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He caught me in his silken net,
And shut me in his gilded cage.

He loves to sit and hear me sing,
Then, laughing, sports and plays with me;
Then stretches out my golden wing,
And mocks my loss of liberty.

from ‘The Prince of Love’
by William Blake


I. ONE FLESH


Prologue

The people in the village left them alone. It was a remote part of Provence, the villagers were untravelled, unsophisticated, suspicious of strangers. The woman was too grand for them; the man too shy and, moreover, a painter; as for the child, she was outrageous. Licence was given her which shocked the hearts of the village women who had entered the twentieth century with a reproving sniff, not to be taken in by it. Even Félicité, their maid, was an outsider, coming from a neighbouring valley, unused to the ways of this place—asking for bread baked in the shape of a heart indeed! Overtures had been made of course by those who considered it their duty to embrace new arrivals, especially such interesting guests as these promised to be: but the woman’s pride and the man’s foreign politeness had repelled even the sturdiest social creepers. They were left alone and, the village noticed with some satisfaction, they appeared to suffer from the isolation.

Certainly there was no harmony in the picture which presented itself on this morning as on so many: Monsieur in front with his canvas and his easel; Madame—or rather—well, who?—clearly she had a title but firmly she shut out her adopted home from all knowledge of it—she, whoever she might be, trailing behind, parasol, lilac dress almost sweeping the dust, a beautiful woman but bold, you could tell, and restless; then Félicité plodding yet more paces in the rear looking forward to her mistress fearfully and backward to her charge furiously: the little girl dallied on, dabbled at what took her fancy, tired out the women by the playfulness which delighted her father. The four of them, in a line against the sky. Like Indians, said M. de Dumas, the apothecary, who had travelled; tout à fait comme les noirs!

And indeed the hill which they climbed every morning could have been a mountain jungle, so wearily did they appear to hack their way through the thin air, trying to keep in touch. Finally, at the summit, where an old castle was in a pleasant state of ruin, they would gather to a halt: he would set up his easel; she would look out for a cool place and take out her novel; and Félicité would be told to amuse the child. The mother kissed her now and then but preferred not to be involved; she liked her daughter to be about her, she maintained, though not too close or too often—if only she had not detested solitude so much she could have returned to the house they had taken, bare and ugly though it was, and been rid of all the inconvenience of these dependents. It was fear which brought her out en famille.

The child would play nearby, loving to watch her father so grandly sitting there and her mother dozing in the shade. Then, having secured them, she would begin to tease Félicité, only half aware how much she tormented the old peasant woman by her games.

The lavender was coming out. The child grew wild at the smell of it. She wanted to hurl herself into those fields, to smother the lean-stalked flowers into her face: she wanted to bedeck her life in the sensations which came from this wonderful magic smell. The real world rolled into the little girl’s mind on the back of this dreamy, potent scent. She dodged away from Félicité and wandered about the fields entranced. The olive trees gave her occasional shade. Lavender as far as she could see; she thought it went on forever—to the snow-topped Alps on the horizon, then beyond to foreign lands, to where her father came from; to heaven itself, this beautiful aroma.

On that day she went so far that she lost herself and was alone and began to cry. They found her late in the afternoon, exhausted, asleep, beside a river. She was feverish for some days afterwards. Félicité was dismissed. And in the spring they moved to another, similar, village.


Chapter One

Like many others, Rosemary Lewis was conceived in the hope of restoring a great love and born to destroy it forever.

Her arrival blotted up all the remaining passion between husband and wife and they could only hope that affection at least would be sustained by their daughter’s growth. They lived in France, in the South, where his landscapes—English, exact, appealing—and her small inheritance combined to provide them with a sufficient living but a restrained style. She was disappointed. She had married a painter in order to live like an artist and an Englishman to escape the European haute bourgeoisie. But once the fever of rebellion had passed she found herself with a provincial life and a man whose habits and compositions were as predictable and neat as the hours and ledgers of a conscientious bank clerk.

