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      Diana Porteous could see this room as a portrait of her life. A large, high-ceilinged room of graceful proportions facing the sea in a big house that was formerly a school. The walls were covered with vibrant oil paintings of different subjects and interiors.

      The room was both a study and a gallery, giving it an atmosphere of learning and, at this moment, just a little bit of ennui. The email Diana Porteous was showing her two friends had arrived the week before on an evening when Di had been looking out to sea. The view from the windows often distracted from the pictures on the walls. This evening, it was moonlight on calm water, a sublime work of art in itself. Di handed a printout of the email to Sarah and Saul.

      ‘Letter from a distressed curator,’ she said.

      ‘So it is,’ said Sarah. ‘Do you get many of these? How exciting.’

      
        
           

          Dear Mrs Porteous,

          I’m the curator here. Only the part-time curator. I’m holding my breath and writing you a letter instead of screaming.

          In response to your enquiry, dear MS Porteous, I don’t know the answer! You were looking for a particular painting by that woman, Eve Disher, which we are supposed to have. Somewhere.

          I’m not supposed to be writing back to you, but the Director ignored the request. We have some wonderful oil paintings in our stores, all listed, photographed and then put back. Not digitalised, oh no, and the records are a bit… We probably have the painting you mention, acquired circa 1956. Fact of the matter, we have a lot of paintings down in the store, several by very good English artists. Problem is our new Director doesn’t like them. Doesn’t like oil paint, full stop.

          Painting is nada. Instead, there’s a video installation in the major space, and a model cow the size of a house with six legs and two tails, all created by an Outreach project last year. The video installation features a mouth opening and closing. Apart from that, the walls are empty, although there are luminous footprints on the floor, leading you from one space to the next in case you can’t follow. Even the school parties are bored. The only things they like are our life-sized mechanical toys, manufactured locally at a time when automata and such things were fashionable. They were used as advertisements outside shops, thus a metal waitress would sit outside a café, and if you put a penny in a slot, she would raise her teacup and put it down again. There’s a dog that will wag its tail for tuppence. Ghastly, garish animated dummies, and of course the Director adores such kitsch, probably because they’re obedient.

          Fact of the matter, I might be able to find the painting you’re seeking, but in the mess of the middle floor downstairs, it might take a week or three. What’s there doesn’t correspond to what’s supposed to be there, or to the catalogue I did when they were last on show. He just stacked them up, rather artfully, to make room. Got to innovate, he said. Make space work. And so he stops me finding anything.

          Sorry, sorry, sorry, Mrs P. I’m not making sense. But he keeps rearranging everything, and when I notice he interrupts me. Still, I’ve been looking for the painting you want to see, and what has upset me so much is the fact that there could be an awful lot missing. When I realised that, I was horrified, and then I thought, perhaps it’s better if they have been stolen. Perhaps we need more thieves in this museum. At least if the paintings are stolen, they have a chance to see the light of day. Better be stolen than rot in the dark, I say.

          Someone is coming to look over my shoulder.

          My dear Mrs P, it might be easier if you just came and looked for the painting yourself. Take it away if you can find it.

          Sorry.

          Winifred Doris, Curator

        

      

      ‘It’s an invitation to burglary,’ Sarah said joyfully. ‘Let’s do it!’

      ‘It looks like she was writing this late in the evening after a drink or two and a bad day at work,’ Saul said. ‘What on earth did you suggest to her to set her off like this?’

      ‘I sent a letter to her Director, asking to see a painting I know they have. I said I had a great portrait by an artist called Eve Disher on my wall, and I’d love to see more of her work. Research via a website told me they had one in their collection, not on display, like so many aren’t. I asked could I have an image of it, or could I come and see it? That was the reply. I was trying to track down other works by artists we already have. You know how it is. Part of ongoing research. Part of being a collector, seeing what else the artist did.’

      ‘Have you ever been to this Kemsdown place?’ Sarah asked. ‘It isn’t far.’

      ‘No,’ Di said. ‘I didn’t know of it.’

      ‘An invitation to steal,’ Sarah repeated. ‘What an excellent idea. We need something like that.’

      ‘Oh, stop it, you two,’ Saul Blythe said. ‘I thought we were having a preliminary discussion about our proposed forthcoming exhibition, the first in our wonderful new space. Let Me Remind You,’ he said, speaking in capital letters, ‘that we’re trying to compile an exhibition of sorts. We are not currently collecting or researching; we are preparing for our first interactive exhibition. With a theme as yet to be determined. We must make a selection, and then link it to a theme. Concentrate. One thing at a time.’

