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        I have had worse partings, but none that so


        Gnaws at my mind still. Perhaps it is roughly


        Saying what God alone could perfectly show 


        How selfhood begins with a walking away,


        And love is proved in the letting go.


        
          Cecil Day Lewis

        


        You can go proudly. You are history. You are legend.


        
          La Pasionaria

        


        Final speech to the International Brigades


        Barcelona, October 1938


        What will survive of us is love.


        
          Philip Larkin
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  SPAIN, SEPTEMBER 1936


  In the last autumn of her life, the girl lay on her back nestled in the pale whispering grass beneath the Andalusian sun. Clouds idled overhead, and her gaze followed a solitary
  white butterfly, flying low with the breeze. She rolled over, wound on the film in her Rolleiflex, and held the camera to her eye.


  There you are, Capa said, stretching out at her side. He squinted, gazed up the hillside. Three militiamen were standing there, rifles cocked, aiming out across the plain towards
  the mountains. Ive been looking all over for you. I thought Id lost my pequea rubia, my little blonde ... He kissed her shoulder, swung his Leica around.
  You look like a vixen hiding out in the grass here. Side by side, sun glinting on the camera lenses, they began to shoot.


  I was bored. It looked like you were set playing cards for the afternoon. Gerda focussed on the men. The lens turned smoothly beneath her fingertips as she framed her shot, first
  the stalks of grass, then the sweat-streaked faces of the men swimming into focus. The harsh sun beat down relentlessly on them, cicadas singing on the hillside.


  Theres nothing going on here, just crowds of guys parading and eating the best hams in town. Capa edged forwards, his elbows stirring the dry earth. She could taste the
  dust, the salt on her skin as she licked her lips. She was hungry, she realised suddenly, but the light had been so good and clear this morning she hadnt wanted to miss the chance of
  capturing the perfect shot.


  We need something good to send to Vu magazine, Andr. Its time to get back to Madrid. Where are we anyway? Near Espejo?


  Yeah, somewhere near Cordoba. I think were heading to Cerro Muriano ... Capa eased the lens around.


  She sensed he was distracted, on to something. He was often like this when he was working, caught up in the moment of the photograph. Gerda remembered chasing a butterfly as a child in Germany,
  trying to catch it in her cupped hands. Sometimes photography felt like that to her  a luminous, perfect flash of colour and light just out of her grasp. They were both hunters, she
  realised, hunters of light. She noticed Capa had his camera trained on a militiaman who stood alone on the hillside, his rifle in his right hand. The soldiers white shirt was tucked into a
  leather cartridge belt, but he looked like a civilian, more like a young guy out shooting rabbits than a man at war. Were too far away from them. He began to inch forward on
  his stomach. What am I always telling you?


  If the photos no good, youre not close enough. Gerda pushed her red-blonde hair away from her face.


  Capa grinned, a soft, purring laugh bubbling up. Youre learning. He clenched his fist, and pushed it into the air. Forward! They scrambled up the hill,
  laughing like children, her rope-soled shoes slipping silently on the dry grass.


  There, she said, raising her camera to her eye. She fired off a couple of shots, capturing two soldiers whose rifles pierced the sky like the blades of grass beneath their feet,
  their tanned faces the colour of the earth below.


  Capa leapt to his feet, and strode over to the soldiers. Salud!


  At the crest of the hill, Gerda sat back on her haunches to check her film. As she stood and caught her breath, she scanned the groups of Republican soldiers in the distance; thin, ragtag
  figures crouching low in the grass, dotted across the hillside like grazing sheep, a vast El Greco sky of billowing clouds above them. Gerda tightened the thick leather belt around her blue
  mono boilersuit, and felt for the pistol tucked there. For once, they were not in the thick of the action, but she knew that time would come again soon. She shielded her eyes, gazed warily
  across the plain to the distant, lavender haze of the mountains. Even here, away from the front, there was always the risk of snipers. From her breast pocket she slipped a compact and reapplied
  scarlet lipstick. She slicked the high arch of her brow, brushed some dirt from her cheek. At Capas laugh, she looked up and smiled at him.


  I just spoke to the guys. Were moving on, he said. As he walked towards her, she felt the familiar quickening of desire. It was always the same, ever since the moment she
  first saw him in Paris. Lets get a couple more shots and head back to Madrid.


  She ran her hand through his thick, dark hair, cupped his stubbled jaw. Lets get to the hotel ...


  Now that, he said, slipping his arm around her waist, is the best idea I have heard all day, Miss Taro.


  Frankly, all I need is a hot bath and a clean bed, Mr Robert Capa. She flashed him a quick glance as she shrugged off his embrace.


  Andr, he called as she walked ahead. Not Capa, with you. I will always be your Andr.


  Always, she said, laughing. She glanced up at the sky, shielded her eyes from the sun. Anyway, Robert Capa is as much me as you. Gerda turned to him. We
  created him. The greatest American war photographer in the world.


  You called? He raised an eyebrow, grinned up at her as he swung his camera round. One of these days, Im going to make an honest woman of you, he said, stopping
  to roll on the film in his camera.


  Gerda glanced over her shoulder at him as she skipped nimbly down the hillside. Well see, Andr. Lets make a legend of Robert Capa first, shall we? She saw him
  run back up the hill a little way, raise his Leica, focus on one of the militiamen. The shutter clicked, a trigger was pulled somewhere, and as the soldier fell, he was caught by the camera, frozen
  between heaven and earth, caught in history.
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  LONDON, SEPTEMBER 11, 2001


  
    
      
        You see, Em, the trouble is they  the doctors that is  said it will give me closure (what a ghastly word), to leave a letter for you. I
        said do you really think I can distil a lifetimes worth of experience into a single letter? Can I say everything I want to my daughter on a few sheets of paper? I cannot.
        You know me, I never did stop rabbiting on, did I, darling?

      

    

  


  An image of Liberty came to Emma then  her mother sitting on the kitchen table in her grandmother Freyas house. It must have been the late seventies, because,
  against the morning sun, Libertys hair was a chestnut halo of Kate Bush crimping and Blondie was on the radio. She was flapping her arms as she talked, and Freya was doubled over laughing.
  Emma was curled up in the dog basket by the stove, eating toast as she cuddled Charless new pug puppy. Thats what she remembered  the certain smell of home, of coffee
  percolating, fresh toast, the dry biscuit smell of the dog as he pawed at the green enamel Head Girl badge pinned to her woollen jumper. Some peoples memories lie in images or
  songs, but for Emma it was always fragrance. Liberty had taught her well, and even as a child she instinctively detected the harmonious notes of the scent accord that to her conjured
  home.


  Emma, do get up, darling, Freya had said. Look at you, your school uniform is covered with hair. Emma remembered the warmth of the dog, the delicious fawn belly
  wriggling in her small hands. She remembered how Liberty had tickled her until they were both on the floor giggling, the puppy leaping around them. As her mother hugged her, Emma breathed in the
  scent of her perfume. Roses  Liberty always smelt like a rose garden in full bloom to her; warm, sunlit, a pure soliflore.


  
    
      As youll see, I got a bit carried away. Ive left you a whole box of letters, one for every occasion I can think of. And Ive enclosed my last
      notebook. I like to think of you picking up where I left off, Em. Promise me youll carry on. Use it. Fill it with wonderful things.

    

  


  Emma leant her elbow on the suitcase at her side. She had been travelling for months, but as the Number 22 Routemaster bus lurched through the lunchtime traffic along the Kings Road, she
  felt the days fall away. It was a typical cool, grey London day, a light autumn breeze scurrying leaves along the pavements. Nothing had changed, except her. The nausea that had dogged her for
  months welled up again, and she rummaged through her pocket for a mint. The lining had torn, and as she read Libertys note, she wriggled her index finger down to the hem, searching in
  vain.


