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CHAPTER 1

‘A criminal has no place in the Victoria and Albert Museum,’ Janine 
the Labeller screeches into her phone, loud enough for everyone in 
the office to hear. 

Her name isn’t really Janine the Labeller. It’s just Janine. I added 
‘the Labeller’ on my first day of work, when I noticed that she’d 
stuck a sticky name label on her tape dispenser. And her hole 
puncher. And her scissors. And pretty much everything else on her 
desk. I’m not sure if she’s always been a labeller or if she took up the 
habit when she found out she’d be working with a criminal.

That would be me. 
It isn’t just my criminal record that Janine objects to. She also has 

issues with the way I dress. On my second day she studied my scuffed 
commando boots and baby- doll dress with a thin- lipped smile. ‘Ms 
Raven,’ she said stiffly, ‘your clothes violate the Victoria and Albert 
Museum’s expectations of staff attire. Even for back- of- house roles.’ 
She refuses to call the museum ‘the V&A’ like everyone else does. 
It’s always ‘the Victoria and Albert Museum’, as if Queen Victoria 
and her husband Albert were personal friends of hers.

I’m used to people not wanting me around. It’s just that they usu-
ally manage to be a touch more subtle about it. 

I catch my reflection in the screen of my computer. Ethereal – 
that’s how people sometimes describe me. And not always as a com-
pliment. But when I look at myself I just think I look, well, 



unfinished. Even when I make an effort I look incomplete. Some-
thing’s missing, and I’ve never been able to figure out what. This 
morning I took extra care when I got ready, but I still came up 
short. Okay, so I didn’t polish my boots. But I did wash and blow- 
dry my long auburn hair. And even rimmed my green eyes with 
some eyeliner. It’s not every day you turn sixteen. 

A calendar alert pops up on my screen, reminding me that I’m 
meeting Marshall Musgrave in five minutes. It’s our regular fort-
nightly catch- up, where he pretends to be concerned about my wel-
fare and I pretend to believe him, until such time that I can leave 
without causing offence. 

I mumble to Janine that I’m taking my lunch break. Still on the 
phone, she responds with a raised eyebrow and twisted bottom lip 
that conveys seething contempt more effectively than words ever 
could. 

In some ways, I don’t blame her. I’m also baffled why one of Eng-
land’s richest and most powerful businessmen kept me out of jail after 
I got done for stealing. 

Let me rewind a bit. 
The first thing you need to understand is that working in data 

entry at the V&A Museum isn’t my choice. I’m only here by the 
grace of Her Majesty’s government’s Second Chances program to 
keep delinquents like me out of prison. Of course, they don’t use 
words like ‘delinquents’ anymore. They prefer ‘youth at risk’ or 
‘young offenders’, as if thieving is a medical condition you have the 
misfortune to catch or a stage of life you eventually grow out of.

Usually the Second Chances program involves some sort of reha-
bilitation, which is code for spending months bored out of your 
brain, picking up rubbish from the side of the M6 highway and 
attending regular meetings with a sponsor who’s considered to be 
an upstanding member of the community. The sponsor’s good 
influence is supposed to inspire us to stick to the straight and nar-
row, to go back to school – once we’ve paid our debt to society and 
perfected our rubbish collection skills. 



Marshall Musgrave is my sponsor. He’s also on the Board of 
Trustees at the V&A. So not only did he arrange to get me out of the 
lock- up and into the program, he also pulled some strings so I could 
do my time entering data here instead of breathing in fumes on the 
side of a busy motorway. 

The second thing you need to know – and this is where things 
get really awkward – is that Marshall is also the ‘victim’ of my 
‘crime’. It’s hard for me to imagine one of the richest men in Eng-
land, with a reputation as a hard- arsed businessman, being a victim 
of anything, let alone anything I could do to him. He was named 
TIME Magazine’s Person of the Year last year because of all the 
power he wields from his drug company, power plant and telecom-
munications and internet businesses. He’s also on first- name basis 
with everyone from Elon Musk to Bono to the Pope. You don’t 
build an empire like that by being a pussycat. But there it is: Mar-
shall is the victim of my criminal ways.

Showing remorse was a prerequisite for acceptance into the Sec-
ond Chances program. But I faked it. The truth is, I don’t regret 
stealing from him one little bit. It was the only way to save Gladys’s 
life and I’d happily do it again. 