      ‘So we are,’ Di said, stretching and yawning. ‘Summit conference coming up tomorrow evening. Patrick’s working on it. We need the input of a child and he wants to announce the theme. Enough for now. It’s drawing classes for both of you and Patrick and Peg all day tomorrow. Saul, you’re modelling for the painting classes, with Patrick. Sarah, you’re doing the Life Drawing class with Peg in the afternoon. And I shall take time off until we have a meeting about the exhibition in the evening. Forget Winifred Doris and her paranoid letter. For now. Although she haunts me.’

      ‘What a shame,’ Sarah said, wistfully. ‘It’s not very often you get an opening like this.’

      Saul squinted at the email. ‘Good of you to share this with us,’ he drawled. ‘I think the woman’s merely mad and disgruntled in her provincial museum. I’m guessing you’ve also shared it with your supposed brother, dear Steven?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Must you?’

      ‘Yes.’

      Saul left it at that, with a hint of disapproval in the air. He began to think ahead to the next day with real excitement, because that guy would be there at the class. The man called Toby, the real artist, the old man who could really draw and paint, he was going to be there. Di was not going to elaborate on her reply to his question. She smiled at him. They all smiled at one another, acknowledging the fact that they did not tell each other everything. And that nothing was quite as cosy as it seemed.

      ‘Time for beauty sleep,’ Sarah said, patting her brother on the shoulder. ‘See you tomorrow.’

      A day among collectors and would-be thieves: Di, owner of the house and the collection, Saul, collector and agent, both of them made a little morally ambiguous by a passion for paintings; Sarah, with her practical amorality; Patrick, aged twelve and Peg, nineteen, the only innocents of the household, asleep upstairs. And Patrick’s parents, Gayle and Edward, full of venom, safely lingering as ghosts in far away London, like snakes in hiding.

       

      Two hours away from their coastal town, Steven Cockerel sat in his eyrie, looking out over Pall Mall with a very different view. He had read the letter from Winifred Doris, forwarded to him by Diana Porteous. He pictured her, sitting in that glorious room by the sea amidst the pictures on the walls, and the image made him content. She could be looking at the picture he had once stolen from her, and then returned, and he would see her soon. Hair the colour of sand, Di had. His half-sister, perhaps.

      The view from Steven’s windows was over rooftops and down to rumbling traffic, and he wished for it to be the sea. He had been born by the sea and he was a collector, at first of paintings featuring the sea, now of anything. Also sculpture. Paintings had become his passion in the thirty-sixth year of his money-making life, lifting him into moments of happiness he had never otherwise known. The walls of his apartment were not full enough, but every painting represented a moment of triumph, a source of joy and achievement like no other. Paintings made him happy: it followed that acquiring more of them would increase his happiness and therefore his humanity. He wanted more. He wanted the insight and the joy. He wanted to protect; he wanted what no one else had. He wanted the hidden and the forgotten.

      He looked again at the letter from Winifred Doris. Did it really amount to an invitation to steal from a public collection? He shook his head. Stealing was wrong, wasn’t it? Di had taught him that. You never truly owned what you had stolen; it was never yours. But here, in this letter, there was the suggestion of an opportunity for acquisition. If the Director of this museum despised his stock, perhaps he would be willing to engineer a sale. There would be legalities and restrictions, of course, but there were always ways round that. Steven should know. He was a master of buying at the back door. He was a buyer and seller.

      ‘What do you think?’ he said to the statue. ‘An idea to be investigated?’

      He was speaking to a small, graceful neoclassical sculpture he had recently acquired. John Bacon, about 1690, which made this young woman very old. She wore Greek costume and seemed to be stepping across a river on sweet, sandalled feet. Her left arm, the one which might have been carrying a basket, was missing; she had probably adorned a grave before her abandonment into a rubbish heap. The missing arm was poignant. Steven touched her gentle head and bade her goodnight.

      Once he had wanted perfection. Now he loved the flaws. Once he had been an investor into art. Now he was a collector, prepared to negotiate because he was in love.

      She was not safe from envy and he wished she was.

      Someone was waiting for her to fall.
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      Artist. Dictionary definition. 