The Great War came just in time for them all. Rosemary was then six and perturbed by the strain and mystery: her mother was in despair at the deceits she forced herself to practise daily, and her father was relieved to have such an honourable line of retreat. He went to London to join the Artists’ Rifles, bringing his daughter with him to England, for safety, they agreed.

She was taken to the far north, to Thurston, a small market town on the northern edge of the Lake District. There, cold, isolated and foreign, she was placed in the house of his relatives, Lawrence and Sarah Armstrong, a brother and sister who lived together, bachelor and spinster, Lawrence a clock-maker and local antiquarian, Sarah, his elder, his housekeeper, and a buttress of the Anglican church.

News of her father’s death did not reach Rosemary until months after its actual date. It came from her mother, already remarried, and, judging from the crested notepaper, once more back in her class—though a well-informed look at the ornate flourishes on the emblem might have suspected the security of the title-holder. Written in a mixture of schoolgirl English and elaborate French, it began a six months’ correspondence between Thurston and Forcalquier—the village in Provence where she was newly settled—and at the end of that period, Lawrence Armstrong could draw only one conclusion. Rosemary was not wanted by her own mother. He discussed this awful fact with his sister, swearing her to eternal secrecy. The clock-maker was already fond of Rosemary and the realization of such an injustice stirred his feelings deeply. Though dismayed a little at the prospect before her, Sarah, not as fond of the strange child, girded up her Charity and determined to demonstrate that certain people knew what was what. Their joint and solemn letter made it clear that were Rosemary to stay in Thurston “as things are” and “for a time”, and “being so settled” the pleasure—Sarah pursed her lips grimly at Lawrence’s lavish and not jointly accurate choice of that word—the pleasure would be all theirs.

Gifts from abroad followed the calendar—birthdays, saints’ days, Christmas and Easter—and though they began with spectacular packaging and embarrassing richness, they soon fell away. The crested notepaper went. The niche in Forcalquier went—never to be regained. Addresses were in ever more exotic locations, ever changing—something which dismayed Lawrence and intrigued Sarah; but whereas his final opinion included admiration, hers was wholly disapproving. Just as he was moved to speculate about the baubles of Catholicism which arrived from the Mediterranean—crosses, pictures, beads—while Sarah was concerned only to burn them.

Towards the end, the presents arrived late, frequently spoiled through careless packaging. Often as not it was a box of sweets or something grabbed, you could tell, at a station or in the nearest cheap souvenir shop—a whistle in the shape of a watering can, a small bull in black velvet, a Georges Sand novel—objects most treasured by Rosemary.

Lawrence wrote informative and kindly meant letters twice a year and always said that Rosemary could return to France whenever she might be wanted, and never failed to add that her mother was welcome in Thurston whenever she wanted. One of the few of these letters to get through drew such an enthusiastic response about coming to “cher Angleterre” and “commencing life anew in your country” that the child was spun into a vortex of excitement for weeks. But nothing came of it, and Rosemary pined into an illness which stayed with her throughout that winter.

Finally there was the strain of the last year when neither presents nor letters came: not even a postcard. Lawrence Armstrong went to France, to the last address, which he discovered to belong to a small, cheap hotel in Marseille near the docks. It was here she had died after her many flights. He brought back her ashes in a brown Provençal urn. The Roman Catholic church would not accept such remains. She was buried in Thurston cemetery, on a small hill which looked clear over to the fells, and the decencies were done by the Anglican vicar, a friend of Armstrong’s and a fellow antiquarian. She had died, Lawrence told the curious, of “something like malaria”.

Rosemary was just turned fifteen.


Chapter Two

She had learned English rapidly and well: Sarah dressed her “like everybody else” (“everybody”, that is, who thought “anything” of themselves): she went to the Church of England primary school behind Market Hill, then up to the National School and on to Thomlinson, a girls’ school, where Lawrence paid a small fee for her to be gently taught lessons and strictly disciplined on manners.

