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PART ONE

Artists in Love
1907
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The moor drowsed under a hot August sun, as shabby and tawny as the flanks of an old lion. The wavering haze suggested that it stretched to an infinite horizon but Julie knew that if she climbed the half-mile to Bishop’s Tor the green and golden pastures of the river valley would open before her, pricked by the landmark tower of Widecombe church. It was far too warm to go exploring, however, and she had seen the view before.

‘Has he gone?’

‘No, you can still see his dust,’ her sister answered.

‘He has a cheek, you know, leaving us here.’

‘He’s bored, that’s all,’ Anna said.

‘He’s not the only one who’s bored,’ said Julie.

Sitting up, she caught a last glimpse of the pony-trap heading for the inn at Storr where Papa would down a pint or two and, if luck was on his side, find some male company to engage in conversation.

She unbuttoned her blouse, fanned air on to her breasts, then, hitching herself round on her bottom, opened her knees to catch any hint of breeze that might stray up from the valley.

Anna looked away. ‘I wish you wouldn’t do that.’

‘Do what?’

‘Expose yourself.’

‘Oh, don’t be such a prude.’

‘It isn’t decent.’

‘A glimpse of my frillies is hardly going to frighten the horses.’

‘What horses? I don’t see any horses.’

‘Must you be so literal, Anna? Why don’t you get on with your work?’

‘Work!’ Anna said scathingly. ‘I wish Papa would admit that we haven’t an iota of talent between us. He pats our heads and says, “Very good, very good,” when even a blind man can see how awful it is. I mean, look!’ She lifted her sketch book from the grass and held it up as if she were holding a rat by the tail. ‘Four years of lessons with Mr Rodale and this is the best I can do. And don’t look so smug. You’re no better at drawing than I am.’

‘I’d be the last to deny it,’ Julie conceded.

Only Uncle Otto, her mother’s brother, had ever confronted Papa with the truth. ‘Put them into service, Stanley,’ he’d said. ‘Sign them on at the pickle factory but for heaven’s sake stop trying to turn them into something they’re not. They’re no more artists than I am,’ then, pinching Julie’s cheek, had added, ‘No offence, my dear, no offence.’

Papa had persisted in dragging them round London’s picture galleries and had stubbornly enrolled them for lessons with Mr Rodale, who advertised himself as a master of the art of drawing. And as if that wasn’t enough ‘art’ to be going on with they were forever being subjected to the stuff, good and bad, that poured through the shop in Ledbetter Street where the Martindales had operated a picture framing business for going on half a century.

Pampered by nannies, spoiled by a succession of cooks and housekeepers, Stanley’s little darlings had sailed through day school and had returned home each evening to tea, toast and seed cake and as warm a welcome as any girl without a mother could wish for. The only fly in the ointment was Papa’s determination that they would become artists in their own right and make the name of Martindale famous for something other than mounts and mouldings.

Anna tossed aside the sketch book and rolled on to her stomach.

‘I suppose we’d better do something before Papa comes back.’

‘Like what?’ said Julie.

‘We could draw each other.’

‘Oh, no,’ Julie said. ‘Please, no, not again.’

She propped herself on an elbow and looked down at her sister who, at seventeen, was threatening to blossom into a beauty. Dark eyes and a pouting rosebud mouth had already ignited the interest of young men in the workshop, not to mention the gentlemen who bobbed in and out of the front shop – the gallery, as Papa called it – to discuss how best their latest acquisition might be displayed. There had even been offers, politely put, from several ageing disciples of Rossetti to have Anna model for them. Papa, of course, would have none of it.

Anna raised her head. ‘Listen.’

‘What is it?’

‘Someone’s coming. Cover yourself, Julie. Please cover yourself.’

Julie smoothed her skirts and fumbled with the buttons of her blouse.

She could hear voices now and – was it her imagination? – smell cigar smoke.

A small boy, no more than six years old, dashed out of the bushes. He was naked to the waist, barefoot and bare-legged, and had a feather stuck in his hair. He skidded to a halt, eyes round and mouth open.

‘Squaws,’ he said at length. ‘I found squaws.’

A man appeared from behind the gorse bushes and gave the girls the eye.

‘They’re not squaws, Toby,’ he said. ‘I do believe they’re Martindales.’

Anna was embarrassed by the tray of pastels, the water bottle, the satchel of pencils and the bone-handled penknife that Uncle Otto had given her for her seventeenth birthday, all the paraphernalia of an amateur dabbler that the great Edgar Banbury could hardly fail to notice.

In a light falsetto at odds with his burly frame, he said, ‘What are you doing alone in the wilds of Dartmoor? Where’s your father? No, don’t tell me. He’s sloped off to the pub in search of grog? Am I not right?’

‘You are, Mr Banbury,’ said Julie. ‘And you, sir? Are you lodged nearby?’

They had first encountered Edgar Banbury at last winter’s Royal Academy exhibition when he’d broken away from a crowd of acolytes to chat with Papa and Uncle Otto and, more particularly perhaps, with the flame-haired girl who’d been Uncle Otto’s companion for the evening.

‘We’re camped over at Foxhailes,’ Mr Banbury said. ‘We’ve been sketching too. Haven’t we, Toby?’

‘I made a painting with Pappy’s big brush,’ the boy informed them.

‘And a very fine painting it was,’ Mr Banbury said. ‘Now why don’t you pop back uphill, Toby, and find the rest of our expedition? Will you do that for me?’

‘Yes, I will,’ Toby said obligingly and shot off around the bush.

Edgar Banbury blew out his cheeks. ‘I fear I’ve reached an age when coping with young children is well nigh impossible. May I sit?’

‘Please do,’ said Julie.

Anna watched her sister plant herself on the turf close to the artist’s big brown boots. Everything about him was brown, brown and hairy. In spite of the heat he wore a heavy Norfolk jacket over a woollen cardigan and the sort of shirt you only saw on woodsmen. With his long legs drawn up and the stump of a cigar smouldering between his fingers he looked a deal less dashing than he did in the famous self-portrait in the Millbank gallery.

‘On holiday?’ he asked.

‘Yes,’ Julie answered. ‘A week in my uncle’s rustic retreat.’

‘Otto? Is he with you?’

‘No, he’s in London attending to business,’ said Julie. ‘It’s a very small cottage. There really isn’t room for all of us.’

‘You must forgive me.’ Edgar Banbury blew smoke. ‘I’ve rather forgotten your names.’