  She had turned to the last page in her mothers notebook a hundred times, pen poised, and frozen, unable to pick up where Liberty had left off. Nothing seemed wonderful enough. Emma
  scanned the note one last time. It was the only one she had taken with her on her travels, and she had read it so many times the paper was falling apart along the folds. The letters were waiting
  for her, unopened, in a black lacquer box in Libertys studio. After her mothers will had been read, and Joe had left, Emma had sat looking at the box for hours as dawn light filtered
  through the sloping glass roof. She had placed it in the middle of Libertys desk  a specially built perfumers organ surrounded by tiered shelves of bottles, each
  one containing a note of fragrance. That was how Liberty had taught her their craft  to think of each essence as a musical note, each bottle on the organ as a key. This was where Liberty had
  composed all of her masterpieces, where Emma had played as a child. It was the place she still felt her mothers presence most.


  The sound of milk bottles being delivered on the street below had roused her finally, and she had lifted off the lid of the box. She wasnt quite sure what she was expecting from Liberty
   an explosion of confetti, a coiled paper snake to leap out. She laughed with relief when she saw her mother had simply painted the interior bright orange  her favourite colour. Her
  hand trembled as she lifted the loose sheet of paper on top. Beneath was a parcel of letters tied with cerise velvet ribbon, and the small black notebook. The first envelope was marked On
  Family. As Emma read her mothers accompanying note, tears filled her eyes.


  
    
      I love you, Em. I am so terribly proud of the woman you have become. I cant bear the thought of leaving you, but know my love goes with you, will always be with you. I know that
      love lives on.


      Mum x

    

  


  She had been tempted to rip open all the envelopes that morning, to gorge hungrily on Libertys words. Just reading the note over and over brought her closer. But she waited. When she told
  Freya she had decided to leave the letters in London while she travelled, Freya had laughed.


  Its up to you, Em, she said. You always did save your treats, even as a child. Ive never known anyone who could make a bar of chocolate last so
  long.


  Emma took a deep breath, and gazed out of the window. It was almost her stop. Perhaps its time to stop saving the best till last, she thought. She folded the note
  and slipped it into her mothers Moleskine notebook on her lap, flicking on through the pages illuminated with Libertys flamboyant handwriting. Words leapt out at her 
  neroli, duende, passion. Her mother had pasted in cuttings alongside the notes and formulas for the new perfume she had been working on 
  pictures of orange groves, searing blue skies, a yellowed newspaper advert for a Robert Capa exhibition. It was the famous falling soldier picture. Emma traced her finger over the
  soldiers face, wondered what he was thinking at the moment when death caught him running down that hill. She wondered what he saw as he fell. As she touched the paper, she felt the contours
  of something beneath. She flipped to the next page, and laid her hand on the smallest envelope Liberty had left in the box with the letters. On it, her mother had written an address: Villa del
  Valle, La Pobla, Valencia, Spain. Inside, there was just an old key. I must ask Freya if she knows anything about it, she thought. Emma had lain awake the night she opened that envelope,
  turning the key over in her hand, her mind full of possibilities. Typical Mum, she thought, remembering all the magical mystery tours Liberty had taken her on as a child, the trails of clues
  she had laid for Emma to follow to hidden presents. The chase, the anticipation, was always more fun than the present itself. Emma smiled sadly as she tucked the envelope safely back inside the
  notebook.


  Emma turned the pages, glimpsed the melancholy, serene face of a madonna, a photo of a whitewashed wall with flaming bougainvillea spilling over it. The notes became sparser, the hand less sure
  towards the end. She sensed Liberty had been looking back, as well as forwards. Next to a pasted label from Chrie Farouche, the perfume Liberty had created for Emma on her
  eighteenth birthday, she had written: Some perfumes are, like children, innocent, as sweet as oboes, green as meadow sward  Baudelaire. It was still Emmas signature
  scent. On her it smelt like rain in a garden at first, fresh and intoxicating, then as the green top notes evaporated Emma always thought of the earth, of picking flowers in a forest with her
  mother. The heart note of lily of the valley and jasmine melded perfectly with the base of sandalwood and musk. Liberty always said the scent was like her  shy but surprisingly fierce. A
  photograph of Liberty with Emma as a baby was tucked into that page. She flicked on, unbearable longing piercing her as she looked at her mothers beautiful, open smile. Emma paused at her
  mothers final sketch of a new Liberty Temple perfume bottle, her hurried scrawl: Jasmine? Orange blossom, yes!


  Then came the poignant empty spaces. The blank pages her mother had left her to fill. Emma blinked quickly as she touched the gold filigree locket around her neck. She hadnt expected to
  feel so upset returning home. For months, she had convinced herself that she was coping as she sleepwalked through endless meetings. Countries and hotel rooms kaleidoscoped in her mind. Her hand
  instinctively fell to the gentle swell of her stomach. Something wonderful, she thought. She pulled a pen from her bag, smoothed her hand over the first clean page, then wrote:
  Spain.
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  CAMBRIDGE, SEPTEMBER 1936


  The last punts of the year drifted along the Backs on the River Cam, autumn leaves swirling in their wake. Charles tucked the letter from his sister Freya into the breast
  pocket of his tweed jacket, and settled back, his hands laced behind his head.


  How is she? the fair-haired boy at the stern asked, heaving down on the pole.


  Freya? It sounds ghastly in Spain, to be honest.


  Shall we go or not?


  Charles thought of the copy of Vu he had seen the night before, of Robert Capas photographs of the war. One of the students from Kings had stood on a chair in the pub,
  thrust the magazine into the air, shouting above the noise of the bar that anyone in their right mind had to join the International Brigades and fight fascism in Spain. Charles was haunted by the
  photograph of the falling soldier he had seen, could almost feel the impact of the bullet, the thud of the body as it hit the ground.


  Charles!


  Sorry, Hugo. I was just thinking.


  I heard theres a chap in Paris sneaking people down on the railway, or over the Pyrenees. I have an address on the Rue Lafayette that we can go to. Theres a train of
  volunteers leaving in a couple of days from the Gare dAusterlitz. Your friend Cornford said we could be at the training camp in Albacete in a few days.


  Charles thought of the Movietone news headline he had seen the night before as the fug of cigarette smoke in the cinema joined the leaping black-and-white flames on the screen: Civil
  War follows fascist revolt in unhappy country. All is turmoil.


  I dont know. I havent squared everything with Crozier at the Manchester Guardian yet. If theres no job for us ...


  Then we shall just be common soldiers like the rest of them, Hugo said, laughing. It would serve you right for spending your savings on that ridiculously expensive camera.
  You could have bought a car, Charles. Personally I shall just be taking a pencil and notebook.


  Photography is the future, Hugo. If people see a photo, or a film, they believe it, mark my words. He paused. Still, perhaps it was a bit rash. If we dont get this
  job I cant afford my ticket down.


  You could always take portraits.


  Charles scowled at him as he stood and took the pole. Ive always fancied being a war reporter.


  Hugo stepped back into the punt, the water lapping the boat around them. Butterflies not exciting enough for you?


  I can always come back to my PhD in a couple of months, once the war is over. Charles exhaled as the punt skimmed along. Though very few of my mentors even have
  doctorates.


  Lepidoptery is full of gentlemen amateurs.


  Oh, shut up, Hugo. For goodness sake, sit down. Youll tip the ruddy thing over. Charles glared ahead. Clouds scudded across the sky, reflected in the windows of Kings
  Chapel like a bridal train sweeping by. Rain began to pepper the smooth surface of the river. At least in Spain we might make a difference.


  Exactly. Look at what is going on in my country, what Hitler is doing. Hugos face fell for a moment. I cant just hide away here in an ivory tower, much as it
  would please my parents. Its the first chance weve had to fight back. If we dont, Hitler, Mussolini, Franco ... well, theyll take the whole of Europe. He lit a
  cigarette, flicked the match into the river. Besides, its a beautiful country. I cant bear to think of it being torn to pieces.


  I told you we came back too soon, Charles said. As the rain pattered down on his face, Charles remembered the shimmering summer heat of the hillsides near his friends old
  house in Yegen, the swish of the dry long grass against his legs, the scent of rosemary and lavender crushed underfoot as he hunted down butterflies. He thought of the snow on the Sierra Nevada,
  the stars that seemed to glow with unusual brilliance there. Do you remember how beautiful it is? I cant believe the country is eating itself alive.