Thurston was a typical northern market town with a couple of useful small factories which joined it to Industrial England. Its four thousand inhabitants were a fair microcosm of English life; its habits were provincial but no more so than that of every other place further than twenty miles from London. Between them, Lawrence and Sarah participated in a great deal which life in Thurston had to offer, and their commitment was founded in entire familiarity with people, place and country. All in all, Rosemary came to a town which was capable of absorbing her as completely as it had absorbed many others and to a household which was as sure in its local and emotional roots as in its unassailable right of freehold on the property which sheltered it.

Rosemary was a good mimic and although this talent disturbed Sarah and seemed to mock the holiness of certain acts, yet it served her very well in the beginning. At Sunday School, for example, she was as obedient (and this was the important fact) as humanly possible although the nature of the obedience—which Sarah saw when she and Lawrence took her to Matins and Evensong—somehow rankled with the middle-aged spinster. The Sunday-School prizes were always for attendance—which was Sarah’s department; never for achievement—which was Rosemary’s own. The girl could remember every single incident component to an event which had impressed her and be patient to tease and spell them all out: but she would never remember the books of the Old Testament in their correct order.

Only very hesitantly did Sarah admit this to herself because, of all the Christian texts, that of judging not lest ye be judged was closest to her severe conscience (as it needed to be with such a gossipy body), but in the end, when all was said and done, it had to be considered that Rosemary did not believe in any of it. God, Christ, the thieves, the miracles, the Church, the parables, obedience, Sunday School, none of it. Somehow, at bottom, it was no more than an act. Yet having concluded that, the troubled soul would discover, within the week, an altar in the girl’s bedroom; cross, beads, candles and images. She would destroy such mummeries, to the most painful imprecations from the contradictory child.

“Proper little English girl,” they would say as she stopped in the street on a shopping expedition with her “uncle” Lawrence: “You’ve made her into a real nice Thurston lass,” friends would say, soothingly, to the difficult Miss Armstrong when they could see from the glitter in the pupil that all was not well between the grown and the growing women. The general opinion though was that Lawrence and Sarah had “got her beautiful”.

There were times when the unquiet heart of middle-aged Sarah Jane Armstrong, spinster of the parish of St Mary’s, Thurston, was stilled and consoled and even thrilled by the pleasure she found in what she had wrought in the starved-looking little stranger who had arrived out of the blue and howled like a dog, horribly and so unnervingly at the news of her father’s death. She saw her fill out with stolid Cumbrian meals and long though troubled sleep. She loved her race to embrace the language and even the local accent was the more enjoyable in those early days because the little girl spoke it so charmingly. Later it was to be eradicated by Sarah—who always retained her own accent, however, and was not a bit ashamed of it. She was much tickled when Rosemary imitated some of Lawrence’s ways and flattered when she caught reflections of herself in the small body. Moved, sometimes, too, by the unexpected nature of the concern and the uncommonness of the curiosity in the child. And thankful, when she saw the small head on the pillow, that she could be so useful to another creature, and that she had been called to do God’s work in this way.

Yet despite the steady suck of the town, despite the kindly influence of Lawrence and the well-intentioned pressure of Sarah, despite her own instincts which recognized a course of self-protection and tried to adapt to it, Rosemary did not quite fit. It could be seen even in her clothes, which were always rigorously arranged in English order by Sarah before school and returned, not plain untidy like the clothes of a robust English girl, but somehow careless, coquettish, often with a flower in a buttonhole or even in her hair. In the talk, too, once the drive for grammar and vocabulary had yielded its treasure, Rosemary was content to bob on the surface of accent—never settling. In everything she did, you could always pick her out, not on account of excellence (though that, too, would have embarrassed Sarah, not as much, but to some extent) but because she was different. And this difference chafed at Sarah every day of their life together.

Her looks were never defined. She could look wonderfully attractive but it was so difficult to pin it down. Sarah would never call her “pretty”; “lovely” was wrong although it was nearer—“beautiful” was reserved for flowers or furniture—“distinguished” was out of reach—“different”, alas, was the word which came to the rescue. “Different” spoken touchingly, admiringly, thoughtfully, with all the intonations of praise.