‘Julie.’ Julie touched a finger to her chest. ‘And Anna.’

‘We met,’ said Anna, ‘at the winter exhibition.’

‘That much I do recall,’ said Edgar Banbury. ‘While I may have forgotten your name I certainly haven’t forgotten you, Miss Martindale.’ He hoisted up a knee and cupped a hand over it. ‘Has anyone ever told you that you’re the image of your mother?’

‘My mother?’ said Anna. ‘I hadn’t realised you were . . .’

‘So old?’ said Edgar Banbury. ‘Well, I am – of an age with your uncle, in fact. Your mother was a very lovely woman. We were all struck with her beauty but she, unfortunately, didn’t think much of us.’

Toby reappeared. He was accompanied by a young man in a collarless shirt, cotton trousers and a straw hat that looked if it had been chewed by cattle. Slung across the young man’s shoulder was a little girl of three or four, her face pressed shyly into his neck.

‘Is she asleep?’ Edgar Banbury said.

‘No such luck,’ the young man said. ‘She’s sulking. Too much sun, I think.’

‘Here, let me take her.’

Edgar Banbury detached the child from the young man’s arms.

The little girl looked up. ‘Where’s Howdard?’

‘Yes,’ Edgar Banbury said. ‘Where is Howard?’

‘He’s coming,’ Toby said. ‘He wouldn’t let me help him.’

‘Wise fellow,’ Edgar Banbury said. ‘By the by, Clive, these charming young ladies are Stanley Martindale’s daughters. Allow me to introduce you.’

‘Allow me to introduce myself.’ Stepping past Anna, he shook Julie’s hand. ‘Clive Cavendish. Perhaps you’ve heard of me?’

‘I can’t say I have,’ said Julie.

‘He’s far too modest,’ Edgar Banbury said. ‘He’s the chap who painted The Best of Friends which created a minor sensation at Maule’s last summer.’

‘I certainly recall the painting,’ Julie said. ‘A very nice dog, if I may say so.’

‘The dog gave me a great deal of trouble,’ Clive Cavendish admitted.

‘If you insist on painting huge shaggy Newfoundlands,’ Edgar Banbury said, ‘what do you expect?’

‘They sat well enough for Landseer,’ Clive reminded him.

‘Not with naked girls perched on their backs.’ Edgar Banbury looked round. ‘Ah-hah! Stirring in the undergrowth. Could this be our Howard at last?’

‘Howdard.’ The little girl dropped to the grass and threw herself on the newcomer. ‘You found us.’

He was, Anna thought, less than charitable towards the child but she could hardly blame him for being brusque. He was burdened with two bulging canvas satchels, two stiff cardboard folders and a wooden easel and juggling the equipment required his full attention.

‘Good man,’ Clive Cavendish said. ‘Now we can be on our way.’

‘Come along, ladies,’ said Edgar Banbury. ‘Pack your kit and join us for tea. We’ll pick up your father from the pub en route.’

‘I’m not sure we should impose on your hospitality, Mr Banbury,’ Julie said.

‘Impose on me then, Miss Martindale,’ Clive Cavendish said. He swung the little girl on to his shoulders and called out, ‘All set?’

‘All set,’ Toby shouted and scampered off downhill.
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The massive feather-hoofed mare had a bell on her collar and wild flowers in her mane, flowers, Anna guessed, that the child, Phoebe, had put there.

At the field gate at the bottom of the hill, Mr Banbury harnessed the mare to the shafts of a farm cart with the skill of a born countryman which, Anna knew, he most emphatically was not. He was the third son of a builders’ merchant from Manchester who had run off to London and so impressed the powers that be with his precocious, not to say ferocious talent that he’d been granted a scholarship at the recently established Slade School of Fine Art; an honour that even his strait-laced father had been unable to ignore.

According to Uncle Otto, a fount of salacious gossip, Edgar Banbury had been among the first of the school’s rapscallions, disciplined in the classroom, disordered without and with a string of female conquests longer than the Palace Pier. His marriage to the daughter of a humble greengrocer from St Albans had broken many a heart. Driving a farm cart with his son on his knee, he didn’t look much like a heart-breaker, Anna thought, nor like the noble figure at the centre of his gigantic ink and watercolour study, Caesar Entering Rome, that hung in the New English Art Club.

‘And what do you do, Mr . . .’

Howard stared at the dusty road and pointedly ignored her. Anna had no clue what position he held in the great man’s entourage, for no one had seen fit to introduce him. Behind her Julie reclined on a bale of sweet-smelling hay, Mr Cavendish’s arm hovering about her shoulders, the little girl curled on her lap.

‘I said’ – Anna raised her voice by half an octave – ‘what do you—’

‘Buskin.’

‘Oh, you perform for money in the street, do you?’

‘My name: Buskin.’

‘Like Shakespeare’s shoe?’

‘That’s bodkin.’

‘No, it’s not. I do happen to know the difference between a sharp-pointed implement and a boot worn by tragic actors.’

‘Good for you,’ Howard Buskin said. ‘You’re right, of course.’

He wore stained grey flannels, a shirt with a soft collar and rolled-up sleeves; no waistcoat, hat or cap. His dark hair was already beginning to recede which made him look older than he probably was. He had a square face, grey eyes, and a mouth not so much pugnacious as petulant. He continued to stare down at the white dust of the country road, as if, Anna thought, he’s afraid to look at me.

‘Are you a painter, too, Mr Buskin?’

‘I paint,’ he admitted reluctantly, ‘on occasion.’

‘Do you exhibit?’

‘No.’

‘Why is that?’ Anna said. ‘Don’t all painters long to be hung?’

He turned on her abruptly. ‘Look here, Miss Martindale, you’re under no obligation to make conversation. You’re Edgar’s friend, not mine.’

At least he knows my name, Anna told herself; that’s something.

She said, ‘Very well. If you prefer silence, so be it.’

Huffily, she folded her arms but when the cart lurched and Mr Buskin stuck out a hand to steady her she did not draw away.

‘Careful,’ he said. ‘Be careful,’ then, a moment later, ‘Anna, is it?’

‘Yes, Anna.’

‘You may call me Howard if you wish.’

The inn at Storr was small and shabby and, at that hour of the afternoon, deserted. There was no light within the building; no sign of life save for a few hens clucking on the step. The pony was tethered to a rail and Papa sat disconsolately, all alone, on a bench by the inn door. He was bent over like a man with stomach ache, a tankard clasped in both hands. His hat was tipped over his eyes and his nose – quite a prominent nose – had already begun to peel.

