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For Pat




Introduction


How many friends do you really need? As many as fill an address book? As many as you can count on the fingers of two hands? If you’ve grown up with the kind of parents I had, then your friends are your family. But friendship isn’t like a blood relationship, it morphs and changes according to the times. Friends are conduits to exploring the moment to the full, they take you places you would never have got to alone . . . and then the time arrives when friends become baggage, and the painful process starts of gradually shedding them to make room for new acquaintances, new experiences, new challenges and new delights to enjoy. You can call me ruthless, driven, single-minded, self-centred - and you’d be right. My journey through life has encompassed newspapers,  television, radio, the art world and the theatre. I’ve been married many times, lived with people almost continuously from the age of 18 when I first ran away from home. Along the way I’ve had intense relationships with like-minded people, and then I’ve moved on.They are the enablers, who provided me with access all areas in their particular field - and then, just as swiftly as I needed to know them, I reluctantly discard them. There’s the guilt to live with, but nothing ever stops the inevitable process.

In a cupboard in my house sits a box of address books, going back forty years. Some are small leather pocket affairs, one is printed with flowers, others are well-thumbed black leather Filofaxes. One slim volume is embossed with the swirling Biba logo in gold, while another red silk book is emblazoned with Wonder Woman. The contents of each is subtly different from its predecessor. Year after year I laboriously copied the names from one full book to the next, and if I happened to have lost one, then I started a new book from scratch. Each volume is the key to unlocking my life at a particular time, for it holds the names of the lovers, the work mates, the best friends, the confidants, the people  who came to dinner. When a book fell apart from overuse, I started another, and in the act of beginning at A time after time, I would consciously edit out a few people to make room for new information, new friends. So what happened to the names that never made it? This book is about the fallout, the important people who got airbrushed out, my way of recognising the part they played in making me the person I am today.

I left home at 19, having cancelled my forthcoming wedding to the man I had been engaged to for two years. I moved in with my lover, who I would later marry, and together we threw away our years of architectural training. Tim became a highly successful photographer working for the glossy magazines, and I started a career as a journalist. By the age of 22 I had a weekly column in a national newspaper. Over the next decade I would be at the centre of the art and music scene in London night after night, backstage with Pink Floyd, drinking with Janis Joplin. I’d model for Zandra Rhodes and put on a show at Joan Littlewood’s theatre at Stratford East. I’d meet Barbara Hulanicki, Twiggy, Manolo Blahnik and Ossie Clark would design my wedding dress. I’d get busted for drugs and go on anti-war demonstrations.  I’d have lunch with Terence Stamp and spend hours in drinking clubs with Francis Bacon. I was a strange mixture of brash exterior and insecure interior. My hair changed colour about as often as I had sex. I tried owning pets, but they didn’t last much longer than the husbands. The decade started with the Rolling Stones and ended with Johnny Rotten. It was inevitable there would be fallout.




Chapter 1


The morning after my wedding party, I dripped around the flat with a hangover, trying to tidy up the mess. I gathered together the spliffs and acid tabs and popped them in a brown envelope on which I helpfully wrote the word ‘DRUGS!’ in black Pentel. I got the 1950’s nudie 16mm movie and a couple of underground comics we’d been given and stuffed them in another big envelope and wrote ‘PORN!’ on it as a joke. I put both envelopes in a prominent position on the shelf in our office, to be dealt with on our return. Only the heart-shaped layer of the cake had been eaten, so I found a tin and put the large square layer in it - I’d send it off to the relatives later. Then I stuffed a bag with sweaters and jeans, got some scarves, cameras, tapes and hats, said goodbye to George,  the lodger, and set off in the car on our honeymoon. Our destination was the artist Patrick Heron’s house high up on the moors above Zennor in Cornwall, between St Ives and Land’s End.

I’d resumed communications with my parents about two weeks earlier after months of silence. I’d walked out of their semi-d in dreary Perivale in west London one Friday night in January 1967, leaving in a tantrum without money or clothes (I sneaked back there a couple of days later while they were out at work, and took bags of my stuff, my books and records).They were livid when they discovered I was sharing a room in a huge flat in Earls Court with Tim. Later we moved into a flat in Hereford House, a mansion block on Fulham Road, near Chelsea football ground, but my mother managed to find the address and they appeared at the door one Saturday, demanding I go home. I refused, and my father started shouting that he would make me a ward of court. I slammed the door in his face, but I was very unsettled that my relationship with my parents had deteriorated so much, and I was frightened that they might somehow take me away from Tim. They were furious that I was neglecting my studies - understandable, I suppose - but  my relationship with Tim had totally taken over my life. I was 20 years old, and Mum and Dad could no longer control what I did, any more than they could control what I wore or how I did my hair.

