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      Discovering Ted

      
      When Madeline Green was three she made a discovery. Her father was a Ted. Thus far she had thought of him as Daddy. Though
         she knew some people – the milkman and Mrs Turner along the road, for example – called him Mr Green. But this Ted thing was
         a revelation.
      

      
      ‘You’re not Ted,’ she almost scolded. ‘You’re Daddy.’

      
      ‘I’m only Daddy to you,’ he told her. ‘You’re special. My daughter. My friends call me Ted. That’s my name. Like your name
         is Madeline.’
      

      
      He had noticed of late that the little bundle of humanity he washed, fed, helped dress, then left each weekday morning with
         Mrs Turner three doors down was becoming very vocal. As if, from nowhere, she had opinions: ‘Tomatoes aren’t very nice.’ Questions:
         ‘Do frogs have teeth?’ Ted didn’t think so. He wasn’t sure. He noticed that the child, once given to small remarks on the
         obvious, pointing to things, stating what they were – dog, moon, yellow flower – had started stringing words together in small
         strident sentences. She had learned to speak. And, now that she had mastered the art, it seemed she would never stop.
      

      
      Ted would waken to the sound of her chattering to herself in the grey dawn light, and would fall asleep to the childish mutterings
         each evening at seven when he put her to bed. He’d be reading to her, and would often slip into a pleasant slumber himself,
         book open on his knee whilst Madeline lay abed, blanket comforter pressed to her cheek, chattering, disagreeing with the events
         in the storybook.
      

      
      It had happened, this Ted revelation, at one of his little gatherings. Three years a widower, he was slipping back into the
         world. Making friends. Recovering. He was a prominent and very active member of a watercolour society. It was 1959.
      

      
      
      On Sundays, Ted often invited his fellow artists round for lunch. They’d talk, drink wine, and softly, in the background,
         Mahler would sift through the conversations, filling the silences. Swelling riffs of joy and sorrow. Ted always supplied a
         buffet. Open sandwiches which, at the time, were thought avant-garde.
      

      
      It was always the same crowd. Madeline knew them mostly by their knees, and the faces that loomed down at her. Some of the
         faces – Tom’s, Bill’s – were hairy. Some had pipes in their mouths. Some faces were painted, and some smelled of flowers and
         oranges. Some knees were corduroy, some were flannel. Janet’s knees were black, encased in tight trousers that stopped midway
         down her calves. She wore a tight black, slash-necked top and a red scarf at her throat. Her lips and fingernails matched
         the scarf. And once, when Madeline was lining up her dolls under the kitchen table, she’d seen Janet slip her foot from her
         black pump, and noticed that her toenails matched the scarf, too. Madeline had stared at those toes in wonder.
      

      
      Marie wore a full flared skirt with a wide, tight belt. She wore high heels. And a blouse with the collar pulled up. Her lips
         weren’t as red as Janet’s and her nails were shiny, but not coloured. Madeline thought she smelled pink, of pinky things.
         Whilst Janet’s smell was more purple.
      

      
      The men with hairy faces both laughed a lot. One smoked a pipe and wore a blue jumper with his shirt collar flapped over the
         neck. He thought Turner was a genius. Janet said he was stuffy. She said Van Gogh made her weep – such tragedy, such vibrancy.
         Madeline didn’t understand a word of it. But once she’d heard Janet saying to Marie that she liked Mars Bars. Madeline liked
         Mars Bars, too. And puzzled over this information that one of these people who spoke about things she didn’t understand and
         painted her face and toenails could like something she liked.
      

      
      Still, there was the Ted thing. ‘If all these people call you Ted, why can’t I?’ she said. ‘Why do I have to be the only one
         calling you Daddy?’
      

      
      ‘Because I am your daddy. I’m not anyone else’s daddy.’

      
      ‘She’s got a point, though,’ said Janet. ‘She’s a bright little thing.’

      
      
      Madeline looked at her. This woman gave her a funny feeling in her tummy. She was always touching Ted, and looking at him
         and laughing at his jokes. Madeline didn’t like that. He was her Ted. And his funny jokes were for her.
      

      
      Small though she was, she knew a rival when she met one. Though she sat on other knees, she never sat on Janet’s. And she
         would call her daddy Ted, like Janet did. To show her who Ted belonged to. When Janet or Marie spoke to Ted, standing close,
         smiling, looking into his eyes, Madeline would stand beside him, take his hand and stare unblinkingly up at her rival. She
         didn’t plan this, just found herself doing it. She never liked to share Ted. Of course, Ted was too involved in the arty talk
         to notice. But the stare had an effect on Janet and Marie, who would often forget what they were talking about, or start to
         mumble. Guiltily. The child knew what they were up to. Knew that they were after her father.
      

      
      Usually, after one of Ted’s lunches, Madeline would dream. She dreamed of painted faces. And of Ted being gone. She was alone
         in the house, and couldn’t find him anywhere. She would wake up crying, and he’d come to her. Tuck her up, and tell her to
         go back to sleep. He’d make sure she had good dreams this time.
      

      
      ‘It’s a phase,’ Mrs Turner from three doors down told Ted when he complained about the Ted business. The sudden use of his
         first name. ‘It’ll pass.’
      

      
      It didn’t. ‘Bye-bye, Ted,’ Madeline shouted every morning when he left her with Mrs Turner. And ‘Hello, Ted,’ when she rushed
         towards him, arms wide, sandalled feet scudding over patterned carpet, when he collected her again at six o’clock.
      

      
      Mrs Turner was a comfortable woman. Large, with a personality and voice to fit her body. When speaking on the phone, she roared
         as if she did not trust this method of communication. Better shout to make yourself heard. The further away her caller was
         – Liverpool, Inverness, Nova Scotia, when she was in Edinburgh – the louder she yelled. Though it was 1959, she was entombed
         in a distant era, prewar. She wore twinsets that stretched, fascinatingly, over her hefty bust; a straight, tweed, no-nonsense
         skirt, and low-heeled beige shoes that just, and no more, encased her water-logged feet.
      

      
      
      She was of the opinion that what Madeline needed was a good hard smack. Indeed, several good hard smacks on the backside.
         She threatened often: ‘I’ll take the back of my hand to you.’ Or: ‘Any more of that and I’ll put you across my knee and give
         you a damn good hiding.’ But never delivered.
      

      
      Madeline would stand her ground. ‘I’ll tell Ted,’ she’d threaten back. ‘And he’ll give you a smack, too.’

      
      It was enough. ‘You can hit your own,’ she’d tell Babs from upstairs, ‘but you have to leave other folks to sort out theirs.’