      Early meaning: A person who is master of a practical science or pursuit; alchemist, professor of occult sciences, chemist, etc. A person who cultivates or practises one of the fine arts, especially painting.

      The wise and the fool. The artist and the unread. 

       

      There were many cultural initiatives in this small seaside town where Di and the collection dwelt. The painting and drawing classes were one example. They were held weekly in a room in the old theatre that had been left by a philanthropist to the citizens a hundred years before. A touch decrepit, but thriving due to innovative management and multipurpose use although not always quite warm enough. A whole day of Art every Wednesday. The morning, for three hours including coffee break, was devoted to head and shoulders portraiture – pen, pencil, oil, acrylic, watercolour, or any medium. Some of the obliging models for this session took the opportunity to wear elaborate costume, including hats. Others dressed for warmth. Two models in the morning for Portraiture, two in the afternoon for Life Drawing. The heat was turned up to emphasise the contrast. Only the students remained dressed in the afternoon; models, no clothes at all. Not a stitch.

      Materials required for Life Drawing: paper, pen, pencil only. No paint.

      Sarah Fortune was a natural at standing in the nude in the afternoon, because she simply did not care. She had done it often enough and volunteering the other two – young Peg, Di’s accidental housekeeper, for the Life class in the p.m., and her brother Saul for Portraiture in the morning, alongside twelve-year-old Patrick – was her idea, based on the assumption that they might enjoy it as much as she did. For Sarah, it was thinking time, in which her mind could roam, frivolous and free. Those drawing her from life concentrated avidly, while she, their model, remained impassive. They shone their bright eyes on her like a series of headlamps, while she thought of everything and nothing and contemplated the joys of burglary.

      She was not quite indifferent, on account of being generous by temperament. She wanted to help and she had nothing to hide, didn’t mind that her outline was not as sharp as it had been once. There were plenty of remnants of the misspent youth she had not treasured at the time and she had always been best described as handsome, rather than pretty. Relieved to be rid of youth’s burdens, especially the guilt. She was what she was, a lissom, forty-five-year old figure, capable of twists and turns, adopting any pose required and able to keep it; flexible in body and attitude. There was precious little that Sarah Fortune had not done before and she found the elderly audience appreciative and kind. She might have modelled for London art schools, but never underestimated provincial students.

      Unlike her brother, Saul Blythe, Art Agent and unapologetic snob, who had, at first, no time for the output of amateurs, even though he enjoyed adopting a pose and did it all the time, especially for the morning Portraiture class. Sarah knew these students could have enormous talent, while that was something that Saul, acquisitive Art Connoisseur, had only just begun to learn.

      Sarah was indifferent to her creases. How wonderful, not to care. Beauty in its own right; a body come into its own and owned by its mistress, showing the promise that it would only grow older disgracefully and continue to worship the sun. She gave of herself, made eye contact, smiled, willed them to do their best, encouraged them to observe. I’m all yours, she said and listened to their conversation.

      Peg was another matter. At twenty years of age, Peg was completely unconscious of her own statuesque curves and was fixated on her own fat. She had a magnificent figure which she hated because she was unaware of anything but flaws. In late nineteenth-century Paris, she would have gone down a storm for a body with shape and style and skin like silk, but for all that, she did not know what she was, so that when she posed for the first time, despite rehearsal with Sarah, she slouched in her nakedness, feeling like shit, glaring at them and wanting to yell, What the fuck do you think you’re looking at?

      She was thankful, now, that she had not actually opened her mouth the first time around. This time, the second time, she gazed at the walls in awkward anger which slowly began to melt. So she had hated it, first time, but still, she had volunteered to do it again. Go figure. They were all quite sweet, really, these geeky old punters, once you started to see their grey hair. So grateful and appreciative and anyway, Peg was such a sucker for the elderly it could be said she was actively in pursuit of a grandparent. And she had to do it, didn’t she? Because if she had said no, Patrick might not do his bit either.

       

      It has been suggested, Diana Porteous wrote in her diary, that models are exploited. Many were, I suppose, but not as many as those who got something out of it. Sarah thought it might be a good way of acquainting Peg with the power of her own beauty. Strange thing is that having done it once, when she almost yelled at them, she volunteered to do it again.

      Forty pounds helps. 