The farm cart was almost upon him before he looked up.

‘Banbury! What the devil are you doing here?’

‘I might ask the same of you, Mr Martindale.’

‘As you see’ – Papa waved the tankard – ‘I’m partaking of refreshment.’

‘While your poor daughters languish on the moor.’

‘Ah, I see you found them.’

‘I did,’ Mr Banbury said, ‘and it’s not my intention to release them until they’ve been stuffed with bread and butter and bathed in tea.’

Julie clapped her hands. ‘Please say we can, Papa.’

‘Can what?’

‘Go to Mr Banbury’s camp for tea.’

‘Camp?’ Papa stepped forward. ‘Where is this camp?’

‘Foxhailes,’ Edgar Banbury told him. ‘Are you coming, or not?’

‘Am I invited?’ Papa said.

‘Of course you are, man, of course you are,’ Mr Banbury said and, flicking the reins, set the cart in motion, leaving Stanley to settle his bill and follow on behind.

There was no lodge, no park and no long view to take the breath away. You turned off a back road between two stone gateposts and there it was in all its glory – Foxhailes House, a huge picturesque mock-Tudor villa bristling with brick chimneys. Behind the house the moor reared up like a tidal wave. It reminded Julie of a Doré engraving in one of the books in Uncle Otto’s library and even bathed in sunlight retained an aura of windy nights and scudding cloud.

‘Welcome,’ Clive Cavendish said as if he’d read her mind, ‘to Baskerville Hall,’ and let out a soft little howl that tingled in her ear and made her shiver. ‘Have no fear, Miss Martindale, the only hound in these ’ere parts be Howard, and we keep him locked up after nightfall. B’ain’t that right, Howard?’

‘Very funny,’ Howard said sourly.

The cart drew to a halt on the rutted gravel. Clive lowered the little girl to the ground and offered Julie his hand.

‘Whose house is it?’ she asked.

‘It belongs to Verity Millar,’ Clive told her. ‘Howard’s mother.’

Phoebe trotted off into the ornate porch from which, at that moment, a woman emerged, her arms spread wide in welcome.

‘Talk of the devil,’ said Clive.

It was typical of the hoi polloi to assume that Verity Millar was a lady by disposition if not title but no one who worked at Foxhailes suffered from that illusion. Even loyal Mr Moss, her steward, considered his employer ‘showy’, which was really no more than you might expect from a woman who had married an American thirty years her senior who’d made his pile by striking gold in the Klondike.

The Klondike story was nonsense, of course, as a little elementary arithmetic would have shown. Clarence Millar had been no nearer the Yukon than Ohio where he’d earned a fortune quarrying vast quantities of sandstone to build the cities of the plains. Some months short of the financial crisis of ’93, and recently widowed, Clarence had sold his stone pits and had shipped out for England in search of cultural enlightenment. What he’d wound up with was a spirited new wife, a moody stepson, a town house in London, a modest estate in Devon and more cultural enlightenment than his ticker could cope with.

After five years of marriage to Verity, he’d keeled over late one night in the arms of his sweetheart and was dead before sunrise. The fact that the sweetheart was a buxom young thing he’d met in the Rising Sun and that the keeling over had occurred in a basement in Paddington had somewhat assuaged Verity’s grief, that and a fat packet of gilt-edged investments which, there being no other heirs that the lawyers could unearth, fell uncontested into her lap.

Howard Buskin was not overjoyed at his mother’s good fortune.

Nothing, it seemed, brought Howard joy. He’d always been dour and solitary even when they’d lived in rowdy Hoxton and his mother had eked out a living modelling at the Fulham Polytechnic and singing bawdy songs in a velvet dress at the Empress Variety Theatre when the management were light on programme fillers. From whom Howard had inherited his incredible skill with pencil and brush was a mystery, one to which Verity, in that wonderfully vague way of hers, refused to furnish an answer.

‘He was no one, Howard,’ she’d say. ‘No one of any consequence.’

‘His name. For God’s sake, Mama, at least tell me his name.’

‘Do you know, I don’t think I even knew his name?’

‘Liar, you liar!’

‘Jim – yes, that was it. Jim somebody. You can’t expect me to remember everything that happened thirty years ago.’

‘What about my grandfather; your father? Surely you remember him?’

‘Dead these many years.’

‘But who was he? Who the devil was he?’

‘He sold boots and shoes.’

‘What? From a stall?’

‘In Halifax.’

‘Halifax!’

‘Hush now, darling. Don’t excite yourself. It’s all water under the bridge.’

If Howard had been more of a reader and less of a brooder he might have fancied himself the offspring of a convict or perhaps a peer of the realm. But Howard had never acquired the reading habit and preferred to visualise his father as lean, bearded and effete, like Zurbaran’s painting of St Francis, and his grandfather sad-eyed and dignified, like Whistler’s portrait of Carlyle.

Three years back, in an attempt to bring her son out of his shell, Verity had paid her friend Banbury to accompany Howard to Paris, ostensibly to look at the Rembrandts in the Louvre but mainly to introduce him to sights of a more intimate nature in those big dark houses in the heart of the Ile where the most beautiful young immigrant girls were to be found.

The trip had turned into a disaster when in the house of a certain madam well used to the English and their ways, Howard had punched a pretty little Jewish girl in the face and had broken her nose; a fit of something more than pique that had cost Edgar every sou in his wallet.

Whatever happened in Paris had put Howard off women for ever.

Verity was therefore astonished to see her son seated on the tailgate of Edgar’s hired cart with his arm around a pretty, dark-haired girl and, before she could help herself, rushed out into the sunlight to bid the little charmer a very warm welcome. ‘And who’s this, darling? Who is this lovely creature?’

‘Oh, God!’ Clive said. ‘She’s doing it again.’

‘Doing what?’ said Julie.

‘Scaring off the competition.’

He led Julie across the lawn where a lad was vainly attempting to erect a wooden table while another struggled with poles and a canvas awning. A maid, not much older than a child, darted out of a side entrance with a huge teapot in both hands and, catching sight of Mr Cavendish, squealed and vanished indoors again.

Clive groaned. ‘Rustics, you can never really train them, can you?’ He looked down at Julie. ‘You’ll find the cloakroom at the end of the corridor, left of the door.’

‘The cloakroom?’

‘The closet.’

‘Oh, yes, thank you.’ Julie made no move towards the house. ‘Why did you refer to my sister as the competition?’