      
      Every morning, five to ten, Mrs Turner would put on the kettle, lay out a plate of bourbon biscuits. Then she’d bang on the
         ceiling with a broom handle (this had been going on for so many years the paintwork was pockmarked with small round dents),
         summoning Babs down. Tea was brewing.
      

      
      Babs Todd lived upstairs with her husband, Jim Todd, and Sandy Todd. Sandy was a cat, but he always got his full name. The
         Todds had the top half of the garden, the Turners the bottom.
      

      
      Babs would clatter down the stairs. And she, and Mrs Turner, would sit either side of the fake coal fire in the living room
         and talk. And talk. And talk.
      

      
      Madeline liked the fire. Red plastic, blackened here and there, giving the impression of plastic coal, and lit from below
         by a red bulb, on top of which sat a metal whirly thing that moved with the heat of the bulb, making an effect of actual flames.
         She would sit, listening to the drone of conversation, palms spread before the fake embers, though the heat came from the
         two electric bars above the plastic.
      

      
      The talk fascinated her. Though it seemed senseless. Babs and Mrs Turner spoke about the price of electricity, Mrs Smith’s
         daughter across the road who wore drainpipe jeans and, as Mrs Turner put it, left nothing to the imagination.
      

      
      ‘Men don’t like that,’ she said. ‘Let them wonder,’ she said. ‘Keep them guessing.’

      
      Babs would nod. ‘Absolutely.’

      
      Madeline would stare at Mrs Turner’s formidable bosom and wonder what men would guess about.

      
      
      They discussed recipes. ‘I just used a tin of mushroom soup for the sauce, and it turned out lovely.’ What their husbands
         said, or did not say. ‘I asked him what he thought of the new curtains. But you know Jim, he never says nothing.’
      

      
      Madeline wondered, since Jim never said nothing, why bother to ask him? They talked about such things with such authority,
         Madeline thought they must be important. ‘I got a steak pie from the butcher’s last week and it went down a treat. Lovely.
         Nice pastry. I wasn’t going to buy it, because, you know me, I don’t trust pastry.’
      

      
      Madeline wondered what there was about pastry that you should not trust. It was all so puzzling. She decided, in her little
         way, that she’d come to it all when she grew up. Then she’d understand. Maybe she’d one day be as old as Mrs Turner, and she’d
         talk about pastry too. She didn’t want that.
      

      
      In the background, the wireless would be on, softly; songs of the day would drift out. Ella Fitzgerald sang ‘Paper Moon’.
         Madeline loved that. There were other songs she liked, secret ones that Mrs Turner hated. Jerry Lee Lewis singing ‘Great Balls
         of Fire’ – ‘Goodness gracious . . .’ She sang it for Ted whilst he was preparing her tea. Two eggs, soft-boiled, runny yolks and toast soldiers. ‘“Goodness
         gracious”’ Big shrug. Eyes wide.
      

      
      Ted scooped the eggs, three minutes in boiling water, from the pan. Told her she was a whiz. And gave her a swift blast of
         Buddy Holly. ‘“Rave on . . .”’ he sang. Little hiccups in his voice.
      

      
      A few Sundays before, Ted had been passing his radio when Family Favourites swirled out . . . ‘Corporal Thomson with British Forces in Germany wants to say hello to Mum, Dad, Aunty Peggy, Flora the
         dog, and deepest love to Fiona who he’s going to marry when he gets home in September. He’s asked for Buddy Holly.’ And the
         voice came on. ‘Wellawellawella . . .’ A roll of drums. Ted was hooked. He’d bought several records – ‘Peggy Sue’, ‘Raining In My Heart’, ‘Oh Boy’. He and Madeline
         were practising their jive.
      

      
      Looking up at him, listening to the song, watching his gentle face, Madeline was swamped with love. She vowed that Janet person
         would never steal him from her. She’d never get to be his best pal. He was hers.
      

      
      
      Mornings, bored with the living-room gossip, Madeline would wander into the garden. If she climbed on to the lower branches
         of the sycamore tree she could see over into next-door’s garden and the garden beyond, and beyond that the park where Mrs
         Turner sometimes took her to feed the ducks. She’d stare into the distance and vow that she’d never grow up and talk about
         pastry and curtains and making sauces from tinned mushroom soup. When she climbed down, she would play with Sandy Todd, who
         was unwilling, but suffered. He was scolded. Told he needed a good hard smack. Dressed in a woolly hat and scarf and told
         to watch not catch his death.
      

      
      Mrs Turner was very firm on the matter of catching your death. Children needed to be well wrapped up. She’d dress Madeline,
         on days when it wasn’t terribly chilly, in a vest, a liberty bodice – ‘A liberty bodice,’ Madeline was to say to Annie, years
         later. ‘What the hell kind of garment was that? All fleecy lined and, Christ, it made you sweat’ – a jumper, a pinafore skirt,
         knee-high grey socks held up with elastic garters that bit cruelly into Madeline’s leg and left a red weal. After that, if
         she was going out, there was a long scarf crossed over her chest and secured at the back with a safety pin, then a coat, hat,
         and gloves, made safe by a length of elastic that stretched up one arm and down the other.
      

      
      ‘My God,’ Madeline said to Annie, when they were having one of their nostalgia conversations, ‘how did I move? No wonder we
         all grew up to throw away our bras and wear as little as possible. It was those woolly layers did it. The aftereffects of
         the trauma of being happed up.’
      

      
      Sometimes Mr Turner, who worked shifts on the railway, was home. He was Archie. Madeline was allowed to call him that. Mrs
         Turner was always Mrs Turner. If Ted was her love, Archie was her first real pal. He had time for her. He’d bend down so that
         his face was close to her face. ‘How’s my girlfriend, then?’
      

      
      ‘I’m fine.’

      
      Then he’d put his hand in his pocket. ‘What’s in here?’

      
      Madeline would, on tiptoe, feel into the pocket. Pull out a toffee, or a sixpence. ‘Thank you.’

      
      
      He had time for Madeline’s endless questions: ‘Where is that man going?’ pointing to some innocent person who happened to
         be walking in the street at the same time they were. They’d spend happy hours making up stories about the man. Giving him
         a name. A home. A family. A reason, usually preposterous, for walking along the street.
      

      
      Archie would let Madeline help him polish his shoes. They’d line them up on an old newspaper. A brown pair with holes along
         the toe. And two black pairs. He would put on the polish. Madeline would put her tiny hand inside, hold up the shoe and brush
         till the shoe was shiny.
      