      Peg is, in a manner of speaking, our housekeeper and more than that. She may keep the skull of my deceased husband’s first wife somewhere about her person; another story, never mind. Know what? These classes have gone on for two generations and I never knew even though I was born in this town. Me? I’m thirty years old, rich widow of this parish since two years ago, and Peg feels like a daughter, even though there are only ten years between us. I wouldn’t have known about the Life Drawing class when I was a kid on the other side of the tracks. Sarah’s an incomer and she did. Sarah’s the one who said they needed models. My contribution is to pay for them and get my ersatz family to volunteer. 

      Sarah first, and then her brother, Saul Blythe, my late husband’s agent and now mine, was persuaded to sit for the portrait session, along with Patrick, my late and much mourned husband’s grandson. Uncle Jones could not be persuaded, but he will collect Patrick and take him fishing during the Life class in the afternoon. And I get a free day. 

      I love all these people, but I may love paintings more. I am not in the room, I have gone away, so please take notes and pay attention at the back. 

       

      The man at the far end of the front row in the first class was a man of talent. The same man could sketch a portrait in oils, entirely at home with his brush. In the afternoon class, he drew like a dream. He got the outlines. He got Peg. He got bolshie Peg with her curves and magnificence, subjected her to the greatest, benign examination, and it was because of him showing her what he had done, last week, that she agreed to do it again. So polite and shy. Old Toby made a day of it, never flagging, although God knows he was pretty ancient and had a tremor. He looked like a man who had painted all of his long life, and canny Saul, dealer by instinct, found his fingers twitching and his hackles rising. Saul was a hunter. The week before, in the morning class, old Toby had done a fantastic oil sketch of young Patrick, one of the best oil sketches of a child Saul had ever seen. No exaggeration, really, really, even allowing for the fact that Patrick was a good model with a wonderful quality of stillness. It was good for talented Patrick to pose for this sweet class of students in a safe place; only for the Portraiture class, of course, fully clothed, alongside Saul in the morning. Part of his education. Patrick had been sketching portraits since he was four and he should understand what it was like to be drawn himself, experience what it was like to be observed while being ignored.

      After that, Uncle Jones would take him fishing, just like last week. Saul did not pay any attention to Patrick, forgot his existence. He joined the afternoon class purely for the purpose of watching the man Toby at work, waiting to make his acquaintance. And then he would talk to him, get him to show his other work. What have you got at home, Toby? You must have wonderful stuff at home, artist like you.

      The oil sketch Toby had done of Saul himself last week was also terrific, although so shockingly revealing that Saul wanted it back. He would offer to buy it from him, he would use his charm, he thought as he skulked at the back, observing closely, waiting to pounce.

      Three thirty in the afternoon.

      So, Di said to herself, they are all fine. Uncle Jones is on the pier with Patrick. Saul, having done his stint in costume for the earlier class, will be at home, looking at stuff on a screen and guarding the collection while marshalling stuff for our discussion on the proposed exhibition, due this evening when Patrick is going to give us his ideas. Patrick’s ideas are vital. Peg is modelling, mentored by Sarah, and me, myself? Owner of a fine house and a collection of paintings which imprison me, I’m halfway up a steep path, freeing my mind and at the same time, wondering about them. My family, not related by blood, but mine all the same. My responsibility, like all the paintings I own and want to share.

      Who are my allies? Don’t count them.

      What am I good at? Don’t look.

      Who are my enemies? Don’t see them, but I must not forget who they are.

      And last of all, where am I?

      She was on the cliffs, labouring uphill, three miles from home, having left her bike at the foot of the slope, aiming for the lighthouse from where she might be able to see the world. Another uneven half-mile to go, and it wasn’t the steep incline that bothered her; it was the fact that she was blind. The low, piercing, late-winter, early-spring sun hit her eyes like a blade of light shining straight at her. Arrows of cold air hit her eyeballs and she could not blink them away. The sun was sinking over the horizon, fiercer than fire. Those coming in the other direction, with the sun behind them, could see, while she could not and she was looking forward to turning back, although that was not an option until she got to the top of the hill for the best view of the sea. She had a momentary fellow feeling with her husband, who had loved this cruel light, although it made his old eyes stream with tears. Thomas, sweet Thomas, with his glorious blue eyes and brown skin.

      She knew the terrain so well, she knew she was near the summit, even though she could not see forward and kept her eyes on the ground, conscious of the odd person coming towards her on their way back, deviating to the side and murmuring the customary Good afternoon. The view at the top was awesome and there’d be a cup of tea at the caff.