Gladys is my landlord and the closest I’ve ever come to having 
a friend. I started renting the apartment above Gladys’s laundro-
mat when I was fourteen. My foster father, Larry, was long 
dead by the time I moved out, and my foster mother, Sue, was 
happy to see the back of me – so long as she and whichever boy-
friend she had at the time still got to pocket the welfare payments. 
We had a deal: Sue would keep quiet about me moving out before 
reaching adulthood and I wouldn’t mention the money she was 
taking for nothing. 

It was a sweet deal for everyone concerned. The only person 
who didn’t do so well out of the arrangement was Gladys. Because 
when I say ‘rent’, I mean that she lets me live there for free. All she 
asks in return is that I service and repair the machines and help 
out with the ironing and steaming when things get busy. She 



would probably do better finding a tenant who could pay in actual 
cash, but for some reason she’s always had a soft spot for me. 

I have no idea how old Gladys is. It’s not the sort of question I ever 
felt I could ask. She was ancient when I first started visiting her after 
school and she’s even more ancient now, a decade later. When I was a 
kid I’d delay going home for as long as possible, sitting at her kitchen 
table either doing my homework or helping her fold washing, and lis-
tening to her sing the same bizarre songs over and over. She has an 
atonal voice that sounds a lot like a dying cat, but somehow I still find 
it comforting.

A year back, she was diagnosed with a potentially fatal blood 
disorder. She tried to hide it from me, but she was getting tireder 
and tireder, and then one day she could barely get up and I forced 
her to tell me what was the matter. Her only hope was a kidney 
transplant or a new, and very expensive, class of drugs called 
hemotenes. It just so happens that hemotenes were developed by 
one of Marshall’s companies. We couldn’t have afforded the drugs 
in a million years and I wasn’t about to stand by and watch Gladys 
die. So I used the only real skill I have. 

Hacking.
I’ve always been better with machines than with people. Com-

puters don’t lie to you; they have no hidden agenda. When I was 
growing up I spent all my spare time playing around on an old lap-
top a social worker had given me. It was a piece of junk but I liked 
it better than any person I knew. I guess that tells you all you need 
to know about my people skills. 

When Gladys got sick I hacked into Musgrave Pharmaceuti-
cals and flagged a small batch of drugs that was scheduled to be 
delivered to a pharmacy and rerouted them to the laundromat 
instead. I hid my tracks, using a different pharmacy each month 
and a different courier company. And it all went like clockwork. 
The drugs were delivered, Gladys was looking better. And we 
weren’t paying a cent.

Until one day the police came knocking. They read me my rights, 



confiscated my laptop for forensic analysis, and then faster than you 
can say ‘youth custody’ I had a criminal record. 

Fortunately for me, Marshall Musgrave was one of the business 
leaders closely associated with the Second Chances program. It 
would’ve looked bad for him and the program if I’d gone to prison 
after I was convicted. Just imagine the tabloid headlines about the 
billionaire do- gooder who put a young offender behind bars.

But credit where it’s due: Marshall not only made sure I stayed 
out of prison, he also ensured Gladys got a regular supply of the 
drugs. And he kept all of it, even his good deeds, out the papers. 
He’d probably hate his business competitors to know that under-
neath the tough- guy image he has a good heart. 

So here I am, well on my way to becoming a functional member 
of society. That is, of course, if you define a bored- out- of- her- brains 
data entry clerk a functional member of society. But as much as 
I hate the mindlessness of entering visitor feedback surveys into a 
database, I know I’d hate rubbish duty a lot more, so I will forever 
be in Marshall’s debt. 

As I walk down the corridor towards my preferred meeting spot 
with Marshall I hear yelling on the lawn outside. Peering out the 
window, I see two police officers evicting Neville from the area. 
Neville is the resident homeless man. I’ve shared many of my home-
made ham and cheese sandwiches with him in the five months I’ve 
been trapped here. I like how he throws back his head and laughs a 
deep belly laugh, showing off all the missed opportunities for the 
dental industry. 

Like Neville, I know what it’s like to be hungry. The pittance 
social services paid to my foster parents was only rarely spent on me. 
I was an income stream for them – and not a particularly good one. 
Unlike Neville, I escaped my predicament. But I’ll never forget the 
aching stomach and shivering body, the feeling of not knowing if or 
when I would eat again. 

‘But . . . but . . . where’m I s’pos’ to go?’ Neville stammers as he 
clings to the rusty trolley containing his worldly possessions. 