      
      ‘A gentleman,’ Archie told her, ‘always polishes his shoes. That’s how you can tell if a man is a gentleman. Look at his feet.
         Shiny shoes, and you’ll know he’s all right.’
      

      
      ‘Ted hasn’t got shiny shoes,’ Madeline told him.

      
      ‘That’s because they’re suede.’

      
      ‘Suede,’ said Mrs Turner, lifting slices of cod’s roe from the frying pan on to warmed plates. ‘Suede shoes.’ And she tutted.
         She would never trust a man who wore suede shoes. That was how she knew Ted was not a gentleman – his shoes.
      

      
      Archie would take Madeline to the park, where they’d play cricket. Madeline would bat. Archie would rub the ball on his trouser
         leg. Then thunder towards her, hefting the ball high. And bowl the gentlest of shots. Which Madeline would swipe mightily.
         Archie would look as if he was running hard. But he took his time, letting Madeline get several runs. When she tired, he’d
         carry her home on his shoulders. Chatting till he felt her head slowly slump on to his head. She’d sleep.
      

      
      Home, he’d lay her on the sofa. Cover her with an eiderdown that smelled of lavender. Through the melting haze of near slumber,
         Madeline would hear Archie and Mrs Turner talk about her.
      

      
      ‘Poor wee soul,’ she’d say.

      
      On an intake of breath, Archie would agree. ‘Aye. She’s that.’

      
      ‘She needs a proper home. Proper life,’ Mrs Turner would say. Then, a deep and savage breath. ‘That man.’

      
      Madeline knew she meant Ted. But said nothing because she wanted to find out why she was a poor wee soul, and why Ted was that man. But sleep always took her.
      

      
      Ted was a quiet man. Tall. Soft-spoken. A dental mechanic. He made false teeth. Mrs Turner was impressed by that. It was almost
         as good as being a dentist. ‘Good with his hands,’ she’d say. This pleased Madeline, though when Mrs Turner said it she looked
         at her and told her she knew that already.
      

      
      ‘Important,’ Mrs Turner would add. ‘We all need false teeth.’

      
      Ted worked in a lab with half a dozen other mechanics and wasn’t really that important at all. Except to Madeline. Who loved
         him.
      

      
      Ted had been married to Jem, short for Jemima. A florist. She owned a little shop, Bloomers, where she made up elaborate arrangements
         and delivered them by bicycle in the evenings after she closed. She could not afford a van, far less an assistant to mind
         the store whilst she did her rounds in the afternoon. After work, and at weekends, if he was not making an emergency dental
         plate or bridge, Ted would help. He’d cycle across town, flowers pouring from the wicker basket at the front. He’d whistle
         as he went. His coat flapping behind him. The wind at his throat, which was uncovered. Ted hated ties, and rarely wore one.
         Which was another thing that Mrs Turner did not approve of. As was Ted’s choice of shirts – wide blue and white stripes, or
         red; one was ochre. Mrs Turner thought shirts, all shirts, should be white.
      

      
      Ted and Jem had been exquisitely happy. They’d met at a concert in a church hall not far from the West End, just after the
         war. A string quartet had been playing Bach. He’d secretly watched her from across the aisle. And during the interval had
         approached her, shyly. Did she like Bach?
      

      
      ‘Oh yes,’ she enthused. ‘Though,’ small apologetic smile, ‘I prefer Schubert. I know Bach’s music is as near perfection as
         anything could get. But Schubert . . . It’s the tunes. The passion.’ She looked at her feet, feeling foolish. Passion. A woman
         didn’t mention such a thing to a stranger. But Ted nodded his head, agreeing. Passionately. Though, in fact, he was a jazz
         man. He loved Charlie Parker and Louis Armstrong. He’d only gone to the concert because he’d been passing and it had started to rain. But right now, looking at Jem, he was prepared to love Bach. And Schubert, too. Whatever
         it took.
      

      
      He took her to dinner at a tiny humming Italian place. Neither of them was expert at eating pasta. They wrapped it slowly
         round their forks, stuffed it, dripping, into their mouths. For them both, back then, all those years ago, wine was an adventure.
         They got flushed and heady.
      

      
      Next day he took her for a walk through Princes Street Gardens. They watched the trains speeding out of and into Waverley.
         He knew them all – where they’d been, where they were going. He loved trains almost as much as he loved painting watercolours.
         He held her hand, which was cool. Her hands were always cool, as if her blood never reached them. Ted thought her pale and
         fragile. He wanted to protect her, keep her safe. And warm.
      

      
      Within six months they were married. Ted was forty-two, Jem thirty. Ted wanted a family. He thought he was getting old. By
         the time his child was twenty, he’d be sixty-two. At the time that seemed ancient. A baby didn’t happen. They hardly spoke
         about it. If anyone asked, they’d shrug. They didn’t mind. A baby would be lovely. But if it wasn’t meant to be, they were
         happy.
      

      
      Meantime they worked on their house in Ogilvy Avenue. They stripped and polished the floors, put paper shades on the ceiling
         lights. Painted their walls. One red, the other three white.
      

      
      Mrs Turner, passing one evening when the light was on and the curtains open, noticed this; told Archie: ‘That’s not right.
         It looks all funny. A room should all be the same colour. I don’t know about these folks.’
      

      
      Ted and Jem put Van Gogh and Degas prints on their walls. By the window they placed a wicker chair that had three stainless-steel
         legs and a red cushion that matched the wall. They bought a large sofa, and a single armchair. They scoffed at three-piece
         suites. They had style, they thought. Sundays, wearing matching dressing gowns, they’d drink freshly made coffee and read
         The Sunday Times and the Observer. They were happy. They were set. They didn’t need a child.
      

      
      But a child came. Nine years later, when they’d given up on the notion, Madeline came along. Jem had an easy pregnancy. She
         glowed. She knitted. She planned. She worked in the garden, planting delphiniums, foxgloves, lupins, which she loved. She
         collected nappies, little blankets and clothes. Ted bought and restored an old wooden rocking horse. He painted watercolours
         to put in the nursery – a train, its carriages filled with merrymaking cats; an elephant standing quietly in the queue at
         the bus stop. Soon he and Jem would be a family.
      

      
      At thirty-six weeks, Jem went into labour. Anxious and pale, they turned up at the hospital. Jem, belly heaving, waddling
         up to the desk, looking fraught. He, in a pale sweat, hair on end, carrying a small black case. Ted thought their plight looked
         so obvious, he wanted to laugh. They were going to have a baby. Jem was whipped away. Shaved. Given an enema. And wheeled
         into the delivery room. The nurse told Ted he might as well go home. ‘It might be a while,’ she’d said.
      