      Then someone stopped in front of her, and said hello.

      ‘Hello, Di Quigly, fancy seeing you here. You little thief.’

      She couldn’t see him. She couldn’t even look round him. All she had was the almost-spring sun in her eyes, and the edge of the cliff, close by, twenty yards away and she never walked closer than that. ‘Sorry,’ she said, ‘can’t see you. The sun. My name is Diana Porteous, by the way. Not Quigly.’

      ‘Good,’ he said, ‘I can see you fine. Why are you crying? Come with me. I need to talk to you, I’ll lead you up.’ The voice was muffled.

      She shrugged off his arm and he persisted. ‘Look at the view,’ he said and he wasn’t leading her up the hill, he was leading her sideways: she could feel that. Leading her sideways down the slope towards the edge of the cliff with his arm in hers. She felt she was stronger than him but all the same, helpless. The dog at her heels began to snarl and growl and prance around and at the same time her phone rang. She heard the man curse as he stumbled against her so heavily she lost her balance and fell. Someone yelled, Stoppit, and the dog was barking and herself falling and rolling away towards the edge, clutching at chalky earth. Then she was lying in the grass, next to a windblown scrub and a bench, getting her phone out of her pocket and the daft dog was standing guard, barking in a big, deep voice, all shout without bite. Breathless. A matter of seconds. The sea boomed. No one there.

      There had been two people there, one pushing, one shouting from a distance.

      Patrick, beloved step-grandson, was on the phone, shrieking.

      ‘He’s not moving, that one over there, he’s not moving at all. Toby, the man in the class. Where are you?’

      Di sat up. She was still some way from the edge.

      ‘What?’

      ‘The old guy. The one who could paint. Not moving.’

      ‘Go home, Patrick. I’ll be back soon. Where’s Peg?’

      ‘She’s here. Outside. Class has stopped.’

      ‘Go home, both of you. He’ll be fine.’

      ‘OK.’

      Di got to her feet and staggered downhill. The dog that should have been dead ambled after her, unfazed. Even the dog could not manage without her. It must be good to be a dog and have such a selective memory.

      Go home. The landscape was deserted.

       

      Toby Hanks was dead. Best student in class, Saul’s real artist. Dead as a dodo. Even after revival was attempted out the back, the best performer in both the Portraiture and Life Drawing class expired. He was taken to hospital in the ambulance for further attempts to start his heart, but the reality was that he was dead. Better not to believe it.

      Peg, in the meantime, had taken twelve-year-old Patrick home to the house by the sea, Patrick asking, ‘Why did that man in the front row stop moving?’ And Peg saying, ‘Probably drunk is why. Fell asleep, didn’t he? He’ll be alright, don’t worry. He looked at me nicely. I fancy fish and chips. What were you doing there, anyway? You’d no business being there. You did your modelling stint this morning. You were definitely not supposed to come back. Why did you? You were supposed to be fishing with Jones, not hanging round.’

      Peg was unhappy and she was scolding him, being a nag.

      Patrick stopped and shouted, ‘Don’t!’ You could shout when you walked by the sea because of all the other noises like the waves. You could say exactly what you meant.

      ‘Why did I sneak back? ’Cause I wanted to see the girls with no clothes on, didn’t I? I came back and watched, didn’t I? Jones didn’t notice, he was fishing. I wanted to see women without anything on – when else do I get the chance? So did Saul,’ he added defensively. ‘He snuck in the other side to see what old man Toby was doing. Maybe that’s why he stopped breathing.’

      ‘He’ll be alright,’ Peg repeated. Patrick let himself believe her, although he didn’t. They both calmed down.

      ‘And,’ Patrick said, ‘I wanted to see you without any clothes on. You, in particular.’

      Peg stopped, shocked beyond words, speaking without thinking.

      ‘You wanted to see me? Silly, fat me? And what did you think?’

      ‘Don’t know why you bother with clothes at all,’ Patrick said crossly, as if it was obvious. ‘You’re fantastic, you are. Everybody’s going to want to paint you. You’re beautiful.’

      ‘Yeah, yeah, yeah. Silly git.’

      They were holding hands, brother and sister. She punched him on the shoulder and he pretended to reel, punched her back. After a bit of sparring and growling, they continued to stagger home, exchanging insults and discussing supper.