I was totally infatuated with Tim. He was tall, thin, good-looking, interested in the same music, art and movies as me - Jean-Luc Godard, Pink Floyd, Robert Rauschenberg, art deco and cutting-edge design.Tim had studied architecture in London, and then spent two years in San Francisco working as an assistant to a practice in Berkeley. It was at the height of counter-culture, with violent student demonstrations, and San Francisco was the spiritual home of flower power, with the Avalon Ballroom and underground bookshops where there were regular poetry readings by people like Allen Ginsberg. Tim was very English and charming, with a pronounced stammer and an upper middle class accent, and he soon fell in with a whole group of interesting artists and musicians, from Country Joe and the Fish to Janis Joplin and Big Brother and the Holding Company.

Some of his friends stayed with us in the following months and years, en route to asylum and a refuge in Sweden, fleeing the draft and the prospect of fighting in  Vietnam in a war they violently opposed. Tim had only returned to England in 1966 because he, too, had been called up, and although the authorities had let him go he had been told he might not be so lucky if he was drafted a second time. He decided it was too risky so he had come back home, and he decided within three months to abandon his architectural studies in his final year (his father was absolutely furious) at Regent Street Polytechnic and work as a trainee film editor, picking up photographic commissions whenever he could. Soon he was regularly working for the architectural press, and learning how to edit TV commercials. He’d already shot and cut his own films of Las Vegas and California on Super-8, and they’d been shown at the Institute of Contemporary Arts in the Mall, which is how we’d met.

[image: 001]

Two weeks before the marriage ceremony, we organised a dinner so that both sets of parents could meet, at the 555 Bistro in Battersea, a small unpretentious place with red and white check tablecloths and a temperamental Polish chef/patron.

A year before, when I’d called off my wedding to my long-suffering fiancé Rex (another architect) shortly after meeting Tim, my mother had declared to anyone who’d listen, ‘I’ve never felt so ashamed in my life. I simply can’t hold up my head when I walk down the street.’ Now, when I rang to invite Mum and Dad to the  dinner, she launched into a tirade about my morality, my desire to shame the family. Nevertheless, my parents eventually agreed to meet the Street-Porters, and to everyone’s relief the evening was a success and all four got on famously.

Tim’s dad, Cecil, was a Lloyd’s underwriter (in fact, he was on the board of Lloyd’s) who specialised in expeditions. Cecil’s family had lost all their money and their grand house in Suffolk during the 1920s, but he had been educated at public school, and seemed (to me) rather formal and quite intimidating. He was a keen bird-watcher, and passionate about the countryside. Tim and I had spent some happy weekends at the family farmhouse outside Tregaron in mid-Wales. It was always freezing outside high summer and very basically furnished - very much the Street-Porter style. Tim’s mother, Marjorie, was a miner’s daughter, but you would never know it. She had come to London from the north and she had met Cecil at the florist shop where she worked in Sloane Street, Belgravia. Her accent was extremely correct, all regionality firmly repressed.

They lived in a double-fronted Georgian house in the highly desirable Pond Road, just off Blackheath in south-east London. The living room had a few pieces of fine period furniture, and there was a blue plaque by their front door which read ‘Nathaniel Hawthorne, author, lived here’. I was impressed. Both Street-Porter parents were mad keen on economy living, and hated waste and ostentation.

My father was by now an electrical engineer for the London Borough of Brent. I had already embarrassed him eighteen months earlier, when he got me a holiday job as an architectural assistant in his offices and I turned up for work in a silver PVC miniskirt with matching coat, and spent three weeks designing a sports centre in a blow-up dome rather than a conventional building. He was mortified, and extremely relieved when my employment came to an end. My mother had lied about her qualifications to land a job as a clerical assistant in the Holland Park tax office. She, too, had roped me in as holiday relief one Christmas, and I’d blotted my copybook by taking over the switchboard one morning and disconnecting everyone constantly. I was also caught reading the files of the famous in the toilets when I should have been putting them back on the shelves. Mind you, I had been made to sign the Official Secrets Act before taking up my post.

