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Welcome 
 

Man is in love with what abandons him. That’s the starting point of every quest.   

Meister Eckhart 

 

******* 

 

Hello, thank you and welcome to The Red Diamond. We hope it stirs your imaginations 

and that you enjoy it in every way. 

 

The Red Diamond is essentially an Art Book, with Rob’s illustrations playing as central a 

role in the story’s unfolding as does my text. Our intent has not been so much to say, 

‘this happened here, that happened there and here’s the picture to prove it’, but rather 

to allow words and pictures to come together in the hope of creating new 

contemplative spaces – evocative spaces – spaces of growth, possibility and playful 

creative change. 

 

The text tends therefore to concentrate more on atmosphere and mood than the 

adoption of a purely realistic approach to the story’s development. In this sense, one 

could say that The Red Diamond is more akin to a series of inter-connected, 

impressionistic prose poems than a conventional novelistic-style narrative. The 

emphasis rests throughout on contemplation, meditation and reflection; with words, 

pictures and even line-spacing and page layout working in concert as aides-memoires to 

that end. 

 

******* 

 

The Red Diamond concerns itself with central existential issues, germane to all our lives 

– questions of meaning, purpose, depth and transcendence. It could never, however, 

aspire to offer a comprehensive or systematic overview of the philosophical and 

spiritual crises affecting our society today. It is, we hope, more a freewheeling 

exploration than a definitive attempt at resolution – an exploration into how and where 

people find value and resonance, both in the individual and in the collective spheres.  

 

And there are no easy answers! That’s half the problem! As one of our characters finds 

out, sometimes one is left with nothing in one’s hands, only ‘question after question 

after question.’  

 



What if, however? What if it’s exactly, and maybe only this absence of answers that 

brings authenticity and substance to our existence? To think along these lines, to accept 

complexity as an essential and welcome ingredient to our lives, would suggest a highly 

nuanced view of the human predicament, markedly different, for example, to the ready-

made solutions offered by the world’s various varieties of fundamentalism – political, 

scientific, religious, ‘New Age’, etc.    

 

And here, Rob and I have an opportunity, after having said so much about what The Red 

Diamond is not, to offer an indication of what it actually aspires to be – a meditation in 

words and pictures critiquing the mono-dimensional worldview of any and all 

fundamentalisms. The Red Diamond is a paean of praise to the mysterious, the oblique 

and the uncertain. So often, a natural wariness of life’s inherent ambiguity and 

impermanence seems to usher us, almost imperceptibly, towards the simple rigidities of 

the fundamentalist trapdoor. But it is only, Rob and I feel, when we fully open out to the 

mystery of our lives, acknowledging how little our minds can possibly know or grasp, 

that imagination, creativity and vision can begin to take on true definition. A 

fundamentalist, literalist reading of the world, from whichever angle, always closes the 

doors on other ways of seeing and understanding. The Red Diamond, if it insists on 

nothing else, insists on keeping the doors open. 

 

******* 

 

Our three central characters – Jacqueline, Julie and Claire – lose their jobs when the 

visionary (and fictional) Leeds-based arts centre, La Canebière, closes in mysterious 

circumstances. La Canebière offered them a platform, exceptionally rare in the 

contemporary workplace, where they were given freedom to express and develop 

themselves fully, both as human beings and also – through Jacqueline’s flair for words, 

Julie’s dramatic intensity and Claire’s painterly eye – as artists and as thinkers. 

 

How then, might one come to terms with the loss of such a beneficent milieu? What 

myths might one create to make sense of this ‘Fall’? What forms might the subsequent 

search for individual and collective significance take?  

 

The Red Diamond is a book about transcendence; this innate and insistent need human 

beings seem to have to connect with a bigger, wider reality – greater than themselves 

but also existing outside themselves. Not so many years ago, perhaps, people might 

have been able to quench this thirst through the strictures of organised religion, in the 

arms of the ‘nuclear family’ or via a ‘job for life’. But all of these, and many more 



formerly ‘rock solid’ beliefs and institutions, float together today in a sea of volatile flux. 

The old certainties have gone. Our lives have become fluid, flexible, insecure and 

unpredictable. And this malleability, this sense of ‘permanent impermanence’, leads us 

sometimes to feel like we live our  lives awkwardly suspended between two eras. The 

old ‘gods’ have lost their psychological hold while new approaches to meaning have yet, 

generally speaking, to make their presence clearly and tangibly felt. We inhabit, it often 

seems, a deregulated, value-free, post-modern void. 

 

******* 

 

This then, is the void the Red Diamond comes to fill. This is the vacuum which 

Jacqueline, Julie and Claire fall into on their twofold quest – to heal their individual pain 

while opening up transformative possibilities to the country (Britain) as a whole. This 

stiff task plays itself out in an enigmatic, dreamscape world – a hall of mirrors world – a 

series of fluid and unpredictable scenarios – certainly with regards to contemporary 

politics and society, but also to the vulnerable, uneven, yet fertile and imaginative minds 

of our three protagonists. For much of the time the going feels gritty and tough, 

individual mental walls and the rough hide of free-market hegemony provoking anxiety 

and unsettlement at every turn: 

 

And she mourned, on those sacred stones, her lost moment of clarity, blasted 

and broken forever. She gazed longingly at the door and the weight of glory it 

represented, offering a silent, heartfelt prayer for healing – an end to the civil 

war inside her and a restoration of values to this awkward kingdom she was, like 

it or not, standing at the very heart of. The far from still point . The centre of the 

torn and troubling world. 

 

Having said that, there are (we hope) no shortage of high points too – flashes of clarity 

and insight – sharp, suggestive reminders that wonder, joy and creative ecstasy remain 

outstanding emblems of what being human can, and maybe will one day be all about: 

 

The Diamond began to rotate with a voluptuous golden beauty, as if the sun 

itself was rising through its texture, red transforming to an all-conquering, 

invincible, irrepressible gold. The light dazzled as Jacqueline shielded her eyes, 

gold absorbing the pillars and the stars until the whole fantastic panorama 

consisted of nothing but this staggering light. 

 



But just as Claire’s tears dry up and segue into an opposite ‘happy’ phase, so too 

Jacqueline’s epiphany in the ruined theatre dissolves and gives way in its turn to 

forgetfulness and puzzlement. Nothing is stable in The Red Diamond. Nothing is solid. 

Nothing can be wholly trusted or relied upon. 

 

******* 

 

Ultimately perhaps, it could well be that we (contemporary men and women) might just 

have to bite the metaphysical bullet and dig a little deeper inside, coming hopefully at 

length (and with a bit of luck!) to a new and richer place, a place at one remove from 

the quest for transcendence and also the sense of meaninglessness that engenders it. 

This then, maybe, can become our long-term mission, our task, our ‘edge’. To pass, if 

possible, beyond duality, beyond the illusions tying us to the wheel, illusions keeping us 

in random oscillation from hope on one side to despair on the other. 

 

The possibility and likelihood of such a refuge, more immanent perhaps than 

transcendent, will be explored more fully in the follow-up to The Red Diamond we are 

currently engaging with. For now however, we leave you at the starting point – our 

heroines poised to embark on their quest, already embarked on their quest in fact. 

Because positive, creative change remains impossible without this starting point, this 

despair, this meaninglessness, this necessity to do more and be more than our small 

selves, our restrictive personalities and limited horizons so often seem to allow. A point 

arrives sometimes where we feel we have no option but to tear our past lives up, setting 

our course anew for something bigger, deeper, wilder and wider – for meaning and for 

purpose – for what reality might be like at a much more central region.  

 

And it is at this point that the precious gift of the imagination comes into play. The 

human imagination, if we can only make the connection, can open us up fully, both to 

ourselves and to the world around us, bringing creative solutions and representing, Rob 

and I believe, the deepest, most authentic, most ancient, mysterious element of our 

being – the Self – Ourselves – who we really are, where we’re coming from, where we’re 

going to … 

 

******* 

 

The quest for the Red Diamond belongs to us all. Our hope as artists is that the story 

and the pictures that accompany it can help flag something up for all of us, something 

important, something connected with what this strange adventure of being human just 



might be all about. As Louis Macneice expressed it so fittingly in his final poem, 

Thalassa: 

 

Run out the boat, my broken comrades; 

Let the old seaweed crack, the surge 

Burgeon oblivious of the last 

Embarkation of feckless men, 

Let every adverse force converge― 

Here we must needs embark again. 

 

Run up the sail, my heartsick comrades; 

Let each horizon tilt and lurch― 

You know the worst: your wills are fickle, 

Your values blurred, your hearts impure 

And your past life a ruined church― 

But let your poison be your cure. 

 

Put out to sea, ignoble comrades, 

Whose record shall be noble yet; 

Butting through scarps of moving marble 

The narwhal dares us to be free; 

By a high star our course is set, 

Our end is Life. Put out to sea. 

 

 

We hope you find The Red Diamond both enjoyable and stimulating. If you have any 

comments whatsoever please do feel free to contact us at jfitzy2002@yahoo.co.uk or at 

www.robfloyd.co.uk 

 

Keep in touch. 

 

Thanks again, take care and all the very best, 

 

J.Fitzgerald                                                                              Rob Floyd 

 

 

John Fitzgerald                                                                                    Rob Floyd 

 

mailto:jfitzy2002@yahoo.co.uk
http://www.robfloyd.co.uk/


 

 
The Red Diamond 

 

 

 

Imagination is the herald of change   
Colin Wilson 

 
 
  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



The Sulphurous Heart 

 



The van speeds on through the Scottish night, and Julie, face tight to the glass, has 

forgotten her comrades – Claire to her right, Jacqueline at the wheel – the star 

commanding all body, soul and mind with its puissance and light. 
 

And a thousand million stars on view tonight – more, far more, than Julie’s seen before. 

But this is the one she wants, this is the one she needs; to come blaze fury inside her, 

blast and dismiss those mangy barricades, unleash her higher and deeper – beyond the 

lines, beyond the law. 

 

And Julie wants to smoke – smoke riotously, smoke furiously. But what’s the point and 

use in ciggies when the revolution’s catching fire before you, this poised and coiling 

allegory of apocalypse and rebirth? … 

 

And Julie wants to walk, walk out onto the stage, like all those times before – acting out 

the mystery again, retelling, re-enacting the hidden myths, the legends of her soul … 

 

And Julie wants to read – the secret fables of her life, her magic childhood storybooks – 

lying on her bed in Canning Street again, a sun-kissed evening in Liverpool 8, gorgeous 

Georgian terraces and a web of strange light about her, streets overflowing with 

vibrancy and colour; the crimson, the velvet, the gold and the silver … 

 

But  why lose yourself in books and plays and ambiguous cities, when the revelation’s 

right out there in front of you, beckoning you from the centre of the universe, a jewelled 

crown of seraphic light, more real than all the myths and all the tales and all the legends 

in all the worlds? 

 

And then …  

 

“Don’t you find Julie, that these crazy night-rides help one transcend the dull and lifeless 

everyday?” 

 

‘Do I what? Who said that?’ 

 

It’s Claire, blue eyes playful in the half-light. Good God! 

 

And Julie swishes across – to look, to answer, to be fair – but the words aren’t there, 

they can’t be, not yet …  

 



But she doesn’t care, spins to the window again, the van rocking beneath her.  

 

‘Please star, please still be there!’   

 

And doubt does not deny her. The star’s still there.  

 

So when it scatters and shatters in sapphire celebration, Julie feels no shock, no 

sadness, just this sheer and savage glow.  

 

‘That’s why the star called me. To change me, to change me back, back to how I was 

back then, back to how I was as a kid, when I saw how all and everything had a part to 

play, how everything now has a part to play, here at the heart, the sulphurous heart. So 

here’s my riposte to Claire. Ha!’ 

 

But Julie can’t speak now, Julie’s dancing now … on carpets of fire … sparkle, crackle, 

whirlwind, whiplash fury …  

 

Dancing on cordite and coals – the star streaking in searing, liquid frenzy – spray-

painting the September sky to the eastern rim of the world …  

 

Then gone, gone entirely, swallowed whole in the sea’s blue beyond mystery …  

 

And leaving no legacy, just a smoking trace, flaking jewels of fire signing the sceptical air 

with Julie’s daring, daunting dreams … 

 

Love and Revolution …  

 

Light, Fire, Joy … 

 

She turns to Claire, ‘I must tell Claire’, but Claire’s asleep now, while Jacqueline, sphinx-

eyed Jacqueline, stays just the same as ever – so composed, so measured, so 

unattainably cool, but so stuck in the old world still – nerveless, classical eyes wasted on 

the road. 

 

‘Just me then. Little Julie C. Oh well.’  

Headlights in the afterglow. Jackie spins the wheel. 

 

Light, Fire, Joy …   



 

It’s still there … 

 

Love and Revolution ... 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Seekers in the Sunrise 

 



They walked along Cannongate and turned onto New Street, their silence mirrored in 

the darkness and the stillness of the hour before dawn.  

 

‘The hour that Troy burned’, Jacqueline reflected extravagantly. 

 

She looked up and around, sensing how these old Edinburgh buildings – so ambivalent 

in the half-light – seemed to be shrewdly watching on, cannily aware of these Magi from 

the South and their imminent quest for the Red Diamond. The street-lights warmed and 

illumined their cold and windswept faces, crowning them with electric haloes – 

Jacqueline, Julie and Claire elevated into saints and holy women – three next-level 

figures fresh from the brush of a Giotto or a Duccio. 

 

They came to a railway bridge at the end of the street. Another road lay beneath it, 

running crossways on either side, ‘Calton Road’ according to the sign. The girls crossed, 

white neon singeing their hair like a modernist Holy Spirit. They turned and faced New 

Street again; a bright wall of tiles behind them and a little archway marked ‘Jacob’s 

Steps’ in the centre. 

 

The bridge was substantial and solid, forming a compact twenty-yard tunnel. Jacqueline 

was struck greatly by the juxtaposition – road, railway and bridge – as an unexpected, 

unprompted image rose and played spontaneously in her mind. 

 

She was driving through the tunnel at terrific speed, but all in black and white, as in a 

film, the car an open-topped beauty and Jacqueline herself resplendently dressed, flush 

with sunglasses and flash ermine scarf. And she was happy – on her way home from the 

city and a night of philosophy and poetry. But what she found most intriguing of all was 

the tunnel itself. It seemed, in some timeless sense, to belong as much to Paris, to 

Rome, to Moscow and to all the world’s eternal cities as much as to the Edinburgh of 

Jacqueline’s ambiguous here and now.  

 

It was an enigmatic insight, to say the least, but Jacqueline saw, nonetheless, a profound 

truth and unity at the heart of it, though the meaning and the pattern, the music and 

the lights, lay far beyond her rational mind. Undaunted, her mind reached boldly out to 

it, her spirit stretching forward to the liminal reality before her, but somehow she 

contrived to lose her imaginative balance, and the whole rich vision – car, scarf, 

sunglasses and all – dissolved into the morning mist like Hamlet’s spectral father on the 

battlements of Elsinore. 

 



******* 

 

Jacqueline lifted her head, looking blindly into the light.  

 

‘Now that was close, very close’, she said to herself. ‘But not yet, not this time … though 

maybe not so far away now. There’s something coming. I can feel it. A great change is 

on its way.’ 

 

She thought of their appointment later that morning with Martin Selwyn, the man 

whose advert in The Independent had brought them to Edinburgh in the first place – this 

self-styled ‘guardian and keeper’ of the Red Diamond. She wondered what reckless and 

irrevocable events might set themselves in motion after sunrise. But it was too late now. 

She knew that. The game was already afoot.  

 

‘Les jeux sont faits’, she whispered quietly, resting her hand resignedly on Julie’s 

shoulder, the prospect of change serving both to inspire and terrify her. 

 

A train rattled by overhead, its horn a salute and au revoir to the darkness. Jacqueline 

smiled.   

 

‘Just like a summons to adventure’, she thought, feeling lighter in spirit, as they glided 

through the archway and climbed the zig-zagging stone stairway.  

 

At the top they emerged onto a wide expanse of deserted road, the high crag of Calton 

Hill above, calling them up and further up again. Jacqueline glanced to her left as they 

crossed, noting with pleasure how the road continued as far as the eye could see, right 

to the heart of the bright city, bringing back to her mind again the arrow-straight 

boulevards of Paris she had loved so much. 

 

‘Oh, how those avenues brought light to my mind. Boulevard Saint-Michel, Boulevard 

Saint-Germain, Quai des Augustins. I used to feel so free in Paris, free from the stifling 

milieus they pushed me into in England – confining classroom walls, the genteel 

snobbery of Saint John’s Wood, Oxford’s intellectual comfort-zone, all the boring rungs 

on the ladder to dull respectability.’ 

 

She reached the other side of the road, lagging slightly behind her friends. 

 



‘Respectability isn’t enough’, she mused. ‘You need more than that, and in Paris you get 

more than that. In Paris you get lineages – everywhere you go – lines of force and 

tradition acting on you all the time. I remember walking for miles, up and down the Rue 

de Rivoli, Revolutionary East to Monarchist West and back again, Place de la Bastille to 

the Place de la Concorde. That was my baptism into thought, my one thought, my only 

thought, the one I’ll always hold to, the one Claire called ‘crackpot’ – Revolution and 

Royalty. 

 

‘And well, why not? If Revolution and Royalty can co-exist in the same city, the same 

street even, then why not here, why not in Britain too?’ 

 

Jacqueline slipped still further behind her colleagues, her mind going over and reviewing 

her philosophy once again.  

 

‘Yes, that’s what it’s all about – Revolution and Royalty – turning the tables on a society 

which values money over art, waking up the king or the queen asleep at the heart of 

everyone. And it’s such a perfect balance as well – heart and head in easy harmony – 

politics and imagination in natural alliance, a new and enriching Front Populaire. 

 

‘Oh yes, it’s certainly the way to go. It’s just so strange that no-one’s thought of it 

before; even stranger that it unsettled so many at La Canebière so much. I’ve even 

heard that it was my essay and my ideas that caused it to close. Could that really be the 

case? I don’t know. In many ways, I’d rather not think about it. Not at the moment, 

anyway. I’m feeling far too happy!’    

 

And, cheered by the balanced grace of her compréhension du monde, she caught up 

with her chums, performing a balletic little skip on the paving stones as she did so. 

 

******* 

 

Before long they were on top of the hill and on top of the National Monument, flitting 

like ghosts between its princely columns, revelling in the intensity of its ragged, 

unfinished glory. They stood for a long time looking onto the city as the stars faded and 

the sky shifted from a cool and watchful grey to a rosy, expectant pink. Ahead lay the 

fantastic outcrop of Arthur’s Seat, merging incongruously with the glittering city to the 

right – Edinburgh lit up like a child’s party, burning with the light of a million Chinese 

lanterns. 

 



Then the street-lights cut out and the wind beat against their faces, Jacqueline 

understanding that a moment of significance was very much on its way, layer upon layer 

of rigidity and convention falling away from her like dragonish scales. The hour of 

transfiguration was at hand – now or never, here on the mountain-top – Jacqueline’s 

great secret, coming alive, ready to break its banks, flooding forth and onward into the 

world. 