‘Edgar’s convinced that Mother Millar is desperately seeking a wife for her son. I’m a little more sceptical. I think she wants to keep him to herself,’ Clive said. ‘Of course, I’m only a simple-minded painter of pictures and know nothing of female psychology. Edgar has much more experience in these matters than I have.’

‘So I’ve heard,’ said Julie. ‘Does he not also have a wife?’

‘Clara, yes, but she’s in a delicate condition again and has been packed off to spend the final few weeks of her confinement with her mother in St Albans.’

‘And you, Mr Cavendish, do you have a wife?’

‘No,’ Clive answered, with a lift of the eyebrow. ‘No wife. Would you like to see the rose garden, such as it is?’

‘Indeed,’ said Julie, ‘I would.’

Shadows were lengthening before the awning was erected, the table made steady and tea brought out. An elderly countryman with side whiskers drove the horse and cart away and returned to fetch Papa’s hired pony and lead it off to be watered. It was still very hot, so hot that sandwiches curled at the edges and the icing on the little sponge cakes melted, neither of which disasters seemed to bother the hostess who, throwing up her arms, announced that she had done her best and if they didn’t like it they could lump it.

She dumped herself on a wicker chair in the middle of the lawn and summoned Anna to sit by her. Howard served them tea and sandwiches, then, to Anna’s surprise, drifted off to join Mr Banbury and her father who, shaded by the awning, were stuffing food into their mouths while the little boy, Toby, and his sister played beneath the trestle.

The tea was too strong and the sandwiches – boiled ham – rather salty. Anna juggled plate and cup while Mrs Millar stroked the back of her neck as if she were a cat who might be persuaded to purr. ‘So,’ the woman said, ‘you’re Otto Goldstein’s niece, are you? I wonder why he hasn’t brought you to visit.’

‘We haven’t been in Devon much since we were children,’ Anna replied.

‘You’re hardly more than a child now, my dear. How old are you?’

‘Seventeen.’

‘Howard is twenty-nine.’

‘Really?’ said Anna.

‘I think,’ the woman said, ‘Otto deliberately kept you from us.’

‘Why would he do that?’

‘My reputation for one thing.’

Putting down her cup, Anna glanced round in search of Julie who, together with Mr Cavendish, seemed to have disappeared.

‘Why, Mrs Millar, I didn’t know you had a reputation.’

‘Has Otto never mentioned me?’

‘No, actually, he hasn’t.’

‘How remiss of him.’ Verity kicked her heels as if confessing gave her pleasure. ‘Howard is my secret shame, you see. He was born out of wedlock. It’s best you hear it from me and not some scandalmonger if Howard’s going to be your friend.’

‘Is Howard going to be my friend?’

Verity ignored the question. ‘How is your uncle? Does he still have that marvellous moustache?’

‘Yes.’

‘Does he have a lover? Of course he has a lover. Several, I expect.’

‘I – I really couldn’t say.’

Embarrassed, Anna scanned the lawn once more but saw no sign of her sister or Mr Cavendish. She wondered if they had gone into the house and if Julie was locked in the handsome painter’s arms, kissing and being kissed. She had never been kissed by a grown man and wasn’t entirely sure she wanted to be.

‘You see,’ said Verity Millar, ‘he can’t take his eyes off you.’

‘Beg pardon?’

‘Howard: he’s been staring at you ever since we sat down.’

‘Why would he stare at me?’ said Anna.

‘He’s admiring you from afar. That’s his way.’

Anna resisted the temptation to turn her head.

‘Howard tells me he’s a painter,’ she said.

‘Oh, he is. Quite brilliant. Even Edgar says so.’

‘But he doesn’t exhibit.’

‘No. He says he won’t inflict his work on the public until he’s learned how to put the bloom on the peach – whatever that means.’

It was on the tip of Anna’s tongue to tell the woman what it meant but she thought better of it. Knuckles touched her neck again and a finger brushed the coil of hair that stuck out from under her bonnet, a gesture far too intimate for short acquaintance.

‘Howard’s father,’ Anna said, ‘was he a painter too?’

‘He was nothing,’ Verity Millar said, ‘but a ship that passed in the night. Oh, look, I think your papa is making ready to leave. I’ve so enjoyed our conversation, Miss Martindale. I hope we’ll meet again soon.’

‘I hope so too,’ Anna lied politely.

The cottage in the lane just outside Brampton was very small and very clean. The stone walls were whitewashed every spring and the wooden floors regularly scrubbed by a woman from the village who also made the beds and prepared an evening meal when Otto or his guests were in residence.

There were two small rooms on the ground floor and a single bedroom tucked under the sloping roof. It was all very quaint, Julie said, but just a little too cramped to be cosy. Papa had the bedroom downstairs next to the parlour and Anna and she shared the wooden bed upstairs; all very different from Ledbetter Street with its spacious apartments, tall curtained windows and the growl of London traffic to send you to sleep.

‘Did he kiss you?’ Anna asked.

‘Of course he didn’t kiss me,’ Julie answered. ‘Mr Cavendish may be an artist but he’s also a gentleman.’

‘He’s a protégé of Mr Banbury and we all know what he’s like.’

‘Mr Cavendish wants me to pose for him.’

‘I thought as much,’ said Anna. ‘Does he want you to take off your clothes and sit astride a big black dog?’

‘He’s moved on since he painted that picture.’

‘What is it now? Tigers?’

‘Why, I do believe you’re jealous,’ Julie said.

‘Not me,’ said Anna. ‘In any case, Papa won’t let you sit for anyone.’

‘I’ll bet he’d let me sit for Edgar Banbury.’

‘You have to be careful of Mr Banbury,’ Anna said. ‘He’s a little too fond of young girls.’

‘I’m not as young as all that,’ said Julie. ‘Besides, it isn’t hairy old Edgar who’s asked me to pose for him.’

Anna was propped up in bed. In the light of the oil lamp her hair looked like a huge black ink stain on the pillow. Her breasts filled the front of her nightdress and lacy frills couldn’t quite hide the swell of her nipples; a sight, however familiar, that never failed to rouse a pang of envy in Julie. She had no chest to speak of and her nipples were as flat as carpet tacks.

Seated on the ledge by the open window, she brought her knees up to her chest and cupped her shins. She had long, slender legs – which was more than could be said for Anna – and perfectly formed feet; mythical feet, Uncle Otto called them, like those of a Botticelli Venus.