Tim and I realised that our wedding plans had to accommodate our parents’ wishes, so we booked a room at the Terrazza, the most fashionable Italian restaurant in Soho, for a family lunch after the ceremony.The ‘Trat’, as it was known, was synonymous with swinging London, always cropping up in the gossip columns as the haunt of pop stars and actors. Our event was to be a bit more sedate, a sit-down lunch in a private room, the guest list decided by our parents - about twenty members of our immediate families in all.

Meanwhile, Tim and I commissioned Piers Gough, who had been my best buddy when I was at college at the Architectural Association, to design our personal invite to our wedding party, which we mailed out to our friends. It was printed on thin pink paper and was a drawing of Tim sitting in front of the piano in our kitchen, with the cat on the keyboard and me framed in a photo on the lid. It was subsequently printed in the Guardian in a feature about fashionable wedding invitations! We asked about a hundred people to ‘join us in our marital bliss’ and come to a bash at our flat in the evening. The guest list was a varied group of designers, architects, photographers and musicians - from Zandra Rhodes and her boyfriend, Alex McIntyre, to my ex-lover the artist Joe Tilson and his wife, Molly Parkin (then fashion editor of Nova magazine), and of course many of our friends from college. It was going to be a brilliant night.
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Ossie Clark was making my wedding dress. The truth is, I didn’t really like it, but I was too scared to tell him. Ossie was so fashionable, the hottest designer of the moment, with his shop Quorum on Radnor Walk, just off the Kings Road. His business partner and fellow designer, Alice Pollock, was married to a great friend of Tim, but Ossie was undoubtedly the star designer in the partnership. We had been to many of Ossie’s parties, the most memorable of which was his birthday party, held at the Revolution Club in Mayfair earlier in 1967. Ike and Tina Turner played, to about a hundred people.

To our astonishment John Lennon turned up with a dumpy Japanese woman who wore no makeup and had long, bushy dark hair and pronounced eyebrows - she looked totally out of place among all the stick-thin models with short skirts and blond hair. It later emerged this was the avant-garde artist Yoko Ono - John had met  her at the Indica gallery in the West End in November 1966, and was infatuated with her, even though he was married to Cynthia and had a son, Julian. I was six foot tall and as skinny as anything, in spite of eating a massive amount. To me, the idea that he could fancy a short thing like Yoko was incredible.

Ossie’s dress was in soft lavender crepe, with a long skirt and huge pleated lace collar and cuffs. I thought it looked like a couture version of the horrible overall I’d had to wear when I worked in Woolworths all those years ago, but Ossie was so temperamental that I didn’t dare say anything - especially as he was giving it me as a present. Tim had decided to wear a pinstriped suit with a long, narrow, double-breasted jacket and skinny trousers, from Just Men (a boutique off the Kings Road), teamed with a Michael Fish shirt.

A week before the wedding Tim and I had the idea of putting hash into one of the layers of the wedding cake I was going to bake. It was a two-tier job, constructed out of fruit cake - I had purchased columns to stand it all up. There was to be a square layer at the bottom for the relatives, which would be cut up and sent out in boxes to those not invited or living far away. A heart-shaped cake  on the top would contain grated dope to enliven our evening knees-up. One Friday night I mixed a giant amount of fruit cake in a large bowl on the table in the kitchen, watched by Tim and George Marsden, our lodger.
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George had moved in during the summer of 1967, when I hadn’t got a job - except for a bit of waitressing at lunchtimes - and Tim was on a lowly trainee film editor’s pay. He was a friend of one of the girls who lived in the flat upstairs (also a teacher), and was an amenable blond chap in his twenties, who taught Latin at a comprehensive school in west London. He used to regale  me with stories of finding the gardener at the school puffing on a spliff - it seems he’d been growing some plants in the greenhouse. Both George and Tim smoked dope quite regularly, but as I’d never acquired any craving for cigarettes as a schoolgirl (I couldn’t stand the taste of tobacco and hated inhaling the stuff) I often just ate bits of it in hash cookies.

We waited for the dealer to show up. In fact, we waited for about five hours and then, furious that our plans had been ruined, I just spooned the mixture into the tins and stuck it in the oven. The bloke actually rang the doorbell the next night, but by then it was too late, and the hash got smoked by Tim and George while I endeavoured to cover my extravagant cake tower in icing. Where it looked a bit messy, I covered the blobs with sugared almonds, and finished the whole thing off with a little plastic bride and groom - perfect!