 

“Come”, she addressed her friends with a fine and unobtrusive authority. “Let’s mark 

the moment. The sun’s about to rise. Let’s hold hands.” 

 

Julie took her left hand and Claire her right as they stood in a line facing the East. And 

Jacqueline cried out in a voice which surprised and shook but thrilled her colleagues too. 

It was a voice of power, the voice of a Queen. 

 

“By the sun and the stars and the wind and the rain!” 

 

Julie and Claire repeated the incantation, their voices bright and keen like shining 

swords. 

 

“Red Diamond! May our quest for you be happy and fruitful. May it heal our wounds. 

May it lead us to our heart’s desire. May it bring happiness and fulfillment, not for 

ourselves alone, but for the whole of this bruised and bleeding country.” 

 

Julie and Claire followed, sentence by sentence; words like torches, words like burning 

braziers, the air awhirl in an ecstatic vibrato of electricity and energy. 

 

“Red Diamond! Whatever you are! Whoever you are!” 

 

The sun rose – white and fire of gold in their eyes. 

 

“May our paths cross soon! May greatness come from our encounter! Red Diamond! 

We salute you!” 

 

Their voices carried and echoed for miles and miles, propelled by the leaping wind and 

the first nine rays of the sun – out like birds across the city, up and around Arthur’s Seat, 

caressing the top of the rugged Castle, running like flame through the Old Town streets, 

then returning to their point and origin – the high place and the seekers in the sunrise. 

 



The wind blew Jacqueline’s brown hair across her face. It ran all over her glasses, and 

what with that and the infant sun in her eyes she could barely see at all. She ought to 

have tied it back as Claire had done but what, really, did that kind of thing count for at 

this level? She laughed like a new goddess instead, merrily swinging her friends’ hands, 

up and down and to and fro, over and across … 

 

Jacqueline flung her head back, embracing the sky with her eyes.  

 

Yes, ‘goddess’. That was the right word. She had spoken, she had acted, she had shown 

her true self to the powers, the powers within and the powers without. It was no longer 

a matter of lines of tradition acting on her. Jacqueline belonged now – to a lineage –  

a long and illustrious lineage and line.  

 

And if that wasn’t a good omen for the quest to come, then what in this world or in any 

of the others could be?  

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 



Britain is our Playground 

 



They sat on a floor of polished wood, a circle of four and a carpet of red, green and gold. 
Light flooded in through the bay window, Selwyn’s apartment soaked with silver air and 
morning song. Propped against the wall, opposite the window, stood an old Russian 
mirror with a gilt-edged frame. Claire watched her reflection playing with a loose strand 
of blonde hair – behind her head a postcard panorama of sky, castle and racing white 
cloud. 
 

She scrutinised the mirror carefully. Its surface seemed strangely thin and insubstantial. 

 

‘If only it would melt into a bright and shining world of art and revolution’, she prayed. 

 

And then, as if in a game of call and response, her reflection began to rotate and scatter 

randomly, just like that time she had flung a pebble into the sketchy waters of Brighton 

Marina. A new image took uneasy shape, and Claire saw herself standing in the bright 

heart of London, engrossed in a newspaper, chewing gum on the corner of Piccadilly and 

Half Moon Street. 

 

She glanced around the room but no-one had noticed. Selwyn was talking about the 

genesis of the Red Diamond. Jacqueline and Julie were being good and listening intently. 

 

Claire stared into the mirror, her awareness slowly shifting from Edinburgh to London 

until she was fully in the ‘other’ Claire’s place and could feel the paper’s rough print 

chafing on her fingers. She turned a page and came to an editorial on the summer of 

1940, signed, extraordinarily, by a goddess – by Athene herself. 

 

‘We cannot begin to measure’, Claire read, ‘the value and worth of this country’s 

performance in 1940. To weigh heavy odds and then dispatch them with style and 

insouciance is an outstandingly human thing to do. 

 

‘So, never lose this capacity. Never let them take it away. Always show character, always 

show class, always show charisma. Remember Churchill. Remember the men and 

women of 1940.’ 

 

The words had an unexpectedly combustible effect, releasing Claire’s psyche, banishing 

her fears and inhibitions into the free Piccadilly air. Everything felt suddenly and 

stunningly appropriate, even the dismal closure of La Canebière and the loss of 

everything she thought she had loved and believed in. She felt like she was at the point 

of starting out all over again, taking on the world from the beginning again, heading for 

the brilliant light again. 



 

‘Perhaps’, Claire dared to speculate. ‘Perhaps it’s not an end. Perhaps it really is a 

beginning! What if it’s all true? What if there really are new adventures awaiting me on 

life’s great canvas. Adventures created especially and only for me?’ 

 

She recalled her criticism of Jacqueline’s recent essay on Blake –  the one that had 

rattled (apparently) so many bigwigs at La Canebière – Revolution and Royalty: Albion’s 

Dance on the Razor’s Edge. 

 

“It’s not about writing a great essay”, Jacqueline had replied, expertly masking her 

irritation. “It’s about it being my own essay. It’s myself Claire. That’s the point.” 

 

And now Claire could understand at last what Jacqueline had meant. She nodded to 

herself in acknowledgement of a new level of perception dawning in her heart. 

 

She felt, in fact, that her heart might burst with happiness, as she contemplated the 

drawing of the goddess alongside the editorial – Athene dressed in robes of blue and 

white and gold, brown hair crowned in a circlet of royal and ancient silver, the word 

COMMUNITAS inscribed in shimmering capitals on the hem of her dress. Far, far beyond 

any human reckoning of beauty, the face of Athene filled Claire’s heart with wonder and 

joy, balancing fireworks and vision with sanity and grace. 

 

And at this point of passion and poise, the scene began to slip and fade in front of her, 

sliding slowly away until she was back in Edinburgh again, sat gauchely by the carpet 

again. But Claire’s face in the mirror glowed like molten lava and, as Selwyn told his 

story, his words, to her radiant mind, were freighted with a more than mortal edge and 

resonance. 

 

Selwyn spoke softly but with sharpness and clarity, his gestures few but meaningful. He 

was tall and spare, his bearing lithe and agile, marks of pride and independence stamped 

all over his face. 

 

‘Like a working-class Sherlock Holmes’, Claire decided.  

 

But this was liberty earned the hard way. His countenance, as lined and weathered as 

Arthur’s Seat, told its own story. 

He was discussing the Miners’ strike and the long hot summer of 1984. 

 



“I took it personally”, he told them, “intensely personally”. Claire noted the tremor in his 

voice. 

 

“It was the moment of truth”, he went on. “Everything I’d stood for all my life – in 

Glasgow and on the Railway – it was all on the line. The country itself was on the line. 

Winner takes all. 

 

“Now, you’re too young to remember, but there were many who shared that sense at 

the time. The opportunity was there, we felt, to unite, take Thatcher down and knock 

the free market backwards before it became a monster and took control of every aspect 

of our lives, even the most precious – love, creativity, togetherness – all subjected to 

market forces and the law of the jungle. Because power, these days, rests in the hands of 

the few. Let’s call things by their true names. It’s tyranny, ladies! The tyranny of the big 

companies. 

 

“I saw it all coming, yes! So, what did I do about it? Well, what can you do? I agitated 

loud and long, I agitated for the General Strike, a new force for unity, a new myth to 

bring meaning to the lives of millions, a new beginning for the country. But the gods 

were looking the other way and that, I’m afraid, was that. All I could do was look in the 

mirror, face up to the limitations of the Left and the ruins of my life’s work. I had to find a 

fresh way of breaking the siege. There had to be a wooden horse lying spare 

somewhere.” 

 

The Scotsman laughed for the first time and that was when Claire decided to like him, 

sensing in his person a fine mingling of contraries, an appealing blend of assertiveness 

and vulnerability she found both touching and intriguing. 

 

‘He’s like the uncle I never had!’ 

 

“I’d always had a curiosity”, Selwyn continued, “concerning religion, mythology and, if I 

may phrase it this way, the relationship between the city of God and the city of Man. It 

frustrates me continually how religion and radical politics seem so often to be at odds. 

That wasn’t Blake’s view, as you well know, Miss Cutter,” (he nodded at Jacqueline), “and 

isn’t mine either. How can it be, when at the heart of true politics and true religion lies 

the promise of liberation, the tearing down of walls and the birth of the god within? 

 

“And that became my mission – this quest for political and spiritual liberty. But Church 

and State both turned me down and I was forced to go my own way, to find my own 



truth. I followed many strange paths, hunting down the essence, invoking the living 

symbols that bring this island alive. I was set the task of learning the country’s secret 

name and I did learn it. That’s the moment I became a guardian and keeper of the Red 

Diamond.” 

 

He paused and surveyed his audience, looking perhaps for signs of boredom or 

scepticism. There were none. 

 

The spacious play of light and shadow filing across the high-ceilinged chamber had 

changed dramatically to a pointed play of extremes, a welter of dark clouds scudding 

across the surface of Claire’s magic mirror. Chiaroscuro set the tone in the room now, the 

ambience as charged and intense as the print of Caravaggio’s Supper at Emmaus on the 

wall above Selwyn’s head. 

 

Claire looked at her friends – Julie’s dark hair shining in the savage light, her face as 

round and sunny as Jacqueline’s was classical and austere. Claire was very fond of Julie. 

Julie was her special friend and they had had so many lovely times together. She recalled 

with particular affection that magical winter two and a half years ago, just before 

Jacqueline came to La Canebiѐre, those happy weeks she had spent sketching and doing 

her prep for La Canebière’s English Cathedrals show – trips with Julie to Durham, York 

and Ripon among so many highlights of that very special time. Claire was fond of 

Jacqueline as well but she was Julie’s friend really and it was Julie who had asked her to 

come on the quest. 

 

Speaking of ‘Miss Cutter’, she had, in fact, been somewhat quiet since her earlier high-

jinx on Calton Hill. Claire smiled. She found Jacqueline quite comical at times. Whenever 

Jackie tied her hair back, as now, she seemed to transmute in looks and demeanour into 

one of the sterner feminine deities – Artemis or Hera perhaps, or even Athene herself at 

a push. But Jacqueline had seen Claire looking and glanced sharply across at her. Claire 

suppressed a giggle, focusing again on Selwyn who was speaking now directly about the 

three of them. 

 

“Of all those who replied to my advert you were the only ones to impress me. You alone 

showed authenticity and flair. You were in love; passionately in love with the community 

you helped create at La Canebière; your very own Round Table. That came across most 

strongly. For three years you lived your lives on the mythic plane, and I know from 

experience how hard it can be to live with anything less once you’ve got used to dining 



at that table. That’s what the Red Diamond can give back to you. That creativity, that 

community. It’ll give it you back a hundred-fold, a thousand-fold …” 

 

Selwyn broke off abruptly, turning disconcertingly towards Jacqueline, his eyes 

narrowing as he fixed her with his gaze; a dark antagonism, appearing from absolutely 

nowhere, heavy and oppressive in the dull and stifling air. 

 

“My only question, Miss Cutter”, he demanded, his voice ominous and threatening, “is 

why? Why did La Canebière have to close? Why did they fire you all off?” 

 

Claire heard the note of accusation in his voice and the room felt cold. Julie looked down 

at the carpet and for a horrible moment Claire felt herself tumbling down the mountain, 

unable to follow and out of the loop. 

 

But Jacqueline remained unruffled. Her brown eyes gazed steadily back at Selwyn from 

behind her glasses, obscurely daring and challenging him to bring it on, whatever it was, 

and do his worst. 

 

“You came across in your response to my ad, Miss Cutter, as a little over-evasive 

regarding La Canebière. It’s hard for me to believe that this renowned arts centre should 

close because it was supposedly losing money. You had visitors from all over Europe and 

beyond, never mind West Yorkshire! Your explanation just seems a little bland, that’s all. 

It doesn’t fit with the fine anger you display in your Blake essay and in the rest of your 

statement.” 

 

“Honestly, Mister Selwyn”, Jacqueline replied with honeyed elegance. “That’s all it was. 

Everyone’s looking for more, everyone wants more, but there isn’t more. Not on this 

occasion. There really isn’t.” 

 

As she spoke she looked and sounded exactly like the public schoolgirl she used to be, 

but Claire was too relieved to be annoyed. 

 

‘Yes, yes, that’s right, that’s the truth’, she convinced herself again. ‘Nothing happened. 

Nothing at all. Only Julie splitting up with Castello and that’s got nothing to do with 

anything.’ 

 

Selwyn nodded thoughtfully, his face relaxing by degrees, and his voice, when he spoke 

again, was easy-going and avuncular once more. The cloud had passed. Claire was 



unsure whether this was because Jacqueline had passed a test of some kind or because 

she had somehow stolen a march on him. 

 

“Oh well”, he shrugged. “That’s fine. I believe you. It’s all one anyway. What counts is 

that you’ve all been hurt. It’s our wounds that bring us to rebirth, you know. And you’ve 

got imagination too, all three of you. You can relate your individual wounds to the 

collective scars ravaging the nation. That’s why I chose you – for your spirit and your fire 

– your capacity to dream, wonder and love. 

 

“And you’ll need those qualities, believe me. The Red Diamond is neutral and gives itself 

to whoever is able to connect with it in the mind and the heart. If that’s you then we’ll 

all celebrate together, but if it’s our enemy, if it’s Adam Percival, then we’ll all go down 

together. He’ll hurl us into an aeon of privatised hell. He won’t think twice about it, that 

bastard. He used to be on the side of the angels, you know. He used to be one of us. 

That’s what makes him dangerous.” 

 

‘Mmm’, Claire mused sceptically, her hand gently teasing the carpet’s tasselled edge. ‘As 

if we’re not in an aeon of privatised hell already. If we weren’t then La Canabière 

wouldn’t have closed. It’s exactly what Jackie wrote about. I may not see eye to eye with 

her on everything, but she was definitely right about that. La Canebière was 

experimental and visionary. It shouldn’t have been put under pressure to make profits.’’ 

 

“The Red Diamond comes to us like an avatar each time Britain draws close to disaster”, 

Selwyn resumed, almost poetically. “Everything’s on the line again and the stakes 

couldn’t be higher. But there’s your opportunity. There’s your fortune. I’m just a guardian 

and keeper, don’t forget. You can go further, so much further.” 

 

Selwyn smiled at the trio of twenty-somethings sat around his carpet. The girls stared 

silently back at him, blinking into the mottled light, waiting calmly for the dénouement. 

 

“There are only three places”, Selwyn resumed quietly, “where my masters feel the Red 

Diamond is likely to appear – Liverpool, Manchester and London. Why those three, I 

don’t know. But note carefully, ladies – not Leeds. You can’t go back now. You can only 

go forward. 

 

“And you won’t need me either”, he added unexpectedly, whipping a bulky A5 envelope 

from his pocket, lobbing it in a looping arc towards Julie. “It’s all in there. My 

instructions. Our instructions, I should say! Don’t contact me until the job’s done. We’ll 



send you whatever help and guidance we can. But don’t forget, it’s your quest, not 

ours!” 

 

Julie picked the envelope up as it landed at her feet and Selwyn laughed for the second 

time. 

 

“Go now”, he exhorted. “Dance on the razor’s edge. Perform your task with élan. 

Conduct yourselves with style.” 

 

He stretched out his arms like an eccentric priest, revealing a pair of spectacularly 

calloused palms. 

 

“Have fun. Enjoy yourselves. Britain is your playground.” 

 

It sounded like a cue to cheer raucously but no-one moved or said a word. A deep 

silence filled the room. Claire looked around. Everyone seemed frozen, plunged in 

meditation, contemporary urban Buddhas on the edge of the unknown. 

 

She watched the breeze playing gently with Julie’s fringe, smiled shyly and turned 

towards the mirror again … 

 

As an imagistic parade flashed before her inner eye – summer 1940, summer ‘84, gods 

and goddesses looking this way and that, wooden horses in the night … 

Red, green and gold. 

 

Claire winked at her reflection, watching Selwyn leaning across to Julie in the glass, 

whispering sweet nothings in her ear. 

 

‘You can’t rely on the gods’ Claire decided. ‘That’s folly. You’ve got to hand it to them but 

you can never trust them. This is our time now, our quest, our adventure, our turn for 

fun and games, our country.’ 

 

“Yes, that’s right”, she said aloud. “Britain is our playground.” 

 

And they all woke and looked at her. 

 



Daughters of the Revolution 

 



Dear Julie,  

 

It was only this morning, I know, but I’ll never forget it, the way the rain surprising us as 

we ran through the city. How jubilant, buoyant and celebratory you looked as you 

sprinted on ahead with Claire. I let you go, both of you, my spirit flat and listless. I had 

forgotten our little ceremony on the hill, the joy and exultation we shared in the dawn. 

It all just seemed so insubstantial and wafer-thin down there in the density of the Old 

Town.  

 

Coming onto Cowgate I sensed those high, commanding buildings rearing over me, 

blocking out the light, beastly and oppressive like the conservative deadweights that nail 

me down. I could feel a Macbeth-style frenzy coming on – ‘cabined, cribbed, confined’ – 

hedged in by ‘saucy doubts and fears’. All I needed was a Red Diamond, Julie, or, better 

still, Richard III and his ‘bloody axe’ – anything to hew my way through this great British 

sloth, this unimaginative dullness, this one-dimensional stupidity. 

 

******* 

 

Well, thankfully the axe wasn’t needed. I was touched and blessed by the hand of grace 

instead. In other words, I got lucky!  

 

The Cowgate bridge stood four-square before me as I thought of you onstage in The 

Arch of Constantine. Through my glasses and their watery mist I watched the sky, bright 

and clear in the East, as the rain slackened and my shoelace came undone.  

 

I knelt on one knee to tie it, and an old black car came careering past, kicking up such a 

spray and a splash, baptising me all over again – once, twice, three times, more. And I 

saw something odd, flickering at the edge of my vision, over to the left – brightly, 

intermittently. There was a sound as well, like little bells, silvery and ethereal. I looked 

up, thrilled to the core, but there was nothing there, neither sound nor vision. 

 

I resumed my task, tying the last knot, and it happened again, exactly as before. I lifted 

my head, slowly and reverentially, and this time the music and the lights held. I crossed 

the road, the bridge to my right, the sun piercing through the cloud. And there before 

me on the wall, about three feet off the ground, shone what I can only describe as a 

dancing figure, made from the purest, clearest light.  

 

It was so fantastic, so wonderful! 



 

You don’t think I’m mad, do you, Julie? I swear to God it’s true. It’s just so hard to put it 

into words. I can’t even tell you how big it was! It seemed to occupy a dimension and a 

pocket of space entirely of its own. It reminded me of those Indian gods and goddesses, 

dancing all the time, with a million arms and legs shooting out in all directions.  

 

And that gentle, chiming music! It seemed to come from both far and near at the same 

time. One moment it would feel as far away as the furthest star, the next closer than the 

beating of my own heart.  