      ‘Silly git.’

      ‘Stupid woman.’

      ‘I’m beautiful,’ Peg sang out. ‘I’m as beautiful as a painting on the wall.’

      ‘Nah, better than that.’

       

      Sarah Fortune, life model and best placed to observe, had been the first to notice how old Toby got up and sat against the wall at the back. First his movements, then his rasping, then his flopping. She had raised the alarm, helped move Toby into the back room, attempted revival before the ambulance arrived and the paramedics made further attempts before taking him away. She had been calm and controlled although shaking beneath her raincoat. Half an hour later, she was being useful, stacking chairs with her brother Saul. Everyone else had gone home.

      ‘All done?’ she said.

      ‘Not yet.’

      In the dead man’s satchel were sketchbooks and crumpled drawings. His oil sketch of Patrick from the morning was still propped against the wall where he had joined it. Shining and wet, a true likeness of a bright and curious face. His sketch of Saul, from last week, was not there.

      ‘I’ll take that,’ Sarah said. ‘I’ll pin it up in the back room to dry.’

      ‘And I’ll carry the rest,’ Saul said, shaken if not stirred. His reaction to this sudden death was dispassionate: it was shocking until old Toby was moved out of sight and everyone carried on, and since then, Saul had gone into overdrive, thinking of the implications. He had managed to find Toby’s coat first, removing the keys and address book from the pocket before helpfully handing the man’s wallet to a paramedic. He had managed to make all this seem like the actions of a concerned citizen while it was only another sleight of hand. Saul never did anything without a purpose. It was easy to volunteer to look after an old man’s things. Old Toby’s satchel smelt of paint and turps; the coat smelled of tobacco. Nobody wanted either in a sterile ambulance.

      ‘What are you going to do with his things, brother mine?’ Sarah asked him, wishing she did not know him so well.

      ‘Oh. Take them home for the poor old soul,’ Saul said with deceptive carelessness. ‘Least I can do.’

      And have a good look round, Sarah thought. You are going to let yourself into the home of a recently deceased man, to see if there are any paintings worth having. Nothing mattered to Saul except paintings of quality, nothing at all. It was his life and his obsession. Human beings always took second place.

      She knew how his mind worked, if not why. How odd it was to love someone so much and yet disapprove of them at the same time.

      ‘Does he live alone?’ Saul asked.

      ‘I believe he does.’

      Typical of Sarah that she would have unearthed many a detail of the lives of the students, either by asking or observing. People rushed to give information to Sarah; they queued in the intervals to confide because she listened. She could have guessed the man lived alone, though, because of the way he looked.

      ‘Useful,’ Saul murmured, giving her his best, innocent smile. ‘Are you going back to the homestead straight away?’

      ‘Yes, Di’s on her way.’

      ‘See you later, then. Patrick’s revealing the theme of our exhibition. I may be late.’

      It was still light when they turned out on the street, and Sarah made her way down to the sea. Saul went in another direction, as she knew he would. Her brother had a conscience, of sorts. It just wasn’t like anyone else’s. She was not his controller.

      Let him be. There were things to do at Di’s home. The old schoolhouse by the sea was not Sarah Fortune’s home, although she was there so often it felt like it. Nor were her brother’s passions hers. Sarah had come into the household at Saul’s behest to befriend Di in her grief and they were now indeed real friends. She cared for Di profoundly and felt extremely protective of her. The nature of her role as the mature friend was something she often considered, because sometimes it seemed as though Di was the oldest. She had to keep Di distracted from loss, keep her mind occupied, get her out of the house, add some surface sophistication, make her able to don a disguise and use her different talents. Make her more reckless, as they had been before. She must also keep the peace with Saul: create calm; she was good at that. Sarah could also raise hell if need be. She wanted to be a good influence, and also a bad one.

      She would help organise this exhibition to open out the collection and put it on the map; she must help Di achieve that and take a place in the wider world. Protect her, for sure – Di was essentially alone and susceptible – but protect her from whom? Predatory men, for a start, of whom Steven Cockerel with his claim of kinship was possibly one.

      The jury was out on Steven, particularly since it was clear that Di was intensely fond of him. And you had to be wary of a man whose flat you had burgled.

      In the meantime, on with the show.
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Opening picture. A young woman with hair the
colour of sand sits with two companions round the fire.
Waiting for a storm.
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