Her face was oval, not sweetly so, too broad about the cheekbones for that, but never faltering in the clean oval line. The nose, the index of the face, was strong, defiant, aggressive. Hair dark auburn, waving naturally and springing up from the head vigorously. A skin which was not quite white—not cream-white like the skin of some Thurston girls, nor white quick to respond to sun or hard weather—a pale skin which could seem tired and weak but then again could transmit a sense of herself which made the flesh soften and shine, almost translucently. Sometimes her mouth appeared thin, at other times it was full: in repose it was rather a delicate mouth, the lips long but not emphatically shaped. The eyes held you. Even people who did not much notice children were aware of that. They pinned you to yourself. Grey-blue with large pupils, bubbling with a sense of inner pleasure when she was on form, delighting in the world and irresistibly calling on you to share the pleasure which was both open to all and a delicious secret between herself and the person her glance had blessed. They seemed to absorb the spectator instantly, those eyes, and know him, appraising, flattering him with such complete attention but making him so conscious of himself that, in time, he might come to feel he was being almost “watched”. Yet these same beautiful eyes could sink into bony sockets of desolate misery which changed her face completely and made you look away as if embarrassed to intrude on private grief so intense.

So you could never rely on the way she might look. Her state of mind was so volatile and had such an immediate effect on her state of body that you could fix her in your mind at mid-day and meet such a different character in the evening as might be a different person altogether. It was very unsettling.

There seemed a basic lack of consideration for the limits of others’ tolerance in this as in her way with friends. At school it took her some time to uncurl from the tight and beleaguered position in which, at first, she set herself. Everyone seemed hateful and she ground their funny names around in her mind-Huntingdon, Parks, Lightfoot, Johnston, Middleton, Ritson, Corrigan, Connolly, Ismay, Hetherington, Robinson—syllable by syllable she whispered them to herself in her mind’s voice and tried to chase out the fear by mockery. Tom, tom, tom; Hunt, Light, Middle, Stamp, Rob; Son, Rit, Parks, May, Hether; Tom, Tom, Johnston. The kindly disposed but strictly trained teachers—Miss Ivinson, Miss Steele, Miss Moffat—worried her by their concern or offended her by their apparent neglect. The school behind Market Hill was gloomy and damp in winter and on good summer days the treat of walking up to the vicarage to take lessons in the grounds was no treat for Rosemary who hated being stared at as she walked through the town in a crocodile line, hated, hated the fact of being so easy to identify. And besides, she was a little anxious, until quite old, about how to get back home if she started off from a place other than the usual place. Then she found friends.

Lawrence was impressed by the violence and changeability of her passions. Sarah was not. She saw the Thurston children—with whom she sided no matter how hard she tried to remember her responsibility to Rosemary—and knew that they were as baffled as she was by the contradictions in the strange child—now demanding leadership, now easy, placatory, tolerant, even servile, then indifferent and cutting: opening for the embrace at one moment, a stir on the surface of things and tight shut as a fist. There was a wariness in the local children which Sarah understood and with which she sympathized.

Yet, to make it difficult, as it always was with Rosemary, she managed to retain one friend throughout her schooldays, into adolescence and, judging from the state of things, would keep her for the life-time. Nor was this friend a dependent, someone picked up and patronized by Rosemary: nor a slow country girl dazzled by the “half-breed” (which is what the children dubbed her at first): but none other than Jean Holmes, the prettiest, cleverest and nicest sort of person you could meet with in the entire county. Jean Holmes, short straight silky black hair, fine skin easily bronzed, lithe, co-ordinated in ways which escaped Rosemary and steady in a manner which totally eluded her: daughter of pleasant Thurston people, neither showy nor lacking but excellently respectable: Jean Holmes, who could play tennis very well and was good in the Guides; who was to be Head Girl of Thomlinson School and then become the girl everyone wanted to be served by in the local Post Office. To Sarah, and to a few others who took an interest in these things, the alliance was unfathomable. But there was no doubting its strength. Nor did it depend on daily nourishment or great two-way schemes; it was always there whenever the girls wanted to enjoy it. What puzzled Sarah most of all was that between the two of them it was Rosemary who took the lead. Jean revelled in her companionship and awareness of this greatly increased Sarah’s respect for her charge.