 

The whole thing was unspeakably beautiful. I was astonished that such magic could 

grace this bear-pit world of ours. And I experienced a totally new sensation – one I used 

to think was kept exclusively for others – stillness, serenity and an irrepressible laughter 

bubbling like champagne in my heart. 

 

But don’t get me wrong! I fully understood that what I saw and heard was most likely an 

atmospheric phenomenon set off by the odd mix of sunshine and rain. But that didn’t 

spoil it for me, Julie. Quite the reverse! 

 

‘That might explain what the light and sound are made of’, I said to myself, ‘but not 

what they are in their essence. You can’t dissect that far down. The mystery always 

stays a step ahead.’ 

 

Then the sun took possession of the sky, rain subsiding to a trickle, the little bells 

blending into rhythmic watersounds, dripping down from bridge to pavement. And 

finally, the dancing god vanished graciously from view, leaving a bright stain on the 

brickwork and the marvellous mark of a miracle on my heart. 

 

******* 

 

A guy walked past between myself and the wall. He had the air of a student, a rugby 

type, like the ones I knew at Oxford. I thought he looked quite nice though, despite that! 

A bit young perhaps (nearer your age than mine), but still   

 

Anyway Julie, he looked at me like I had two heads!  

 



‘I find you quite attractive’, his eyes told me, ‘and normally I might say something, but 

you’re clearly mad or drunk or both, standing there like that, soaked to the skin, staring 

at the wall.’ 

 

And then, as he went his way, I saw the writing on the wall, on a little ledge, 

just a couple of feet up from where the vision had been.  

 

‘Henry’s late night bar. Open 8 till late.’  

 

But no address, just a mobile number.  

 

‘How intriguing!’ I thought.  

 

The randomness made me laugh and I ran merrily off, ruffling my student’s chunky 

blonde hair as I sped away – across the road, under the bridge, out the other side – alive 

and free. 

 

I ran and ran and ran – joyfully, exuberantly. I came to a beautiful colonnade and 

weaved myself in and out of the arches, liquid gold of the sun on one side, refreshing 

pools of darkness on the other. The colonnade delighted me. It was so like the Rue de 

Rivoli, so like Paris.  

 

I know I keep saying, but you really should go to Paris Julie, you so should. I don’t care 

how many times you’ve been to Italy  Everything glows in Paris. From the Métro to 

the cafés. There’s such a sensuous sheen. And I was so happy there. Before I lost my 

nerve and scuttled off to Hayward’s Heath, before that ‘life’ of dour respectability I fled 

to La Canebière to escape from. 

 

Do you remember my exhibition on Rimbaud, Julie? How that little circle of Harehills 

painters brought so much spark and joie de vivre to my Les Illuminations translations. Do 

you remember the ballet I wrote for you all towards the end, Visions and Ruins, and the 

magical set designs Claire made for it? I hope you do, Julie. I’m sure you do. Because 

that’s why I had to leave. That’s why I had to leave Harry and the home I had made in 

Hayward’s Heath, or maybe the home someone else had made for me (?), I don’t know. 

But I had to leave it, leave it all behind. I had to reconfigure the soft city of my dreams, 

rebuild the Paris I could never return to having turned my back on her, seduced by the 

plastic paradise, the false millenium of respectability and security.  

It was never me, Julie! Never me!  



I’m sure you understand. I know you understand. You see and understand. That’s what 

you’re like. But in the colonnade it began to feel so different. It was like the world was 

beginning all over again. Everything seemed so fresh and newly-minted, the pavements 

and buildings glistening with rain, shining like daylight fireworks. I felt like a child again, 

a child of the gods, coming back to myself after a long and pointless detour in the 

wastelands of illusion.  

 

I wrapped my arm around the final arch, stretched like a cat, leant back and flung my 

head into the light. I thought of Paris again and all that great pantheon of mythical cities 

– Yeats’s Byzantium, Joyce’s Dublin, Eliot’s London, Blake’s Jerusalem. And all those 

things that weighed me down before the bridge carried no weight at all now, no weight 

whatsoever.  

 

But our little ceremony on the hill did! I knew and saw with certainty, right in that 

moment, that the experience was profound and true and that the real me had come out 

to play there, the me I’ve come on this quest to find and reawaken, not just for a couple 

of years here and there, but once and for all, forever. 

 

******* 

 

And that, I guess, was the high point of the day. As you saw earlier, life has a way of 

squaring things up pretty quickly. Was it really Adam Percival who stole our lovely van? I 

don’t know. Maybe we shouldn’t jump so quickly to conclusions. I’m not wholly 

convinced Adam Percival even exists! 

 

Anyway, there was nothing of value in it (the van, that is). I won’t get in trouble for it. 

The family kitty can absorb the loss but, just in practical terms, it means we’ll have to 

get the train now and that’ll eat massively into the (miserly?) two grand Selwyn’s given 

us. And it means carrying on with student halls as well, as long as they’re all still on 

vacation and as long as the quest lasts, at least until we get to London anyway. Claire’s 

fantasy of the old goat putting us up in the Ritz ain’t going to happen  

 

In the café Julie, I couldn’t look at you as you read out his instructions. You bring so 

much intensity and emotion to everything you do. It would have been too much, like 

looking into the heart of light. I just stared at the picture the guy had drawn on my latté, 

a bird with wings outstretched. And it reminded me of you, that je ne sais quoi you 

have, that faculty x. That’s you all over. It’s what makes you so different, so different to 

all those chattering, gilded, metropolitan empty-heads I’ve seen and known so much of, 



on both sides of the Channel. It’s something I’ve never seen in anyone before. Maybe 

I’ve come across it in books – though that kind of thing’s more you than me – myths, 

legends, fables, etc? I don’t know. Where do you come from Julie? 

 

But there’s something else as well, isn’t there? Something pulling you back, dragging 

you down, turning you against yourself, poisoning your beautiful heart with anger and 

rage.  

 

What is it? You never talk about it. Is it Castello? Is it me? Is it the past? Is it that your 

Dad’s not alive any more?   Is it your Mum not talking to you? Is it Liverpool? That’s 

where we’re going tomorrow, isn’t it? Our first stop. How do you feel about it? I know 

you love it and hate it. Is that why you’ve gone out tonight? To forget? You didn’t give 

anything away in the café. But then again you never do. Not to me anyway. 

 

I overshot my limits at La Canebière, didn’t I? I was Luciferian, like Danton and 

Robespierre. I didn’t know when to stop. Forgive me please. I so wanted to get to the 

heart of the matter, to the mystery of your heart, but you were with Castello, acting in 

his plays. You were Helena in The Arch of Constantine. And I didn’t know what to do, 

Julie. Or where to turn. I was at a total loss.  

 

But I did know that La Canebière had lost its way. It seemed, sometimes, to be only me 

who thought so, but there had definitely been a shift, subtle but undeniable. On the one 

hand, we had let ourselves get too close to the cosy ‘Sunday Supplement’ Arts and Lit 

blah. We lost our edge, lost what made us radical and different. And, on the other hand, 

even though we knew the money was tight, it was simply outrageous to jump into bed 

with business the way we did. Having The Arch of Constantine sponsored by a bank was 

the last straw. That’s what set me off! I knew the top table were divided. I knew they 

were at war. Maybe what I wrote exacerbated the faultlines that were already there. I 

don’t know. Who can say? 

 

Well, you know the rest, anyway, – my row with Castello, Juliette publishing my essay in 

the Guardian. I laid into both Castello and the top table, and now La Canebière’s gone 

and all those brave words I heard when I first came: a ‘house of the best’, a ‘free space’, 

a ‘festival of the European imagination’ – well, they’re down the memory holes too. 

 

Was it really all my doing? I don’t know. Who can say? But I lied to Selwyn, didn’t I? You 

heard me do it. I saw you looking at the carpet as I lied to him.  

 



But I’m glad you saw his ad back in July. I’m glad you told me about the quest. I’m even 

glad you asked Claire to come. You’ve given us another opportunity Julie, another roll of 

the dice, a second spin on the croupier’s wheel.  

 

La Canebière was a wonderful adventure, and all those qualities we brought to that 

table: Claire’s painting, your acting, my writing – we can bring it all to this adventure 

too. Because it’s down to us now Julie, it really is. Because that’s who we are, that’s who 

we’ve always been, from our first night under those Leeds stars – the same today as 

yesterday – les filles de la Révolution! 

 

I just hope to Christ we can put on a show and stand up for everything La Canebière was 

meant to be and for all that we hold dear – the romanticism, the classicism, the 

resonance, the wit, the generosity, the beauty, the love … 

 

So, long live Macbeth! Long live the Divine Child! All power to the Imagination! Vive le 

diamant rouge! 

 

******* 

 

I hope you and Claire have a fun night at Henry’s. I don’t’ know how you do it. I’m done 

in! It’s taken this long just for my hair to dry! 

 

Our train’s just before 11. I’ll see you before doubtless (especially, I imagine, if I do 

decide to pop this letter under your door  …) If I’m not doing anything else later, I just 

might! 

 

A demain, 

                   J xx 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Arch of Constantine 

 



Tumbling down the hill, they came to the junction of Upper Duke Street and Nelson 

Street, the heart of Liverpool in the setting sun. A smiling light skimmed across the 

shadowy streets and semi-classical buildings, all spangled with fly-posters. Spanish 

tourists milled about chattily, a million teenagers shuttling between the buses and cars, 

hats set to jaunty angles, skateboards tucked contentedly under their arms.  

 

The Chinese Arch, handsome and high, faced them confidently from across the road. 

Seagulls flapped and cried in the fine twilight air. Julie could here music from 

somewhere. It sounded like Pink Floyd. Shine On you Crazy Diamond or Echoes. She 

nodded. It felt right. 

 

‘So’, she meditated. ‘Here I am again. How many times, I wonder, have I stood here 

looking up at this arch?’ 

 

But this was an altogether different world for Julie. She no longer had any family in 

Liverpool (no close family anyway.) Her big sister, Genevieve, lived in Dublin now. Julie 

hadn’t seen her for a couple of years. And Julie’s mum had moved to Warrington with 

her new ‘fella’, doing her level best, Julie always felt, to keep her younger daughter very 

much at arm’s length. Julie suspected that her mum had never quite forgiven her for 

‘joining the circus’ at La Canebière, staying needlessly in Leeds after her Drame degree 

was done, mixing with people who weren’t her ‘type’, who were, in some ill-defined 

way, not ‘right’ for her.  

 

‘You take after your father too much; always living in the land of make-believe’, her 

mother had told her on the occasion of their last, somewhat strained telephone 

conversation.   

 

It was all very strange, deeply saddening as well, but there was a lot more going on with 

Julie’s sense of unease than mere familial disappointment. This unease belonged to a 

quite different order of things, because instead of the Chinese Arch – that great and 

comforting symbol of her childhood and youth – all Julie could feel and sense before her 

now was the towering, triumphal arch of Castello’s last play, The Arch of Constantine, 

their finest hour as artists and lovers but also, so it seemed, their final, bitter-sweet, joint 

achievement. 

 

******* 

Of all the exhibitions, events and performances hosted by La Canebière, The Arch of 

Constantine had garnered the most outstanding plaudits. How keenly Julie recalled that 



sunny Tuesday in March; the cool, marble spaces of the Parkinson Foyer, games of hide 

and seek between the white columns, the Guardian theatre page draped like a penny 

Bible over all the tables and chairs. Julie would run across every five minutes, reading 

the review over and over again. And why not? It was the stuff of dreams. 

  

‘The Arch of Constantine’, wrote Jacqueline’s school-friend, Juliette de Creçy, ‘is a wake 

up call and a call to arms, a cri de coeur and love-letter to independence of thought in 

the face of levelling, imperial standardisation. In his latest production, Mike Castello 

broadens and deepens his recent explorations of competing and seemingly 

irreconcilable worldviews. Against the linear, structured Roman Imperium, he sets the 

Celtic mundus imaginalis of circles, curves, insubstantiality and unreliable but life-

affirming gods and goddesses. The results are shocking and revolutionary in their 

implications. 

 

‘It seems invidious to single out individuals from this universally superb ensemble, but a 

special ovation must go to Liverpool’s Julie Carlton for her luminous performance as 

Helena, wife of the Emperor Constantius and mother of Constantine the Great. Castello 

portrays her here as a semi-divine figure, devoted to preserving and enhancing the Celtic 

vision in its never-ending contest with one-dimensional authority.’ 

 

For Castello and herself to be hailed in such exuberant prose was more than she ever 

could have hoped for. She only wished her father was still alive to see it and that her 

mother showed a little more interest in her achievements. Not for the first time in Julie’s 

life the way seemed open before her but, not for the first time either, her joy was 

undermined by an obscure but menacing fear and apprehension. She had seen, from the 

stage, Jacqueline’s eyes burning out of the crowd, blazing like the fires of Troy. 

Apocalypse hung in the smoky air. Julie recalled the ‘rough beast’ of Yeat’s poem, the 

poem Castello liked to quote so often, its hour come round at last. 

  

Julie was rarely wrong in these things, but even she was left flat-footed by the demonic 

speed with which their accomplishments and dreams were cast into the void. It was an 

unravelling as mysterious and unforeseen as the fall of the Soviet Union (though Julie 

knew nothing about the Soviet Union, another pet subject of Jacqueline’s), an implosion 

as spectacular and definitive as the collapse of the Round Table itself. Within three 

weeks of the Guardian review, La Canebière had closed its doors for the final time.  

 

How had it happened? There had been some loose talk about a disappointing set of 

figures and so forth, which Claire, amongst others, seemed keen to believe, but Julie was 



having none of that. The fall of La Canebière was too intense, too Luciferian to be 

explained away with such banal rationalisations. Selwyn was right to be sceptical, and 

Jacqueline had been economical with the truth, to say the least, in her reply. It was her 

essay on Blake, more than anything else, which had seemed to set the wheels in motion 

but, even so, the whole thing remained quite beyond comprehension. One minute entire 

kingdoms and realms lay like putty in their palms, the next the men in high-vis jackets 

had come to take the plants away. 

 

Julie found the loss exceptionally difficult to come to terms with. It had hit her harder, 

she felt, than either of her comrades, as she had been at Leeds for three years already, 

finishing her degree just as La Canebière was beginning its life, transferring seamlessly 

(as it were) from one world to another. Oh, how maddening it all was!  

 

And how typical! Just as she had felt her wings on the cusp of opening and taking flight, 

so the fairy palace had crumbled into dust around her. What an undignified, non-stop 

shambles her life had always been! 

 

So, no more ‘special ovations’ for Julie to look forward to. No more existential and 

spiritual ballast to fall back on. She was just another Eve now, nothing more, booted out 

of Paradise again. No wonder then, that Selwyn’s ad and the mystique surrounding the 

Red Diamond had spoken to her so much. She missed it all hugely; that sense of mission, 

pattern and creative mystery that La Canebière had imbued her with. And all these 

things meant a lot to Julie. She was an idealist, believing all the time that La Canebière 

was destined to change the world, believing too that she had been born to act out a 

central role at the hub that change. 

 

In the beginning, Brendan Savage and Carla McQueen (the management team 

Jacqueline referred to sardonically as the ‘top table’) had insight and ambition to burn, 

twinned with the drive and chutzpah to pull it off. They had bought the premises from 

the University, the old Art School building on University Place, the leafy side of the 

campus. Julie recalled how bustling and choc-a-block the building had been in its pomp, 

artists of all ages, backgrounds and disciplines hard at work (or play) all in all those 

tumbledown, redolent studios and rooms. And each and every one of them, the entire 

company, had their eyes upraised to the same transcendent vision, what Carla (another 

Glaswegian) called, ‘the second coming of Blake’s Jerusalem’, a re-dedication of the Arts 

to Blake’s ideal of Divine Imagination – ‘Jesus the Imagination’ – nothing less than that. 

All this had been grist to Julie’s mill and she had applied half way through her third year, 

just as soon as she knew La Canebière was definitely going to happen. Castello, her 



boyfriend all through her time at Leeds, had applied too. Lots of people had applied. 

Savage and McQueen had pushed for blanket coverage, coverage which soon came to 

the ears of Claire, restlessly throwing stones into the waters of Brighton Marina and 

then, about a year later, to the attention of Jacqueline, sat stagnating in Hayward’s 

Heath, still in mourning for the soft city of her dreams. 

 

Julie had not been surprised when La Canebière had taken Castello on board. They 

would have been mad not to! But she was astounded when her own application was 

accepted. The ‘top table’ had obviously seen something in her, that imaginative force 

perhaps, that mysterious faculty-x which Castello (and later Jacqueline) would always say 

was as clear as day to everyone except Julie herself? 

 

******* 

 

And Castello? What happened to him? Well, he was gone too. After six years. 

 

So no, she could never forget that springtime of fear, that turbulent April of hot sun and 

cold nights – accusations in the boardroom, confrontation in the corridors, long silences 

in shaded rooms – erratic, inexplicable eruptions of violence and blood. 

  

He walked out on her in the dead of night, under noncommittal Leeds stars. She longed 

for him to look back, just the once. But that was never going to happen. Mancs don’t do 

looking back. She should have known that by now. 

 

******* 

  

“There was war in heaven once”, Jacqueline told her on their first night together, about a 

year and a half ago now, sat on the ghostly white steps of the Parkinson Building, under 

the same stars that would, just over a year later, stand idly by as Castello turned his back 

on her, accusing her insanely of preferring Jacqueline over him.   

 

Well yes, what Jacqueline had said was true, but there was war in Julie Carlton too. 

There had been since the year dot and there would be always, right up to the 

consummation of the age. 

  

It was all to do with Liverpool, of course. Wherever she went she would carry its curse 

with her; that unique ability to back the wrong horse, snatch defeat from the jaws of 

victory, flatten and crush all hopes of happiness and fulfilment. It had always been just a 



matter of time before Liverpool would surge back savagely inside her and rip her world 

of artistic and beauty to shreds. Accursed city! 

  

A squat, unhappy looking seagull, perched on top of the Chinese Arch, glared angrily at 

her through the sunset haze and flew wearily off towards town and the wretched Radio 

City Tower. There was no music anymore. 

  

‘If I ever get to heaven I’ll take Liverpool with me and bring back war to the self-satisfied 

place – anarchy, conflict, never-ending decline. No chi-chi fading grandeur but the real 

thing – unemployment, sterility, waste. All those things I saw as a kid. Miles and miles of 

fuck all where once were houses, shops, pubs and people. So many lives unfulfilled, so 

many lives not even started. That’s the reality. That’s what they’ve done to us. I’ll fling it 

back in their smug faces.’ 

  

And she wanted to go, just walk off into the sunset. But she found it hard, harder than 

expected, to drag herself away from the arch, the arch which had, after all, patiently 

overseen so many of these moods before. She sighed sadly, sat on her haunches and 

drew a scruffy little picture on the pavement with her finger.  

 

No, it wasn’t easy being Julie Carlton, ‘luminous’ performance or not. It was even less 

easy being Julie Carlton from Liverpool. No-one seemed to understand or ‘get it’. Ever! It 

was like being a perpetual teenager. 