      
      But Ted wouldn’t leave. He paced. He smoked Senior Service. He fretted.

      
      And, when, six hours later, Madeline was born, he cried. There she was, tiny and bawling. Six pounds four ounces. ‘Small but
         noisy,’ the midwife said. ‘Four weeks early. Too keen to get going. Couldn’t wait.’ Even then, she looked astonishing. She
         was born with a mane of black hair. Jem and Ted wondered at it. Where had she come from? So little, so assured. They weren’t
         like that. Ted was tall, fair. Jem, pale, mousy. They knew they’d done something irrevocable with their lives. Two hours into
         her life, her parents could tell Madeline was a tour de force.
      

      
      Ted couldn’t contain his joy. He was a father. He had a daughter. He took a taxi to the end of Ogilvy Avenue, and ran the
         rest of the way home. He opened the windows, played Rossini. He drank Chianti. He sang along with The Barber of Seville. Swinging his glass. He had a girl. And she was beautiful. He would read her poems. He would open her ears to music, her
         eyes to art, her heart to song. She was perfect.
      

      
      It always plagued him. It always made him keel over with pain, guilt. The phone rang, and rang. And he didn’t hear it. He
         was lost in opera. ‘Figaro, Feegaro, Feeegaro . . .’ he sang. He downed glass after glass of wine. Overjoyed. Singing, and laughing and drinking. That was what he was doing when his beloved Jem died.
      

      
      Madeline was born at ten o’clock. Ted left her and Jem just before midnight. Jem was looking pale, tired but triumphant, and,
         to Ted, more beautiful than he’d ever seen her before. And she always looked beautiful to him. He loved her face. At two in
         the morning that face curled into horror. She haemorrhaged.
      

      
      That hospital rush and clatter. The screens hauled round her bed. Doctors running up the ward. Jem slipped from the world
         apologising for all the fuss she was causing. Apologising to Ted for leaving him. And to her daughter for not being around
         to look after her.
      

      
      Ted went into shock. He could hardly speak. He took Madeline home, and when the health visitor called she’d check the baby,
         weigh her, coo over her, tell her she was just a gorgeous little thing, so she was. Then packing her neat black case, she’d
         turn to Ted: ‘Will you be all right, Mr Green?’ He’d stare at her, mouth slightly open, eyes agape, Adam’s apple trembling.
         Saying nothing. And she’d leave it at that. Saying out loud that of course he would be. Knowing he wouldn’t.
      

      
      Mornings, Ted would wake to the howls of little Madeline needing fed. Needing changed. Needing human comfort, cuddled, touched,
         crooned to. He’d have a second, a fleeting moment of relief, joy. ‘I have a daughter.’ And his heart would ache. ‘Why is that?’
         Then he’d remember. His Jem. His lovely, lovely Jem was no more. He’d never wake to find her sleeping beside him. Never share
         the Sunday papers with her. Never listen to the morning radio with her. Never cycle across town with her flowers. Never anything
         with her again. She was gone.
      

      
      He started to walk with a stoop, as if the pain he felt was a physical weight on his shoulders. He shuffled into each day,
         stiffly, fearing the slightest knock, rebuff or slight. He could bear nothing more. The smallest disasters made him weep.
         With only the tiniest movement of her curtain, the woman across the road saw Ted bend over a broken lupin, and sob.
      

      
      ‘It’s not the lupin he’s grieving,’ said Mrs Turner from three doors down when the matter was discussed at the newsagent’s
         next morning. ‘Sometimes it takes your mind off the main thing to cry over a lupin when your wife’s gone and died, and left you
         with a bairn to care for.’
      

      
      Thinking of that house, and what was going on in there, the pain, the grieving, and the lust for life of little ones, new
         to the world, the stolid heart, beating in the depths of Mrs Turner, beneath the no-nonsense twinset and the sturdy heavy-duty
         bra, stirred.
      

      
      It was a Tuesday and Mrs Turner had just had the lupin conversation with the neighbour from across the road. Walking home,
         she glanced furtively through Ted’s window. The man was standing in the middle of the room, hands by his side and looking
         bewildered, lost, alone. The child was crying. Howling would better describe the racket coming from the house. Mrs Turner
         walked on, contemplating this. She stopped. Stood with her brown shopping bag dangling at her side. It contained a pint of
         milk, a copy of the Daily Mail, a packet of bourbon biscuits and three pounds of potatoes. She stared ahead. Thinking. She was not the interfering sort.
         But . . . sometimes. Sometimes interfering was called for. Even if the man whose life you were about to step into had one
         wall painted a different colour from the other three. She turned. Walked back, stood watching Ted gasping sorrow in his living
         room. She opened the gate, walked up the path and rang the bell.
      

      
      ‘It strikes me,’ she said to Ted when he answered the door, ‘that you need a hand. With the little one, like.’

      
      Ted looked at her. Silently. In years to come, when he recalled this moment, he thought he opened and shut his mouth, fishlike.

      
      ‘Now,’ said Mrs Turner, ‘human beings I’m not good with. I have no idea what they are on about. But babies – babies I know.
         I’ve had four and I can do babies. It strikes me, Mr Green, and just tell me to go away if you think I’m sticking my nose
         in, but it strikes me that right now, the state you’re in, you could do with a hand.’
      

      
      Ted nodded. Somewhere in the house Madeline bawled. And bawled.

      
      ‘Like I said, babies I can do. Feeding, changing, wiping. All that.’

      
      Ted nodded again. And stood.

      
      
      And Mrs Turner knew that if, right now, she did not take matters in hand, terrible things might happen. The child might go
         unfed, might choke, might cry herself to death. If such a thing ever happened to babies. She handed her brown shopping bag
         to Ted – who took it mildly – and walked past him. Straight into the nursery she went. Though she had never before crossed
         the threshold of Ted’s house. It was homing instinct, she would say later. ‘I have a feel for little ones.’ She found Madeline
         in an infant rage. Screaming, red-faced, sweating, small fists clenched.
      

      
      ‘Oh my,’ said Mrs Turner. ‘Oh my, the poor wee soul.’ She scooped up the child. Held her close. Stroked her, patted her back.
         Kissed the tiny damp forehead. ‘Wee soul, wee soul,’ she repeated. She rocked gently back and forth. And heaving, sobbing,
         the child silenced. ‘She just needs a wee cuddle,’ Mrs Turner scolded Ted, but softly, for the man was suffering. ‘She just
         needs you to touch her, hold her. Let her know she’s not alone. She’s only little.’
      