  Well, thats civil war. Hugo exhaled a plume of smoke. The Spanish are a bloodthirsty lot. Bullfights and flamenco, peasants on mules  its like the
  Middle Ages still.


  Perhaps its better than all this, Charles said, idly watching a woman in a beige gaberdine mackintosh who was walking a wheezing labrador along the bank.
  Theres still passion. They look death square in the eye, see it as the ultimate, culminating moment of existence. He leant towards Hugo. The cemetery is the tierra de
  la verdad, their moment of truth. To the Spanish, all life is an illusion.


  I still say they are backward.


  No, they are in touch with the earth. They still believe in hechiceras, white witches, you know. They think they fly in the moonlight and meet on the threshing room floors. You
  have to watch out for the brujas, though, the black witches ...


  Dont be ridiculous, Hugo said, laughing. You are a romantic, Charles  perhaps the last of a dying breed. He held out his hand to his friend. So,
  we shall go. Agreed? The world hardly needs another second-rate German artist, and for you there will always be butterflies.


  Charles shook Hugos hand, then settled back and laid his fingertips against the rough wool of his jacket, felt Freyas letter crinkle in his pocket. Its our chance.
  Whats being played out in Spain is a miniature version of what could happen across the world. If we dont fight the fascists on the roads to Madrid, well be fighting them on the
  Kings Road or the Fosse Way next thing you know.


  Freya huddled in the back of the truck as it bumped along the road towards Madrid, a purple dressing gown tied over her head against the cold.


  Damn, she said under her breath as they hit another pothole and her pen skittered across the page. Her hands were freezing, and she hunched over her dog-eared copy of Gone With
  the Wind, the pages flapping in the breeze.


  
    
      
        Spain is quite beautiful as you know, Charles.

      

    

  


  she wrote on the blank back page.


  
    
      
        You simply must come. Thank you for the fruit cake by the way. It is a boost to get your letters. It seems like a lifetime since people showered us with flowers at
        Victoria Station as we left  was it only last month? The drive down from the Spanish border was exhilarating. We had the truck loaded up with toffees and liquorice for the children. At
        every village we passed, they would come running to us. Women pressed oranges and melons on us  Charles you would not believe the bliss of cold melon when your throat is tight and dry
        from hours on the road.


        
          We are desperately short of everything in the hospitals. The nurses are exhausted and hungry all the time, and the winter will be worse, but we mustnt
          grumble. You would not believe how brave and marvellous the people I am working with are. This poor country. I cannot bear it that this sickness, this civil war, is tearing it in
          two.

        


        
          Come, as soon as you can. For the first time, there is only one choice for us. Good must win over evil. We cannot let them crush democracy here. This is our war too,
          dear brother.

        

      

    

  


  The truck shuddered to a halt at the first checkpoint outside the city, and Freya looked up. Vehicles streamed past, and she heard a babble of voices, a phone ringing non-stop in the guard
  house. Freya signed the note quickly and tore out the page, stuffing it in an envelope she had ready to send. She untied the arms of the dressing gown from under her chin, and shook out her bobbed
  blonde hair.


  Salud, compaero! she called to one of the guards. The post?


  He comes soon. The soldier motioned for her to pass him the letter. As the truck pulled away, she thrust it into his outstretched hand.


  Gracias!


  De nada. No problem.


  Freya sat back among the other nurses, and looked towards Madrid as they drove on towards the city. She had heard that fifty churches had been set ablaze, and acrid smoke still hung in the sky,
  dark and sulphurous. This is it, she thought, suddenly aware that they were driving right into the heart of the battle. Freya glanced at the pale faces of the nurses around her, and saw her
  fear reflected there. Pull yourself together, she told herself. Her eyes smarted with the dusty wind buffeting her face. Freyas guts coiled with adrenalin as beyond the crashing noise
  of the trucks she heard in the distance the first thunderous boom and explosion of war.
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  LONDON, SEPTEMBER 11, 2001


  Emma leapt down onto the pavement from the bus, rose petals and golden Ash leaves drifting at the steps of Chelsea Registry Office like hearts and bones. Her black coat swirled
  around her as she strode through the crowd, the heels of her polished tan boots clicking as she dragged her silver suitcase behind her, airline tags fluttering. She paused, looked up at the newly
  married couple embracing in the doorway. As their friends cheered, she walked on. It could have been us, she thought, searching through her bag as her phone rang.


  Hello. Emma Temple, she said, crooking the mobile against her shoulder as she turned into Flood Street.


  Thank God. Ive been worried sick. Are you home yet? Freya asked.


  Just. She smiled as she stopped outside Chelsea Manor Studios. A group of young Dutch tourists were taking photographs by the entrance. They stepped aside to let her pass, and one
  of the boys heaved her case up to the door. Thank you, she said.


  Is Sergeant Pepper, yes? the boy said. The Beatles?


  Yes, thats right. They took the cover photo in my Mums studio. Emma was dizzy with jet lag, her eyes red and raw. All she wanted to do was collapse into bed, but
  their young faces touched her. Here, let me. She beckoned for him to hand over the camera, and took a picture of the teenagers. As they walked away, she leant against the doorway and
  shifted the phone. Sorry. Ive just arrived. The flight was delayed.


  Weve moved all your things in. Its a bit of a mess Im afraid, but then the studio always was, even when your mother was alive. Freya paused. I
  havent unpacked the boxes. I thought you might want to clear out some of Libertys things before you settle in?


  Theres no hurry. Thanks for taking care of everything. I couldnt bear to go back to the house. She frowned. So shes moved in, then?


  Delilah? Freyas voice hardened. Yes. Our Ms Stafford didnt waste any time, though I wouldnt be surprised if she forced Joe to sell up and move to the
  States


  How is he? Emma interrupted.


  Fine, hes fine. Its you Im worried about. Have you seen the doctor yet?


  Freya ...


  Dont worry, theres nobody here. Theyre all at lunch. I havent told a soul, I promise.


  Lets keep it that way, at least until I speak to Joe.


  What a bloody mess, Freya said. I could kill her, honestly. Delilah always was a cuckoo in the nest. I havent spoken a word to her for weeks, not since you left. The
  atmosphere in the office has been hideous.


  I can imagine. Im sorry everyone is caught up in this.


  What are you apologising for? None of this is your fault, Emma. As Im always telling you, you are too damn nice. When I think what she has done to you. That woman pushed her way
  into the company, and then ...


  She didnt force him to choose her, you know. It was Joes decision.


  I know its un-Christian of me, but I cant wait to see the look on her face when she finds out you are carrying his child.


  Emma perched on her suitcase, rested her head wearily against the wall. Im thrilled about the baby, of course, but I cant say I feel proud about it. We had already separated
  when we ... Emma thought back to the day her mothers will was read.


  Only just. Its perfectly understandable that you needed each other. I hope Well, lets hope he sees sense.


  Its too late, Freya. I thought, when he came to me that night hed chosen me. Emma paused. Thats why I had to get away. I feel like a complete
  fool.


  No. Youre far from that. Oh, it breaks my heart. You two were practically children when you met.


  Maybe it would have made a difference if Id agreed to marry him.


  Nonsense.


  Joes always been more traditional than us.


  No, Delilah has been after him for years. Freya clicked her tongue in annoyance. You know, she had the nerve to say to me that she saw him first, that you took him from
  her!


  I hope she hasnt been giving you a hard time while Ive been away?


  Dont worry about me, darling. I can handle Ms Stafford  my cat has more attitude than her.


  Anyway, they were just friends when I met them at Columbia. Emma frowned. She had always wondered if that was true. You know what he said, last time I saw him? He was
  confused. He said he loves us both.


  Freya muttered something under her breath, and said Joes not cut out for complicated affairs of the heart. He doesnt know what hes doing, hes still upset about
  your mother.