One of the police officers assumes that menacing stance that all 
law enforcers seem to have mastered – legs wide, hips thrust for-
ward, as if they think their dick is a sword. To be honest, he’s not 
convincing. He’s tall but scrawny, and has a weak chin. I bet he 
practises his Command presence in front of the mirror at night. 
The other one is built like a bulldog and looks like he could squash 
Neville like a bug. Far more convincing.

I hate police. And social workers. And counsellors and doctors. 
No doubt the endless parade of professional do- gooders who’ve 
case- managed me over the years would say I have ‘trust issues’. And 
they’d probably be right. But in my experience, the people who are 
supposed to care are the first to let you down. 

I decide to help Neville as a matter of principle. I whip out my 
heavily modified phone and fire up a little app I put together to slip in 
the back door of CADMIS. To the uninitiated that’s the Computer- 
Aided Dispatch Management Information System – the secure com-
puter network the police use to send officers to jobs. 

Yes, yes. I know. Breaching computer systems is how I got here 
in the first place. But I don’t have many talents, and a girl’s got to 
use what she has. 

I see on CADMIS that there’s been a serious car accident in 
Chelsea, so with a few quick strokes on my phone I send a notifica-
tion to all available officers to attend the scene immediately. A cou-
ple of seconds later Officer Bulldog lifts his radio and listens, while 
Constable Weak Chin tries to maintain a threatening stance towards 
Neville. 

Come on, I will them.
Bulldog signals to Weak Chin and turns back towards their car. 

Weak Chin says something to Neville – a parting warning to save 
face, I’ll bet – then heads to the car too. A satisfied smile creeps 
across my face as Neville flips Weak Chin the bird and settles back 
down onto the grass beside the water fountain. I decide to bring 
him a coffee on my way back. Maybe I’ll splurge on a cupcake for us 
to share for my birthday. 



But, Marshall first.
The Medieval and Renaissance Room is mostly empty today: 

just Tony, the security guard who nods at me when I enter; a few 
school kids with sketch pads and pencils; and a portly old man 
wearing a peacock- blue suit with five enormous, gold- rimmed but-
tons and a gold cravat, holding a walking stick that seems more 
decorative than functional. Even from across the room I can see 
that every one of his fingers is adorned with jewel- encrusted gold 
rings. I feel his gaze on me so I look away, at the ornate glass objects 
and what appear to be old treasure chests. 

Marshall isn’t here yet so I sit down to wait on one the benches 
along the wall. As I sit, a sense of deja vu washes over me. Not from 
being in the room – I’ve come into this room dozens of times since 
I started on the Second Chances program – but from sitting on this 
bench seat. 

I’ve sat in this exact spot before, I know it. The feeling is intense, 
and it spills into a memory. 

A lady. 
I think harder, but I can’t summon her face. All I can remember 

are her shoes. She wore high heels, the kind that click- clacked on 
the marble floor. We came in to the V&A through one of the side 
doors. More than once. She’d ask me to help her find something, 
but I never knew what. It was like she wanted to play hide- and- 
seek, only with the fun part taken out. And she wanted me to hold 
a cup. It looked more like a vase to me, but she always called it a cup. 
It was beautiful, colourful and fancy. Occasionally she’d buy me 
something to eat afterwards and I’d try to eat it slowly. I didn’t want 
her to know how hungry I was. I wanted to please her. But she 
always seemed angry, disappointed in me. 

As the memory fades I realise the very same cup – the one from 
my childhood – is in this room. 

In fact, it’s right in front of me. 



CHAPTER 2

The rest of the room falls away. The cup’s elegant swirls of blue, 
green, red and white enamel draw me in. I must have walked 
through this room a dozen times. Why have I never noticed it before 
now? A knot of unease tightens in my stomach as I stand and move 
towards it. I have to get a closer look. I want to hold it, touch it. At 
the same time, I sense that I shouldn’t. That it’s dangerous. 

It’s smaller than I remember, roughly the size of a pint glass. 
When I was a kid it seemed enormous. As I near it, my path is 
blocked by a group of hungover twenty- somethings who’ve wan-
dered into the room. Most are wearing crumpled t- shirts embla-
zoned with logos from the US’s finest cultural institutions: Harvard, 
Yale, Abercrombie & Fitch. 