      
      And Ted nodded again. Tears rolling down his unshaven cheeks.

      
      Mrs Turner from three doors down reached out and touched the sodden face. ‘It’ll be fine, Mr Green. You’ll see. We’ll get
         by.’
      

      
      This surprised her for, as she was to tell Archie, ‘I’m not the touching sort. I don’t usually touch people I don’t really
         know. And I certainly wouldn’t want to go touching a man like that. Who wears them kind of clothes and has funny pictures
         on his wall.’
      

      
      Mrs Turner came every morning to care for Madeline. She bathed the child, fed her, trundled her out in her pram every afternoon,
         rain or shine, to let the fresh air into her little lungs. And to let Ted get on with his grieving.
      

      
      ‘I love babies,’ she told Ted. ‘Had four of my own. All flown the nest now. To tell the truth,’ putting Ted’s kettle on Ted’s
         stove to make herself a cup of tea, ‘I can’t be doing with children. When they get up a bit they’ve got minds of their own.
         Answer you back, set about doing things without asking first. They’re never where you put them down. Crawl off exploring.
         But babies are lovely. As human beings go, in categories, like, I’d say babies were top of my list.’ Men, especially men like
         Ted, were bottom.
      

      
      
      Four weeks later, Ted went back to work. Mrs Turner took Madeline every morning at half-past eight. And handed her back at
         six when Ted got home. At first it suited them both. But in the years to come, Ted was to say that if Mrs Turner claimed she
         was not the interfering sort, then she’d found her calling. Interfering came to her naturally. She was born to interfere.
         She read Ted’s mail. Checked his bank statements. Leafed through his watercolours, and voiced opinions about them: ‘You haven’t
         got the hands right here.’ Or: ‘I don’t like the colours of the sky on this one.’ Or: ‘It’s just not right, you painting nudes.
         At your age and with a little one about. She might see that.’ Then a sudden and deeply shocking thought: ‘I hope none of these
         women posed for you. Not here. Not in this very living room.’
      

      
      Ted would shake his head and shuffle his feet and look away. He never was one for confrontations.

      
      As Madeline grew, people, including Ted, wondered where she’d come from. She continued to bear no resemblance to either him
         or Jem. Madeline was a sturdy child, with a tumbling mass of black curls. Ted, to Mrs Turner’s endless scorn, dressed her
         in denim or corduroy dungarees.
      

      
      ‘That’s no way to dress a girl,’ she complained. ‘She’ll grow up with a complex.’

      
      She usually gave Madeline a morning bath, thinking it not right at all that a man bath a little girl, and would afterwards
         change the child into clothes more suitable for a girl. Dresses that tied with a bow at the back. White socks. A kilt in winter.
      

      
      Then there were Ted’s ladies. About three years after Jem died, Ted joined the living again. He had lady friends.

      
      At first, to Mrs Turner’s mortification, when Ted went calling on his ladies, he took Madeline with him. Bundled in blankets,
         she’d lie in the back of his little Renault. When they arrived at Janet’s or Marie’s, or whoever’s (Ted had no intention of
         settling down again, and enjoyed the company of many women), she’d be put to bed in a spare room. She’d lie in the dark, listening
         to distant laughter and music pouring in from other parts of the house. A sliver of light slipping along the bottom of the
         door. And, thinking Ted was being stolen from her, she’d call his name. Tell him she had a sore tummy. Sometimes, in her pink pyjamas, she’d come through to
         the light, the music and laughter. Sit on Ted’s knee and glare at Marie, or Janet, or whoever. He’s mine.
      

      
      At two or three in the morning, Ted would carry her back out to his car. Place her on the back seat. Drive home. Madeline
         always woke. Nights were cool. Still. Quiet. Madeline always loved that time of night. And the malty smell of whisky on a
         man’s breath made her think of Ted.
      

      
      By the time Madeline was five Ted had, in Mrs Turner’s opinion, far too many women friends. She gave him a ticking off.

      
      ‘You have to stop all this womanising. You can’t go taking a child out all times of the night. She’s at school now. She needs
         her proper sleep.’
      

      
      Ted hung his head, and agreed.

      
      After that, Ted’s ladies came to him. They arrived at the house after Madeline was in bed. She only saw them if she got up
         in the night for a drink of water or to visit the lavatory. She knew them by the scents that drifted into her room when they
         went past her door. Or by their voices that spread up from the kitchen where Ted would serve them moussaka with rich red wine.
         And talk about art, and life and love. Madeline would smell strange herbal scents. And alcohol. Hear laughter. Music. And
         soft moans.
      

      
      Saturdays and Sundays, Ted was Madeline’s. And Madeline Ted’s. They would wander through Princes Street Gardens. They’d stand
         on the bridge, watching trains. Ted still knew them all. Where they’d been. Where they were going. He’d whisper names of distant
         places to Madeline. ‘The fifteen forty-three stopping at Waverley, North Berwick, Carlisle, Doncaster, Newcastle . . .’ Him,
         leaning over the railings. Her, no higher than his knees, clutching the iron bars, head pressed against them, infused with
         his excitement. Madeline loved trains. She’d play in the evenings outside the house. Skipping. Chanting, to the slap of rope
         on pavement, the names of the stations between Edinburgh and London.
      

      
      When they’d finished watching trains, Madeline would play on the swings, heaving herself skywards, as Ted sat nearby painting.
         He did meticulous watercolours. Perfect things. Flowers, shrubs and trains. But if she looked at them closely, Madeline would
         see that in the lush green lurked little people. Fairies, angels, devils. In the evenings he would sit at the kitchen table
         with Madeline, teaching her tricks to do with inks and water. Keep your paper flat. A blob of water, now red ink. Drop it
         in the water. Watching as, tongue waggling out of the corner of her mouth, she did as she was told.
      

      
      ‘Now,’ he told her, ‘pull the watery ink out of your little pool with the brush. In lines. Upwards. Downwards. Sideways.’

      
      Thin spidery lines of red-pink ink spread across the page. Madeline painted a giant flower. Water. A blob of blue. Spreading
         out. Green stem. Another flower. Miles Davis’s Sketches of Spain playing on the gramophone. Ted’s cheek against hers. Even after he left her to make a cup of tea she could still feel the
         gentle scratch of his stubble, lingering.
      

      
      When Madeline was ten, Ted started to grow his hair. Madeline thought it lovely. Mrs Turner was horrified.

      
      ‘The man’s a middle-aged hippie,’ she said. ‘That’s not right.’