The day of the wedding went like these things generally do, full of anxious moments interspersed with black comedy. First thing in the morning I rushed off to the hairdresser, Harold Leighton on Conduit Street (considered one of the most fashionable in London), who decided to turn my normally straight hair into a series of  backcombed arcs. I thought it looked frightful, but Harold was very pleased with his work. (I have never looked like this ever again - it really was a once-in-a-lifetime coiffure!) Back home I gritted my teeth and put on the unflattering mauve coverall designed by Ossie, and soon my father arrived to pick me up from our flat. Tim went to the Chelsea register office with his father in another car - they seemed to think it was bad form for us to arrive together, even though we lived just down the road from the building. Outside the register office, my father pulled up, and he was so nervous that he managed to slam the car door shut on my leg. I limped past a sign that said ‘London Borough of Chelsea Drainage Department’ and up the stairs to the room where our wedding was taking place.

Tim looked very glamorous, but the short ceremony turned out to be a bit of an ordeal for all concerned, as the registrar seemed to have a weird speech impediment which only started when he began the official proceedings. I spent ten minutes not daring to look at anyone, desperately trying not to laugh. Outside, we posed for photos, and then it was off to Soho for lunch. My sister announced that she was giving me an ironing board -  she’d been smoking frantically in order to accumulate enough cigarette coupons to get it for free.
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Apart from the fact that Tim’s granny (a tiny little Yorkshire woman known to the family as Goggie) got herself locked in the men’s toilet and had to be released by Mario, the Terrazza’s owner, the lunch passed off without incident. My mother drank a bit too much and slightly disgraced herself by deciding to take home  the flowers that decorated the table (‘I’ve paid for the bloody things, so I’m bloody well taking them’). The roses were actually wired into their vases, so Mario soon stepped in and diplomatically gave her the container as well. Soon, Marjorie and Goggie were also clutching vases full of wedding flowers, and were weaving their way back across Dean Street to the car park. Tim and I hailed a taxi, loaded it with presents (thankfully, the ironing board hadn’t arrived) and headed back to Chelsea to get ready for our party.

On arrival at Hereford House we encountered a problem - my new husband had forgotten the keys to our flat, and George was nowhere to be found. Luckily, the block was being repainted, and scaffolding covered the front, all the way up to the roof guttering. Our flat, No 22, was on the fourth floor, and Tim gingerly made his way up through the scaffolding poles and planking. I couldn’t look - we’d only been married four hours and I couldn’t bear the idea that he might fall! He managed to pull down the living-room window and open the door. We couldn’t wait to get our wedding clothes off and make love, then have a bath, then push our few bits of furniture to the walls, put out the glasses, uncork the  wine and stick out some crisps, sausage rolls, sandwiches and snacks. I changed into a little romper suit of blue velvet, designed by my friend Paul Babb for Twiggy’s clothing range, much more sexy and fun than Ossie’s limp frock.

The party was brilliant - people brought us some wonderful presents, and everyone seemed to have a good time. Joe Tilson generously stumped up a pair of his latest silkscreen prints, of New York skyscrapers, shaped like large Decals. Other people gave us old magazines, bits of art deco, and a funny old Harrison Marks fifties movie of nude girls for our slide-show evenings. Quite a few people gave us small amounts of drugs - a couple of tabs of LSD, half a dozen spliffs and a couple of tablets that could have been speed. We danced till four in the morning to Nico and the Velvet Underground, and, when all the guests had gone, fell asleep on our mattress in the living room.Tim had built a platform so we could lie in bed and look out over the rooftops of Chelsea. I put a pillow over my head to block out the impending daylight and snuggled under my home-made patchwork quilt.
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We drove down to Cornwall the next day and stayed in the large stone guest cottage (known as The Poor House!) next to Patrick Heron’s house, enjoying evenings listening to the wind whistle outside, watching pine cones burn on the fire in the grate, eating crayfish and gurnard, bought from Newlyn fish market, on the pine kitchen table. Days were spent walking over the moors down to the cliffs at Pendeen and Treen and along by the sea, investigating rock pools and picking up round stones eroded by the waves to decorate our bathroom in London. It was cold, but there were no tourists, and the light was dazzling.We went for lunch with Patrick and his wife, Delia, next door, sitting in their spacious kitchen eating home-made brown bread, drinking white wine and enjoying all his slanderous gossip about the London art scene. Patrick was an excellent mimic, and there was no one he could not parody to perfection.