Jean could become intoxicated by her friend, finding in her qualities and surprises which she discovered nowhere else. Rosemary was glorious. She would sniff at objects and facts as Lawrence did and then, if she found her store of information inadequate, she would imagine the rest, fantasize and lie, invent and corrupt the truth, adorning even the dullest matter with flourishes of fancy or bandaging it into an ageless mystery. Jean, who lived in a cheerful, accurate world, was very moved by these fictions, never calling them deceits even when they were revealed as untruths, as often they were by Sarah or by time. But Jean felt a part of her being nourished by these inventions of Rosemary’s, something in her which could have died unawakened had been stirred by her friend and was kept alive only by her. There were times when Jean was irritated with confusion at Rosemary’s behaviour and times when anyone just a little less secure of her position on the planet would have been frightened by the aimless excesses of the stranger—but a few moments back in her own house stilled this perturbation in a placid pond of family tranquillity. It was with Rosemary that Jean had her greatest adventures—though the word came from Rosemary to whom, on certain days, a short walk along a common field could be called and become an “unforgettable adventure”. “Oh Rosemary,” Jean used to chide her, lovingly, “there’s no need to go that far”: wanting her to go even further.

Her progress was erratic. At school she was gifted for literature and language but would become disenchanted with the set books for the former and the rules which pertained to the latter and come bottom of the class—to her form-mistress’ irritation, Jean’s consternation (Jean would always be in the first six) and her own self-amused gloom. Mathematics she found extremely tough, loved, and battled with ferociously adopting logic which infuriated the teacher and yet finally gained his admiration. Latin came easily but she was sloppy and the talent was no help. She was so nervous about French, so insistent on the rightness of everything she said or wrote in her mother’s tongue and yet so prone to mistakes that each lesson was a painful forty minutes, best spent dreaming of something else entirely. A disproportionate amount of her time was spent in such dreaming—“dreamer”—a dreaded term of abuse—was often thrown at her and soon crept into her reports. “She continues to be too much of a dreamer,” the headmistress of the girls’ school would write, sorrowfully, “and she demands too much attention. Must try harder.” She was not very good at games.

The decision to allow her to stay on at school was Lawrence’s. Sarah thought she ought to leave and learn to earn a living; the headmistress could not press for the retention of a star pupil; and Rosemary did not address herself to the matter at all seriously. But Lawrence did not want her out in the world sooner than necessary. She needed time, he thought, and while he could afford it, she would have that.

Unfortunately, she decided that she must concentrate on French and Latin. She took English to make up the number of subjects necessary for sixth-form study, but the struggle really lay between the dead tongue and her first language. Lawrence, whose interest in the girl grew steadily and ever more strongly (within the limits he imposed on all external relations from within his bachelor keep) tried his best to dissuade her, seeing only distress in the French and failure in the Latin, with the English as erratic as ever. He was joined in this by the mathematics teacher who brandished her latest quite exceptional results before the headmistress and made an unexpected scene, saying that she was the best mathematical brain the school had had in his time and it was disgraceful the way in which the brightest pupils in girls’ schools always went for the Arts. The headmistress’ reply that she was not one of the brightest pupils only made him more angry.

But Rosemary would not budge and soon everyone tired of trying to influence her.