  

‘Today, on the train, I so wanted to show them the arches and tunnels on the Lime 

Street approach. How lovely it is, the way the light comes and goes in flashes and all you 

can see is the moss and lichen shining on the walls. It’s like going from one world to 

another. But Claire was asleep and Jackie was reading. That moment’s gone now. It’ll 

never come back. 

  

‘I led them up the steps of Saint George’s Hall and showed the city to them – the 

Cathedral to the left, the Liver Building to the right, the invisible sea beyond. I told them 

how I used to sit on those steps as a teenager, searching for peace of mind, salvation 

from the conflict raging in my soul, raging in the city. But they didn’t hear, or didn’t want 

to hear. A glass screen had fallen down between us. I shrugged it off and played the 

Scouse entertainer. I danced between the columns and we were happy in the sun. 

 

‘I took them to the top of Bold Street and the shredded wonder of the bombed-out 

church, accusing spires pointing to the sky, windows empty, stripped of all bullshit and 



lies. “You should paint it”, I said to Claire, but she shook her head. “I want to paint the 

Cathedral, the Anglican one. It’s on the grand scale. That’s how I like it. Ruins are so 

overrated.” I told her that Saint Luke’s was miles more suggestive than either of those 

overblown creations. I was sharp in my reply, I know, and cross with myself as well. The 

Cathedral had been there at the end of my street for so long, watching over my life and 

my house for so long. It was unfair of me, but I was so disappointed in Claire. How could 

she not see what I saw? How could she call herself an artist?  

 

‘Only on the other side, the far side of the Cathedral, only then did the strange light 

come – Huskisson Street, Percy Street, Little Saint Bride Street – my lost world, my Dad, 

my magic childhood storybooks. And watching over all the little streets and houses, the 

great Cathedral tower, a high and handsome crown fallen headlong down from heaven. 

Only then did the strange light come – quickening curtains, weird flickers behind the 

trees – verve, edge, threshold. Only then.’ 

   

She looked at the drawing she had scribbled on the ground; a bird of some sort in the 

middle of an off-centre square. It was a load of rubbish. Barely visible anyway. She lifted 

her head with an effort and the light of the sun dazzled her. She closed her eyes. 

  

“Come on Ju”, she heard Claire say softly. “Let’s go. It’d be nice if we could make it to the 

docks while it’s still bright. The Red Diamond might be waiting.” 

  

Julie opened her eyes. And out of nowhere, out of the western sun and the heart of 

Chinatown, she saw someone she used to know. She squinted into the light. It was Gina 

Calcanti, her old college friend. They had been Iras and Charmian in Antony and 

Cleopatra back in the day and they had had fun. The last time Julie had seen her 

properly was three years ago, during the brief interregnum between Uni and La 

Canebière. Julie felt a strong urge to abandon her Southern friends, dash across the road 

and fling her arms around her old comrade. But she decided against. Just the sight of 

Gina seemed somehow message and guide enough.  

 

It was the strangest of feelings, like icebergs melting, plates shifting in her mind. Here, 

just a few yards away, was someone she had known long before either Castello or 

Jacqueline had bustled their way into her life. Julie had been well and strong in those 

days and would be, she was sure of it suddenly, well and strong again. 

 

Neither classically beautiful like Jacqueline nor dripping with charisma à la Castello, 

there was, nonetheless, something in the way Gina carried herself as she strutted along 



Berry Street which lightened Julie’s load and spoke to her of all those things her soul 

cried out for – freedom and release, stars streaking across the Scottish sky, love and 

revolution, light, fire and joy. 

 

Gina’s hair was cut in a loose, dark bob and she wore a magnificent leopard-skin coat 

with a red handbag slung flirtatiously over her shoulder. Julie was entranced by the 

brightness of the bag; the most vivid, intense and flaming red she had ever seen. And 

her heart was filled with a rush of empathy and hope. 

  

She watched her friend strolling past the two-tone wall of the old Cabin Club, standing 

out from the kids and students like the red stars on the fly-posters’ black backgrounds. 

Gina walked with a swagger, with direction and poise, as if she knew exactly where she 

was going, relishing whatever the night might have in store. And then she was gone. 

Turning the corner, taking the city on at its own game, coming out on top. 

  

Julie sent out a blessing. They would meet again. Without a shadow of a doubt. 

 

******* 

  

She studied her hands carefully, sat still in a thougtful, if slightly comical half-squat, half-

crouch.   

 

‘I never found that peace of mind I used to pray for on the Saint George’s steps. But what 

of it? Maybe there’s no such thing. Maybe peace of mind just isn’t me. After all, I’m not 

the type that fits in anywhere. I’ve always been an outsider, even at La Canebière. But 

this city doesn’t fit either. It doesn’t fit with the rest of England. And what if it’s exactly 

that which gives us both our independence and offers us both our shot at glory? I mean, 

as Jackie’s posh friend said, I’ve never just been Julie Carlton. I’m “Liverpool’s Julie 

Carlton.”’ 

 

She looked up and out, over and beyond the Arch, and Liverpool was all shot-silk and 

silver, a miracle of sempiternal light. Tears filled her eyes, hot and big and gorgeous, 

flowing down her face in an unstoppable torrent and rush. There was still no music but 

she felt like there should be music.  

 

This silver, you see, this silver had such a different quality to the slick fug of the 

bourgeois heaven they had gone to war with on the Parkinson steps. This was a living, 

gregarious silver, calling out to everything which made life worth living – love, loyalty, 



loss, desire – all those things that Julie stood for and believed in. And behind the silver 

fire; the manic, twisting, heart of the city itself. The unmistakeable, unconquerable 

sound of a massive human heart. 

 

‘One day I’ll be free. I’ll break out of all these cities, a torch-goddess in the night. I’ll have 

done with both sides of the M62, with Jackie and Castello and their daft philosophical 

war. And I’ll walk on the waters, across the burning marl to the secret place where my 

star rests. And I’ll reanimate and restore it and together we’ll kick down the gates of 

heaven.’ 

  

******* 

  

Claire had already turned to go.  

 

‘Christ, I’ll be glad when we’re out of this place. Julie’s been so out of sorts today. It’s a 

good city to leave, I reckon. Worse than Brighton! There’s nothing here, only the 

Cathedral and the Art Galleries, and we didn’t even go in! There’s no adventure here, no 

light, no brilliance. No Red Diamond either by the look of it.’ 

  

Meanwhile, in another world, Julie rose to her feet, an angel of fire, back arching into 

the light, eyes luminous and wet, looking out at a terrible beauty no-one else could see 

or comprehend. 

  

Except Jacqueline.  

 

Jacqueline looked and saw and believed. 

  

‘Here I am’, Julie’s round and sunny face said to her. ‘Here I am. Back in the game, alert 

and ready, the evening sun sparkling in my eyes, cherishing the moment, revelling in the 

moment.’ 

  

‘This holy moment’, Jacqueline thought, bowing her head. 

  

And there was silence in the city and the world; seagulls becalmed, traffic subdued, 

punters still and motionless like statues. 

  

Jacqueline dared not speak. All she could do was offer up a thought and hope that 

somehow the message would carry through to Julie. 

  



‘You were never out of the game’, she said, lifting up her head, looking straight into 

Julie’s big brown eyes. ‘All these years. You’ve never been anywhere else.’ 

  

And the Arch of Constantine came tumbling down around them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Lantern Bearer 

 



Early the next morning, while it was still dark, Julie had a dream both rich and strange. 

She was standing in a sunny, tree-lined square; one hand resting on her bike, leaves 

falling all around … 
 

Standing under skies of Botticelli blue, the piazza ringed with churches and palaces of 

knife-edge beauty; renaissance echoes in their design, marks of the Florentine in their 

ambition, range and vision.  

 

Julie looked at the men and women scuttling about – iron filings in the light. Then 

silence came again, stillness in the square, the great wheel of the world on pause once 

more in watchful, cautious suspense. 

 

‘This must be a college or a university’, she speculated, ‘the old lesson ended, the new 

one yet to begin.’ 

 

And Julie felt alone – at one remove from the human circus yet conscious also of a 

chiming peace within; birds singing at her feet, wind teasing her hair, blowing back her 

scarf of silver and gold, right to the heart of the morning sun. 

 

An odd intuition sprang to life in her mind – that the Julie taking part in this dream, here 

on this cool, billowing morning, was not in fact the real Julie. Not an imposter, far from 

it, but not that more substantial, more essential Julie. She was elsewhere, altogether 

elsewhere, rolling the dice, taking the game to the subtle dark … 

 

In another world and dimension, tip-toeing down a spiralling stone staircase, torch 

flaring in hand, Jacqueline and Claire closing ranks behind her … 

 

Close to the limit now, Julie the lantern bearer, guiding her little company towards a 

revelation she knew would be wholly other, volatile and extraordinary, but significant of 

a mystery they would understand intuitively, recognise instantly and know intimately.  

 

Yes, it had been waiting a long time for them, had always been waiting for them, but 

what form it might take continued to elude Julie’s mind. All she could do was fall back 

on the old stories again: hidden treasure (as in her childhood storybooks), the shape-

shifting Grail, the Sleeping King.  

 



The Sleeping King! Julie smiled. Now, which of them would have the honour of blowing 

the ancient horn, of waking old Arthur from sleep? Ha! Splendid! That could mean one 

thing only – or three things rather – ruffled feathers, ructions, fun! 

 

Almost there now. One step beyond, one step away. But the dream within a dream 

comes and goes like a semaphore in the night, leaving Julie standing right where she 

started from … 

 

At the hub of the wheel, the centre of the square …  

 

Looking up at high renaissance skies. 

 

******* 

 

Julie woke up gradually, slowly coming aware in her bijou student room. Dawn was 

approaching, the light behind the curtains a piquant silver grey. She was forgetting her 

dream already, but that was cool – no need to capture, no need to pin down. She let it 

go, into the rising sun, happy to leave it at that, to let it slip from her mind … 

 

Until the evening, five o’clock and Dale Street, Manchester; the weather bright, fresh 

and whippy, Julie hoping not to bump unluckily into Castello, her comrades beside her 

still, old cotton warehouses before and behind her. She knew they were warehouses 

because Claire had just said so. Julie was surprised. She had known Claire going on three 

years now and had always thought of her as a painter and an illustrator, not a historian 

or public speaker. 

 

Maybe she was both? Maybe she was making it all up? She certainly seemed in a giddy 

mood. But still, it made for a good story, no denying that.  

 

Many Manchester cotton magnates, Claire was saying, saw themselves as latter-day 

Medici, shepherding in a golden age of peace and prosperity through their penchant for 

commerce and free trade …  

 

“Big men, big buildings, big visions.”  

 

Julie nodded, impressed, and realised with a start that the building directly in front of 

them must be the one Selwyn had mentioned in his instructions. That was why 

Jacqueline, taking the lead, had led them here. 



Julie glared at the edifice in stony silence. Why did Selwyn want them to go in? There 

was no life to it. No prosperity. Its neighbours seemed far happier. The building looked 

so hopeless in its heaviness, its gloom, its inevitable emptiness.  

 

“I’ve not forgotten the key”, Jacqueline announced, though no-one had said anything 

about keys. “It’s here in my bag.” 

 

They edged towards the blue double door. Julie felt like she could drown in its depths, 

its shaky glamour and sinuous, snakelike blue. And then, either the door had grown so 

much bigger or she had turned herself into Tom Thumb, but there she was, toppling on 

the edge of the sea, about to fall over and in, when the door opened and her old enemy, 

the dead zone – the black night of absence and loss, where stories are neither written 

nor told – caved in on top of her; choking, crushing, squeezing the life out of her… 

 

******* 

 

The sun stung sharply as Jacqueline led the way. Julie and Claire looked at each other, 

mixed feelings in their eyes, and followed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Temenos 

 



In they went – through the door and out of the sun – up, down and along a scrambling 

passageway of moss, buffeted to left and right by jutting walls of rock and stone, a 

remote needlepoint of light beckoning them on from afar. 

 

Julie was feeling anxious and uncertain, uncharacteristically cautious and fearful. What if 

they got themselves so far in they couldn’t get out again? While Claire, on the other 

hand, felt nothing but a warm and quickening excitement. This was what she had left 

Brighton for. This was why she had gone to La Canebière. This was what she had joined 

the Red Diamond quest to experience – risk and daring, brilliance and adventure.  

 

The needlepoint grew wider now, opening out into a vast and unexpected space – not 

an old warehouse at all, but a ruined theatre – a translucent dome above and an arrow 

of evening sunlight incandescent on the stage. Dust and débris swirled around their 

feet, red stucco seats swooping and spiralling above their heads, the theatre’s 

paintwork peeled and pockmarked, walls flayed raw by time and the seasons.  

 

They began, cautiously and gingerly at first, to explore their new surroundings, setting 

off on their individual ways in wonder, awe and reverence. 

 

‘It’s a good place, here’, thought Julie, meditatively tracing a letter J in the dust with her 

foot. ‘It’s good to be here. I like it. I feel at home. There’s so much energy and grace, 

such a beautiful sense of freedom and space. It’s strange. In the world outside that sort 

of thing just seems so rare but in here it’s like the only reality, like there never was or 

never will be any other. Well, well. What a lovely surprise! No absence, void or death, 

after all. Not here anyway.’ 

 

Meanwhile, on the other side of the room, Jacqueline dropped her bag to the floor and 

climbed contemplatively onto the stage, asking questions of her destiny to the dome 

and its revelatory shaft of pointed light. 

 

‘This ruin is alive, in transition from one manifestation, one role, to another. And hasn’t 

my life always been that too? A voyage to a beginning, a passage from one set of 

questions to the next? But God, what a poor option I took in turning my back on ruins, 

reaching out for finish and completion, not realising that perfection’s just another word 

for death. No wonder I fell into the Sere. Obsessing about owning my own home. Living 

in Hayward’s Heath. God!  

‘What came over me? How did I lose my way so badly? I had everything I ever wanted in 

Paris: friends, studies, my Rimbaud book, the life I had always dreamed of – my own life! 



What subconscious fear, what psychological beast drove me to toss it all away and 

choose a dubious, illusory security? A security that just wasn’t me, that could never be 

me, not even if the world was to carry on into all eternity and beyond.’ 

 

******* 

 

Julie and Claire came dreamily onto the stage, light pouring out and down onto Claire’s 

head. She looked like a blonde firebird and Jacqueline was dazzled. 

 

“This place looks like Hagia Sophia”, Julie whispered. 

 

“Hagia Sophia? What’s that?” asked Claire. 

 

“It’s a Mosque. In Istanbul. It used to be a Cathedral, the Church of the Divine Wisdom 

or something like that. Castello says it used to be the biggest in the world”. 

 

“Really!” Claire quipped with a wink. “Even bigger than Liverpool?” 

 

And Julie cuffed her playfully around the head. 

 

Jacqueline smiled.   

 

“It’s a Temenos”, she said. “A place set apart for the gods. Come … ” 

 

And she held out her hands in a movement so fine, so surprisingly balletic, that it made 

Julie shy … 

 

And they were together again, hand in hand as on Calton Hill, but this time eye to eye 

and soul to soul, the three-pointed star. 

 

A wind arose.  

Jacqueline felt it, saw it, whipping Claire’s hair across her face.  

But her friends were unaware, in another world now, eyes lost into hers, 

 

The brightness expanding; the stage radiant, molten, glowing, 

Coming alive, on the edge of expression, of song,   

High Mass in the language of the Sun, 

 



Claire and Julie beautiful now – intolerably beautiful – this unacceptable, naked beauty 

of the wind and the light.   

 

Jacqueline closed her eyes. 

 

Something building now. Something coming now,  

A pressure, a presence … huge … vast … unaccountable … 

 

On the threshold now, in the room now, Leda overpowered by the Swan again … 

 

‘My God! … My God! …’ 

 

A cry, a hammering … hot flash … silver and gold … Hagia Sophia … 

 

In her heart now …  

 

And Jacqueline fell to the floor, blinded. 

 

******* 

 

She lay on the stage, flat on her back, the world random, loose and separate. Everything 

was spinning chaotically around her – stage, stucco, sunbeam – all swimming 

senselessly; all pattern, all coherence, vanished and void. 

 

“My glasses! I can’t see! Where are my glasses?” 

 

And she scrambled around, picking out, just about, the bright figure of Claire far away to 

her left. 

 

“Claire! Help!” 

 

And Julie came. 

 

“Jackie! Jackie! Are you alright? Did you faint? There was a noise. Someone came in. We 

were frightened.” 

 

“I can’t see a thing, Julie. I can’t find my glasses”. 

 



“Your glasses? Why, they’re right here, next to your bag. Here you are.” 

 

Jacqueline sat up. Julie wiped the glasses on her sleeve and eased them tenderly onto 

her friend’s head. 

 

“Jackie?” 

 

“Mmm.” 

 

But it was Claire who spoke first.  

 

“Look!” Jacqueline heard her cry out. 

 

“Look where? Where are you?” 

 

Jacqueline was bemused.  

 

“Help me up please, Ju. Thank you.” 

 

And Claire was there, stood right next to them. Jacqueline was even more bemused. 

 

“You’re here? I thought I saw you on the far side, over there.” 

 

“No, I’ve been here all the time.” 

 

“Why didn’t you come when I called?” 

 

“I don’t know. Julie came first.” 

 

Jacqueline didn’t understand. Claire’s eyes were blue and shining but with no link or 

relation to Julie or herself. It was as if she was lost, locked into a bright empyrean all of 

her own. 

 

“Didn’t you feel it Claire?” 

 

But Claire didn’t hear the question.  

“Look!” she called out again. “Look at this guy just come in! Isn’t he amazing?” 

 



Jacqueline walked away. Claire was incorrigible! Claire hadn’t felt it. It was hopeless, all 

so hopeless. 

  

Then she saw that someone had indeed come in and was standing alongside them on 

the stage, little older than a boy, curiously and exotically dressed. A gypsy perhaps? 

From overseas almost certainly. 

 

The ‘amazing’ personage bowed to each of them in turn, then nodded again at 

Jacqueline. 

 

“I have seen you before”, he commented, his manner of speech oddly clipped and 

oracular. “You are from Hayward’s Heath, no?” 

 

Jacqueline glared at him angrily, then turned slowly away.  

 

She felt like shaking her fist at the whole lot of them.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 



The Mind and the World 

 



 

“You are Icarus reborn”, the stranger addressed her. “Flying so close to the sun, here in 

this haçienda, this palace of memory.” 

 

Jacqueline turned to face him, her reply brisk and businesslike. 

 

“We were on the brink of something special here, before you barged in and unsettled 

everything.” 

 

“Bah!” the intruder replied dismissively. “You need to consider your where you are, Miss 

Cutter, before you dare bring the gods into play. The gods do not take prisoners.” 

 

And he took a step forward, gazing meaningfully, enquiringly, into Jacqueline’s eyes.  

 

“Look at this place, Miss Cutter,” he continued forcefully. “Out of use at the moment, 

but every inch a living theatre still, a bowl of focus and attention. Think of the actors 

standing on this stage night after night. Think too of the audience all around, watching 

and bearing witness, a bowl of focus and attention.” 