A tour guide’s voice echoes off the arched ceilings and magnifi-
cently carved pillars. ‘Gather round. I’m going to tell you a story,’ 
she says, holding up a yellow flag that matches the sunflowers on 
her dress. Twenty or so pairs of Birkenstocked and sneakered feet 
shuffle around the cabinet that contains the glass cup. 

‘The cup you see before you is the Luck of Edenhall,’ says the 
guide, trying to imbue each word with an air of mystery. This lady 
has a bad case of Frustrated Actor Syndrome. ‘Historians tell us that 
it’s most likely of Egyptian or Syrian provenance, dating from the 
middle of the fourteenth century. But not everyone is so sure.’ Her 
voice lowers to a conspiratorial whisper as she glances around theat-



rically. ‘Some people say it was actually made by . . .’ she pauses for 
effect, a big smile on her face ‘. . . fairies!’

Her revelation is met with a solitary cough from the wholly 
underwhelmed crowd. She ploughs on, oblivious. ‘The cup was 
owned by the rich and powerful Musgrave family of Edenhall – 
that’s in Cumberland – before it found its way to the museum.’

My ears prick up. Musgrave? She has to be talking about Mar-
shall’s family. I edge forward through the crowd, staring at the 
guide. From what I’ve pieced together from Wikipedia and the 
TIME article, Marshall’s family lived on the Cumberland estate for 
generations until they hit hard times and were forced to sell up. 

‘Legend has it that a butler in the Musgrave household stole the 
cup from the Fae, as the fairy folk are called, who were drinking 
from it by St Cuthbert’s Well,’ the guide continues. ‘It’s believed 
that the cup is enchanted with magical properties and brought the 
owners great fortune and prosperity. That’s why it’s known as the 
Luck of Edenhall. By some accounts, the fairies called out to the 
butler as he scurried away: “If this cup should break or fall, farewell 
the Luck of Edenhall!”’

The tour guide beams at her audience, either unaware of or 
unconcerned by their total lack of interest. I, on the other hand, am 
enthralled. I silently will her to continue with her story. 

‘As you can see, the cup is quite intact, but alas, not so the Mus-
grave family fortune,’ she says gravely, as if personally affected by 
the fate of one of England’s upper- class families. ‘The Luck of 
Edenhall, it seems, eventually ran out of luck. Like so many other 
families, the Musgrave family was bankrupted by the Great Depres-
sion after a succession of disastrous investment decisions through-
out the 1920s. Their family estate of Edenhall was demolished in 
1934. The family loaned the glass to the V&A in 1926 and it was 
eventually acquired in 1958. The moral of the story? If you mess 
with fairies, you’ll pay the price . . . eventually.’

She erupts with a cackle, then waves her yellow flag and leads the 
group away. I make a beeline for the display case. The coincidence 



makes me uneasy. What are the chances of me being brought to see 
the very same cup when I was a child that used to belong to my 
sponsor? 

I trace my index finger along the corner of the glass case and 
instantly feel a tremor. I draw my hand back and look around to see if 
anyone else has noticed. But everyone else seems to be distracted – 
except, perhaps, the weird guy with the cane and the cravat. He’s stud-
ying a marble sculpture, but I swear I can feel his attention on me.

I assure myself that I’m not doing anything wrong as I place my 
hand on the case again. The vibration feels stronger; a frisson of 
energy faintly pulses out from it, tingling my fingertips. It’s like the 
cup is trying to communicate with me but I can’t hear it properly. 
Or perhaps I don’t know its language. 

I look around again. The old guy is still staring at the statue. I flat-
ten my palm gently against the glass to see if I can absorb more of a 
sensation. My whole body shivers, as if a trail of ants just scurried 
down my spine. My chest tightens. I rip my hand away. 

The tingle in my fingers subsides. I check my palm to see if it has 
left any physical trace. Get a grip, I tell myself. It’s just a stupid old cup 
in a glass case. 

Embarrassed to have been sucked in by the tour guide’s bad act-
ing, I take a deep breath and let it out slowly, worried that the anx-
iety I’m feeling is about to morph into a full-  blown panic attack. I’m 
no stranger to panic attacks, although usually they’re triggered by 
people, not museum pieces. I take a few more deep breaths and the 
fingers of dread release their grip on my chest. 

I’m still slightly on edge as Marshall strides into the room. Every 
woman in the room surreptitiously glances in his direction. And, 
I notice, so does the man with the cravat and the cane. He’s staring 
straight at Marshall, not bothering to conceal his interest. A strange 
look comes over the man’s face but I don’t get time to decipher it 
before he scuffles for the exit. 