      
      But Madeline thought Ted was a wonder. Ted was marvellous. Ted could draw flowers. Trains speeding along country tracks, spewing
         great billows of steam. Giant shrubs with secret little people hiding, waving. Ted grew orchids in the greenhouse at the bottom
         of the garden. Tending them, packing them in sphagnum and bark. Collecting rain in the barrel by the greenhouse door, to water
         them. Nothing else was pure enough. Whispering to them. And when the spike budded, then flowered, the place would fill with
         scents that made Madeline high, heady. Ted would sweep Madeline above his head, so she could touch the ceiling.
      

      
      Beside the orchids, he grew his ssshh plants. He held his finger to his lips whenever Madeline mentioned them. ‘Ssshh.’ They
         were a secret. She must not tell anybody about them.
      

      
      ‘Secret plants in our secret garden,’ Ted told her.

      
      And the magic of this pleased her. So she told nobody.

      
      Ted knew all the words to ‘Visions of Johanna’ and ‘Satisfaction’, and would sing along, waving his arms. Now his shirts were
         covered with flowers. Ted would waltz Madeline round the living room. Ted could make moussaka. Ted could boil an egg, white perfectly firm, yolk runny, and toast soldiers, heavy with butter, to dunk
         in it. Ted was all a little girl could want in the world. He was hers. Pull the curtains, lock the door and they were in their
         own little world. She’d help him make supper, singing silly songs together. ‘The Laughing Policeman’, ‘Shrimp Boats Are A
         Comin’. But Mrs Turner thought Ted a bad influence on his daughter.
      

      
      ‘Hair,’ she said to Archie, ‘at his age. He must be past sixty. Heavens above, he’s older than me. He’ll soon be on the pension.
         What a way for a pensioner to behave.’
      

      
      Children in the street followed Ted, shouting, ‘Weirdo! Weirdo!’ And Ted would turn to them and smile.

      
      In school they taunted Madeline: ‘Your dad’s a weirdo. Weirdo.’ She would fight for her father’s honour. Came home bruised,
         cut, hair torn out. ‘I fell,’ she told Ted.
      

      
      Mrs Turner agreed with the juvenile taunters. ‘He’s a weirdo. He shouldn’t be in charge of a wee lass like Madeline.’ She
         seemed to suck herself inward, hug her ordinariness and rightness to her. ‘He’s got weird pictures on the wall. He listens
         to weird music. His house is done up weird. Different coloured walls and no carpets. You need carpets. And it’s a mess. Always
         dishes needing washed. And it smells funny. He wears weird clothes. Flowery shirts, for goodness’ sake. What sort of a man
         wears them? And his hair. Well . . .’ Words failed her. The thought of Ted’s hair made her tremble. It was a disgrace. ‘He’s
         a man. Not just a man. An old man. He’s going about like one of these hippie young ones. Free love and flowers. It’s a scandal.’
      

      
      Archie made his usual intake of breath agreement and said that Ted seemed to grow weird plants as well.

      
      ‘Oh, them’s just orchids.’

      
      ‘No,’ said Archie, ‘the other ones.’

      
      ‘Tomatoes?’

      
      ‘They’re never tomatoes,’ Archie protested.

      
      ‘Oh yes.’ Mrs Turner was sure of this. ‘I asked. And they’re an exotic variety. Moroccan tomatoes.’

      
      Archie looked at her long and hard. ‘Well, just don’t you go eating any of them.’

      
      
      The hostility from three doors down was so thick, so deep, it was almost a tangible thing. It bothered Ted. But only a little.
         He was happy. He thought he was living through fabulous times. He saw only gentle days stretching ahead. Flowers and love.
         Oh, how Jem would have loved it all. The women he saw – and through the years there had been many – were a comfort. Now they
         were all younger than him. And younger by many years. They wore their hair long, and dressed in short skirts or long floating
         dresses. Often they were mistaken for his daughter. They were all beautiful. But they weren’t Jem. He missed her. He had Madeline,
         of course. And she was a joy. A worry and a joy.
      

      
      She brought home letters from school saying she was bright, but spent most of her time in class drawing. Her jotters were
         covered in sketches. Doodles. Sure signs of dreaming. She spent too much time with the folks three doors down. Ted feared
         for her.
      

      
      And so did Mrs Turner. ‘Poor wee soul,’ she said to Madeline. ‘You should have a mum. Girls need mums.’ She was preparing
         a plate of beetroot sandwiches at the time. A speciality of hers. Sliced bread spread with marge, a layer of pickled beetroot
         that turned the whole treat deep and soggy red, then more bread.
      

      
      Hearing this, Madeline raged. ‘I do not need a mum. I have my Ted.’

      
      ‘Ah,’ said Mrs Turner, ‘but what if something happened to Ted? What then?’

      
      Madeline stared at her. What could happen to Ted? He could die. He could get run over on the way to work. A panic set up in
         her heart. Life without Ted was unthinkable.
      

      
      ‘Look at me,’ said Mrs Turner. ‘I’m an orphan.’ She spread her palm across her chest, looked out the window at the huge pink
         hydrangea growing in the border beyond the path. ‘I have nobody.’
      

      
      ‘You have Mr Turner,’ Madeline told her. ‘And your children. And me. And Ted.’

      
      ‘I know. But my mother’s gone, and my father. If tragedy strikes, where will I turn?’

      
      Madeline, then ten years old, didn’t know what to say to that. Up till now, she’d always thought orphans were children who
         wore leather shorts, and wandered the woods, looking forlorn and lost.
      

      
      But ever since that conversation, she waited, secretly, for tragedy to strike. Sometimes she would turn around, looking for
         it. She never did trust happiness. She was always convinced that at the end of every sunny day, rain would come. At the centre
         of every silver lining, was a dark cloud. One day, she was sure, tragedy would strike.
      

      
      Even then, Madeline had that walk. A stride. Knowing where she was going, what she was doing, a determination about her. She
         was considered a handful. A stroppy soul, moving through the world, opinionated, verbose and tiny. And outrageously bold.
      

      
      Madeline, it was, who caused passers-by on the number twelve bus to reel in horror when she was spotted cycling along the
         parapet of a railway bridge. It was a bet. She won a Mars Bar for her derring-do. She took it home, shared it with Ted but
         never told him how she got it.
      

      
      Madeline stood up in class at school and challenged the minister when he was telling the story of the loaves and fishes. ‘I
         don’t think so,’ she said. ‘If that’s possible, why doesn’t someone do that again. Now. So’s we could feed the starving in
         Africa.’ She knew there was starving in Africa. Mrs Turner told her often. Every time she did not eat up all her cabbage,
         or didn’t finish a beetroot sandwich, Mrs Turner pointed out that there were starving in Africa who’d be glad of it.
      