 

And he looked all over and around the space, spinning adroitly on his heels, hands 

opened out in an all embracing gesture of welcome – multi-coloured bangles, bracelets 

and tassles bouncing flamboyantly up and down his wiry wrists. 

 

Jacqueline took a deep breath, beginning to feel a little more centred and in control, 

carefully scrutinising the elfin face beneath the purple head-dress.  

 

‘How could I have taken him for a boy? He must be my age at least. And not from 

abroad either. That’s a Welsh accent surely?’ 

 

But the stranger was speaking to her again now, taking a further step forward, pale fire 

gleaming in his coal-black eyes, 

 

“Despite your recklessness, Miss Cutter, I admire you very much. Was it not Christ who 

said that ‘he who is near me is near to the burning?’ You were not afraid. You took the 

risk.” 

 

And he gave a gauche little shuffle, bowing his head shyly. 



“Why did you intervene?” asked Claire breathlessly, out of sorts and out of things, 

disconnected on the margins.  

 

“And if I had not?”, he replied, flinging a brief, penetrative glance at his questioner. 

“Who knows how things might have fallen out? You may well, as you say, have been on 

the brink of something special, but you could equally have been dragged down into one 

of the hells, left to drift in waste and void for all time, in touch with neither earth’s 

solidity nor the spiritual reality of heaven.” 

 

He fixed his eyes on Jacqueline again. 

 

“I could not let that happen. Your quest is too important for that. I have been sent to 

help and advise and would not have been doing my duty had I not intervened. Unlike 

yourselves, I could not take the risk. I am not as free as you are. I work to a very strict 

set of rules.” 

 

‘I’ve had enough of this’, thought Julie. ‘What’s wrong with those two? They’ve let this 

joker subdue them totally. Rabbits in headlights. Well, I won’t have my agenda set for 

me by some sixth-form chatterbox. If Jackie’s the new Icarus, then I’m the new 

Alexander, cutting through bullshit like he cut through the Gordian Knot, breaking its 

spell with his sword’s intensity.’ 

 

And Julie came onto the stage, walking boldly into the fading light. 

 

“Who are you”? she demanded, her voice as clear as a crystal bell. “Who sent you? 

What do you know of the Red Diamond?”  

 

The stranger took a shocked step back, staring confusedly at Julie, his face suddenly pale 

and mask-like. 

 

Julie glared back angrily, filled with proud resistance.  

 

The ‘gypsy’ dropped his gaze, stood for a moment with lowered head and then, as the 

others held their breath, walked slowly towards Julie, touching her conciliatorily on the 

sleeve. 

 

“Come, Miss Carlton”, he said softly. “Let us sit upon the stage and tell stories in the 

sunset.” 



And they all sat on the stage.  

 

Except Julie. 

 

The stranger crossed his legs, the colour coming bit by bit back to his face. 

 

“I am known throughout the Empire, Miss Carlton, as a poet, but I go by many names 

and many guises in many parts of the world. I am not one of Martin Selwyn’s masters 

but I belong to the same order of service as he does, though my work is different to his. 

It is the same with Joseph Maggiorani, who you will meet no doubt in London. But that 

is all by the by. The point is that my powers here are limited. I am outside of my natural 

realm. I am a visitor. I can stop things happening but I cannot make things happen. That, 

as Selwyn has instructed you, is your responsibility, your role.” 

 

Julie sat down. Reluctantly. 

 

“As for the Red Diamond, well, that is why I have been sent, but again, there are things I 

can do and things I cannot do. I actually thought I saw it this morning, before it became 

light. Here in Manchester.” 

 

“Here? Manchester?” Claire echoed hopefully. 

 

‘Bullshit’, thought Julie. 

 

“Outside the Cathedral”, the poet continued. “Though you must understand that I saw it 

with the eyes of imagination, not with my physical eyes. And that is precisely the issue. 

The Red Diamond only appears when the imagination is active. It needs to be imagined 

into existence. It cannot be seized or pinned down. The moment I reached out to grasp 

it was the moment it vanished from my sight. 

 

“The Red Diamond is very old. It comes from the boiling core, the raw centre of the 

earth. It is worlds and worlds away from what people usually think jewels to be – gold 

and silver and dead things like that. The Red Diamond, like this theatre, is alive. It 

overflows with life. It is the gift that keeps on giving – richly, abundantly. Down below, 

where it lives, I recall picking bunches of lime green emeralds to eat. I remember 

pouring out flagons of ruby wine. And the salamanders would leap and dance in front of 

my eyes – games of light and shadow in the living fire.   

 



“The Red Diamond, you see, responds only to the creative mind. Like calls unto like and 

that is why you were given this quest. All three of you, as Selwyn told you, possess the 

imagination to make the Red Diamond manifest and bring this country back to its best. 

And that is the key element at the heart of it all, the battle between the mind and the 

world. And no matter what may happen on this particular quest, I can tell you with the 

authority of heaven that in the overall battle it is the mind that is destined to win.” 

 

And the poet winked at Julie. 

 

And Julie looked away.  

 

He had her. The swine! The exact words Selwyn had whispered to her in Edinburgh, 

when he had leant over to her at the end: 

 

“Just be sure of one thing, Miss Carlton. There’s a battle going on here between the 

mind and the world. And in that battle it’s the mind that’s destined to win.” 

 

Julie felt like a mine had gone off inside her, her life flashing vividly and explosively 

before her. Everything came flooding back, cascading through and in …  

 

A child again now, her Dad holding her by the hand on a dazzling morning of fire and 

frost, reciting story after story as they waltzed around their Georgian playground, the 

Cathedral appearing, disappearing and appearing again behind the buildings, the rising 

sun tracing a line of soft fire across the chimney-tops of Gambier Terrace. And a longing 

for she knew not what broke in that day, broke in and through to Julie’s heart, filling her 

soul, setting the course and direction of her life, forever and aye … 

  

And then, ten years later, the final family holiday – to Italy – palaces lit with pink and 

blue in Florence; silence, bells and floodlit waters in Venice – transporting her from 

teenage thraldom to a new and greater comprehension, a wider understanding and 

vision ... 

  

And later still, the start of her current adventures, her first day at university in Leeds – 

that piercing autumn sharpness, all the world’s possibilities spread out before her like 

Shakespeare’s parade of kings … 

 

Even the bad times. Especially the bad times. Her Dad’s sudden death, her grim and 

nihilistic duel with meningitis, all the grief at La Canebière and her painful split with 



Castello. All there. All here. She could imagine anything, live it out all over again, but this 

time observe the significance, perceive the golden thread, discern and understand the 

pattern, say yes to the meaning. 

 

She could conjure up any scenario, any image and it would unfold in her mind. Perhaps 

even, maybe even, the Red Diamond itself? 

 

And why not? After all, in the battle between the mind and the world it is the mind that 

is destined to win. 

 

‘Oh, how true and splendid that is. We just need to keep the faith; with our minds, our 

souls, with who we really are – not let ourselves get overawed by this loud and noisy 

world, so full of sound and fury ... 

 

‘But wouldn’t it be ace if we could have done with conflict and stress? Instead of a 

battle, a dance. How did he put it?  Games of light and shadow in the living fire.  

 

‘Yes, that’s what I want. For myself, my family, my friends, Liverpool, Britain. That’s 

what the Red Diamond means to me. My revolution. My hope …’ 

 

And the sunbeam arched and flashed once more in a valedictory blast of style and 

defiance, the theatre revelling again in its ancient role of host and audience, first 

witness to the unplumbed, unfathomable depths of the human imagination and the 

burning salamanders, still leaping there … still playing there.  

 

******* 

 

So, walk on girl, walk onto the stage.  

 

Be well, be you, the new Alexander.  

 

And speak your lines in the language of those same salamanders, 

In pure, unmistakeable, unconquerable,  

 

Unforgettable Fire. 

 



The Room of the Golden Dance 

 
 



Julie was on a high plane, hyper-aware and acutely conscious of everything around her, 

especially Claire’s discomfort and disappointment. So when Claire shot up, running 

scatter-gun towards the entrance, Julie leapt forth too, up and out and fast as lightning, 

pursuing her through the gloaming.  

 

Their feet pattered and echoed on the theatre floor, leaving Jacqueline and the poet 

were alone. She could barely see him in the onrushing dark, but felt and sensed him 

strongly, his presence coming at her like waves. 

 

She turned and looked, straining to see. 

 

“Who are you?” she asked, quietly but forcibly. 

 

The poet looked at his pointy shoes. 

 

“Who are you?”  

 

“I am Raphael”, he replied with a sigh. “I stand in the East.” 

 

Jacqueline rolled her eyes.  

 

‘Julie was right to ask questions’, she thought. ‘There’s no mystique, after all. He’s an 

overgrown adolescent, that’s all – over-sensitive, over-imaginative. He’s probably been 

following us around. That’s how he’s come to know so much.’ 

 

Jacqueline stared blankly at the floor, tracing a shapeless pattern in the dust with her 

finger. She knew what was coming next. 

 

“I like you very much Miss Cutter’, the poet went on falteringly. ‘I admire you. I have 

watched you for a long time. I can tell you things about yourself too. You have come on 

this quest not, as you sometimes believe, to heal your wounds or the wounds of the 

nation but rather because, so far, you yourself have been unable to find a setting fit to 

match your nobility and spirit.  

 

“The world is too small for you. It is too narrow, too petty. Even Paris. Even La 

Canebiѐre. They were too small for you in the end. I would like to take you to my home, 

at the Eastern rim of the world. You could be yourself there; take your true self out to 

play.” 



 

“Ah”, Jacqueline replied cunningly, “but wouldn’t that go against the strict set of rules 

you have to adhere to?” 

 

The poet turned away. She knew instinctively that she had hurt him. Needlessly so. He 

stood up and Jacqueline saw (and heard) that he was crying. She sprang to her feet, 

reaching for his hand in the gloom. 

 

“I’m sorry, … er, … Raphael. I shouldn’t have said that. There was no need. Come on, 

let’s go outside. Let’s go for a drink. Julie and Claire will be waiting. They’ll be thinking all 

kinds of things.” 

 

And she laughed nervously. 

 

“You don’t believe me do you?” the poet wailed, his voice broken and full, his slender 

body a quivering reed beneath her touch. 

 

Jacqueline felt at a loss, unable to find an appropriate response. For want of a better 

plan she carried on holding his hand until his breathing became quiet again and his tears 

stilled and slowed, settling gently in the silence and the chill night air. 

 

“You must continue with your quest now”, the poet resumed at length, something of his 

former playfulness returning to him. “You must go to London now. After two days you 

will find Joseph Maggiorani, the second helper Selwyn has prepared for you. Maggiorani 

is not like me; he is old. He does not dress like me; you never see him without a suit. But 

he is wise. If you will not listen to me then you must listen to him.” 

 

Jacqueline made to leave, intending to usher the poet outside but he held her fast in the 

darkness. Yes, he was certainly back to his best, fully restored, seeming somehow taller 

and stronger.  

 

Jacqueline relaxed at last, nervous energy evaporating, her mind becoming peaceful and 

calm – quiet, receptive and still. 

 

She liked this feeling ...  

 

‘The poet’s quite nice really’, she reflected. ‘In his own way, of course’... 

 



And it was all very sudden, taking her by surprise as she responded to his touch, feeling 

his lips close on hers, closing her eyes ...  

 

The blacked-out theatre, the Manchester night … 

 

******* 

 

“So now, let me show you something. Something more about yourself.” 

 

They stood up. 

 

The poet ran his hand tenderly through her hair. Jacqueline sensed herself poised on the 

brink of crossing some weird, psychic kind of Rubicon, the poet’s voice growing in 

authority and strength, his words ringing riotously and gloriously, spinning and echoing 

around the darkened auditorium. 

 

“When I kiss you again, you must turn and look – at all the worlds, all the lights laid out 

before you. It is all you my love, all you. The gifts you bear within are infinite, 

immeasurable. And the world, which sells you stones when your spirit cries for life, will 

draw back and fall to the ground in the face of what is inside you. So, remember who 

you are, where you come from and what you’re all about. This experience is real 

Jacqueline. This is the real you.” 

 

He kissed her softly on the forehead and let her go. 

 

Jacqueline spun around and saw the stage suffused in a sulphurous golden sheen, the 

theatre vanishing into mist and a different space altogether taking shape before her – 

circular, with a series of slim golden pillars, seven in all, stationed around the perimeter. 

  

And in the centre stood a smaller pillar, about three feet high. 

 

“Sit on the pillar!” the poet commanded. “Know thyself!” 

 

Jacqueline turned to him but without hope of success. She had no chance of seeing him 

in this ethereal mélange of darkness and mist. And now the surrounding pillars had 

become huge – thicker too – sixty or seventy feet high, stretching up to the heavens. 

Where the ceiling and dome had reigned so imperiously before was simple nothingness 

now – a mere gap of empty space. 



 

Jacqueline slipped her bag to the floor (‘again!’ she thought), stepped forward and sat 

on the pillar, blinking into the golden light. She adjusted her skirt, crossed her legs, 

fiddled with her glasses and tied her hair back, placing her hands either side of the 

pillar’s sauceresque, protruding top.  

 

She felt nervous but excited as well. She realised that she had, in fact, been looking for 

something like this all her life and that the poet had been highly astute in his 

assessment. Yes, that was indeed why she had come on the quest – to wrestle like Jacob 

with an angel the world was either unwilling or unable to match her up with. 

 

Jacqueline closed her eyes, feeling a deep affection for the poet in her heart. The poet 

had recognised and responded to the most authentic part of her, that part she had 

grown so adept at belittling and denying, in Hayward’s Heath and in so many other 

barren places. The poet was in love with the true Jacqueline, the one who had come 

alive on Calton Hill and in the silent dance of the three-pointed star.  

 

“I see great beauty in you Mademoiselle Cutter”, her beloved French teacher, Madame 

de Chauvigny, had told her long ago. “In time it will shine out, lighting up the world for 

all to see.”  

 

That had struck her, at the time, as a slightly odd comment to make, given that she was 

regarded at school, somewhat embarrassingly, as one of the ‘beautiful’ ones. But now, 

fourteen years later, she finally understood. The memory was almost too much for her 

and she was overtaken by a wave of dizziness. 

 

Jacqueline opened her eyes. She felt strangely disconnected, as if suspended in mid-air, 

and then saw with a shock that she actually was suspended in mid-air. There was no 

floor any more but no time to think either as the mist cleared and the mise-en-scѐne 

was plunged into darkness again, before sparkles and prickles of light started to pop out 

randomly in the blackness all around her ... 

 

‘Stars!’ 

 

More and more of them now, circling about her head, composing themselves into 

spectacular constellations she had neither seen nor imagined before. And Jacqueline felt 

frightened, experiencing at first hand that existential dread that had so terrified Pascal 

and which she used to discuss with Madame de Chauvigny at school.  



 

Little by little however, she began to feel more at home in this spacious universe, 

appreciating with joy that such outstaring of the void could actually stand for something 

very close to the essence of liberation – the absolute reverse of a cold and steely 

abandonment. What lay around her here, on the contrary, was a pure and limitless zone 

of imagination – art fusing into politics, politics into religion, religion into music and 

music into silence – the razor-sharp silence of the first morning of creation. 

 

Bang on cue, her train of thought accelerated rapidly, dramatically improving in quality. 

New and convincing ideas slotted into her mind as flaws in her existing worldview were 

illuminated. As she completed one connection and then another, the remaining gaps 

were filled by brand-new linking concepts; suggestive, she felt, of Byzantine mosaics or 

Irish holy books with their flowing design and richness of lettering. 

 

The search for the Red Diamond, she perceived, was chiefly (and surprisingly) concerned 

with these golden pillars and what they stood for. Each pillar stood for an individual 

involved in the quest – herself, Julie, Claire, Selwyn, Percival, the poet and this 

Maggiorani figure (but not Castello, she noted). 

 

Now, whether these personages were ‘good’ or ‘evil’ mattered, at this level, not one jot. 

What did matter was the nature and meaning of the eighth pillar, this very pillar she was 

now sat on. An understanding of who or what this pillar represented might, she 

recognised, hand one the keys, not only to this quest but to all the quests, beating out a 

starlit path to the very heart of the light – Tarkovsky’s ‘Zone’, the room of the golden 

dance.  

 

‘Now, let me think. The eighth day! What happened on the eighth day?’  

 

God, how annoying! Surely there had been reams written about it ...  

 

‘And on the eighth day … ’ 

 

Oh, but this was high knowledge! Jacqueline flung her head back, baring her spirit to the 

stars, inviting their crystalline purity to flood her mind in a rain of light. 

 

“Oh Yes! Yes! Voilá!” 

She looked ahead again, eyes wide with gnosis, as a reddish glow began to flash and 

dance, spinning up from the bottomless depths of space – a red diamond. Jacqueline 



tightened her grip on the pillar with her left hand and reached out to the diamond with 

her right. But even though the jewel was spinning like a top right in front of her, her 

hand fell short, miles short. She was nowhere near it. The Red Diamond occupied a 

space and dimension entirely its own. 

 

But it was all so unspeakably beautiful, this scarlet splendour at the heart of all the 

worlds, the centre of the stars and the seven (or eight) golden pillars. Jacqueline gazed 

with rapture at the exploding, revolutionary depths at the Diamond’s core – restless, 

revolving shapes like continents on a globe of glass, like those white-hot salamanders 

the poet had conjured for them in the theatre. 

 

The Diamond began to rotate with a voluptuous golden beauty, as if the sun itself was 

rising through its texture, red transforming to an all-conquering, invincible, irrepressible 

gold. The light dazzled as Jacqueline shielded her eyes, gold absorbing the pillars and the 

stars until the whole fantastic panorama consisted of nothing but this staggering light. 

 

And a voice spoke to her out of the light, the voice of the poet, out of the Eastern rim of 

the world and the hidden, secret chambers of her own heart. 

 

‘Not for me!’ came the cry, a shattering blend of exultation and despair. ‘Not for me the 

honour! Not for me the hand! He must increase! I must decrease!’ ... 

 

She discerned a face before her, at the heart of the light, regarding her with seriousness 

and purpose. It was a face she felt sure she had never seen before yet somehow always 

known – all her life, possibly before – a royal face, a revolutionary face, a gilt-edged 

face. And that was all she could say as something swifter than thought communicated 

and pledged itself between her countenance and his – an irrevocable vow, a pact she 

understood and accepted would resonate through and across all the nine worlds and 

beyond.  

 

But what was the deal? What was it she had just signed up to? Because she had just 

signed up to something. She had actually written her own name … 

 

Jacqueline Emmanuelle Cutter 
 

Like that. But how? What with? On what? She struggled to remember. It was all starting 

to break up around her, the ‘true’ Jacqueline beginning to flounder and flag. Her mind 

became heavy and dull as the vision drifted in and out of focus. Her pillar, her burnished 



throne, felt more now like a rickety, wobbling stool as the sullen darkness made its 

move, invading and occupying the golden light, emphatically and decisively. 