Marshall commands the room as if it were a stage. Fittingly, 
TIME ’s cover had shown him positioned with one hand in the 



pocket of his Zegna suit jacket, those unreadable but somehow wel-
coming eyes framed by his thick boyish hair, greying at the temples. 
He’s probably pushing fifty, but he’s not bad looking – for an old 
dude. The article detailed his various businesses and the property 
portfolio that spanned the globe’s most exclusive neighbourhoods: 
London’s Bloomsbury, Shanghai’s Xuhui District, Pollock’s Path in 
Hong Kong, Singapore’s Paterson’s Hill. He even owns an island 
somewhere.

This must be our tenth meeting but Marshall and I are still at 
that awkward stage where we haven’t yet worked out appropriate 
greeting etiquette. He leans in to peck my cheek. It’s not creepy 
but it is so unexpected that I flinch. His kiss lands on my ear and 
I somehow find myself patting his shoulder instead of shaking his 
hand. As we break apart I notice that Marshall is looking as 
embarrassed as I feel. I sense that he’s trying to position himself 
less as my mentor and more as my friend. Or worse, a father fig-
ure. He probably read something about it in the Second Chances 
manual under the heading ‘Building Rapport’.

‘Happy birthday, Chess,’ he says, regaining his composure.  
‘I thought we’d celebrate with lunch.’

My eyebrows shoot up in surprise. I wasn’t expecting anyone to 
remember my birthday, certainly not Marshall. He’s probably in the 
process of negotiating the purchase of a small country and he’s about 
to put it on hold to celebrate my birthday?

‘It’s in your file,’ he says. ‘Your birthday.’ 
I’d cried when I woke up this morning and thought how differ-

ent my sixteenth birthday would be if my parents were here. My dad 
was supposedly a brilliant physicist. As for my mother, I know 
almost nothing about her. I have some hazy memories, but I can’t 
tell if they’re real or if I dreamed them up. 

I’ve tried searching for information about my parents, but even 
with my abilities to access computer networks I’ve turned up next 
to nothing. Just a few mentions of names in obscure government 
databases that haven’t led me anywhere. Over the years I’ve heard 



ridiculous whispers and gossip from social workers and other 
bureaucrats that, as far as I can piece together, amount to my par-
ents being abducted by the Russians. Or the Chinese. Some hostile 
foreign government, anyway. They snuck right up the Thames in a 
submarine and snatched my parents off a boat, apparently. I don’t 
believe a word of it.

The only reliable information I have is a brief newspaper article 
about my parents being reported missing in a boating accident and 
then, about a week later, a follow- up report saying that extensive sea 
and air searches had found no trace of them. ‘Missing, presumed 
drowned’ was the official finding. 

I was three when they died, and any photos, mementos, assets or 
money I would have inherited were lost during the next three years, 
when I was shuffled from one temporary home to another. It wasn’t 
until I was six that I went to live with Larry and Sue, who became 
my permanent foster parents. But by that stage all my belongings 
had disappeared and my memories were long forgotten. 

As Marshall ushers me across the courtyard on the way to the 
cafe, I suck in the cool spring air, trying to slow my breathing and 
ignore the tightening knot that has returned to my gut. The idea of 
sitting across a table making small talk with my sponsor, who’s posher 
than Harrods, will do that to a girl. But I relax as soon as I step into 
the cafe. All the faces painted in the blue and white tiles of the Poynter 
Room help to put me at ease. They always do. 

The Poynter Room in the cafe is my favourite place in the whole 
V&A building. The soft light streaming through the stained- glass 
windows kisses my skin and – I know it sounds nutty – I can’t shake 
the feeling that I’m being watched by the people in the tiles. Not in 
a predatory or threatening way; it’s like they’re watching over me, 
the way I’ve seen proud parents watch over their little ones. I keep 
catching glimpses of the goddess Venus in my peripheral vision, 
waving and pointing at me, but when I turn to look at the painting 
she’s as still and lifeless as you’d expect. I’m not sure if these delu-
sions make me insane or just really lonely. Either way, I figure it’s 



best that I don’t mention them to Marshall – or anyone else for that 
matter. 

Marshall catches the eye of a waitress and, rather than ordering 
at the counter like everyone else, gives his order directly to her. I’m 
pretty sure she’s about to tell him there’s no table service, but then 
she recognises him and produces an old receipt from her back pocket 
and scribbles his order. Before I have time to read the menu, Mar-
shall orders a toasted panini for me. 