  Emma rubbed the bridge of her nose. He was as devastated as us when Mum finally died.


  They were very close. In some ways Im glad Libertys not here to see all this, though she would have loved being a grandmother. I feel positively ancient at the thought of
  being a great-grandmother ... Freyas voice became muffled as she covered the receiver to speak to someone. Listen, the office is filling up again. Are you coming
  over?


  In a while. Im going to grab a shower. She paused. I guess I should call Joe.


  Hes in New York. Well, they are in New York.


  Delilah went with him?


  Of course, Freya said. She couldnt risk the deal folding, could she? Not now she can smell the money. I hope youre not rushing into this. You dont have
  to sell the company, you know.


  Emma sighed. Yes I do. Theres nothing here for me now. Weve spent years building the business, but the Americans offer is too good to pass up. Its a clean
  break.


  Your mother would hate it. She always wanted it to be a family business, for the three of you to carry on. She would never, never have split the company between you all in her will if she
  had known what Delilah was up to.


  What can I do? It seemed best she didnt know about their affair. Emma closed her eyes. Im glad she didnt know. Anyway, now Joe and Delilah have a
  controlling interest together. Theres nothing we can do. Once weve sold, I can move on.


  Do you think so? You know the Americans will want you to stay  Liberty groomed you to be the face of the company.


  I was just the window dressing. We all built the brand together. Her face fell as she glanced along the street. A crocodile of five-year-olds from Hill House walked past. How many
  times had she and Liberty walked hand in hand, coming home from school? All those precious, unremarked moments, gone. Emmas throat tightened, tears pricked her eyes. No matter how
  hard she was working, Liberty was always there to pick her up  often late, but she always came. It was their time, after school and in the early mornings, the only times Emma ever had her
  mother to herself. Backwards and forwards, hundreds of times, and I can only remember a handful of moments.


  It just seems a damn shame, after everything weve worked for.


  Hm? No, its time for a new start. Hey  you can retire at last, Emma teased as she rifled through her beaten-up tan Mulberry handbag for her keys.


  Me? Freya let out a short, deep laugh. Thats what Charles said. It will never happen. Work keeps me going. If I wasnt pottering around the office getting under
  everyones feet, what would I do?


  Emma smiled. Liberty had never had the heart to force Freya to retire. How is Charles?


  Same as ever.


  I am sorry I missed your birthday last month.


  Id rather forget I am eighty-four, darling. Why dont you come over and have a bite with us?


  Thanks, but Ill grab a sandwich from the caf. I just want to sort everything out here as quickly as possible, and head off to Spain. I need a new start.


  Yes, Freya said, drawing out the word. We really need to talk about that.


  Please dont start, Emma said, her brow knitting. I know you hate the idea, but its just what I need. I had no idea Mum had bought a house down
  there.


  Darling, its not at all what you think. I know you  youre picturing some divine little finca with jasmine spilling over the walls.


  I am not. She was, of course.


  Spain ... Freya paused. Well, I was surprised when your mother told me she had bought the house.


  Why dont you come with me? Its about time you took a break.


  No, Freya said firmly. Charles and I swore wed never set foot in Spain again, not after everything that happened.


  What did happen? Neither of you have ever talked


  It doesnt matter now, Freya interrupted. Its a lifetime ago.


  Do you have any idea why Mum picked Valencia, though? That is where you were nursing, wasnt it?


  Valencia, Madrid ... Freya cleared her throat. We moved around a lot, wherever we were needed.


  Well it sounds beautiful. Ive been reading about it online. You know, they call it the Spanish Eden. Emmas thoughts filled with neroli-scented orange groves, gardens
  rich with jasmine and cool churches infused with heady incense.


  Of course I know, Freya snapped. Its a ridiculous idea. I dont know what Liberty was thinking of. From what she said, no one has done a thing to the house for
  decades. Its probably a deathtrap, and you will have your hands full with the baby. Youre mad! You have no idea the amount of work a child is. You need family around you.


  I need, Emma paused, to do this. She heard Freya take a deep breath.


  Youre as wilful as your mother.


  I know. Emma glanced down the street as the last of the schoolchildren disappeared. I know I can make a go of it. Ive worked my whole life, and thanks to Mum
  Ive always saved. I can afford to take a few months off, get help to sort out the house, maybe even someone to help with the baby.


  I know, I know. Youre a sensible girl, you always were.


  I promise Ill be back and forth. Im just going to use it for holidays, so its not like Im taking your grandchild away from you.


  Freya fell silent. Of course. Look, I dont want to argue the moment youre home. Come over once youve settled in.


  I will.


  Love you, Em, Freya said.


  You too, Gammy.


  Freya paused. You havent called me that for years.


  Thanks, for everything, Emma said, twisting the gold locket at her neck, winding the chain around her finger. I couldnt have got through all this without you, but
  what I need now is a new beginning.
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  MADRID, SEPTEMBER 1936


  Qu pasa? How was the meeting? Rosa strolled up to the caf, her hand on the gun at her belt. She was dressed like a Republican militia, but
  her movements had the rhythm and precision of a flamenco dancer, and her tightly belted mono revealed a waist as tiny as a childs. She glanced down the cobbled alleyway to the
  barricades, saw three men crouched over a single plate of food as the red, yellow and purple Republican flag fluttered overhead. The walls of the street were lined with bright revolutionary
  posters. Defendeos Contra Fascismo! one cried beneath bones in the shape of a swastika. Rosa adjusted her beret, smoothed her cropped black hair against the nape of her neck.
  Jordi sat on the bonnet of the old bus, waiting in the sunshine for her. He was watching a flock of sheep being herded through the city, escaping the battlefields and heading for Valencia. He
  turned at the sound of her voice, his dark brilliantined hair gleaming. When he saw her, he leapt down and raised his fist in greeting.


  Seorita Montez. Mi compaero. He grinned, pulled her into his arms. Mi amor, he murmured, and kissed her. You didnt miss
  much. Some anarchist from Valencia has annoyed the communists, he said as his lips grazed her neck. He doesnt want the Russians involved  Spanish affairs concern only
  the Spanish, thats what he said in his speech. Jordi shook his head. Tell that to Hitler and Mussolini. They are arming Francos troops  without the Russians, what
  hope do we Republicans have?


  They walked down stone steps into the shade of the basement caf, and behind the bar, a record played: ... the music goes round and round and it comes out here ... Jordi
  slipped his hand over her eyes.


  What are you doing? she asked, smiling.


  I have something for you. From his pocket, Jordi pulled a long gold chain, and clasped it around her throat. Happy Birthday. He kissed the soft curls at the nape of
  her neck.


  I thought you had forgotten! Rosa looked down at the gold locket and gasped. Oh, Jordi, its beautiful. How could you afford this?


  It was my mothers. I took it last summer in Valencia when Vicente wasnt looking. Oof ... He doubled over as she punched him on the arm. He wont notice!
  All my brother cares about is money  if he had seen it he would have sold it. Mam always thought it was too good to wear. He carefully opened the filigree cage. I think
  people used it for perfume in the old days. Rosa inhaled, caught the ghost of a fragrance. But I put our photographs inside.


  Rosa recognised the studio portraits they had had taken a few months ago, carefully trimmed to fit the gold frame. I love it. She kissed him, lingering, tasted the hot salt on his
  lips, his skin.


  Promise youll wear it always, he said quietly. Whatever happens, we will always be together then.


  Nothing can keep us apart, Jordi.


  No, he said, his hand falling to her stomach. I wont have you fighting with us any more. Just as soon as I can I am taking you to Valencia. Vicente will take care of
  you. He took one of the last of the wild roses from a jam jar on the bar, and threaded it through the buttonhole of her suit.


  I wont go. Rosa dug her hands into the pockets of her mono. I can still fight. We are together. That is enough.


  Jordi turned to embrace his friend Marco, who was standing near the bar. Rosa listened to the snatches of conversation drifting from the packed lunchtime tables, watched as the waitress twisted
  skilfully through the sea of soldiers hopeful, lonely hands.