 

******* 

 

So, there she was, sat on the floor, her back against the wall in the mossy passage by the 

door. It was cold. The door was three-quarters closed, cigarette smoke filtering through 

the little gap. She could hear voices outside, Julie’s Mersey lilt and Claire’s South Coast 

twang. What on earth was she doing sat on the floor like this, all dishevelled and 

disorientated?  

 

What had she been doing anyway? She was dimly aware that something had ‘gone on’ 

but had no idea what, her mind a pure tabula rasa. Had the poet assaulted her? She 

shook her head. No, clearly not, as despite her puzzlement she felt serene and calm.  

 

The last thing she could remember was the poet talking about this Maggiorani guy. 

Where had the poet got to? That jackanapes! She looked to her right but it was far too 

dark now for exploration. He would be alright, she was sure of it. He probably lived in 

the theatre anyway. The last of the Manc squatters! Ha! 

 

Ah well, nothing for it. She would have to get out there and face them. She knew what 

they would think.  

 

‘It’s fair enough’, she philosophised. ‘I’d think the same I suppose, if it was either of 

them.’  

 

She got up, straightening herself out as best she could.  

 

‘Well’, she concluded, ‘I won’t forget Manchester in a hurry, even if I haven’t seen any of 

it and I can’t remember half of what’s been happening. It’s been quite an evening, one 

way or the other.’ 

 

Jacqueline opened the blue door, irritated straightaway by some infernal golden haze, 

incapable for a moment of working out which were the street lights and which the 

bright, upturned faces of her friends. 

 



Glittering Prize 

 



The ancient Greek helmet gleamed brightly in its slender glass case, radiating a light of 

fine pointed gold around her. The glass itself, not to be outdone, glittered with a 

lustrous ebullience, brighter almost than Orion and his myriad band of stars, Claire’s 

favourite constellation always. She stood in the gallery’s uneven centre, the core and 

heart of the British Museum, subsuming herself into the bronze and the molten, fiery 

glow. 
 

‘Here we go again’, she said to herself. ‘Through the looking glass again. Through the 

shifting veil of Maya’s magic mirror again.’ 

 

A range of noble colours played about the corners of her eyes; lush textures in red and 

gold lending a sense of burnished luxury and operatic richesse to the jewelled space. Her 

friends, as usual, would be buzzing about somewhere, but where exactly Claire could 

not tell. There were plenty of others though, namely the English middle-classes, flitting 

through the statues and ornaments, low-key chatter percolating the air like the hum of 

below-par bees on a slow summer’s Sunday. 

 

And then there were the pictures, hitting home on her with chiselled force: Shadowy 

glances across the table of the Last Supper, pained crucifixions under skies of blotchy 

stone, audacious resurrections in defiant blue, white and gold.  

 

These themes dominated the wall directly to Claire’s left. To her right, the Homeric epic 

played itself out before her; the arid Trojan plain giving way uncertainly to the choppy 

yet fertile sea-scapes of the Odyssey.  

 

She turned to the wall behind her, gazing upon the great Greek pantheon in all its mixed 

chalice of glory and vulgarity: the imprisonment of Cronos in the Western Isles, Leda and 

the Swan, Athene laying the foundation stone to the mysterious city … 

 

And in the centre of the room’s imagistic swirl, this archaic helmet, this singular 

revelation in bronze and gold, loaded with suggestiveness inside its thin filament of 

imprisoning glass … 

 

This symbol, this key, which might have been worn, no, should have been worn by some 

artist goddess or other in a far off, one-off bout of craziness – a torrential fiat lux of 

brilliant light and creative ignition. 

 



‘What would it say to the world then’, Claire pondered, ‘were I to put that helmet on 

myself? Where would it take me if I dared what Jackie dared on Calton Hill and in the 

theatre – dare assume the role and identity of a goddess?’  

 

Well, well …  

 

Claire shook the hair from her eyes, glancing up at the narrow slit of window running 

above the falling walls of Troy. She could see the sky above flecked with lacy, white 

cloud, restless and protean. 

 

‘Just like the contents of my mind’, she concluded. ‘Charming but ill-disciplined.’ 

 

And Claire smiled contentedly at the helmet. 

 

‘I don’t want to be a goddess. I’ll leave that to her. I just want to be me, everything I can 

be. No more scrabbling for recognition from schoolboy poets, no more chasing after art 

and beauty, for meaning outside my own heart, the treacherous light that draws me on, 

like a moth to the flame, like Icarus to the sun, like Jackie in the theatre when she fell to 

the floor and I didn’t go to help her.’ 

 

Claire stopped still. The insight struck her to the core. She contemplated the helmet’s 

ambivalent beauty, perceiving with disturbing clarity that she did not, in truth, like 

Jacqueline at all. JC was just an irritating posh girl who liked putting it about: the poet, 

that student in Edinburgh, anyone basically. “Classy” Jackie Cutter. Now there was a 

myth! Never mind Zeus and what not! 

 

Claire was appalled at the vehemence of her feelings. A surprising intuition warned her 

that Julie might somehow be upset if she knew what Jacqueline was really like. Julie 

looked up to her tremendously. Claire knew that. It had gnawed quietly at her mind ever 

since Jacqueline came to La Canebière. But she didn’t want to dwell on it. Not now. She 

suppressed the thought almost instantaneously. 

 

 ‘It’s all nonsense’, Claire reasoned. ‘All that side of things.’ 

 

The real issues, she knew, lay much deeper than that, and Julie, for all her innocence 

and good heartedness, was directly implicated. She was at least as much a part of the 

problem as Jacqueline. 

 



‘Would I rush to help Julie then, if she fell down? … 

 

Yes, absolutely, of course I would!’  

 

Julie was solid gold, her special friend, never ceasing to bring comfort to her, most 

recently in Manchester just a couple of nights ago. But now, in London, in the British 

Museum, Claire saw as if for the first time the depth of difference between herself and 

both JC’s – this manic, perverse hatred of their own country, the very society that had 

nurtured them and cared for them. 

 

A bottomless resentment and demonic will to destroy burned destructively in Julie’s 

heart, giving the lie to her sweet smile and happy face. With Jacqueline it was worse – 

so abstract and arcane – this obscure waffle about Royalty and Revolution; looking to 

Europe for inspiration and so forth. 

 

Europe! Claire could hardly think of a worse place to seek inspiration from than the 

birthplace of Nazism and Communism. And yet she did concur with Jacqueline that 

‘Great Britain’ was currently in very poor shape and that the unfettered free-market had 

(despite the wonderful Manchester palazzos of two centuries ago!) pretty much torn 

the social fabric apart, riding roughshod over tradition and custom, trampling over 

community, building every day a sick parody of Carla’s (and Blake’s) vision of the new 

Jerusalem – the infernal city of Dante’s imagination – an ever more brutal chasm 

between the rich and the poor, the ‘haves’ and the ‘have nots’. 

 

‘So yes, abandon hope all ye who enter here! Especially the poor, especially those, like 

me, with neither homes nor families to back them up!’ 

 

At La Canebière, through her modernist twist on the great English Cathedrals, Claire had 

boldly sought to shine the light of heaven onto the country’s trivialised and brokenly 

materialist culture. And now, the Red Diamond had arrived on the scene, and with it the 

opportunity to finally act effectively in the world, making a definite, tangible impact for 

the good. 

 

Claire scanned the painted dramas around her, for a moment feeling unsure which way 

to look or even where to stand. She focused her eyes, in the end, on the huge canvas 

dominating the wall straight ahead of her, a depiction of the Transfiguration or possibly 

the Ascension, Claire wasn’t sure which – Christ standing in a sky of sheer azure, a 



golden ball of sun pulsing out at the top right of the canvas, three men tumbling down a 

hill in shock and befuddlement. 

 

‘Wow! What a painting!’  

 

Claire was surprised that she had only just noticed it now. It contained so many 

extraordinary elements. The artist, to take one example, had depicted Christ’s arms in a 

highly singular fashion: the left arm raised high above the head, holding up a shining 

sword, the right arm extended out, index finger pointing directly into Claire’s face.  

 

Christ’s robes were made of red and white and blue. 

 

‘The colours of the flag’, she noted. 

 

Claire studied the painting with as much detachment as she could muster. It was 

infinitely better, she knew, than anything she had created so far. It was so 

confrontational, so unsettling. A little bonkers perhaps, but oddly stirring and evocative 

too.  

 

Reflecting on this, the thought came unbidden to her mind that Jacqueline and Julie 

might actually both be slightly mad. It was a long shot, yes, but not impossible. The fall 

of La Canebière had certainly hit them very hard. Might they then, in their disorientation 

and bitterness, make use of the Red Diamond to smash and overturn all the history and 

institutions of this still remarkable country, throwing the baby out with the bathwater, 

wreaking a terrible and disproportionate revenge on Britain as a whole, not just the 

jungle of capitalist pressures which did for La Canebière? 

 

And what about Selwyn? Yes, she liked him but what were his real motives? He had a 

past, after all. 

 

Claire stomped her foot on the polished floor and the helmet wobbled slightly in its 

case. 

 

‘Oh, it’s all so senseless, this anger and hatred! It’s such a good country, Britain – such a 

fair and balanced country, despite everything. It might not be fashionable to say so but 

it is.’ 

 



A shaft of sunlight pierced the cloud outside, bouncing up off the glass case, rebounding 

playfully into Claire’s eyes. The way the sunbeam frolicked on the glass reminded her 

strangely of home, of Brighton and the little balls of light strung along the Prom like a 

chain of gold in the night. 

 

She sighed, wondering not for the first time why she had ever left.  

 

‘I had to go’, she told herself. ‘Brighton’s cool; everyone knows that. It’s a brilliant place 

to be an artist, but it’s people who come from outside, all that London lot, who rave 

about it most. It’s different when you’ve lived there all your life. I needed to stretch 

myself, seek my fortune elsewhere, out in the big wide world, as an artist and a person. I 

had to find something which chimed with my vision, my vision of light, that bright and 

dazzling light behind all the gods and goddesses, behind all the myths and legends, 

behind all of Julie’s stories. There was only La Canebière. Only that was on my 

wavelength. How could I not go? What was there not to like? 

 

‘Life’s been difficult for me. They’re lucky, those two – Jackie’s loaded parents and her 

endless supply of minted, well-connected friends. Julie’s had her problems, true – her 

Dad dying when she was young, her Mum not talking to her now, but at least she’s got a 

family. It’s more than I ever had – brought up by the Council, moving home every couple 

of months, all the skuzziest parts of Brighton, Whitehawk and what not. La Canebière 

gave me the family I never had. You can’t put a price on that. It’s why I’m here, why I’m 

on this quest. I want to keep my family. I won’t let it go. I can’t let it go!’ 

 

Claire felt better in her head now. The helmet sparkled gaily in front of her and, as her 

mind ran again through her back-story, she began to feel much more her usual, chirpy 

self.  

 

No, she had been overpowered by nonsense, and that must never happen again. If the 

best of Claire Falconer was ever to come to the surface, ever to find her right place and 

destiny on life’s great canvas, then she would need to lift the siege of this inferiority 

complex, daring to actually become the balance between her friends – the still point of 

the turning world, to use Jacqueline’s pompous phrase – just like she had been at 

Selwyn’s when she woke them all from their enchanted sleep and set the wheels of the 

quest in motion. 

 

Yes, she was very different from both J’s. A thought she had played with in the 

aftermath of her Athene vision returned to her now with renewed attraction.   What to 



her friends (the closure of La Canebière) had seemed to spark off such doom and gloom 

might end up presenting her with her a whole new world of opportunity – life on a 

broader, richer, infinitely more fulfilling canvas … 

 

Claire looked up. Someone was watching her. A man was standing in front of the 

painting, just ten yards away – dark, princely, debonair – possessing all the crafted 

beauty and treacherous allure of green baize. She averted her eyes instantly, staring 

awkwardly at the polished floor. 

 

Claire had seen more of the painting than she had the man but she had already seen 

more than enough. She had never encountered him before but she knew for certain 

who he was, why he had come and what he wanted. His name was Adam Percival and 

his eyes, even from that distance, told her that he had read and understood the secret 

contents, the unpublished Gospel of her heart. 

 

She looked up again and he had taken a step towards her. He stood looking at her with a 

cool and knowing intensity. She felt there was something profoundly rank and 

disgusting in how he had positioned himself in front of that great, visionary Christ. 

 

‘It’s obscene. It’s sick.’ 

 

Claire felt his dark, potent eyes reeling her in, sucking her under like a chemical 

addiction, a bestial counterpart to the sparkling white light she had sought in vain all her 

life. Hunting down the dazzle, chasing the unattainable light, had undoubtedly been a 

silly, adolescent folly on her part but, if nothing else, it had been a magnificent, 

freewheeling folly. What Adam Percival was offrering her now, she recognised, was 

wholly the opposite – joyless, dismal and empty – the dark pull of oblivion and ‘lights 

out’. She was shocked by just how tempted she was; this longing to pack it all in and rest 

contentedly like a child again in the soft and soothing waters … 

 

‘No! Bollocks! I’m not going under! I’m not going down! I’m not having it!’  

 

She ripped her gaze away from him. The very last thing required was for this louche 

apparition to obtain more dominion over her than he already had. Her eyes came 

stubbornly back to the helmet, taking refuge in its company, its presence and nobility, 

its hints and obscure promises of ultimate liberation. 

 

And Claire prayed silently to the helmet … 



 

‘Lend me your kingdom, your power and your grace.  Brighten my eyes. Bring me the 

perspective to see things as they really are, both inside my soul and out in the big wide 

world. May I never go under! May I never be sucked in by those soft and soothing 

waters! 

 

‘Oh, bring me once more to my goddess! May I read her words again as I did that time 

before. May I one day pour my heart out to her, recognising in her eyes my own most 

deep, most beautiful, most mysterious heart and soul.’ 

 

And the tears flooded down Claire’s face like the falling walls of Troy. 

 

******* 

 

The gallery walls throbbed with passion, red in tooth and claw, as she felt someone 

come closely by on her left. She dared not raise her eyes but she knew it couldn’t be be 

Adam Percival. There was love in the air … 

 

It was Julie. 

 

‘It could never have been anyone else’, Claire declared with joy and relief. ‘My special 

friend!’ 

 

Julie put her arm around her, Claire responding likewise. They contemplated the helmet 

together and, as they did so, it began to look to Claire a lot less like a far-off relic of 

antiquity, more akin in fact to a living coal, to some renegade jewel of the highest 

calibre and class, the glittering prize come to pay them a visit from the unimaginable 

regions far, far, far below. 

 

“Remember when you were young”, said Julie as she gave Claire a little squeeze. “You 

shone like the sun.” 

 

And they were silent for a long time … 

 

******* 

 

Claire felt a presence opposite, very close by, just the other side of the helmet and the 

glass.  



 

‘This time I’ll face him! This time I’ll bring him the best of Claire Falconer!’ 

 

But Adam Percival was nowhere to be seen. He had vanished. As if he had never been. 

 

Jacqueline stood before her instead, confident and strong, looking deeply into her eyes. 

And something seemed to pass between them, like a current or shock, some shared 

recognition of eternal contest, eternal rivalry, beginning before the dawn of time, 

continuing after the end of the world. But then Jacqueline smiled; the softest, most 

generous, genuine smile Claire had seen anywhere. She was deeply touched. All she 

could do was smile back and even laugh a little as she observed how well it suited her 

friend and rival, standing in front of a warrior Christ in red, white and blue – the colours, 

she noted happily, of France as well as Britain. 

 

The light faded and the clouds rolled over, sealing off the narrow slit of light above. But 

the finger of Christ just kept on pointing. Three men rolling down the hill, three girls 

standing on the edge – two on the far side, one on the near - the helmet of the goddess 

alive and kicking in the centre. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



Rebel Angels 

 



“I may be a little past my prime in terms of physical prowess”, Maggiorani announced, 

“but people, time after time, make the mistake of underestimating me. I’m as flexible as 

the wind, ladies. One of nature’s free spirits to boot. I was there, I’ll have you know, 

when the rebel angels fell from heaven.” 
 

Jacqueline, Julie and Claire exchanged glances. The old man was joking, he had to be, 

but there was clearly a very fine intelligence at work here. Tall, springy, with a neatly cut 

beard and glittering green eyes, it was difficult to gauge quite how seriously the 

distinguished looking Italian expected to be taken. 

 

Joe Maggiorani, in any case, was far from the be-suited old buffer the poet had led 

Jacqueline to expect. He possessed, undeniably, a certain Olympian severity but 

tempered and balanced always by this attractive (if slightly maverick) sense of fun and 

play. 

 

An extraordinary individual then, in a suitably extraordinary setting – simply the most 

chaotic and random space any of them had seen – the room packed from floor to ceiling 

with books; and on the tables and chairs, the wine-stained carpet and the chaise longue, 

an anarchic wealth of suitcases, boxes, sheaves of paper and a variety of curious, old-

fashioned toys. 

 

One of these, on the table by the window, appealed to Julie very much – a silver-painted 

trumpet, star-bright in the Pimlico sun.  

 

‘When Christ comes again’, she speculated, ‘it’ll be with a tin trumpet like this that he’ll 

announce his advent. No hoo-hah or media scrum. And only those who resonate will 

hear the tune the little trumpet makes.’ 

 

Claire was finding it difficult to avert her eyes from the golden shield hung on the 

opposite wall – a green rim racing around its perimeter and a man’s head exploding 

outwards from the centre, hair wild like tongues of fire, mouth open in a war cry to 

reverberate and rebound around and through all the nine worlds. 

 

She hadn’t a clue what she might do with the shield should she actually come to possess 

it, but she felt magnetically drawn to its shape and texture, as if she had encountered 

the shield before somewhere. It felt congruent and right; in synch with her true self. 

Jacqueline meanwhile, was standing alone and apart from the others, watching the dust 

dancing in the sunbeams, meditating on her de facto leadership of the group. No-one 



had ever anointed her with chrism, as it were, neither on this quest, nor at La Canebière, 

but by the same token no-one had ever denied her leadership either. 

 

‘It’s just assumed. I suppose there might be a little tendency in me to take things over a 

bit, but yes, it’s true, it’s something people do tend to assume. I wonder why? There 

must be something in me that suggests it.’ 

 

She felt poised again on a threshold, as she had on that exceptional morning on  top of 

Calton Hill, on the brink of taking a decisive, irrevocable step. Forwards or backwards 

she could not yet tell, but some kind of confirmation or denial was travelling in her 

direction. That much was for certain. 

 

Maggiorani stepped towards the shield and deftly detached it from the wall. Claire felt 

her heart beat faster. 

 

“Yes”, he declared. “I was there when the rebel angels fell from heaven. Right in the 

thick of things I was, and this shield was with me then as it’s with me now.” 

 

Jacqueline came alongside her friends as all four figures moved closer together, 

inadvertently forming a circle in the watching sunlight. 

 

‘Something’s changed’, thought Julie. 

 

And a stillness came upon them. The old man lowered his voice. The girls bent their 

heads to listen, as if in readiness for a benediction. 

