-room of the Cardross Arms some twenty miles downriver from Aydon Road. The lady friend went by the not inappropriate name of Hussey and was, of course, married.

She was the latest in a string of women with whom Forbes had enjoyed intimate relations. He was always exceedingly careful when it came to selecting his companions and cannily refused to surrender to the blandishments of young war widows, however attractive or wealthy, for he was leery of creating a scandal that would give Lindsay an excuse for dragging him into the divorce court and picking his bones clean.

He had no fear that Marjorie Hussey would betray him, however. If anything, she was more cautious than he was and she had no intention of sacrificing the benefits that her husband’s fortune accorded her for a few extra hours of passion in a seaside hotel or in the bed in the little apartment that Forbes had leased in Flowerhill Drive.

Marjorie and he had been together for almost two years. The affair had lost its original intensity and had become almost matrimonial. Lunch was no longer a prelude to love-making, dinner no longer an excuse for bending the mattress in the flat in Flowerhill Drive. They met two or three times a month, often in the elegant little inn overlooking the river and spent more time discussing how they could safely be together than they did locked in each other’s arms. Impulse had given way to intrigue, passion to planning and now that his curiosity had been satisfied Forbes was beginning to find the relationship, and Marjorie’s chatter, just a wee bit dreary.

‘He wants me to go sailing with him this summer.’

‘Does he?’ Forbes said. ‘Cowes?’

‘No, in the Med, in the Corona.’

‘There are worse ways to spent the summer, you know.’

‘It’s so hot in the Med, though. I wilt, I positively wilt in the heat.’

‘Yes, the Med can be the devil in high summer,’ Forbes agreed.

He looked out at the river. Rushes and scrub alder screened the shore. It was a calm afternoon, the Clyde like grey silk. A paddle-steamer cutting over from Greenock to Craigendoran hardly seemed to be moving. He wondered if Maeve might enjoy a trip on one of the paddle-wheelers and if he could put up with the smell of greasy food, beer and the ineffable jollity of the common herd on holiday.

‘You’re not listening, Forbes.’

‘What? Yes, darling, of course I am.’

‘If Mitchell insists . . .’

‘You’ll have to go, of course.’

He pushed aside the cutlery and took her hand.

‘Will you miss me, Forbes?’

‘Terribly,’ he said. ‘How long will you be gone?’

‘Mitchell says six or seven weeks.’

‘Good God! An eternity.’

‘I know. Oh, I know,’ Marjorie sighed.

She was a pretty little woman, if rather vapid. In spite of the fact that she was two years on the wrong side of forty and had given birth to three children, she still had a girlish air about her that reminded Forbes of Sylvie as she had been all that time ago when he was a brash and brazen boy and Sylvie no older than her daughter was now.

Blue eyes, a slim figure, blonde hair in bubbling little curls; in bed little Mrs Hussey was more inhibited, less accommodating, than she was out of it, more expert at flirting than love-making. Even so, he found her passivity, her reluctance to experiment, exciting, and blamed himself, not Marjorie, for his cooling ardour. He had a great deal on his mind these days and Marjorie Hussey was not the sort of woman to acknowledge that business must always come before pleasure.

Mitchell Hussey was in his early sixties. He had made a fortune from processed meats and owned canning factories in several large towns. Marjorie knew nothing of stocks, shares, market fluctuations or the fact that, on the eve of war, Hussey had secured a contract to supply the British army with field rations, a coup that had paid for the motor yacht and the Victorian pile in three thousand acres of deer forest in remote Sutherland to which Hussey hoped to retire when the steam went out of his boilers. If Marjorie knew little about food processing, she knew even less about shipbuilding, a state of ignorance that Forbes had found refreshing at first but, as time wore on, left him somewhat short of conversational topics.
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