Her career at school from then on was disastrous. “Sixth-Formers,” the headmistress wrote, sadly but firmly in her royal blue ink, “are expected to work at the subjects they have freely chosen and in their behaviour to set an example to the rest of the school. I am afraid Rosemary fails on both counts.” Distressed by her poor performance, Rosemary began to take it out on the rules and there was a limit to the amount of cover even Jean could give to her. Moreover there was the unpleasant and unmistakable fact that in any general argument—such as occurred on a small but significant number of occasions when the staff relaxed and treated the older girls as adults—Rosemary would not only insist on being contentious but never hesitate to show superiority wherever she had it. This was quite often, because the range of possibilities in her mind and the fearlessness which was part of her character both found great sport in conversation. It was her métier. The teachers, especially the head teacher, did not like it and would often respond brutally, by sarcasm and personal mockery which had Rosemary squirming helplessly. Academically, where she longed to succeed, she was trapped in the triangle of French, Latin and English literature which seemed designed to pull at her in the most profound and exhausting ways: the more she threw herself into it the tighter the bonds became. And when she shone—in debates—she could expect only criticism. After a year the girl was gaunt from the failure: at the beginning of the second year she went down with bronchitis which clung on and clung on until Lawrence came to the conclusion that the best medicine was to take her away from the school. She did not resist his suggestion, nor did those who had tried to educate her.

During these sick months, Lawrence anxiously noted an important change. She went into herself and feared to engage the world, kept her boldness private.

Harold Sowerby would visit her to cheer her up. He was a man of Lawrence’s age—like Lawrence a steady bachelor, pleased “to be settled” in his way. But a bit of a snob. In Rosemary, he thought he detected signs of “a real lady” (the crested notepaper hurried along the first suspicion) and decided to call her “Milady”. Rosemary was puzzled and indifferent. Harold was a simpler man than Lawrence and had only recently lost his mother—“whose hearth,” he would say “I never left throughout her long and happy life.” He was a great churchman, a church warden and also, odd for a man, they said, interested in flower arrangements. His own garden supplied bucketfuls in summer and in winter his inventions with evergreens were widely and rightly praised.

When she was fit to go out, in the spring, she went for lonely, musing walks about the edges of the town, yielding to the shy nervousness which her illness had nourished. She avoided the road past the cemetery, already overwhelmed with longing for contact with her mother. She went about with downcast eyes, afraid to be trapped into a recognition. She was ashamed of the failure of her mind, ashamed of the failure of her body, ashamed of its womanly pollution, ashamed of her utter uselessness in the world. The pressure of suffering she brought onto herself was intense and relieved at first only by nature, a sight, a sound, a smell: but even such a slight excitement would make her dizzy: she would feel she was falling, vanishing.

Jean left school at Easter, just a few months before she was supposed to take her final exams. She announced this to Rosemary rather triumphantly; they were walking around Brookfield, Jean having sought out her friend to break the news.

“You mustn’t,” said Rosemary. “Not when you’ve done so much work. You will have worked hard, I know that.” Jean neglected to make the ritual denial. “What a strange thing to do.”

“It is, isn’t it?” Jean was tremendously pleased with herself. The decision had been reached after so much serious talking which concerned adults. It was such a relief to enjoy it. “Nobody knows why I did it.”

“Do you?” Rosemary asked, playing the game.

“Oh yes.”

“Well?”

“Let’s sit here.”

They had come to a bench placed in the lane by the ex-pupils of Brookfield School. Sitting on it, they could see straight across to the fells. Skiddaw centred their view, clearly cut out on this dull, placid day. The girls both wore coats and were glad of them. Jean snuggled up close beside her friend, delighted to be for once the mysterious one.

“Well?” Rosemary was finding it hard to keep irony out of her tone or her look: Jean was so sweet, she thought, bottled up with her news and itching to tell. She suddenly saw her friend, clearly, as a child, bursting into the house to tell her mother the great secrets of daily life.

“I think school’s useless!” said Jean, recklessly. “After a certain point.” She paused again. “For girls anyway.” Another hesitation and then, rather lamely, “That is, for me.”

“Did you tell your mother and father you thought it was useless?” Jean shook her head. “What about school—did you tell them?” Again her friend mutely confirmed Rosemary’s suspicions. “You told them you wanted to earn a living, didn’t you?”