      
      Madeline was considered disruptive in class. Talking. Not paying attention. Drawing in school jotters that were reserved for
         maths or English. It was obvious from when she was five years high, fresh-faced, gap-toothed and argumentative, that she had
         a gift. She could draw, she had a way with shape and colour and light. When she was six she discovered that there were such
         places as art colleges where people went, and all they did was draw or paint and learn about drawing and painting, and artists
         whose paintings she and Ted stood before on Sunday afternoons when they visited the National Gallery.
      

      
      ‘Why can’t I go now?’ she asked Ted. ‘Why do I have to go to ordinary school?’

      
      
      ‘Because you have to learn to read and write,’ he told her. ‘And to count. And what about geography and history?’

      
      ‘I don’t need to know how to count,’ she protested. ‘I won’t ever do that. I want to go to art school.’

      
      From when she was six, her mind was set. She would go to art college. And she would do whatever was necessary at ordinary
         school to get there.
      

      
      As Madeline grew, her relationship with Ted changed. By the time she was seven, she’d stand on a chair every morning, sorting
         his shirt collar.
      

      
      ‘There you go. You look pretty.’

      
      ‘I don’t think I want to look pretty,’ Ted would say.

      
      ‘Of course you do. There’s two kinds of pretty. Ladies’ pretty and men’s pretty. You look like a pretty man.’

      
      ‘Oh well,’ Ted would say, ‘that’ll be fine, then.’

      
      By the time she was ten, she had started to care for him. She shopped, she cooked. She fussed. She made him wear his overcoat
         when the world turned chilly. Wrapped his scarf round his neck, told him to eat his soup when he got home. He needed feeding
         up. There were starving children in Africa who’d be glad of a plate of hot soup, she told him. She was ten going on fifty-two.
      

      
      When Madeline was fourteen, Ted retired. She felt she was losing him. He was slipping from her in the strangest way. It bewildered
         her. Though old for her years, she knew nothing of illness.
      

      
      It started with little things. Ted forgot words. And raged frustration. Sometimes banging his head with his fist as if that
         would loosen the block, release the missing noun. He’d put ordinary things away in strange places – the keys in the fridge,
         the milk with the cleaning things under the sink – then deny doing it. Quite angrily: ‘Of course I didn’t do that. You must
         have done it. Don’t accuse me of being silly.’
      

      
      One morning Ted appeared in the kitchen wearing two shirts. Madeline quietly pointed out that if that was how he wanted to
         go out, perhaps it would be better to wear two that matched, rather than blue and white checks over green and brown checks.
         Ted looked down at himself, puzzled. ‘I don’t remember doing that.’ Then he started to cry. ‘I’m always doing things I don’t remember.’
      

      
      Often, of late, Madeline had seen Ted cry. It always set her off too. ‘It’s no big deal,’ she comforted him. ‘We all do silly
         things sometimes.’ Sniffing. Wiping her eyes with the back of her hand. They stood in the morning kitchen, toast simmering
         to black under the grill, weeping.
      

      
      Three days later, Mrs Turner found Ted wandering along the street wearing his pyjamas. Ten o’clock at night, November and
         bitter, he did not know where he was. He’d been putting the milk bottles out, and had stared out into the black, wondering
         what he was doing. And had set off. Without really knowing where he was going. And outside Mrs Turner’s house had become confused.
         Lost his way. He didn’t know where he was. Panic swirled through him. He tried to open her gate. But couldn’t. This wasn’t
         his gate. Someone had changed it. Who? Jem? Jem wouldn’t do that. Not without telling him. And he was cold. He needed to get
         inside. ‘Jem,’ he wailed into the night. ‘Jem? Why have you changed the gate?’
      

      
      Across the road, curtains moved, faces loomed at windows. Mrs Turner’s light went on. And, wrapping a giant tartan dressing
         gown round her, she came out.
      

      
      ‘Mr Green,’ she said, ‘you’ve got all confused. This isn’t your house. You live down there.’ Pointing to Ted’s front door.

      
      Ted stared at her blankly. Who the hell was she? She wasn’t Jem. ‘You’re not Jem,’ he told her.

      
      ‘No, I’m not. That’s right,’ said Mrs Turner. ‘Let’s get you home before you catch your death.’ She took his hand, led him
         home. Rang the bell. Madeline, who’d been working on her portfolio for art school in her bedroom, unaware of what had been
         going on, appeared at the door.
      

      
      Ted had been expecting Jem. He was thrust into hell. Who was this, answering his own door? ‘You’re not Jem either,’ he shouted.
         Pointing at his daughter. ‘Who are you? Where’s Jem? What have you done with her?’ He pushed past Madeline into the house,
         shouting, ‘Jem. Jem.’ Opening cupboards, staring in. Calling.
      

      
      Madeline looked to Mrs Turner. ‘What’s wrong with him?’

      
      
      ‘He’s gone all confused,’ she said. ‘His mind’s jumbled up.’

      
      Ted was in the kitchen. Shouting for Jem. Madeline went to him. Touched his arm. He was cold. ‘Jem’s dead,’ she said. ‘Remember?’

      
      Madeline would never forget Ted’s response. His face contorted. Gone was the confused, frightened man. For a moment he hated
         her. He raged. Red with rage. ‘You killed her,’ he hissed.
      

      
      ‘No. No.’ Madeline was bewildered. Scared. What was happening? ‘I haven’t killed anyone.’ With clenched fists she beat Ted’s
         chest. ‘What’s got into you? Stop this.’
      

      
      Mrs Turner pulled Madeline away. ‘Now, now.’ Calm voice. ‘This won’t do. Jem died years ago.’ She led Ted to the table, sat
         him down. ‘We’ll have a wee cup of tea. We’ll feel better after that.’ She put on the kettle. Noticing the while that the
         sink could do with bleaching; there were bits of cauliflower blocking the drain. She cleaned them up. Couldn’t help it. Cleaning
         was her forte. The whole house smelled of fish. And the cups were dark brown pottery.
      

      
      ‘Dark brown pottery cups,’ she said to Babs from upstairs next morning over tea and bourbon biscuits. ‘I didn’t like them.
         Arty. And the tea tastes funny. You need proper china for tea.’
      

      
      ‘Oh, absolutely,’ said Babs. ‘Funny about the fishy smell.’

      
      Mrs Turner had served tea. Each cup with two heaped spoons of sugar. ‘Hot, sweet tea. That’s the thing for shock. And we’re
         all a little shocked, I think.’
      

