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	Lorina Liddell, the elder sister of Alice, could easily have become Mrs Charles Dodgson; but she risked her reputation and standing in Victorian society by allowing herself to be photographed in the nude at the age of 14.


	(A period nude photograph actually exists of a girl who is probably Lorina; and Dodgson was probably the photographer.)


	As an adult, Lorina begins a letter to her younger sister, Alice, when she discovers that Alice is considering naming a child after Lewis Carroll. The idea alarms Lorina and it brings to mind complicated feelings of jealousy, betrayal and first love. 


	Lorina understands how she was used by “Dodo”, her pet name for Charles Dodgson – the author Lewis Carroll; but she often feels compelled to defend him and explain her actions. Through the letter, Alice learns how the relationship developed between Lorina and Dodgson, and how it could easily have ended in marriage.


	Even the sisters’ mother, ‘The Kingfisher’ decided that a match would not be totally inappropriate: despite the vast gulf in age between the teenaged Lorina and the mathematics don and writer, already on the edge of middle age.


	At the key moment, it is Lorina who draws away from Dodgson, - when she realises how a disturbing pattern is developing in Dodgson’s behaviour, particularly in his manner towards Alice and a female friend: a servant with whom she is emotionally and erotically involved.


	Driven partly by jealously and partly by the feeling that Alice and her friend must be protected, she seeks revenge.


	Lorina realises that she is the grown-up and that Dodgson is a still a wilful and compulsive child. She goes to her mother and reveals embarrassing secrets. Her mother realises that her daughter’s reputation has been compromised, but no blame is attached to Dodgson, “for men will be men”.


	A rift develops, however, and will always exist from then on, between the Liddell family and Dodgson.


	 


	I undressed behind the tall lacquered screen and distracted myself by admiring the scenes on its three sepia panels. It seemed for a while as though I had been transported to ancient Cathay, for there were inky pagodas by an immense wooden bridge, and oxen were crossing.


	 In the distance there were mountains and above them, high above them, storm clouds were gathering. 


	My boots were off and lay discarded on their side, like tumbled towers. My scrunched-up socks, beside them, appeared to be unusually white and somehow forlorn.


	But it was grand to have bare calves, - a delicious, rare luxury, which gave me the shivers. 


	However, despite the enchantment, I paused before letting down my pantalettes, for I knew as well as I knew my prayers that was not decent and I risked my place in Society. 


	Dodgson was neither my husband nor my intended, at least in the eyes of the World, and he had no right to see me denuded of modesty. But I had been persuaded. I wanted him to see me, for the thought excited me greatly, I confess it. 


	So you see, dear Alice, although you may come to scowl at Dodo’s name, and with good cause, you must also spare no ire for your sister, for I was his willing accomplice. I wanted it to happen and it did.


	I undid the lace bow of my pantalettes and let them fall. It was thrilling to step out of the white cotton waves, as if I had entered a different element, from sea to land. My chemise too was discarded, in a similar fashion, and now I was merely myself, with my breasts hanging free and weighty in a warm summer’s draught, and my aching teats were little brown pegs.


	I was almost a woman, I knew it. But an odd thought crossed my mind; - perhaps I was already too old for him? 


	Already my wound had a stripe of brown hair, to guide a man’s eyes to the place. But Dodgson, I had come to realise, was not a man like other men. In a dark room you would sense his presence as the presence of a child. 


	I touched myself, for the first time pressing a finger into the cleft, parting my secret lips, almost absent-mindedly. It was a most stimulating friction and I could not prevent it. I was too enchanted by the sensation, by its power.


	But would he find me unattractive, – repulsive even? That would have been too much to endure. I loved his eyes, those grey, glittering eyes, and I wanted him to find me fair. 


	I stepped out from behind the screen and Dodo looked up from the table, from his glass plates and his curious little bottles, and he froze.


	“How do you want me?” I said, quietly.


	He nodded. Those eyes seemed glazed, as though he had been wounded and sought to conceal it.


	“Do you remember the statue game?” he asked. There was no stutter, no hesitation, and this surprised me, given the tangible tension in the air. It was as though he had sipped from one of his little bottles, one of his own potions, and had turned into someone else for the hour.


	But the question was in order. Everything, as you know, became a game for Dodo.


	I raised my eyebrows, accepting what would happen and needing that contact. He had to accept me. I would not let him reject me.


	By now my bloom was open, open utterly for the first occasion, and the little boatman, before then properly concealed by folds, was throbbing and uncomfortably hot.


	The studio was so quiet. I could hear my heartbeat. I could hear everything. Nothing escaped me.
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