  Valencia is safe for now, one of the soldiers was saying. The city is full of dockers loyal to the CNT trade union, and the Huerta is full of rich peasants who will keep
  their heads down and quietly continue to grow rice and oranges in their smallholdings.


  Rice and oranges! Marco laughed, nudged Jordi. You should know all about that.


  I am not a farmer! I am a recortadore. Jordi leapt with the grace of a cat onto the bar, and the people at the tables nearby cheered and clapped. I am the greatest
  bull leaper in all of Spain! Rosa tugged him down, laughing. Jordi swept the hair from his eyes. It is my father who was the farmer. He put his arm around Rosa. He was a
  landowner who lost his land. He poured his dissatisfaction down his throat with his cognac, and spoiled my brother for life. Vicente is a failed matador, an unhappy butcher who thinks he should be
  an aristocrat. He drinks in the caf till three or four, sleeps a few hours, serves the women of the village with pork bellies


  And more, from what I hear, Marco murmured.


  You want me to stay with this man? Rosa laughed awkwardly.


  Jordi shrugged. It will be safer than here. Vicente is no poltico  he is firmly on the fence. But he is my brother, and I love him. Me, I was a little surprise for
  my parents  they thought after what my mother went through with Vicentes birth she couldnt have more children. To me, growing up, he was a god. Jordi turned to her.
  You should see him. Yes, he is bald now, and his beard and chest hair are grey, but when he goes down to the lake each day to swim after siesta, and takes off his pink dressing gown, there
  is still something of the arena, the roar of the crowd ... He leant closer to her, whispering in her ear. I remember the day Marco and I spied on him. He had the postmasters
  wife up on the glass counter, his head lowered like a bull, his trousers around his ankles. His hands were dark against her dimply thighs ...


  Rosa giggled. Youre teasing me!


  No! You wait till you see him at the lake. Vicente stands like this ... Jordi puffed his chest out, planted his thighs firmly apart, put his hands on his hips and looked slowly
  from left to right. All the women adore him. He keeps them mesmerised with his stories of the toros. The way he drops his dressing gown like a silk cape ... Jordi mimed tossing
  it aside. When he sniffs the air like a bull, he is still Vicente the Magnificent.


  It is true, Marco said. He has had half the women in the village.


  Why hasnt he been shot by an angry husband? Rosa asked.


  The men are either afraid of him, or admire him. Marco sipped his drink. I think the mark of Vicentes gold incisors on your wifes body is like a brand of
  quality to some men! As the old friends swapped stories about Jordis elder brother, Rosa frowned, tuned in to the conversations around them again.


  At least now they will not advance on Madrid from the east, a soldier said. Rosa thought of the west, the noise of the battle. The blood still rang in her ears, a shrill whine like
  the aftershock of the explosions.


  We shall hold them back on the other fronts, and the Valencia road is clear.


  They are evacuating the pictures from the Prado, you know?


  You know what the right are saying? Reds are raping nuns ...


  Well, what about General Queipo de Llanos broadcasts from Seville, eh? Did you not hear he offered up the women of Madrid to his troops as a reward if they sack the
  city?


  Rosas gaze fell to the polished wood of the bar as the conversations overlapped. She leant against it as Jordi ordered three more goblets of sherry. The tiles were wet in the caf,
  freshly washed, and Rosa breathed in the tang of wine-soaked wood, the salt air clinging to the shellfish. The display was pitiful, she thought, her stomach grumbling for the days when crabs and
  oysters spilled across the crushed ice. It is always the women and children, she thought, remembering the wife of a friend in the south, raped by an entire firing squad before they shot
  her.


  Queipo de Llano said for every man we kill, he will kill at least ten.


  Jordi spun around to interrupt their conversation. This is why we cannot let them win, compaero. Yes, there are atrocities on both sides  this is war  but
  Franco will destroy half of Spain if he has to. They are throwing entire villages from cliff faces.


  I heard the Falangists are organising peasant hunts on horseback, someone called over to Jordi.


  That I can believe, he said. All I hear is reports of those fascists clearing up towns after the troops have passed through, careering around in their
  parents cars, with their girlfriends, firing pistols like it is some game.


  The game of life, Rosa thought. She remembered the early days in the summer after the rebel Nationalist uprising. People would ride out to Toledo like tourists of war, like they were
  going on a picnic to take a few shots at the Nationalists in the name of democracy. They would drive out to the front like they were heading to a party, armed with guns, tortillas and bottles of
  wine  then go home to sleep and make love. There was singing everywhere in the early days, she remembered; she had never heard so much singing. She remembered the excitement when the grand
  hotels threw open their doors  where aristocrats had dined, ordinary men and women now ate in the new working mens clubs on bone china. All was equal  but already things had
  changed. There had been so much loss, so quickly, so violently. Prisons were emptied, criminals avenged themselves. It was the criminals responsible for the worst of the atrocities, not the
  Republicans, she was sure. The war was suddenly too close to home.


  It isnt a game! she cried. Let them come, but fight me face to face on level ground.


  As the caf erupted in cheers, Rosa turned away. She felt Jordi watching her. Jordi, I cant bear the cruelty, she said. What kind of a world are we bringing a
  child into?


  He took her face in his hands. A good world. We will make a free Spain, a better Spain for our child. Dont be afraid. The Nationalists have to terrify the workers  that is
  the only way they will win, through fear. This is why they display corpses, why they allow people to set up snack bars at the site of executions. To them it is a holy crusade and they want to put
  the fear of God into us. But they are only men, and we will win.


  Rosa glanced up as a group of men jogged down the stairs, greeted by cheers and fists shooting into the air. The first man raised his arm, silhouetted against the light.


  Viva la Repblica! Viva la Libertad! Robert Capa shouted.


  Eh, Capa! Jordi called, embracing him when he walked over. Congratulations! Everyone is talking about the photograph of the falling soldier. Now the world will sit up and
  take notice of Spain.


  Capa shrugged. It was a lucky shot.


  Have you met my girl? This is Rosa. Jordi turned to the barman. Drinks for my friends.


  No, let me. Capa threw a roll of money onto the bar.


  Who are these people? Rosa whispered to Jordi.


  Photographers, journalists, Jordi said. Capa took photos of me a while ago. They are going to tell the world the truth about Spain.


  Damn right we are, Capa said. He turned to Rosa, kissed her hand, raised his gaze to hers. You are a lucky man, Jordi. I would like to photograph your girl.


  No, I dont think so, she said.


  Why, are you afraid I might steal your soul?


  I dont think it is my soul you are interested in.


  Capas laugh reminded her of a cat purring. He winked at Jordi. Like I said, you are a lucky man.


  I am. Jordi put his arm around Rosa. And right now, Capa, we need all the luck we can get.
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  LONDON, SEPTEMBER 11, 2001


  The door of the Picasso Caf swung closed behind her, and Emma pulled the collar of her coat up. A few locals were lingering over a late lunch at the pavement tables,
  and one of the market traders from Antiquarius called over to her in greeting. She waved back, sipped at her Styrofoam cup of tea as she waited for a break in the traffic. The smoky, rich smell of
  the bacon sandwich she was carrying in a paper bag made her stomach grumble with hunger. A taxi slowed to let her cross, she nodded in thanks, and ran across towards the cinema.


  Every cracked flagstone was familiar to her, every face it seemed. The crisp autumn air, the smells of exhaust fumes and coffee  she knew and loved them all. Sometimes she daydreamed
  about creating fragrances that captured cities in a bottle. London would be coal fires, tea, petrol, she thought. This was her home, her corner of the world, and yet it would never be the
  same again. She had taken one look at the silent studio piled high with packing crates, showered and left. The lacquer box had been exactly where shed left it months before, surrounded by
  the fragrances on Libertys desk like a conductor at the heart of an orchestra.