The bed was large enough to accommodate two in comfort but the mattress was lumpy and the blankets heavy. Anna was a restless sleeper, forever twitching and flailing, as if she were drowning in her dreams. It was bad enough having to share a room with her sister at home, Julie thought, but sharing a bed and calling it a holiday was really too much.

‘Are you going to sit there all night?’ Anna said.

‘Put out the lamp if it bothers you.’

‘What bothers me is you perched at the window where anyone can see you.’

‘Anyone?’ said Julie. ‘Like who?’

‘He’s not down there, is he?’

‘Who?’

‘Your Mr Cavendish.’

‘Do not be ridiculous. Besides, he isn’t my Mr Cavendish.’

‘I think,’ said Anna, ‘you rather wish he was.’

There was no breeze to speak of and the trees that surrounded the cottage were motionless. You could hear nothing, not even the cry of a fox or the squeal of a rabbit or any of the sinister country noises that had kept Julie awake when she’d first come to Uncle Otto’s house as a child. Uncle Otto’s house: Uncle Otto’s little cottage, purchased in spite of Papa’s protests that property in Devon would never accrue in value. Julie had been sixteen before it had dawned on her that the cottage on the edge of Dartmoor wasn’t an investment but a love nest to which her uncle slipped away for trysts with ladies who were too well known to billet within a twenty-mile radius of Charing Cross.

‘He’s here to paint Mrs Millar’s portrait,’ she said.

‘Mr Cavendish?’

‘No, Mr Banbury.’

‘If he’s working on a commission,’ Anna said, ‘why bring the children?’

‘His wife’s expecting again. She’s gone off to stay with her mother.’

‘Did Mr Cavendish tell you all this?’

Julie nodded. ‘Yes.’

‘Did he also happen to mention that Howard Buskin has no father?’

‘No, he didn’t,’ Julie said. ‘Are you sure?’

‘Absolutely. Mother Millar told me,’ Anna said. ‘She called him “my secret shame”, like something out of a trashy novel. She said it would be better to hear it from her lips than anyone else’s.’

‘Can’t say I much care for Mother Millar,’ Julie said.

‘She knows Uncle Otto from the old days.’

‘Everyone knows Uncle Otto from the old days.’

‘I wonder if they were – you know.’

‘Lovers?’ said Julie. ‘Well, I wouldn’t be surprised. Everyone seems to have been in love with everyone else back then.’

‘Except Mama.’

‘Yes, except Mama.’

‘And Papa.’

‘That goes without saying,’ said Julie. ‘Shall I close the window?’

‘I wish you would,’ said Anna. ‘You know how I hate moths.’

Reaching out, Julie found the metal rod, drew the little lead-paned window tight to the frame and clipped the rod to the bolt.

‘Thank you,’ Anna said. ‘Now the lamp.’

Julie snuffed the wick and eased herself into bed by Anna’s side.

There was still no sound outside, nothing but the all-encompassing August night, as dense and silent as the depths of the sea.

She felt her sister stir, heard her sigh.

‘Do you believe in love at first sight?’ Anna asked.

‘No,’ Julie answered. ‘I don’t.’

‘No more do I,’ said Anna and, giving the pillow a thump, turned on her side to sleep.
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Mr Cavendish wasn’t the sort of fellow to let the grass grow under his feet. He arrived at the garden gate before Papa had raked the grate let alone cooked breakfast.

Julie laced her bodice, struggled into her skirt and, opening the little window as wide as it would go, leaned out and peered, blinking, at the foreshortened figures on the path below. Her bladder was uncomfortably full but the water closet was downstairs behind the kitchen and she was far too demure to make use of the chamber pot that nestled beneath the bed. She hopped on one foot, applied her sunniest smile and called out, ‘Good morning, Mr Cavendish.’

Faces tipped up: Papa scowling, Mr Cavendish grinning.

He had spruced himself up for the visit. His striped shirt was spotless and his chewed straw boater had been replaced by a round hat that reminded Julie of a pith helmet. He was clean-shaven, had combed his chestnut curls and in the early morning light looked, she thought, positively scrumptious.

She said, ‘I didn’t hear the cart.’

‘I came on Shanks’s pony.’

‘You walked?’

‘People do, you know.’

‘Julie,’ her father barked, ‘put on some clothes, if you please.’

‘It’s only arms, Papa. I’m sure Mr Cavendish has seen bare arms before.’

Clearly disconcerted at being caught in nightshirt and trousers with his braces hanging down his back like a monkey’s tail, her father was even grumpier than usual at this hour of the morning.

‘Why are you here?’ she enquired. ‘Have you come for breakfast?’

‘A splash of tea would be very welcome,’ Clive Cavendish admitted.

‘Don’t they feed you at Foxhailes?’

‘Julie!’

‘Yes, Papa, yes.’ Then to Mr Cavendish, ‘Down in a tick. Don’t go away.’

‘Fat chance of that,’ said Anna from the bed. ‘Three miles on foot before breakfast. By gum, he’s keen. Is Mr Buskin with him?’

‘It doesn’t look like it.’

Anna stretched her arms above her head and yawned. ‘I suppose I’d better make myself presentable and put in an appearance before he whisks you off.’

‘I doubt if Mr Cavendish will be whisking me anywhere, not if Papa has anything to do with it,’ Julie said. ‘Have you seen my Russian blouse?’

Anna rolled from the bed and planted her feet on the floor.

‘Third drawer down in the chest, I think,’ she said.

Julie fished out the blouse, snatched up Anna’s hairbrush and the toffee tin filled with hairpins and, before her sister could protest, headed off to the water closet downstairs.

If he painted with as much fervour as he ate, Anna thought, Mr Cavendish would soon be rich and famous. It didn’t seem to matter that the sausages were burned and the eggs rubbery or that the bread that Papa had fried was four days old. Mr Cavendish was out to impress and if he’d been presented with a plate of raw entrails would probably have tucked in with just as much relish.

They were seated at the parlour table upon which Julie had tossed a none-too-clean cloth and set out napkins, cruet and cutlery while Papa dressed. He was still unshaven, though, and with a day’s stubble on his chin looked scruffy compared to their guest. He was very smooth and cool, was Mr Cavendish, even while forking food into his mouth.

‘A little more bread, Mr Cavendish?’

‘If there is some, sir, please.’

‘Another sausage?’

‘By all means.’

‘Julie.’

Julie rose dutifully from the table and headed for the kitchen where the frying pan was still spitting on the stove. Anna noted how Mr Cavendish swivelled his eyes to follow her sister out of the room; noted too how Julie added sway to her hips and made her skinny little bottom dance under her plain brown skirt.