 

“This shield I give you as a gift. Having outlined its lineage to you, you can understand its 

value, so it’s something I’m not lightly giving away. In fact I’m not giving it away. I’m 

giving it to you actively, because your task is on the same level as was the war in 

heaven. This shield will give you grace in your contest with the dead hand of literalism 

and objectification. It is imbued with a rare and dangerous frisson, wholly unpredictable 

but magnificent, brilliant and true.” 

 

Maggiorani looked directly at Jacqueline, speaking now to her alone. 

 

“Now then, Miss Cutter”, he addressed her. “I hear you got yourself involved in a little 

contretemps with our friend Adam Percival in the British Museum. Tell me, what 

happened exactly?” 



 

Jacqueline looked up at him casually, shrugging her shoulders laconically, giving off her 

habitual air of studied indifference. Her attitude and, when she spoke, her tone of voice, 

reminded Claire very much of how she had artfully mastered Selwyn’s grilling in 

Edinburgh. 

 

‘Yes’, thought Claire shrewdly. ‘She can be very cunning when she wants to be.’ 

 

“Nothing much happened, Mister Maggiorani”, Jacqueline replied at length. “I didn’t 

even know it was Adam Percival at first! All he said was that he needed the Red 

Diamond more than we did or, to be precise, that the country needed it more than we 

did, and that he’d ensure we’d benefit financially if we gave him free rein.” 

 

And then, a little abruptly it seemed, Jacqueline broke off her account, looking calmly 

steadily at the old man through her glasses, as if she felt she had already told him more 

than she had intended to. 

 

But Maggiorani seemed amused by the situation; a worldly, rather Machiavellian smile 

playing around the corners of his lips and eyes, his right index finger drumming excitedly 

on the shield’s green rim. 

 

“Oh, come, come, Miss Cutter”, he gently teased. “You know there’s more to tell than 

that. I’ve known Adam Percival for longer than I care to remember, since he was a little 

boy. He used to be one of us, you know! And Adam Percival likes to talk! Especially to 

young ladies! So, what else did he say? He must have said something else.” 

 

Julie and Claire glanced at each other in the sunshine, curiosity and trepidation alive in 

their eyes. Jacqueline had so far told them nothing of what had been taken place 

between Percival and herself. 

 

“He said a little more, I suppose”, she responded in her usual unruffled manner, as if she 

had somehow planned the conversation to unfold like this. “He seemed to take 

everything I said very personally. I was surprised by that. He ticked me off, for instance, 

for thinking that he might not exist. How he knew that, I don’t know. He seemed to 

know everything. He said I was being selfish in trying to stop him, that no-one knows or 

appreciates how much he puts into looking after the country, national security and all 

that sort of thing. I didn’t pay too much attention to be honest, Mister Maggiorani. I just 

wanted to keep him away from my friends. I was happy just to let him sound off.” 



 

“Oh really?” The Italian was laughing now, his eyes bright, playful and gay. “That’s not 

like you, Miss Cutter! I’ve read your essay too, you know. The whole world has read your 

essay. You’re not afraid to put your point of view across, are you? You wouldn’t have let 

him lecture you like that, would you? You must have given him a few words back, eh?” 

 

Jacqueline blushed and looked quite young, quite childlike for a moment, the sun 

reflecting keenly on her glasses.  Even Claire was forced to admit that, on this occasion, 

Jacqueline might in fact be speaking with sincerity, not acting out of some subtle 

stratagem for power and influence. 

 

“Oh well, I just said that he was entitled to his opinion and that I was sure he did put a 

lot into the country but that we were working for Martin Selwyn, that we took orders 

only from him and that, moreover, we shared Selwyn’s views on the importance of 

imagination and creativity. He wasn’t happy when I said that. He became quite 

aggressive, saying that Selwyn was the most dangerous man alive and that it’s business 

and commerce that make the world go round, not religion or poetic fantasy. He said 

that this wouldn’t be the last I’d see of him, that he wouldn’t let my warped 

romanticism drag this wonderful country down, ushering in a new dark age of ignorance 

and superstition. And then he was gone. One minute he was there and the next he 

wasn’t.” 

 

Jacqueline concluded her account. Silence descended on the little circle again. 

 

And Maggiorani smiled – more to himself, it seemed, than to his visitors – and  

became thoughtful and quiet, his fingers drumming still on the shield, scrutinising each 

of the girls in turn for what seemed to them all like an eternity. Claire was feeling so 

keyed up with tension and conflicting emotions that she had to drop her gaze when his 

bright blue eyes locked inquisitively onto hers. 

 

Then the old man turned to Jacqueline again, holding out the shield to her with both 

hands. 

 

“That will suffice, Miss Cutter”, he announced. “Well done! Now take this shield for your 

own. It will protect you in your hour of need. And more than protect. It will create. It 

creates always. It is creating now.” 

 



The shield passed from man to woman, and Jacqueline felt a fine electricity penetrate 

her fingertips, her hands, her arms … 

 

And Claire was jealous – let down, betrayed, denied a moment of significance and 

fulfillment. And it was unfair – more than unfair, unjust. She had felt a genuine 

sympathy and rapport with the shield while Jacqueline most likely felt nothing at all, too 

busy scheming, conniving and thinking about her next conquest to tune into the dignity 

and beauty around her.  

 

‘Who made her leader anyway? No-one. It’s just assumed.’ 

 

Julie felt the shadow fall and glanced again towards the trumpet, but Jacqueline held 

the shield, looking through the tears staining her glasses, straight into the old man’s 

eyes.  

 

“Thank you, Mister Maggiorani.  I will work wisely with it. And more than wisely – 

creatively.” 

 

And a lambent flame leapt in her heart.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 



Useful Idiots 

 



The minute they were out of the apartment, Claire knew she had to escape. 
 

“I’ll see you later”, she told them. “I need a bit of space.”  
 

She had to flee from that rotten shield, burnishing bright in Jacqueline’s arms. 

 

Half an hour later she was standing outside Saint-Martin-in-the-Fields, Trafalgar Square 

spread out before her, a chessboard carpet of arrival and departure. The sun had 

disappeared behind a wall of slate-grey cloud, but Claire was delighted by the speed 

with which her black mood had left her and her familiar flair and ebullience had re-

established themselves. She felt very much her old self again, as she set off on her way, 

skillfully dodging the buses, sashaying playfully through the London crowds.  

 

She turned around, at the Strand, contemplating the square once more – tourists sitting 

playfully on the stone lions, Nelson’s Column a potent tower of strength in the centre.  

 

Claire smiled, thinking of her last ‘visit’ to London via the medium of Selwyn’s magic 

mirror. She thought again of her goddess and the luminous words she had read 

concerning Churchill and the Second World War. And as she reflected on this, a very 

clear impression began to form in her mind, of Britain as a mighty but wise and kindly 

sea power, sensitive to the water and its varying moods, wary of setting the national 

course too rigidly, allowing the sea to play its part in the fluid national story. 

 

‘Yes, yes, the sea’, she said to herself. ‘I can relate to the sea. I come from the seaside, 

after all. Oh, why do I upset myself over things that are just so small and insignificant  

compared to the big, wide vistas of the sea – men and scraps of jewellery?’ 

 

And in a moment of clarity, walking along Whitehall, Claire achieved a fresh and 

surprising synthesis, the personal and the collective joining together in, for her, a 

completely new and radical way. 

 

‘It’s the skills the sea teaches’, she recognised. ‘That’s what gives the country its 

balance, its measured course between Jackies’ two extremes – revolution and royalty. 

The same goes for me as well, buffeted about by conflicting desires and emotions, 

chasing unattainable light and dreams. It’s about time the best of Claire Falconer stood 

back up and took hold of the ship again!’  

And she laughed happily.  

  



Claire pressed the ‘wait’ button at the traffic lights, Big Ben imposing and impressive 

above her head. She felt a presence close by. It was uncomfortable. It was Adam 

Percival. 

 

She looked away immediately and crossed onto Westminster Bridge as quickly as she 

could, but Percival kept pace comfortably. 

 

“Enjoying the scenery are we, Miss Falconer?” he quipped unimaginatively, his accent 

the very embodiment and articulation (to Claire) of the hated word, ‘establishment’. 

“You surprise me, playing the tourist, and your home town only an hour out of London. 

You’re capable of better, you know. Much better.” 

 

“Don’t flatter me”, she hissed back. “You disgust me, creeping around after us, spying 

on us. And what’s so bad about being a tourist? What’s wrong with seeing things with 

fresh eyes? Why does it all have to be so worthy and dull? Why can’t there be brilliance 

in the world?” 

 

And she instantly regretted exposing her soul to him – this block, this stone, this worse 

than senseless thing. 

 

Percival laughed shortly, before embarking on a lengthy and (Claire had to admit) quite 

an eloquent speech. 

 

“Come on Claire! We can’t live on fresh air, you know. You need to think about growth 

now, about finance and flow. This emphasis in your cabal on art and revolution – it’s 

suicidal, seductive nonsense – an open cheque for chaos and dictatorship. 

 

“I get a bad press, you know, a very bad press. No-one knows or appreciates just how 

much I put into this country. It’s people like me who do the dirty work, who make 

Britain what it is – an enjoyable and safe environment for girls like you to run about and 

have adventures in. I know what Martin Selwyn’s all about. I was on his side once, 

during the miners’ strike. And I saw what he’s really like. I saw the truth – how all these 

crusades for so-called justice and equality are hijacked by the Selwyn’s of this world, 

men Dostoyevsky once called the Possessed, men obsessed with smashing and laying 

low everything a country stands for, all its history and institutions, all the rich symbolism 

you’ve just been sustained by in Trafalgar Square. 

“The last thing Britain needs right now, Claire, is to back away from the free market. We 

need to invest in capitalism more than ever. It might not be as exciting as starting a 



spiritual revolution or whatever it is Selwyn wants to do with the Red Diamond, but 

don’t, for heaven’s sake, throw the baby out with the bathwater. Capitalism brings 

individuals together and keeps people safe in a way no other political or economic 

system can. There’s never been a dictatorship in a free-market society and there never 

will be. It’s our ultimate guarantee of peace and security. It’s conservative, yes, but in 

the best sense of the word. It preserves, it protects, it keeps us free from tyranny.” 

 

‘My God!’ thought Claire, as her eyes ranged through the touristic press of bodies, 

scoping out an escape route. ‘He’s a fundamentalist! A free-market fundamentalist! 

How could such a thing exist? And how on earth did Jackie get rid of him so quickly? I 

wish he’d just disappear from me like he disappeared from her. The clever cow!’ 

 

“Have you ever been to Venice, Miss Falconer?” Percival asked. 

 

“No”, Claire replied sulkily, before surprising herself by adding, “Julie has though.” 

 

“Ah well”, Percival chipped back, adopting, so Claire felt, a somewhat stagey ‘man of the 

world’ demeanour. “I don’t mean to disrespect your friend. I know how close you are, 

but I’m not sure, from what I understand of Miss Carlton’s outlook, that she’s taken 

anything of substance from her visit. You should go there, Claire. You’re a historian. 

Your friends don’t appreciate you for it, but you are. You’ll see it when you go there – 

it’s stamped all over the palaces and churches – the balanced, harmonious beauty a 

society built on free-market principles can create. It’s authentic beauty, Claire. A beauty 

in touch with day-to-day reality; not the paranoid simulacra peddled by bitter old 

Marxists like Martin Selwyn.” 

 

She spotted an opening and crossed the road, opposite the House of Commons, heading 

for Westminster Abbey. Surely he would shut up now? Surely he wouldn’t follow her 

there?  

 

“I like your style Claire”, he suavely persisted, crossing over with her. “You have a sense 

of proportion lacking in your colleagues. That’s why, if you care deeply about Britain, as I 

know you do, then you’ll contact me the moment you encounter the Red Diamond.” 

 

Claire felt rattled – disturbed and unsettled – emotionally, physically and mentally. He 

clutched at her left arm, jarringly and incongruently, old-world charm dissolving 

violently into the Westminster cloud. 

 



“Unless I obtain it Claire”, he went on, ardent now and full of intensity, his face changed 

to an insensate mask of fury, “then the only people with anything to celebrate will be 

enemies of the State, apocalyptic fantasists and spoilt and privileged power-maniacs. In 

other words, Martin Selwyn, Julie Carlton and Jacqueline Cutter. Admit it. It’s true. You 

know it. You’re too intelligent not to. And I’ll tell you something else. They’ll all be soon 

disposed of by the powers behind the scenes. They’re useful idiots – that’s all – useful 

idiots!” 

 

She started to run but he hauled her back. 

 

“They don’t want you either, Claire. They never did. You’re out of the loop. You get in 

the way. You get in Julie’s way. She’s got a new special friend now! Ask Castello! He 

knows!” 

 

“Get off me! Go away! I’ll scream!” 

 

“Google me”, he whispered fiercely. “That’s all you need to do.” 

 

Claire shot free. Two yellow-jacketed policemen by the anti-war placards suspended 

their conversation and glanced briefly over, raising a world-weary eyebrow or two. 

Though frightened and unhappy, Claire was still curious as to why one was wearing a 

black helmet and the other a brown one. 

 

She raced through the Abbey gates and sat with the tourists on the sloping steps, the 

Great West Door before her. The sun peeped out through the wall of cloud, unfairly 

illuminating her tear-stained face.   

 

And she mourned, on those sacred stones, her lost moment of clarity, blasted and 

broken forever. She gazed longingly at the door and the weight of glory it represented, 

offering a silent, heartfelt prayer for healing – an end to the civil war inside her and a 

restoration of values to this awkward kingdom she was, like it or not, standing at the 

very heart of. The far from still point. The centre of the torn and troubling world. 

 

 

 



Panache, Power and Pride  

 



 

“It’s a lovely place you’ve got here”, Julie remarked, as they stepped out into the sun-

lined tranquility of University Street, Tottenham Court Road in chaotic, vibrant contrast 

to their right. 
 

“Thanks”, said Jacqueline. “I feel quite embarrassed by it all actually. My family help me 

out with it such a lot and I’m hardly ever here to enjoy it.” 

 

They crossed the road and turned around, looking through the trees at the Art Deco 

apartment block they had just stepped out of. Julie noted the name: Paramount Court. 

  

“It doesn’t matter”, she sighed dreamily. “It’s gorgeous. Very stylish, very you.”  

 

Julie turned towards her friend, laughing happily. 

 

“And I can’t get over that chequered carpet. Those black and white squares. That’s what 

I mean, Jackie. So classic, so chic, so very you.” 

 

Jacqueline shrugged, adjusting her glasses slightly.  

 

“Yes, well, it’s funny. You sign up for a quest, set out on an adventure, and find yourself 

back home again. What can you say?”  

 

And they both laughed. 

 

“But three’s a crowd sometimes”, Jacqueline added as they set off together. “Astor 

Hall’s only over the road. It’ll work better that way if we’re going to be here for a week 

or so. It’s already working well, or at least up to today, you and Claire together and me 

getting used to the flat again. ‘Splendid Isolation’, as Carla used to say – ha ha!” 

 

They turned right onto Gower Street, University College London across the traffic to 

their left, a noble row of old-style town houses, doubtless now used only for academic 

and business purposes, to their right. 

 

The vibe and feel of the area reminded Julie very much of home, the fine aristocracy of 

the architecture echoing the grace and regality of Canning Street and Huskisson Street, 

pretty much all of Liverpool 8 in fact. But the town houses here, she felt deep down, 

stood for a very different type of grandeur than those Liverpool. A private grandeur; 



bourgeois, prissy and official. Julie felt it came up short in comparison – lacking in 

energy, heart, vigour and soul – joie de vivre, as Jacqueline sometimes said. 

 

‘Maybe they don’t think like thatdown here’, Julie reflected. ‘Maybe it isn’t possible for 

London people, though I know Jackie’s from here and that she feels things like I do. But 

what if it’s only Liverpool’s peculiar history that makes it the way it is? What if it’s only 

my own oddness that makes me the way I am? Suppose there’s no such thing as an 

overall truth? Suppose there’s only individual truths? Truths capable only of cancelling 

each other out!’ 

 

The train of thought alarmed her. Julie ran her hand along the black railings in front of 

the terrace, trying to expel the images from her mind. The sun had gone in. She thought 

about Claire. 

 

“Do you think Claire’s alright?’ Julie asked. “She seems very cross with you.”  

 

“I don’t know”, Jacqueline replied. “She probably just needs a bit of space, like she said. 

We’ll give her a call later. I imagine she’s got to the point where she’s wondering what 

it’s all about and what exactly she’s doing here.” 

 

Julie nodded thoughtfully. It seemed like a long time since Jacqueline and herself had 

last been alone together. 

 

“How have you been finding it Jackie? You don’t wish I hadn’t told you about it do you?” 

 

Jacqueline remained quiet for a while, seemingly weighing the question in her mind. But 

her answer was worth the wait. Julie was delighted with the eloquence and the 

conviction Jacqueline poured into her reply. 

 

“No, Julie! Not in the slightest.! I may not know or fully understand everything that’s 

going on, but I believe in what we’re doing. I’ve believed in it from the minute you told 

me, Julie. There’s nothing more important than what we’re doing. That’s what I think, 

honestly. It’s been changing me inside too. For the better. I can feel it.” 

 

“I don’t want you to change”, Julie said quietly, but Jacqueline had found her rhythm 

and didn’t seem to hear. 

 



“We lost our way of life, all three of us, and it hurt, badly. So, something like this comes 

along, and on one level it’s like an escape but, on another, it’s like we knew we couldn’t 

recover unless we took a risk and did something different. It may all come to nothing. It 

may just be a post-modern prank, an intellectual jeu d’esprit. But that doesn’t matter. 

It’s the playing of the game that counts.” 

 

“What do you mean? Are you saying the Red Diamond doesn’t exist?” 

 

Julie was alarmed by the thought. 

 

“Honestly Julie, I don’t think it’s literal existence is all that important. Do you remember 

what the poet said and what Selwyn said about how it only responds to the 

imagination? Well, we respond too. Whatever it is, wherever it is, the Red Diamond’s 

lifting us out of the depression we’ve been stuck in since La Canebière closed. It’s 

bringing back our creativity, bringing us back to ourselves again.” 

 

They came onto Great Russell Street, the meditative solemnity of the British Museum to 

their left, heading towards the quietness and clarity of Bloomsbury Square. They found 

a seat and sat down, at ease and in tune with themselves, each other and the city. Julie 

could hear birds singing.  

 

She looked carefully at Jacqueline’s hands.  

 

‘What long fingers she has’, she thought. ‘I wonder if she plays the piano?’ 

 

Her heart wanted to ask, but her mind was too strong, leading her voice along a 

different line of enquiry.   

 

“So, that’s the individual. But what about the country? Do you think the Red Diamond 

could start a revolution?” 

 

“Perhaps”, Jacqueline responded. “But what type of revolution I don’t know. Maybe 

that depends on us too. You know that phrase, ‘without a vision the people perish’?”  

 

Julie nodded, sagely.  

 

“Well, that’s what’s been lost for me, this sense of participation and togetherness. 

We’re all so isolated, so cut off. Everyone’s been bought off or fobbed off. People don’t 



want to see beyond the end of their noses, and it’s the same in good times and bad. 