  Emma ate ravenously as she skirted the side of Habitat and strode towards St Lukes Gardens. She tossed the paper bag into a bin, and drained her tea. The garden was almost empty, the
  office workers returned to their desks. A few mothers were pushing children in buggies towards the playground as Emma walked towards what she had always thought of as their bench, hers and
  Libertys. She had come here with Freya, Charles and Joe after the funeral, and scattered Libertys ashes on the rose border. The thought of the flowers to come in the summer reminded
  her of one of the first trips her mother had taken her on, to their suppliers in Turkey. Men had stood waist deep in roses, and Emma had plunged her small hand into a sack of petals, silken and
  perfumed. The fragrance was so intense, it seemed to have a texture to her, a powdery voluptuousness. Emma had missed these roses single flowering. Now the earth stood bare again, the bushes
  cut back for the winter.


  Hello, Mum, she said quietly as she sat down. In her mind, as she looked at the garden, she played out their conversation, told her mother how she missed her, how she was going to
  be a grandmother at last. Roots and wings, Em, she remembered her mother saying. Thats what you give your children.


  Emmas face fell as a bus trundled by emblazoned with an advertisement for the new Liberty Temple fragrance. The marketing department had gone into overdrive to prepare for the launch,
  introducing Emma as Libertys successor. Emma thought back to the final interview with ES Magazine, how Joe had shown the journalist around their new house, pointing out all the toys
  he had installed  the home cinema, the statement artworks by Hirst, the furnishings that read like a Design Museum catalogue. The photographer, meanwhile, had asked Emma to sniff the orchids
  on the mantelpiece.


  But they have no scent, she said.


  Well, stroke them, lovey. Look inspired. He circled his hand in the air without bothering to look up from his viewfinder.


  While she was dutifully caressing the orchids, Joes mobile had beeped in the kitchen. They were waiting for news from Liberty at the hospital, so she decided to check the message. A
  hundred times she wondered what would have happened if she hadnt. Miss you, it said. Tonight x. Emma heard Joes footsteps echoing down the
  new wenge staircase. She quickly turned the phone upside down as she had found it, and poured a glass of champagne for everyone.


  This place is fabulous! the journalist said, settling onto a stool beside the gleaming Corian countertop. How long have you been here?


  Not long, Emma said. She was trying to think clearly. Its all Joes hard work, really.


  Nonsense! Joe settled back on the Eames lounger by the fireplace, and put his hands behind his head. I took care of the bricks-and-mortar stuff, but Em has a great eye. She
  was emailing me orders from all over the place.


  I travel a lot for work. The pieces were beginning to fall into place. Our biggest markets are Japan and the US.


  Ems mum ran a cosmetics company for years, but then in the late eighties we got involved and the Liberty Temple perfume brand just exploded. Emma is the creative brains now 
  the nose  arent you?


  Sorry? She glanced at him, his familiar face suddenly strange to her. Was that a new shirt from Pinks he was wearing? He was immaculate as always. Though he hadnt followed
  his father into the American armed forces, there was something military in his bearing and precision. His hair had been freshly trimmed at Trumpers that morning, his nails buffed. Emma looked down
  at her hands  she hadnt had time for a manicure for weeks. She forced herself to concentrate, and began the story she had recounted a thousand times at different press conferences,
  how a family business started on a kitchen table had grown to become one of the worlds leading independent perfumers.


  My mother always wore Calche, the journalist said. You know, sometimes I pass a woman in the street wearing it, and I think its her.


  Exactly. I love the emotions fragrance evokes in us. There was a tight knot in Emmas throat. Id love to make a truly classic fragrance like Chanel No
  5.


  Yeah, Im sure the accountants would be over the moon too, Joe said, laughing.


  Emmas hand was shaking as she put down her glass. Did you know, in some parts of the world the word kiss means smell. Isnt that amazing, the link
  between scent and sensuality. She was staring hard at Joe.


  Maybe thats my title, the journalist mused. Scent and Sensuality, you know, like Sense and Sensibility. Everyone loves Jane Austen.


  Im sorry, Emma stood and shook her hand. You must excuse me. Im not feeling well.


  Emma settled back on the bench. For a moment, she allowed herself to imagine a perfect life where she and Joe were still together. Longing spread through her. In spite of
  everything that had happened, she loved him. It would never be the same, she was old enough to realise that. The simple, open trust had gone, but she had loved Joe too long for these feelings just
  to disappear neatly. Emma glanced at her watch, turned the heavy-duty, mans Patek Philippe over. It was nearly two.


  Emma walked on towards Chelsea Green, took a deep breath as she pulled out her phone, and speed-dialled 1.


  Em? He answered instantly. Ive been trying to call you for weeks.


  Hey, Joe, she said, just like always. She blinked slowly as she remembered him looking up from his MBA books in Columbia University library, his blonde fringe falling over his
  indigo eyes. Hey, Joe. Rolling over towards her in the dawn light of their curtainless first flat together in Battersea. Hey, Joe.


  Where the hell have you been? You just dropped off the radar after Tokyo.


  I stopped off in Vancouver to see Dad.


  Your dad? Joe sounded surprised. You havent seen him for years.


  Emma frowned. It felt like it was about time. I just wanted ... I dont know what I was hoping ... She took a deep breath.


  Sure, I understand, after your mum ... His voice trailed off. Are you in London?


  Just back. She hoped she sounded calm, offhand. She recalled the last time she had seen him, after Libertys will was read, when hed left with tears of regret, and
  loss in his eyes. Hey, Joe.


  Well done. The guys in Japan were over the moon. He paused. Ive been worried about you. You OK?


  Sure. You sound tired. You sound guilty, she thought.


  Yeah, hell ... She heard him sigh. You know what its like.


  What whats like? She kicked angrily at a Coke can in the gutter. The business? Being with Delilah? Just the sound of his voice, his easy East Coast accent killed her. The
  night she confronted him, they had held one another in the gleaming kitchen of their new house, weeping like children for everything that was broken and lost. It was like something she had carried
  within her tore free. Love? Now, that space was a wound, a hole that ached for him, for them, for everything they had been. She thought of the email Charles had sent her at her lowest point:
  Hemingway used to say the world breaks us all. Afterwards some are stronger at the broken places. I like the idea that what breaks us makes us stronger. Hold on to that, Em. It will get
  better. She cleared her throat. So, is it good to be home?


  New York? Yeah, its always good to be back. Mom and Dad send their best, he said awkwardly.


  Emma winced. Are you going to stay?


  Maybe. Lila is going on about moving out here. He sighed. Dyou get the papers?


  Emma glanced left and right as she crossed the road. Aha.


  Sign them, Em. Its what weve worked for.


  To sell out?


  No, to make a fortune, to do what we want with our future.


  What future, Joe? We have no future. She hesitated. Oh God, you mean with her, dont you?


  I dont know what I mean. She imagined him raking his hand through his hair. Youre the one who left.


  What was I supposed to do? You were sleeping with my friend, our friend A businessman glanced up at her as she walked past. She turned away, cupped the phone.
  Its such a clich, Joe. I would have thought youd have more imagination.


  You were always so tired. You were away so much ...


  I was working for us! For our future. She hesitated, almost told him then.


  Anyway, we had to go ahead with the winter launch without you. Lila stood in for you at the press conferences.


  Shes obviously very good at standing in for me.


  Dont, Em. She was useless, too full on. Weve argued. Emma, I need to see you. Ive made a dumb mistake. I dont know what Im doing any more.


  Youre right, Joe, she said. Lets quit on a high. Weve all put years into Liberty Temple.


  Im not talking about the business.


  Lila wants the money, Joe  thats all shes ever been interested in.


  Shes nagging me to sell, you disappeared, Freyas telling me we should hang on to the company. Between all of you I just feel like disappearing too.


  Well why dont you then? she snapped. Anyway, I didnt disappear. Ive been on the road for months making sure the brand survives.


  I miss you.


  Dont say that. She angrily wiped away a tear. You have no right.


  Its not too late. We can work this out.


  I have to go.


  OK, OK. Well speak later. She heard him whistle for a cab, pictured him standing on the kerb beneath the skyscrapers of New York, traffic streaming towards him.
  Ive got to get across to the World Trade Centre. Im meeting the guys in Windows on the World for breakfast.