‘Bristol?’ her father said.

‘Uh?’ said Mr Cavendish. ‘Oh, yes, Bristol.’

‘And what does your father do there?’

‘He’s a lawyer.’

‘Successful?’ Papa said.

‘Moderately. My brother partners the firm.’

‘Ah, you have a brother?’ Papa said as if that fact surprised him.

‘And two sisters, both married.’

An inquisition was inevitable, Anna supposed. There had been suitors before, nervous young men keen to marry into the business, none of whom had interested Julie in the slightest and none of whom had survived Papa’s interrogations.

‘Do you live at home?’ Papa said.

‘Good heavens, no!’ Mr Cavendish said. ‘I’m the black sheep of the family. Well, no, to be fair that’s not strictly true. My father doesn’t disapprove of what I do. Indeed, I think he’s rather proud of my accomplishments.’

‘Which are?’ said Anna.

‘I had a small show of my watercolours in Maule’s last year.’

‘Yes,’ Papa said, without inflexion. ‘Sold out, I believe.’

Mr Cavendish looked modestly down at his plate. ‘I count myself fortunate that some people like my work.’

‘We mounted one of your copperplates recently: Lily of the Valley.’ Papa paused and added tactfully, ‘Very accomplished.’

‘I’m not awfully fond of the needle,’ Mr Cavendish confessed. ‘Etching’s not something I intend to pursue. I simply don’t have time.’

‘Why is that?’ Papa asked.

An unassuming shrug: ‘Commissions.’

‘Is that why you’re here on Dartmoor?’ Papa said. ‘To sketch ponies?’

‘Ponies?’

‘I thought perhaps you fancied a change from dogs,’ Papa said.

For an instant Mr Cavendish’s mouth opened like that of a fish, then he laughed. ‘Oh, that’s good, sir,’ he said, ‘that’s very good.’

Julie returned from the kitchen, plate in hand. ‘What’s good?’

‘Papa made a joke,’ Anna told her.

‘Really?’ Julie said. ‘He’ll be playing his ukulele next.’

‘Oh, do you play the ukulele, sir?’

‘Of course I don’t,’ Papa said. ‘She’s teasing you, Mr Cavendish.’

‘No, Papa, I’m teasing you.’ Julie planted a kiss on the crown of her father’s head and seated herself at the table. ‘Eat, Mr Cavendish, eat and don’t be shy.’

One more slice of greasy bread and he would throw up all over the tablecloth. He chopped up a sausage, speared two pieces on the fork, shoved them into his mouth and chewed again, manfully.

‘Fresh air has obviously sharpened your appetite,’ the girl, Anna, said.

‘Um,’ he said. ‘Um, yes, it has rather but I admit I’m almost stuffed.’

He had sacrificed several hours of sleep and walked three miles from Foxhailes for Howard’s sake but he was damned if he’d ruin his digestion just to please the irksome little twerp. Tramping cross country to Brampton at the crack of dawn had not been an entirely selfless act, however. The elder Martindale was not without her charms. She was certainly attractive, more so than her sister who, at seventeen, had that moist dewy look that lascivious old-school scoundrels like Edgar found irresistible.

He demolished the remainder of the sausage and pushed the plate away.

The Martindales watched apprehensively as if they expected him to break wind. He brought out his cigarette case, clicked it open and offered it round.

‘Turkish,’ he said, ‘or American?’

Anna shook her head.

‘Turkish, if I may,’ said Julie.

The old man clearly didn’t approve of women smoking but he was incapable of stopping his strong-willed daughter doing what she wished. It might prove amusing to find out just how far Julie Martindale’s rebellious streak could be stretched, Clive thought, as she plucked a cigarette from his case.

He said, ‘I believe you’re heading back to London tomorrow.’

‘Yes,’ the old man said. ‘Holiday over.’

‘I, for one, shan’t be sorry,’ Julie said.

‘I thought you came to Brampton to paint,’ Clive said. ‘A week hardly seems long enough. Doesn’t Dartmoor inspire you?’

‘I’m not a country girl at heart,’ said Julie. ‘Nor am I a painter.’

‘I’ve done my best,’ the old man said. ‘I’ve given them every opportunity.’

‘It’s not your fault, Papa,’ Anna said. ‘We’re just not cut out for it.’

‘I assume,’ Clive said carefully, ‘you’ve taken lessons?’

‘The best money could buy,’ the old man said. ‘Four years of instruction and nothing to show for it.’

‘Who’s your teacher?’ Clive asked.

‘Mr Rodale,’ Anna told him.

Although he’d never heard of Mr Rodale he nodded as if he had. ‘In that case – I mean, if you’re leaving tomorrow, it seems I’ve arrived in the nick of time.’

‘For what?’ Papa Martindale said.

‘To invite you to a picnic.’

‘At Foxhailes?’ said Anna.

‘On the moor,’ Clive said. ‘Bishop’s Brook. Do you know it?’

‘Yes,’ Julie said. ‘We used to paddle there with Uncle Otto years ago.’

‘Bring your books and do a little sketching if you wish, though Edgar will no doubt frown on anything resembling effort.’

‘Who’ll be at this picnic?’ the old man said suspiciously.

‘Everyone.’

‘Including Mr Buskin?’ Anna asked.

‘Without doubt,’ Clive answered and, rather to his surprise, saw her blush.
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The pencil was no thicker than a straw and had a fine hard point, the sort of point that pricked your thumb if you were careless. Anna watched the bird materialise on a blank page of the notebook: wings and tail, head and beak and then the eye – three tiny arcing strokes and a single dot pressed firmly into the paper.

‘What is it?’ she asked.

‘Pied wagtail,’ Clive answered.

‘Where?’

‘There,’ he said. ‘See.’

The black and white bird perched on a stone by the edge of the pool before, conscious of Anna’s scrutiny, it flew away.

Bored by Verity Millar’s aimless prattle, Clive had left the others lounging on the bank of the stream and had wandered off a little way on his own. He supported the notebook with his left hand and drew with his right, quick, flicking strokes of the pencil, casual-seeming yet wholly assured.

Anna was glad she’d left her pastels at home.

She said, ‘What else have you done?’

He turned the leaves of the notebook and she, with a hand on his shoulder, leaned forward to admire the thumbnail sketches. Eight tiny vignettes had been rendered in as many minutes: Verity slouched on her camp chair, featureless but unmistakable; Papa drinking bottled beer, bowler hat tipped back; Edgar Banbury sprawling, long-legged, boot heel propped on boot toe; Howard hugging his knees, sullen as a granite outcrop. Anna envied Mr Cavendish his eye, the artist’s eye that saw things that she would never see.