Jean nodded: she was a little affronted at being so easily discovered. “There’s a job coming up—the Post Office—next Monday in fact. Alice Press told me about it long ago—she’s moving on to Carlisle. As soon as I thought it over I knew it was what I wanted to do.”

“Did you?”

There was no irony in the voice but something quite different which made Jean look earnestly at her friend. She was afraid Rosemary was going to cry.

“How lovely to ‘know’—how lovely that must be.”

“Everybody knows sooner or later.”

“Do they?”

“Of course they do.” Then Jean, drawn by her friend’s need, made a leap which proved to be the right one. “You should have stayed on at school.”

“I was no good,” said Rosemary, hopelessly.

“You would have been. There was just, there was just something up, that’s all. It would have worked out.”

“They were glad when I left. They hated me, anyway.”

“Don’t say that.” Jean was hurt to think that anyone could hate a person she herself loved so much. But Rosemary had felt the hatred in the headmistress’ final battles. She smiled.

“I’m sorry. It was my own fault. I wasn’t clever enough.”

“But you’re much cleverer than all of them,” Jean wailed. “That was what I could never understand.”

Rosemary stood up and looked most affectionately at her friend. “And why the Post Office?” If envy could be sweet then that was her feeling for Jean at this moment. “Meeting people,” Jean replied firmly. “And doing something that I can do without getting into a panic. I asked Alice Press all about it first. And of course,” Jean smiled, rather slyly, “I’ll be able to work my way up if I try.”

Rosemary could have hugged her but simply held out her hand. As they dawdled back to the town she felt less tired than she had done for months. But how much older, how very much older she felt she was compared with her bright-eyed contemporary.

Lawrence had been re-telling her of the invaders who had come to this part of the world; the Romans, the Britons, the Norsemen, the Normans, the Scots, and Rosemary told it over to Jean who loved to be gently informed in easy conversation. Rosemary could make the past so vivid.

It was not only the past of the place, though in that she found refuge for her dreams. She could romance about the present in that mid-war period, protected, as she was, from the privations of working-class life and the excesses and ambitions of monied people. She could draw a picture which would seem ageless: the vicar and the choirboys, the spinster teachers and the cheerful shopkeepers; the “characters” and the old families of modest means and pretensions; the fields which came into the town, inlets of farming with the taste of real country: order and the solicitor who took walking trips to Scotland in the summer to pursue his ornithological passions and bring back rare birds’ eggs (though only if there had been several in the nest): eccentricity and the newsagent who trained his five dogs to deliver the morning papers; security and the policeman who was bigger than all the bullies. Peace at night without traffic or rowdy behaviour: a train in the distance bringing coal from the west coast or the howls of a farm dog carried on the wind.

After Jean started at the Post Office, Rosemary made an effort and eventually she was found a place in the library at Carlisle. She caught the bus at twenty past eight in the mornings and got back from work at seven in the evenings, often extremely tired. Efforts to persuade her to take work in the town itself were fruitless: she liked the library, the museum in which it was housed, the Cathedral next to it, the Castle nearby; the strangers in the much bigger town—herself thereby one of many strangers, sharing a pleasant sensation of equality and comparative anonymity.

It was her own history which gave her real nourishment, the real food of her spirit which grew secretly and powerfully.

At school she had shown a talent for drawing and Lawrence still kept two of her works—both done at home as efforts for a prize—neither had been successful; in fact there was some evidence that their morbidity had caused offence and the headmistress herself had judged them “far too worrying”. Both the drawings showed a girl, sketched boldly, an angular, distressed girl, trapped behind bars while out of walls came malevolent heads of demons and in the walls themselves were outlines of skulls. The colours were dark, the subject matter powerful: and yet, in the execution and in the intention was something detached, amused, fantastical which forced a smile to the lips.

Lawrence had framed them, without telling anyone, and kept them on the highest shelf in his workshop, beside the faces of the grandfather clocks.
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