  Eggs Benedict, she thought. Double espresso, two sugars.


  Im not going to let them leave until we get everything hammered out. Will you fax the papers over once youre in the office?


  Emma scowled. Yes.


  Thanks, for everything. Em ... He paused. Im sorry. Im an idiot. I love you. You know Ill always love you.


  Right.


  Tell me you still love me.


  No.


  Give me a chance. I can make it right.


  No, she said again, angry this time. Nothing is ever going to be the same.


  Ill call you.


  You do that. As she stopped by the door of the Pond Place offices, Emma punched in a final text message. Love? Show me. Were having a baby.


  She reached for the brushed-steel door handle, and hesitated. Instead, she went next door and knocked on the bright red door. As she waited, she imagined Freya walking stiffly through the
  cottage, her silver-topped ebony cane tapping on the creaking boards. Emma heard the chain slide back, and as the door opened an Ella Fitzgerald tune drifted out.


  Oh no you dont, Ming, Freya muttered, blocking the path of a Siamese cat with her cane. She glanced up. Em!


  Emma hugged her grandmother. She seemed thinner, her bones more angular beneath the soft black cashmere roll-neck she was wearing. Ive missed you, she said, her words
  muffled.


  Let me look at you. Freya held her at arms length. I love your hair.


  Thanks. Emma ran her hand through her dark, shoulder-length hair. I had it chopped in Tokyo. Thought Id go back to my natural colour.


  Just as well. No hair dye for a few months now for you, Freya whispered, squeezing Emmas hand.


  So, do I pass?


  Freya pursed her lips. Well, you look a bit peaky, but Im not going to start nagging you the moment you get home. Come on, come in, she said, ushering her inside.
  Charles is in the conservatory.


  It is good to see you, Emma said, taking her arm as they walked through the cottage. At least nothing has changed here, she thought, comforted by the familiar chaos of Freya
  and Charless home. The yellow living room lined with books and bright abstract paintings fronted the street, and a constant stream of pedestrians and cars passed in front of the sash
  windows. Worn kelims flanked the sagging sofas, and a large tuberose candle on the Ottoman perfumed the air. A fire glowed in the hearth, and from upstairs the sound of vacuuming drifted down. In
  the small kitchen, a Welsh dresser piled with blue-and-white crockery and old postcards leant companionably by a scrubbed table, and Ming lolled on an old red armchair in the sunlight, turquoise
  eyes watching the women.


  Charles! Freya called, shuffling into the conservatory, her cane tapping on the terracotta floor. Among the plants the wings of iridescent blue butterflies beat slowly in the hot,
  liquid air, tongues unfurled to nectar. Condensation dripped from leaves, and a swallowtail settled, unnoticed, on Emmas hair. Charles! Freya shook her head. He must be
  in his study. She swept aside a curtain of fine chains, opened the back door and leant against Emma as she negotiated the low step to the garden. Freya walked gingerly along the uneven
  paving stones to a sky-blue shed, and pushed open the door. They found Charles bent over his roll-topped desk, pinning a fritillary onto a cork board.


  Emma smiled. She had spent hours in here with Charles as a child, helping her great-uncle catalogue his specimens. The walls were lined with cases of butterflies, a Technicolor mural of wings. A
  grizzled pug snored softly at his feet while a longcase Mora clock ticked away the minutes. Hello ...


  He wont hear you. Freya nudged his back with the cane. Charles! We have a visitor.


  What the ruddy hell? He spun around, pushed his half-moon glasses back on his mane of thick white hair. His empty left sleeve, pinned at the elbow, swung against his side.
  Do you want to give me a heart attack, woman? He smiled, shuffled forward as he noticed Emma. Em! He embraced her with his right arm, and she kissed his dry, smooth
  cheek.


  Turn it on. Freya motioned to him.


  Charles flicked on his hearing aid. Only way a chap can get a moments peace in this madhouse, people coming and going all day, he grumbled to Emma.


  Stop moaning, Freya said. Youll miss them when theyre gone.


  It is good to see you. You look well, Emma said.


  Do I? At our age youre just glad to be alive. All our friends are dropping like flies. He sighed. Every year there are a few less of us at the Brigades
  commemoration in Jubilee Gardens.


  You know what hes like. Freya folded her arms. Always turns to the obituaries first to see if he knows anyone.


  I do not. Ah, you have a passenger, Em. Charles caught the butterfly on her hair in a small net box and closed the lid.


  Face to face, Emma thought the similarity between the siblings was unmistakeable even in age  both had tall, slender bodies, rather stooped now, the same high cheekbones, aquiline noses.
  Whereas Freya was a picture of understated, monochrome chic, Charless umber cords were flecked with scorch marks from years of log fires and cigarettes, and hung loose from his hips. As he
  turned to the desk and slid a sheet of glass into the frame, Freya sighed.


  Look at the state of you, Charles. I do wish youd let me buy you some new clothes.


  Why? He dug his hands into the stretched pockets of his navy cardigan, and pulled out a tobacco tin. What do I need with new clothes? he muttered as he lit a
  roll-up.


  Freya narrowed her eyes in irritation, and brushed some dog hair from his sleeve.


  Bugger off, stop fussing, woman! he said, batting her hand away.


  She smoothed down her immaculate grey bob. Fine. Freya bit her lip. Well, everyone is dying to see you, Emma. Shall we go through?


  From the chaotic mews house that had been the family home for nearly seventy years, Freya, Charles and Emma stepped onto the pavement, and through the door into the adjoining house. The Liberty
  Temple office was bustling. As Emma pushed the front door open the breeze made the orchids on the white reception desk dance. The open-plan back offices were buzzing with elegant young women and
  languid men; snatches of French, English, Japanese and the scent of roses drifted on the air.


  Welcome home, Em, the receptionist said.


  Thank you, she replied as she strode into the office area. Hello everyone.


  Freya and Charles waited in reception as the team crowded around to greet Emma. I hope shes doing the right thing, Freya said quietly. This is the closest thing she
  has to a family right now. Once the company is sold ...


  Are you talking about Emma, or yourself?


  Freya dug him in the ribs.


  Ow, not so ruddy hard, he winced.


  Ill be fine, dont you worry. Freya tucked her chin down into her black polo neck, and crossed her arms over her narrow ribcage. Ive spent my life
  looking after Liberty, and Emma, and the company ...


  Exactly. The girls have kept you young.


  Unlike you.


  Charles pulled a face at her. I shall choose to ignore that remark. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. Will you move to the Cornish house
  permanently?


  Freya shook her head. You wont get rid of me that easily.


  You do love it down there, and there will be no need for Charless breath caught in his throat as he glanced over at the flat-screen television above the fireplace. He
  shuffled over and turned up the volume. Be quiet! he shouted, the newsreel footage on the BBC glimmering in his glasses.


  Whats going on? Freya was the first at his side. She gazed in horror as smoke plumed from the World Trade Center. Oh God, no! Her hands flew to her mouth as
  another plane ploughed into the second tower.


  Emma ran over. I dont understand. Whats happening? She put her arm around Freya. Joes there, she said, her voice breaking. I just spoke to
  him half an hour ago. Hes in the North Tower.
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  MADRID, NOVEMBER 1936


  Hugo! Charles called, and jogged to catch up. The 11th International Brigade were marching along Gran Via, and Charles fell in with the British machine-gunners
  and Germans of the Edgar Andr Battalion. Neon signs, vivid in the winter light, flickered along the road as the Madrileos cheered them on. How was lunch?


  Nothing like a few pre-prandial artillery shells to get your appetite working. He turned his pale, tired face to Charles. Did you get any photos?


  Charles shook his head. I thought perhaps the paper might like a few shots of ordinary men and women ...


  Couldnt find any? Hugo smiled.


  Whats the latest?


  The fascists are advancing into the university, Hugo said, marching at Charless side.