After six days of rest and isolation, we decided to stop  off in Bristol on our way back to London, to see Tim’s sister Rosalind, who was at University there, and go to a party on the Saturday night.

When we arrived at our friends’ house in Clifton, they were hysterical: ‘You’ve got to drive straight back to London. George has been on the telephone - the police have broken down your front door and taken loads of stuff from the flat.’

We rang George at once. It was all true. The previous night he’d got home from work to find the door hanging off its hinges, and a note telling him to call the local police station, where we were requested to attend for an interview. I started crying; I was completely terrified.

One of the people at the party had the good idea of telephoning a drugs helpline in London - they used to advertise regularly in underground magazines, because the police were starting to pursue cannabis users really aggressively. We told the woman who took our call what had happened, and she was immediately calming and sympathetic and said on no account should we go back to the flat without a lawyer. She told us to ring again in the morning, by which time she would have fixed one up for  us. I couldn’t enjoy the party after that. We begged George not to leave the flat, otherwise stuff would get stolen.Tim told him to patch up the front door by nailing up some wood across the inside so he could at least get a night’s sleep.

We crashed with friends, but I spent a sleepless night. Why on earth had the police picked on us? The papers were full of all the drug raids on famous pop stars like the Stones, but we were nobodies, even if we did live in Chelsea near the Kings Road. The only things I could think of were the envelope marked ‘DRUGS!’ and the fact that we’d talked about putting hash in the wedding cake. But the amount of stuff in the flat was negligible, really. Although we were friends with some of the people who worked on the underground magazine Oz (Felix Dennis often used to come round to our flat after work),Tim and I had never said anything publicly about drugs, and neither of us had bothered to attend the Legalize Pot rally in Hyde Park earlier in the summer - it just wasn’t that central to our lives.

We drove up to London the next day and met the lawyer at a café. He told us we would go to the police station together, but that he had to do all the talking.  Once in the building, we identified ourselves and were shown to an interview room. A detective entered the room with a large package. Out of it he took the two envelopes marked ‘DRUGS!’ and ‘PORN!’ and placed them on the table in front of us. He then unwrapped my cake tin, and opened it to reveal the bottom layer of my wedding cake. He leaned over the table and asked, ‘Mr and Mrs Street-Porter, do these items belong to you?’ Whereupon our solicitor said, ‘My clients will not be answering your questions. I would like to ask you if you were in possession of a search warrant when you entered 22 Hereford House last Friday and broke the lock on the front door when you could not get an answer to the doorbell.’

There was a silence that seemed interminable, while the two men stared at each other. I was trembling, locking my hands under my knees so they couldn’t see how scared I was. ‘The interview is terminated,’ said the detective. ‘Will you please wait outside?’

After about fifteen minutes the lawyer appeared in the corridor. ‘You can go now,’ he said. ‘You’re bloody lucky. They didn’t have a search warrant, they were just chancing their luck. They won’t be pressing charges.’ I  was momentarily speechless, and then plucked up the courage to ask: ‘Do you think I could have my wedding cake back, please?’

We had to wait two weeks, while the police sent the cake to the laboratory for forensic testing, in case they could find traces of narcotics. Of course, there were none, but when I’d collected it from the nick and signed a chit to say I’d received it in good condition, I opened the tin and found that holes had been drilled through it in every direction. It looked more like a bit of Gruyere than a fruit cake. I had to cut round the cavities when I finally sent the little pieces of cake out to the relatives, packed in silver and white boxes. Mum kept moaning about why I was taking so long - if only she’d known!

Of course, I realised months later that the police were absolutely furious that they’d been outmanoeuvred. After all, it’s not every day you go on a drugs raid and come across an envelope with ‘DRUGS!’ written on it. We were very careful after that, and if George and Tim wanted to smoke dope they didn’t do it at home. We continued as before, hanging out with the girls in the flat upstairs - Diana (Diney) Biurski, who was at the LSE, a student activist and anti-war pacifist, and her friend Katie (who  had found us George to help pay our rent), who was a teacher.