He turned the page with his fingertip.

‘Your sister,’ he said. ‘Isn’t she pretty?’

Julie paddling with the children in the brook, skirt hoisted to her knees, hands on her hips; Clive had replaced her plain skirt with a floral dress caught up like a cockle-gatherer’s in the manner of a Reynolds or a Millais.

‘Is that really how you see her?’ Anna asked.

‘I do take liberties now and then.’

‘I wonder how you see me.’

He laughed and turned the page once more.

Anna felt a little throb of disappointment. He’d drawn her at the instant she’d turned to look for him, arm raised to shield her eyes, bonnet against her chest, her hair, three or four hasty scribbles, framing a vacuous face.

‘May I have it?’ she said.

‘No, you may not.’

‘Why not?’

‘It’s nothing,’ Clive said. ‘A doodle doesn’t do you justice.’ He rested his head against her skirt and looked up. ‘You’re far too beautiful to capture on a scrap of paper. Edgar could do it, perhaps, but I’m not Edgar.’

‘You’re placating me, aren’t you?’

‘No, I’m—’

‘What’s going on here?’ said a voice behind her.

‘Not a thing, old chap,’ said Clive. ‘I thought you were asleep.’

‘Well, I’m not,’ Howard Buskin said. ‘Have you been working?’

‘Just keeping my hand in.’ Clive slipped the pencil into its sheath, closed the notebook and popped it into a pocket of his shirt. He got nimbly to his feet. ‘Can’t think why you didn’t bring your materials, Howard, now we have two pretty young ladies to model for us.’

Howard Buskin stuck out his hand. ‘Let me see.’

‘Certainly not,’ Clive said.

‘Are you ashamed of what you’ve done?’

‘You’re a fine one to talk,’ Clive said. ‘I’ve never so much as glimpsed one of your drawings. You lock yourself away in that studio of yours like a monk in a cell.’

‘How I choose to work is my business.’

‘And my casual doodles are mine,’ said Clive.

Howard turned on Anna. ‘Have you seen it?’

‘Yes, it’s – it’s lovely.’

‘Ah!’ Howard said. ‘Ah-hah!’

‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ said Clive.

‘Syrup,’ Howard said. ‘Sugar and syrup. You’re nothing but a sentimentalist, Cavendish; a flatterer.’

‘One would be hard pushed not to flatter Miss Martindale.’

‘It’s only a little drawing,’ Anna put in. ‘He drew a bird too, a wagtail.’

‘Oh, yes, a wagtail,’ Howard said. ‘He’s very good with wagtails.’

‘I’m also very good at giving black eyes,’ Clive reminded him.

Howard inhaled noisily through his nostrils. ‘We’ll be packing up soon,’ he said. ‘Mama has a headache. If you want another slice of cake you’d better have it before it goes into the basket.’

Clive bowed. ‘Thank you, Howard.’

He waited, scowling, for Anna to detach herself from Cavendish and return to the remnants of the picnic over which a cloud of insects hovered now. Julie was dressing the little girl, Phoebe, who, with her brother, had scampered in and out of the shallow water all afternoon clad only in knickers and a cotton vest.

‘Miss Martindale,’ Howard said stiffly, ‘are you coming?’

‘In a moment, Mr Buskin,’ Anna said. ‘In a moment.’

He turned and clomped away just as he’d done at Foxhailes yesterday afternoon; a fit of pique that Anna – quite wrongly – mistook for jealousy.

A little after eight, stuffed with green pea soup, beef olives and boiled potatoes, Papa fell asleep in Uncle Otto’s armchair. A brisk little breeze had sprung up and the trees around the cottage whispered uneasily as if they sensed the beginning of the end of summer. As soon as the woman from the village had gone home Julie draped Papa’s cardigan over her shoulders and Anna and she went outside to hold an inquest on the day’s events.

‘I don’t know what to make of him,’ Anna began. ‘One moment he seems to be blowing hot – well, at least lukewarm – and the next he ignores me. Clive says he’s not comfortable with women.’

‘Perhaps,’ Julie said, ‘it’s just you.’

‘Me?’

‘You do tend to have that effect on men.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Anna said. ‘I’m not at all sure I even like him.’

‘He follows you around with his eyes, you know, looking doleful.’

‘Clive says—’

‘You seem to get on well with Clive.’

‘He’s a jolly sight more approachable than Mr Buskin,’ said Anna. ‘Besides, I was curious to see his drawings.’

‘Are they any good?’

‘Lovely,’ Anna said. ‘Quite lovely – for thumbnails, that is.’

‘He drew me, didn’t he?’

Anna paused. ‘Yes, he did – while you were paddling.’

‘I thought as much.’ Julie reached into a pocket in her skirt and produced two crushed cigarettes and a box of kitchen matches.

‘Turkish,’ she said, deep-voiced, ‘or American?’

Anna giggled and watched her sister light up. She accepted one of the cigarettes, held it at arm’s length and poked the air with it in the hope of making a smoke ring. ‘You have to suck first,’ Julie said. ‘It’s just like kissing.’

‘What do you know about kissing?’

‘Not much,’ Julie said. ‘But I’m eager to learn.’

‘Julie!’

‘There’s nothing shocking about that,’ Julie said. ‘Do stop pretending you’re a little innocent, Anna. You must know by now that you – we – that we’re ripe for the picking.’

‘What a horrible thing to say.’

‘It’s true, though. You know it, I know it, and even Papa knows it.’

‘He doesn’t like artists.’

‘He doesn’t like amateurs,’ said Julie. ‘Clive Cavendish is different.’

Anna stuck the cigarette in her mouth and inhaled. She coughed, coughed again and patted her bosom with the flat of her hand.

‘Takes practice,’ said Julie. ‘Like everything else.’

The wind gathered in the trees and rushed off down the lane bowling a few early autumn leaves before it. Julie leaned on the gate and sighed.

‘What’s wrong?’ Anna said.

‘I’m just wondering if we’ll ever see Mr Cavendish again.’

‘I’ll be very surprised if we don’t,’ said Anna.