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ he says breezily as the waitress hurries 
away. ‘I don’t have long.’

I do mind, but I don’t say anything. All my life people have 
been making decisions for me. They’d say they had my ‘best inter-
ests’ in mind, but in my experience that was almost never the case. 
And now that I’m sixteen I figure it’s time I started making my 
own decisions. But I’ve also learned the hard way that picking 
fights can make things worse. I’m in Marshall’s debt, took so I’m 
not about to cause a scene over a sandwich and get reassigned to 
rubbish duty.

‘Thank you,’ I say, leaving it at that. And then, partly to fill the 
silence that’s fast becoming awkward, and partly to hide my annoy-
ance at being treated like a child, I blurt, ‘I just saw the Luck of 
Edenhall.’ 

‘Ah,’ he says carefully. ‘What did you make of it?’ He’s doing his 
best to sound casual. And if you hadn’t spent hours watching videos 
of Marshall on the internet when you were supposed to be doing 
data entry, you’d miss that his jaw just clenched ever so slightly.

It’s not an option to tell him my memories of the cup. There is 
no way to explain it that makes sense, even to me. So I just say, ‘It’s 
pretty.’

He raises one thick eyebrow. ‘That’s all?’
‘Yep.’
His pupils contract for a tiny instant and his boyish face turns 

almost reptilian. I blink and his features have returned to normal. 
‘The Musgrave family owned that once,’ he says. 



‘According to the story I just heard,’ I tease, trying to lighten the 
mood, ‘your family’s butler stole it from fairies. Technically that 
puts the question of ownership in doubt.’ I’m about to say how rude 
the guide had been about the fate of his family’s fortune, when 
Marshall levels me with a cool stare. He’s trying to be calm, but his 
hand strangling his glass says otherwise. 

‘It wasn’t stolen. They gave it up. Willingly. The fools.’ 
They? Did one of the most powerful men in England just let slip 

that he believes in fairytales? If I didn’t know better I’d swear he 
was having me on. Marshall clearly has many excellent qualities: 
Hard working. Check. Focused. Check. Extraordinary business 
acumen. Check. Kind, considerate and generous. Check, check and 
check. But a sense of the absurd definitely isn’t on the list. 

I stare at him, unsure what to say. And then I make the mistake 
of letting out an awkward laugh. ‘Marshall, you don’t actually 
believe in fantasy stories, do you?’ 

‘Of course not,’ he says. His cool anger tells me I’ve hit a nerve. 
‘I hardly need explain to you that I’m not talking about children’s 
stories. I’m talking about . . . What I’m talking about are real peo-
ple with real lives, robbed of their legacy without a second 
thought.’ 

I don’t know where to go with this. I’m not even sure if we’re still 
talking about the Luck of Edenhall or if he’s talking about some-
thing else entirely. 

‘Well, it’s just a silly story anyway,’ I say, trying to close down the 
conflict. 

Now it’s Marshall’s turn to look surprised and I realise that I’ve 
gone too far. I can’t afford to upset my sponsor. He sits back in his 
seat, and with his hands planted on the table, studies me as if he’s 
not sure if I’m a fool or a liar.

‘Chess, you’re sixteen now. Don’t you think it’s time you stopped 
playing games?’ 

It was a light- hearted bit of teasing, I want to protest. Am I sup-
posed to give up joking around now that I’ve had a birthday? I say 



nothing and make a mental note never to mention Marshall’s fam-
ily again. Ever.

I sense that he wants me to say or do something but I have no 
idea what. And this worries me. Marshall holds the key to my life 
for the next seven months. If he decides that I’m not committed to 
my rehabilitation, I could end up wearing an ugly jumpsuit and a 
tamper- proof ankle bracelet every day for anywhere between eight-
een months and five years. 

Or worse, he could stop Gladys’s supply of medication. 
Just as the waiter arrives with our food, Marshall’s phone buzzes 

on the table. He checks the message. 
‘I’ve just got to . . .’ he says, distracted by the screen. ‘I was hoping 

this would be more straightforward. And that I didn’t have to do 
this on your birthday, but time is of the essence.’ He stands and 
leans across the table to brush his cheek against mine and then, 
before he leaves, he says, ‘I just want you to be who you are. When 
the time comes, I’ll be there.’
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