On Sunday, 17 March 1968, we all went on the first anti-Vietnam-war demonstration, marching through London to Trafalgar Square for speeches and then on to the American Embassy in Grosvenor Square. There were about fifty thousand people chanting and singing on that march, from ordinary students and young men and women to celebrities - the rage at the American government was enormous. It felt like a historic moment, certainly the largest demonstration I had ever seen.

When we got to Grosvenor Square and the US Embassy, things started to turn nasty. We chucked plastic bags filled with blood (which we’d got from the butcher’s near us in Chelsea) at the police - other people threw missiles, too - and the people at the front of the march rolled marbles under the hooves of the police horses as they charged towards us. I turned and there was Mick Jagger, legging it over a hedge. By the time the police charged the crowd a second time, with truncheons flailing,Tim and I decided it was too scary and we, too, ran for our lives down South Audley Street towards the bottom of Park Lane and the undergound station at Hyde Park Corner. Next day in the  paper it said that 117 police had been injured and hundreds of people had been arrested.

All over Europe young people were taking to the streets and expressing their displeasure with those in control. Martin Luther King was murdered on 4 April. Then there were student riots in Poland and in Berlin. On 21 April Enoch Powell made his inflammatory ‘rivers of blood’ speech about the numbers of immigrants arriving in Britain. Students occupied Hornsey and Guilford art schools. In June Robert Kennedy was assassinated. Now there were student riots in Berkeley, Tim’s old stamping ground, and in August the Biafran war began, and Russian tanks rolled into Czechoslovakia. It was a momentous time.

In Hereford House we chilled out by listening to Van Morrison’s trippy Astral Weeks, and went with the girls upstairs and George to the Palm House in Kew Gardens, where Tim photographed us all frolicking with huge branches outside the beautiful curved glass of the Victorian hothouse. Another outing took us to Clevedon Pier outside Bristol, where Diney wore one of the silver coats I made for boutiques in Carnaby Street, and posed on the deck chairs. We partied a lot in London, hanging  out in pubs off Portobello Road and Notting Hill Gate with artists who’d just left Chelsea and St Martin’s. I’d just started my job as home editor of Petticoat (a weekly magazine for young women) and was having a whale of a time, organising photo shoots and commissioning illustrations for my pages.

Meanwhile, our friend Molly Parkin, who was fashion editor of the innovative Nova magazine, had got involved with a very weird fellow called Hector Binney, who she’d met at the Chelsea Arts Club in Old Church Street when she lived in a house just down the street. The besotted man used to come up to town and ferry her around London in his ancient Bentley.
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Molly had a reputation for consuming vast quantities of booze and for outrageous behaviour, but even she seemed to have met her match with Hector. He was in his fifties, the son of a famous admiral. He seemed to be the black sheep of the family, and had no real job, as far as I could make out. His family seat was Pampisford Hall, a crumbling Victorian mansion in parkland about ten miles from Cambridge. Tim and I were invited down there for the weekend, along with our friends Peter and Jane Murray. Peter had been at college with me and Jane worked as a fashion writer with Molly on Nova.

When we arrived on the Friday evening, a long driveway flanked with tall gloomy conifers took us up to the main entrance of a Palladian villa with crumbling columns. I felt as if we were taking part in a Hammer Horror production - the feeling of dread was definitely enhanced by the depth of the shade in the woodland on every side: Hector proudly informed me that the estate contained one of the largest collections of evergreens in the country.

Our host’s mood was initially perky, and he set Jane and me to work to prepare dinner, while we waited for Molly to arrive. Tim and Peter tried as best they could to entertain him. Although the place was vast, we could see no staff. I wandered upstairs and chose a bedroom, finding some sheets in a linen cupboard.

Downstairs, the kitchen was completely filthy and Hector’s idea of shopping seemed to be a couple of chickens, frozen peas and some bags of potatoes. The fridge was full of mysterious rotting leftovers, and cats wandered in and out. We peeled the spuds - enough for twelve - and put the chickens to roast in the oven. In the dining room the long mahogany table would have easily accommodated twenty. I found some linen napkins and place mats, and Hector insisted we used the very best silver, unlocking a series of strongrooms full of tureens, candlesticks, cutlery and serving dishes. The wine cellar yielded dusty bottles of excellent claret. By the time Jane and I had finished our preparations the table looked fit for a monarch, let alone Molly Parkin.
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