  Just as well the Brigades are here then, Charles said, shifting the old Soviet rifle slung over his shoulder. The 11th should drive them out. Nearby he could hear the
  sound of marching feet, shouting, singing, the noise of motor horns. But beyond that was the sound of battle  rifles, machine guns, mortars. They were getting closer and closer to the
  front.


  Do you have plenty of film?


  Charles gazed at the square, dignified forms of the new university buildings ahead of them, yellow and russet against the distant sky, already swirling with the smoke of battle. I hope I
  have enough. It seemed to him the whole city was blazing, light flaring into the sky. They worked their way through smoke-filled streets. Splinters of rafters snagged the sky like broken
  ribs, and empty, stained stretchers scattered with flowers littered the pavement. His hair was thick with dust as he ran his hand through it, his ears ringing from the continual, deafening
  bombardment.


  Wait, he said to Hugo. As the men marched on to the front, Charles rolled the film in his camera on, and focussed on the vacant, mask-like faces of a dead mother and child laid out
  side by side on the edge of the road.


  What are you doing? A Spanish militiaman grabbed him by the collar. You vulture! You make me sick, you newsmen. He spat on him.


  Charles looked at him with unseeing eyes as Hugo grabbed his arm and dragged him forwards. My job, he said. Im doing my job.


  At sunset, the shadows of pigeons wheeled over the tangled bodies of men. Charles felt like the mouth of hell had opened up. In the frenzy of the battle, he had lost Hugo. He
  knew he had to get out of here, that the Press cars would be leaving soon for the night. He ran blindly for the shelter of a doorway, heard bullets ricocheting behind him. He crouched down, sweat
  and smoke stinging his eyes, his heart pounding. He gripped the hot shaft of his rifle, checked his ammunition and shouldered open the door. He ran through an abandoned lecture hall, blackboards
  cracked and broken, the benches smashed like matchsticks. Water rained down from shattered pipes. He scrambled down a ruined staircase into the darkness, his feet splashing through black puddles,
  feeling his way, desperately hoping he would not discover a body there. Charles pushed his back flat against the wall by a broken window, peered cautiously around, wary of snipers. He looked out
  across the campus, saw Moroccan troops moving through the mist in the distance. He had to make a run for it.


  Terror gripped his stomach as he sprinted for safety, keeping low, diving from cover to cover. He flung himself head first into the nearest dugout just as there was a massive explosion nearby.
  The earth fountained up around him, and the force of the blast hit him like a punch in the chest. He cowered, burying his head against his knees. Christ! he cried out, his bowels
  loosening with terror.


  Charles lay shivering as night fell, thinking back to the day Comrade Martys voice had drifted over the crowd of new recruits packed into the Albacete parade ground like
  candles in a box. The woollen cap he had been given was itching, and his boots were bad. They had already worn blisters on his heels during drills that morning, but when he looked around at the
  eccentric rags worn by many of the soldiers, he realised he had been lucky. Some were dressed in Great War surplus, some in pantomime costume it seemed. The commander, however, wore a black leather
  jacket and a dark beret, and on his Sam Browne belt hung a 9mm automatic pistol.


  You will be sent from here to the training centre at Madrigueras, the commander had shouted.


  How come he gets a pistol? Charles murmured.


  Hes the boss, Hugo whispered. Broom handles are fine for the rest of us. It looks to me like those sentries are handling rifles for the first time. He looked
  across at a boy leaning against the wall. For Gods sake stop smoking, man! he hissed, and pointed at the boxes of dynamite stacked beside the boy.


  Im not sure about this, Charles said. Youd have thought theyd have enough guns to go round.


  Yes, it would have been nice.


  I know what we are fighting for, but Im not quite sure how.


  Its too late to back out now, Charles, Hugo said. They took our passports at Figueras.


  Charles recalled the sallow, prawn-faced man in the glass box at the entrance to the old castle. He had taken their details, tossed their passports into a box spilling over with others from a
  multitude of nations. Here, he had said, thrusting a 100 peseta note, condoms and a tasselled forage cap into his hand. You are now part of the Republican Army. He had
  raised his fist, and Charles and Hugo followed suit, hesitantly.


  Marty raised his voice. Who can drive a truck? A few men put up their hands. Right, line up over there. Who can ride a motorcycle? Anyone with medical training? As
  the last men shuffled away, he looked out across those who remained. The rest of you are infantry. You will make history.


  Even maps would be nice, Charles said under his breath. He blew on his hands as he gazed around the ragged group of dockers, miners, ex-cons and dreamy undergraduates.
  Surely someone must have a Michelin map at least, somewhere?


  No maps, no compasses, Hugo said cheerfully. It will be chaos blundering around in the sleet and dark. He shivered. I have a feeling we should be getting more
  than 10 pesetas a day.


  You! Temple! Marty pointed at him. You are reporters, yes?


  We are with the Manchester Guardian, sir. Charles stood to attention. But we wish to fight alongside the Brigades, sir, if we can.


  Good. There are too many reporters and photographers along for the ride.


  Marty sorted through a file. Make Madrid your base. Report to Brigade headquarters there. He scribbled his signature on a piece of paper. Here is a Safe Conduct pass for you
  both. Fight if you will, but I want you to report from all over the country. Tell the British what is going on here. We will make a car available for you.


  Thank you, sir. Charles raised his fist.


  Thank you, sir, Charles thought as he hunkered down. The night air was bitingly cold, and his clothes were wet and foul. Right now I wish I was along for the
  ride. He thought longingly of his hotel bedroom. He remembered complaining to Hugo about the lice-infested straw mattresses they had to sleep on in Albacete, and the overflowing latrines. At
  this moment he would be glad of either.


  The smell of war is rotting food and shit, he had said, throwing himself down on his bed in the barracks.


  There you go. To think you were struggling for an opening line for your first article, Hugo said.


  Very droll. He leant over, lit the wick of a tin full of olive oil. The flame danced, weak light spreading in the darkness. These ruddy lice are driving me insane, he
  said, scratching at his crotch.


  Its the rats you have to watch out for. Havent you heard the song? There are rats, rats, rats as big as cats ... Hugo frowned. Are you sure
  were cut out for all this?


  Of course we are. Charles looked at Hugo. We can write, and we can see the truth. When you look at the rubbish the newspapers at home are printing against the Republicans,
  it makes me furious. He thought of the scarred, exhausted faces of the Brigaders who had returned from Aragon. They were half mad with bitterness, it seemed to him. A cock-up,
  they said  no artillery, no planes. They spoke of the quiet savagery of the Moroccans, of friends whose throats had been slit, then casually tossed over a bridge.


  Now Charles understood what they had seen. He screwed his eyes tight shut. He thought how full of hope they had been as they headed to Madrid. He recalled the singing on the train as he and Hugo
  sat among women with chickens on their laps in third class. At every station the crowds had cheered the soldiers: Salud! No pasarn! They shall not
  pass! They had sung the Internationale with peasants who pressed oranges, screws of olives and wine on them. Each platform was a sea of clenched fists as the train chugged
  out, carriages jerking and clattering. He remembered a dark-eyed girl who blew kisses to him, crying out Chico, your wife is not here to kiss you goodbye!


  Wife! That would be a fine thing, Charles said under his breath as he rolled over onto his side, his teeth chattering. A macabre babble of tongues echoed around him between
  explosions.


  Charles? Hugo scrambled down to him. Are you all right? I lost sight of you in there.


  Charles could see Hugos lips moving, but his words were muffled, seemed to be coming from underwater. Thank God, I thought you ...


  What happened?


  A shell nearly got me. Im afraid Im rather a mess.


  Hugo took him gently by the arm. Lets get out of here. I want to write up my report while my memory is still fresh. God it was hellish, we were fighting room by room at the
  end. He grimaced. Come on, wed better get you cleaned up. He guided Charles past barricades bristling with chair legs, padded with mattresses. Faceless figures pushed
  past them in the darkness. They staggered to the Press car, along a road marked with bloody footprints. An alarm clock was ringing somewhere in the night.


  Lets go, Charles said to Hugo as he slumped back in the seat. The car door slammed and he closed his eyes as the gears crashed into reverse.
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