The wind rattled the windows of the billiard room and made the light flicker. It had been Clarence Millar’s idea to have the house equipped with a new-fangled electrical generator but the job had been done by local tradesmen who had proved less than competent at reading diagrams. It was bad enough in summer, Howard complained, but when the winter gales swept over Dartmoor the place would suddenly be plunged into darkness and some poor soul would have to rush out to the shed behind the kitchens to crank the infernal machine.

‘He had to be different, you see,’ Howard said. ‘He had to be a step ahead of everyone else. Fat lot of good it did him. Left this place in a terrible shambles when he died. He never did understand that England is not America and progress here comes treading slow.’

The bulb flickered again and the fire in the hearth at the end of the long room flared in the wind that strode off the moor, heralding, Clive thought, an end to the hot spell. He must go home soon, back to his studio in Chelsea. He had work to do, studio work, and a commission to lay out, for, unlike Edgar Banbury, whose laziness was legendary, he didn’t paint by fits and starts.

‘It won’t last, you know,’ Howard said.

‘What won’t last?’

‘The light – not with a storm coming.’

‘Is there a storm coming?’ Clive said.

‘Oh, yes,’ Howard said gravely. ‘Can’t you feel it?’

‘I’m surprised you can feel anything, the amount of that stuff you’ve consumed.’

Howard crouched on the couch by the fire and sloshed the liquid in his glass.

‘Whisky,’ he said. ‘Nothing quite like it for drowning one’s sorrows.’

‘Sorrows? What sorrows? Who do you think you are – young Werther?’

‘I have no idea,’ Howard said, ‘what you’re talking about.’

‘It’s a novel, a famous German novel by—’

Howard sat bolt upright. ‘Are you patronising me?’

‘For God’s sake, Howard, don’t be so touchy. If you’d give Miss Martindale half a chance and stop growling like a bear with a bellyache I’m sure she’d find you more interesting.’

‘I don’t care if she finds me interesting,’ Howard said. ‘She’s only a stupid female with nothing in her head but—’

‘Mating,’ Clive suggested.

‘Mating?’

‘I mean marriage.’

Howard emptied his glass. ‘I know what you mean by “mating”. I’m not as green as all that. As for marriage, as for sharing one’s bed with a woman, I can think of few things more disagreeable.’

‘Have you ever shared a bed with a woman?’

Howard rose from the couch, crossed to the cabinet under the cue rack and poured whisky from a decanter. He held the heavy siphon under one arm and fired a jet of soda water into his glass.

‘Did Mama put you up to this?’ he asked.

‘Up to what?’ said Clive.

‘Asking stupid questions,’ Howard said. ‘Mama only wants to marry me off in order to be rid of me.’

‘That,’ Clive said, ‘I doubt. She just wants you to be happy.’

‘Then why doesn’t she leave me alone?’

‘She wants grandchildren, preferably a whole squad of them,’ Clive said. ‘Your mama requires a family, Howard, don’t you see?’

‘She has a family. She has me.’

‘I mean heirs, a line of succession.’

‘She isn’t bloody royalty, though she may think she is,’ Howard said. ‘I’m not going to marry just to please my mama. It’s high time she realised I’m wedded to my art.’

‘Aren’t we all, old son, aren’t we all,’ Clive said. ‘Now, time for bed, don’t you think? It’s fast approaching midnight.’

‘Where – where is everyone?’

‘All sound asleep, I imagine.’

‘I – I’d better say goodnight to Mama.’

‘Probably not a good idea,’ said Clive.

‘She may need help with her corset.’

‘Doesn’t the maid – doesn’t Emily do that?’

‘Not if it’s late, no. I do it.’

‘Really!’ Clive said. ‘Well, one lives and one learns.’

‘Wedded’ – Howard emptied his glass – ‘to my art.’ He rested his brow on Clive’s shoulder. ‘She is lovely, though, isn’t she?’

‘And you, my lad, are blotto,’ Clive said.

He propped Howard against the cue rack and reached out to the electrical light switch which administered a tiny shock when he touched it.

‘Clive?’ Howard said shrilly. ‘Where are you?’

‘I’m here, Howard. I’m here,’ Clive said and steered him out of the billiard room before he could start droning on again about his mother’s stays or the lovely Anna Martindale who, in the great cruel scheme of things, Howard reckoned he would never see again.
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No sooner had August given way to September than the weather broke. Rain poured out of leaden skies and the streets of London were soon awash. Otto Goldstein didn’t mind the rain. What irked him was the paucity of daylight, for, like many craftsmen, he preferred to work in natural light.

He spent the morning at the bench sanding and sizing the battered frame of the Earl of Hayford’s latest acquisition, a massive, storm-tossed seascape ascribed – wrongly in Otto’s opinion – to Willem van de Velde the Younger. He would have pushed on with applying gold leaf but that delicate task required not only light but patience. With a half past noon appointment looming over him, he propped the frame carefully against the wall and took himself upstairs to bathe, shave and change into his second-best lounge suit which was all the trimming that a luncheon in the grill room of the Hyde Park Hotel required.

The girls were playing Parcheesi in the drawing room and to judge by the racket might soon be hurling the pieces at each other. Anna had told him about Julie’s flirtation with the painter, Clive Cavendish. Julie had told him about Howard Buskin’s limping pursuit of Anna and, as if that wasn’t enough, Stanley had chewed his ear about Mrs Millar. Otto had listened attentively, had nodded when appropriate, frowned when disapproval was called for and, for once, had kept his mouth shut. He had no intention of answering the girls’ probing questions about Cavendish, Banbury or his erstwhile acquaintance with Verity Buskin Millar.

He combed his moustache, applied pomade to his thinning locks, buttoned his waistcoat and, not a moment too soon, left his bedroom and hurried across the hall to say goodbye to the girls.

‘No, Anna,’ he barked from the doorway. ‘Put the dice cup down.’

‘It’s not her turn. It’s my turn.’

‘Nothing of the sort,’ Julie piped up. ‘I threw a doublet.’

‘Stop it,’ Otto said. ‘Both of you.’

‘You smell funny,’ Julie said. ‘Is that pomade?’

‘Size, I expect,’ Otto told her.

‘You look very spiffy for a weekday,’ Anna said. ‘Where are you off to?’

‘Albert Gate.’

‘Does Papa know?’ said Julie.

‘I don’t require your papa’s permission to go out to lunch.’

Julie nodded sagely. ‘It’s a woman, isn’t it?’

‘Anyone we know?’ said Anna.

‘I doubt it,’ Otto fibbed.

‘Won’t you at least tell us her name?’

‘Esmeralda.’

‘Is she a model?’ Julie asked.
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