      
      Madeline drank, screwed her face. She never took sugar. Hated the sweetness.

      
      ‘Now,’ said Mrs Turner, ‘what about tomorrow? Do you want me to pop in and mind your dad when you’re at school?’

      
      Madeline shook her head. She’d be fine. And, anyway, she wasn’t going to school tomorrow. ‘I have to wash all the towels and
         sheets,’ she said. ‘On account of the fish.’
      

      
      Two weeks ago, Ted had bought cod for supper. On arriving home he’d absently put it in the airing cupboard and forgotten about
         it. It took a few days for the smell to seep through the house. ‘Fishy smell,’ Madeline would say. ‘Where’s it coming from?’
         She searched. But the airing cupboard didn’t occur to her. It wasn’t till she was getting fresh sheets that she discovered
         four, fetid rotting fish hidden behind a pile of towels. By then the whole cupboard, and everything in it, reeked.
      

      
      Ted got worse. Madeline tried to persuade him to see a doctor. He refused. Insisting, in his lucid moments, that there was
         nothing wrong with him.
      

      
      It was becoming clear to Madeline that she could not keep the world at bay. She hardly slept nights, for fear of what Ted
         might get up to. In a milder moment he took a plate of sausages out to feed his orchids. But at his most turbulent he could
         not be trusted with knives. He often put food on to cook, and forgot about it. Madeline was becoming adept at dousing fires.
         Before going to bed she would switch off the cooker, and hide anything that Ted might use to harm himself. Once, after slashing
         his palm with the vegetable knife, he looked at the wound and demanded to know, ‘Who did that to me?’
      

      
      When she eventually asked for help, it came. And quickly. She was caught sleeping in class, and after a severe scolding from
         her teacher, she broke down. Life was hell. And Ted, her father, was going mad. Her teacher told the headmistress, who phoned
         Madeline’s doctor, who knew, even over the telephone, what was wrong with Ted.
      

      
      ‘Dementia,’ he said.

      
      When Madeline got home from school, the doctor had called. Ted had been taken to hospital for tests. And she, not yet fifteen,
         went to stay with the Turners.
      

      
      Ted was given drugs to stabilise his condition. Madeline came home to live with him. But Ted wasn’t Ted any more. They no
         longer washed up together, singing silly songs. He’d forgotten the words. He didn’t dance her round the living room. His watercolours
         were nightmare clashes of colour, the demons that plagued him. In the greenhouse, the orchids and the ssshh plants withered
         and died.
      

      
      Looking after this new, disorientated Ted, Madeline made discoveries about the old Ted she had loved. Sometimes, as he sat
         alone amidst his confusion and swirling memories, he’d call out. ‘Oh stop that, Janet. Not with the little one through the
         house.’
      

      
      Madeline’s heart would still. She’d remember waking in strange houses. Light filtering under the door, and her father’s laughter
         and boozy scents drifting through the dark. She remembered when the women started to come to this house. How she’d sit in front
         of the television, turning up the volume, programmes that bored her. But she’d sit. Stiff, hostile. Back turned to some scented
         person, who tried to be friendly. Sit, though she needed to go to bed. Tired and hurting. She would not leave Ted and this
         woman alone. She might steal him away.
      

      
      Listening to him, she felt ashamed of herself. If it hadn’t been for her, he might have found a new love. Married again. Then
         he’d call for Jem: ‘Make us a cup of tea, Jem.’ Or: ‘I see the delphiniums are coming up again.’ Outside, the garden had run
         wild. The delphiniums and lupins long gone.
      

      
      Madeline remembered all the meals she ate, a single plate in front of her. Ted at the table across from her, glass in hand,
         watching, drinking, smiling. He’d smoke. First thing he did when he came home from work. Carefully rolling a long cigarette.
         Leaning back. ‘Ah.’ A wicked grin. Evenings he would sit sideways on a chair, legs draped over the arm. Smoking, dreaming.
         Saying nothing.
      

      
      ‘My God,’ she said out loud. ‘The ssshh plants!’ Hand to mouth. Her father had been growing grass. Cannabis.

      
      Next morning she threw all the withered, dried and now lifeless things out. With nurses and the doctor calling regularly they
         could get found. Ted could get into trouble. Ted, her Ted. A lady’s man, pot smoker and drinker. But he’d been lovely. Madeline
         looked at him, sitting in the living room, lost from her, and ached to have him back.
      

      
      Six months later, Ted was too ill for her to look after. On the doctor’s advice he was put in a home. The strain of looking
         after him took its toll on Madeline. She failed all her exams. Her teachers said she could do resits. All was not lost. When
         the exam board heard of her circumstances, they would consider her case. But Madeline didn’t care. She was drained, physically
         from looking after Ted, emotionally from losing him. Exhausted and lonely, sixteen years old, she left school. Took a job
         in a department store, selling shoes. It was work. It was money. ‘Stuff art,’ she said. A kind of defiance. She didn’t really
         mean it.
      

      
      
      She remembered Mrs Turner’s words: ‘What will you do if something happens to Ted? If tragedy strikes?’

      
      Back then, she had shrugged. She didn’t know. Now she still shrugged. Damned if she knew. Damned if she cared.

      
      She was determined not to let anybody see how much she cared. She chewed gum, answered in a monotone when people spoke to
         her. She mastered the art of looking bored.
      

      
      Only at night, when she slept, did her pain come to her. She dreamed lonely dreams. Once she dreamed that Ted lived high in
         some distant foreign mountains, in a huge white castle. His hair was in a ponytail, and he wore a dark aubergine shirt. He
         was sitting behind an old writing desk with a padded leather top. The curtains were aubergine, as was a chair in the corner.
         They matched the shirt. Though she’d come miles and miles to visit him, he paid her no attention. Did not look at her. He
         instructed a maid, dressed in black and white, to take her to her room. The room was white, cool, a bed in the corner. White
         bedspread. Looking through the open window, Madeline could see forest. Swaying treetops. Vividly coloured birds flying far
         beneath her. Suddenly she took a long white pole from the corner, ran top speed across the floor, and vaulted from the window.
         She was flying. High, high above the forest, holding on to the pole. Horizontal. All the forest sounds floated up. She looked
         round. The maid was standing watching, aghast. Her father was still sitting at his desk in his aubergine shirt. Not looking
         at her. Quite oblivious of her performance.
      

      
      When she woke, she could hardly believe she was in Mrs Turner’s spare room. She switched on the bedside light. Looked around.
         She could remember every sleeping moment. It astounded her. She called this her aubergine dream. And never forgot it.
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