They don’t want to wake up. They want to stay asleep.” 

 

“Distracted from distraction by distraction”, Julie quoted in a moment of inspiration, 

softly resting her head on her friend’s shoulder. 

 

“Yes, exactly”, Jacqueline went on. “And that’s what the Red Diamond can change. 

That’s what I wrote about in my essay. We need to rediscover the real, authentic 

Royalty, the Royalty within, within you and I and everyone. Reconnecting with our true 

selves, restoring the world to poetry, Christmas on Earth as Rimbaud declared. Then 

we’d have a genuine revolution. A revolution from above, not below. History turned into 

adventure, politics into aesthetics.” 

 

She lifted Julie’s head, gazing into her brown eyes as big as saucers.  

 

“That’s why I’m here Julie”, she whispered passionately. “And that’s why Adam 

Percival’s here too. But he’s wrong and he’ll always be wrong. It’s not about money and 

generating wealth and more and more material things. True renaissance can only 

revolve around vision. Without a vision the people perish. He knows that and we know 

that. N’est-ce pas?” 

 

Julie could find nothing to say by way of response, transported as she was by the 

puissance of Jacqueline’s words, the fire flickering in her eyes, the colour flooding her 

face, the blaze and lightning in her voice. Julie felt a certainty now and a quiet ecstasy 

within. As if she could and would live forever. 

 

‘Jackie was born to be a Queen’, she summarised. ‘She’s got panache, power and pride. 

They should give her Egypt. She’d go one better than Cleopatra. It’s a shame she’s no 

appetite for my type of revolution, kicking everything over and starting from scratch. I’d 

definitely follow her if she had.’ 

 

And a wild freedom and zest for life broke in on her, an irrepressible current – 

snaking, zig-zagging … 

 

“What shall we do now Jackie? The sun’s coming out. We could go for a walk, or head 

back home maybe?” 

 

Jacqueline shook her head.  



“We need to ring Claire”, she said. “Or rather, you need to ring her. She’s in a bad mood 

with me … as you say.” 

 

Her voice trailed off. She looked away, then stood up from the seat, making quick eye-

contact, her hand passing uncertainly through her hair.  

 

Julie stood up too. They looked at each other for a long time. 

 

******* 

 

Then Julie winked and Jacqueline laughed, the afternoon fresh and clear once more, the 

old city roaring on, the birds singing still. 

 

Tout va bien in Bloomsbury Square. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 



 Visions and Ruins 

 



Julie lay on top of her bed in her little student room, five evenings later, lost in a 

storybook, the evening sun wistfully caressing her wide eyes and round face.   
 

‘The Quest of the Holy Grail was ended’, she read, ‘and all those knights who remained 

alive had returned to Camelot. King Arthur rejoiced greatly to see them but his heart 

wept with sorrow too, for Arthur recalled the words of Merlin, the wise enchanter, and 

knew with certainty now that the time was close at hand when the realm of Logres 

should disappear once more into the darkness.’ 

 

Julie rolled off the bed and stood in front of the window, looking up into the late-

summer light, then down onto the leafy elegance of Charlotte Street.  

 

‘That story doesn’t relate to us at all’, she reflected happily. ‘Since Claire came back 

we’ve all had such a lovely time. I’m so glad Mister Selwyn gave us nine days here rather 

than just the measly one we had in Liverpool and Manchester. It’s been good. We’ve 

made a real effort, we’ve been really nice to each other, and now it looks like 

everything’s falling into place for us.’ 

 

And she scampered out of the room, across the corridor to the shower. 

 

As she dried herself, a few minutes later, in her blue and white Everton FC towel, she 

thought again about her talk with Jacqueline in Bloomsbury Square. 

 

‘I’m beginning to think it doesn’t matter if we never find the Red Diamond. Maybe 

Jackie’s right, after all. Maybe it is just a bunch of intellectuals playing a silly game. But 

what of it? It’s given us time and space to think and feel and reflect – on who we are, 

where we’ve come from, where we want to be.’  

 

And she scampered shyly out of the shower, across the corridor and back to her room. 

 

Julie sat in front of the carved mirror, absent-mindedly slipping her earrings into place, 

listening affectionately to Claire bustling about next door. She crossed to the window 

again, looked below, and there was Jacqueline crossing the road, on her way from 

Paramount Court, hair down, dressed casually in jeans and her familiar black and white 

stripey top.  

 

‘I don’t know how she does it’, Julie reflected humourously. Somehow Jacqueline always 

contrived to carry off this air of nonchalant, ‘thrown together’ cool. 



 

‘No’, Julie concluded with a smile. ‘That story doesn’t apply to us in the slightest. We’re 

a million miles from breaking up or falling apart. We’re going forward together, coming 

alive together, the whole world spread out before us, like Shakespeare’s parade of 

kings.’ 

 

******* 

 

Half an hour later, at Icco’s pizza place, on the corner of Charlotte Street and Goodge 

Street, all was still going swimmingly in Julie’s world. There was light, for one thing – 

crashing in through the big windows as a Chaucerian parade of humanity shuttled in and 

out of the building – a continuous, self-renewing stream of London life. Her Pepperoni 

Special was spot on in every way as well. All was very well indeed with Julie’s world. 

 

They were sat in the centre of the room, around a high table of metal and chrome, Julie 

sat on one side, Jacqueline and Claire on the other, the evening sun playing flirtatiously 

with their animated faces. Julie polished off her pizza and turned lazily around, dreamily 

contemplating the staff in their nice white t-shirts, firing pizzas in and out of a series of 

giant-sized ovens. Their rhythmic, harmonious movements reminded her strongly of 

Visions and Ruins, the strange ballet Jacqueline had written and staged for them just 

before The Arch of Constantine and the fall of La Canebière. 

 

She could hear her friends chatting merrily away, talking about Castello, funnily enough. 

But Julie was feeling well beyond that now, fully focusing her mind on Visions and Ruins, 

frowning slightly as she tried to shut out the hubbub and bring the story back to her 

mind. 

 

‘How did it go now? Something about a boy and a girl, on their way to Byzantium, … the 

court of the Emperor and Empress, ... the Church of Divine Wisdom, ... Hagia Sophia … ’ 

 

And she remembered Claire’s magnificent set designs, a veritable riot and carnival of 

colour, the two young mystics hand in hand under the mosaics and the dome, standing 

at the heart of the holy fire.  

 

She would ask Jacqueline about it, right this minute … 

 

But Claire spoke first, her face brimming over with ebullience. 

 



“Hey Ju, what do you think? We were just saying. Do you know if Castello applied for the 

Red Diamond? It seems so much his thing. All these Celtic motifs, I mean.” 

 

That was a good question and Julie had to admit that she did not know the answer. As 

far as she was aware, Castello had gone straight back to Manchester after he left her. 

But she was past all that now, made up just to see Jacqueline and Claire getting on so 

well, the conversation so open, honest and free, ideas fizzing back and forth across the 

table like shining balls of light. 

 

Jacqueline leant forward on the chrome, her expression suddenly serious and grave. 

 

“I miss him, you know”, she began, much to Julie’s surprise. “We seldom saw eye to eye, 

but we certainly spurred each other on. Remember that line in my essay? ‘When it 

comes to challenging the philosophical and spiritual bases of free market hegemony, the 

last thing we require right now is a pseudo-mystical, regressively nationalistic art and 

spirituality.’ He didn’t like it, I know. I didn’t expect him to, but without Castello, I could 

never have voiced myself so clearly. Maybe he could say the same about me? I hope 

so.” 

 

Julie was impressed, intrigued to hear Jacqueline speak so warmly of her erstwhile rival. 

She wanted to press her further, but Claire, once again, beat her to the punch. 

 

“I always liked him”, she said with a smile, leaning forward on the table just like 

Jacqueline. “He’s just about the only boy I felt I could ever really talk to. He’s a 

character. He’s got vision. I think you should get back with him Ju, once the dust has 

settled on all this. You were good together.” 

 

Julie nodded graciously, more to encourage Claire to keep talking than out of any great 

desire to rekindle her relationship. She was delighted to see Claire expressing herself so 

expansively, so clearly uninhibited by her old inferiority complex vis-a-vis Jacqueline. 

Julie leant forward on the table too. Now they were all close together. 

 

“I didn’t take his advice though”, Claire went on rapidly, fingers twirling around her 

white coffee cup, hiding the red and green stripes at the bottom. “He said once that I 

should never have gone to La Canebière, that it was bound to do me down in the end, 

that it wasn’t what I was looking for, that I would have been better suited to Saint 

Martin’s.” 

 



Claire paused for a moment, gazing reflectively into her coffee, her face concealed by 

her mass of long, blonde hair. And when she looked up at them again, Julie had the 

distinct impression that tears had started to form and circulate around her bright blue 

eyes.  

 

“Well”, Claire concluded with feeling. “I don’t know what he meant by that, but I’m glad 

I didn’t take him up. If I had, then I wouldn’t have got to know either of you so well and 

had so many wonderful adventures and experiences. You’re the only family I’ve ever 

had really. That’s the truth of it.” 

 

And Julie felt moved, profoundly and genuinely so. These words were the real thing, 

coming from a place of undoubted authenticity and depth. The three girls looked at 

each other with warmth and tenderness as Jacqueline raised her cup to eye level, slowly 

and with great solemnity. 

 

“May I propose a toast? To ourselves and to the Red Diamond! It may not exist, but it’s 

certainly done its job for us – bringing us healing, bringing us closer together. God 

knows that’s miracle enough. And maybe it’s only now, now that we can see things in 

perspective, that we can seriously start making our mark on society.”  

 

She sat upright and lifted the cup higher still, calling out in a voice so royal and resonant 

that it turned the London heads all across the diner. 

 

“To us! To the Red Diamond! To Britain, Europe and the future!” 

 

“To us!” Julie and Claire responded, their voices bright and keen like shining swords. “To 

the Red Diamond! To Britain, Europe and the Future!” 

 

They chimed and clinked their cups together, coffee spilling over in raucous celebration, 

over and out across the metallic table, the sound of the cups ringing in Julie’s ears like a 

peal of triumphant bells, joyous and free in the liberated London air. 

 

And between the heads of her friends, one blonde and one brown, Julie spied a group of 

bawdy media types rising from their table by the window, chairs scraping unpleasantly 

as they went. And there it was – resting unobtrusively against the skirting board, just by 

the Lavazza coffee sign – the Red Diamond itself.  

 



Julie stood up, her eyes wider and bigger than ever, as Jacqueline and Claire turned, 

looked, saw, then turned again, looking back into Julie’s spellbound eyes.  

 

And a great silence descended on Icco’s, all action ceasing, all movement falling off, 

dropping away into a peace and a stillness of unparalleled profundity. And it seemed to 

Julie that she had never seen her comrades looking so beautiful, so wholly and utterly 

themselves – transcendent, transfigured, second to none …  

 

And the story of Visions and Ruins flashed back fully into her mind – the icons, the 

unveiling, the shock, the revelation. The wheels of Julie’s mind wound gradually down, 

slowing to a stop as a living calm, a calm without precedent, filled her soul, 

encompassing, just for a moment or two, the whole wide world – from the steps of Saint 

George’s Hall to the golden lions of Saint Mark’s Square. 

 

A chair scraped abrasively against the floor. Despite her attempts to block it out and 

prolong the magic moment, Julie could sense and feel the great cogs of the world 

cranking back into their mechanical parody of action. 

 

“Quick Julie, now Julie …”, Jacqueline whispered, tugging urgently at her friend’s sleeve, 

her face flushed and expectant.  

 

And Julie walked across to the Red Diamond, the lantern bearer once again, Jacqueline 

and Claire closing ranks behind her. The Red Diamond felt warm and living to Julie’s 

touch, as she marvelled at its fineness of tone and depth of texture, shadowy shapes 

spinning and revolving in its heart of vivid red. It was difficult to tell how big the Red 

Diamond was. It seemed to occupy a dimension and a pocket of space all of its own.  

 

She slipped it inside the left hand pocket of her jacket as they walked back along 

Charlotte Street in what was now a cool and breezy twilight, past the blue and white 

Pescatori fish restaurant and all those gorgeous bars and cafés they had planned to 

explore after their pizzas – before the Red Diamond came. 

 

“I had a déjà vu just then”, Julie heard Jacqueline say. “Like I’ve seen it before 

somewhere. Honestly, I can’t believe how foolish I can be sometimes. How could I ever 

have thought that it might not exist? It’s the most real, the most exciting thing I’ve ever 

seen or come across.” 

 



Julie smiled. This was on a different level to ‘having’ a déjà vu, or in fact ‘having’ 

anything for that matter. This was about being. 

 

‘This is about me. This is me, this is the real me, my wings unfurled at last – Byzantium, 

Hagia Sophia, Liverpool – all that I spent so long longing for on the steps of Saint 

George’s Hall. I’ve come to it at last, finally I’ve come to it, the secret place where my 

star rests. Light, fire, joy. Love and revolution.’  

 

 

******* 

 

They decided to bring the Red Diamond to Paramount Court and celebrate there; a safer 

environment, they judged, than the semi-public vibe of Astor Hall. Jacqueline’s 

apartment lay on the third floor and as she turned on the lights, drew the curtains and 

poured the wine, Julie slung her jacket over a wooden chair, popping the Red Diamond 

onto the coffee table alongside Maggiorani’s divisive shield. She sat down next to Claire 

on the divan, her attention taken again by Jacqueline’s chic chequered carpet, so much 

so that she failed, quite unusually for her, to suspect or sense any distress on Claire’s 

part in encountering the shield again – that golden faced warrior, that flamboyant green 

rim sprinting around the perimeter like Achilles’ pursuit of Hector around the weary 

walls of Troy.  

 

Jacqueline stood facing them, in front of the white curtains, the lights of Tottenham 

Court Road flickering irregularly behind her, a breeze whipping in through the half-open 

window. She was talking animatedly about the art in her room and how she hoped to 

add to her little collection with a commemorative picture (to be painted by Claire 

apparently), The Finding of the Red Diamond.  

 

“I’ve got two big prints here, as you can see. On your left, David’s Oath of the Horatii.  

 

Well, what can I say about this? Anyone who can marry Rome with the French 

Revolution will always be the epitome of cool for me. 

 



 
 

“And on the right, Blake’s Dance of Albion. Again, what can I say? What a fantastic 

depiction! What a fantastic portrayal of Britain – Britain awake again, Britain re-

imagined, Britain resurrected from the dead.   

 

 

 

“Well, the resurrection of Britain was very much Castello’s vision, as you both know, 

while David’s vision fits in almost perfectly with my own. But my deepest wish of all, 

though Castello never believed it, was to actually connect the two, the British 

imagination with the European aesthetic, to create a new fronde – an alliance of artists 

against capitalism and the tyranny of money – a united, imaginative front.” 

 

Jacqueline looked and sounded exceptionally excited now. Julie struggled to recall a 

time when she had seen her friend behaving in this fashion, so animated and garrulous, 

gesturing colourfully with her right hand, red wine sloshing around the loosely held glass 

in her left. 

 

“And now the connection’s come”, she went on with almost evangelical fervour. “The 

Red Diamond’s come! The bridge between Britain and Europe, Castello and myself. 

That’s what The Finding is going to symbolise. I can see it right now – Julie in the middle, 

me on the right and you, Claire, on the left.” 

 

“Me on the left?” Claire snapped back testily. “Why should I be on the left? Why can’t I 

be on the right? Especially when I’m drawing the bloody thing! Why should it always be 

you?” 
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And Jacqueline was shaken, wine spilling like blood from her unsteady hand to the 

chessboard carpet. 

 

“I’m sorry Claire. I didn’t mean it that way. I didn’t mean to imply that I was better than 

you or more important in any way. I’d never do that.” 

 

“You did”, Claire replied moodily. “You would and you did.” 

 

And she stood up sulkily, making for the little door on the left, the one to the kitchen 

and toilet area. She glanced up quickly at the Frenchman’s turbulent vision, then turned 

abruptly around, savagely rebuking Jacqueline again. 

 

“And what makes you think the Red Diamond’s come just to do your bidding? You and 

your crackpot theories! You’re a spoilt and over-privileged power maniac! That’s all you 

are!” 

 

The door slammed, the room shook and Jacqueline puffed out her cheeks, raising her 

eyebrows in Julie’s direction. But Julie just smiled and shrugged her shoulders. She had 

seen it all before. It would blow over. It always did. She took her cigarettes out calmly 

from her pocket. But Jacqueline had already moved on, Claire’s manic vehemence 

rapidly receding from her quicksilver mind. 

 

“Julie”, she whispered conspiratorially, sitting next to her friend on the divan. “I have to 

confess. I need to tell you everything. About my essay. Why I wrote it. I wrote a letter to 

you in Edinburgh about it, but I was too sacred to send it.” 

 

And there were butterflies in Julie’s stomach. She had never heard Jacqueline use the 

word ‘scared’ before. She didn’t want to smoke anymore either as she felt her friend’s 

hand, Jacqueline’s long fingers, resting warm on her left knee. 

 

“I wanted you Julie, I needed you. Only you could bring life and colour to my ideas, with 

your magic, your faculty x. I’m too abstract, too academic. Claire’s right about me in a 

lot of ways. But you were with Castello and there was nothing I could do. Except 

lambast him in print, bring everything to a head, force you to choose between him and 

me.” 

 



Jacqueline looked down at the stained black and white carpet, her eyes carefully 

avoiding Julie’s, both hands resting lightly on her friend’s knee now. 

 

And a little ball of joy, like a tiny sun, burst into life in Julie’s heart.  

 

But it was still far from plain-sailing. She wanted to ask if there was anything more to it 

all than politics and philosophy. And she managed it. She asked the question, albeit in a 

very roundabout way … 

 

“Jackie? Tell me. Why did La Canebière close?” 

 

Jacqueline lifted her head, looking sorrowfully into Julie’s eyes. 

 

“I don’t know, Ju”, she said sadly, brown hair flopping across her glasses and face. 

“There must have things going on I knew nothing about. I don’t know. Maybe Castello 

knows? I don’t know if he said anything to you about it? ‘Cos I know next to nothing, to 

be honest. I knew the top table wouldn’t take kindly to my essay. I knew they wouldn’t 

want to be accused of favouring Castello over the other artists. I knew they’d be furious 

at being equated with the establishment mindset, that linear, Roman way of looking at 

things Castello decried in The Arch. God, I hurled all kinds of filth at them, didn’t I? 

Sucking up to a soft and cuddly new-age spirituality when the original vision was so 

much more rigorous than that – artistically, spiritually, intellectually. 

 

“But I don’t know, Julie. It’s all very strange. I knew the top table had got too cosy with 

the establishment. I knew our political edge had gone. I saw that Carla and Brendan had 

fallen out, but I couldn’t ever conceive that just one phone call to Juliette, one little 

essay in the Guardian could pull it all apart like that! It’s so mysterious. No matter how 

hard I try, I just can’t rationalise it away. I can’t dissect that far down. It’s a mystery, 

Julie. Just like the fall of the Soviet Union.” 

 

But Julie had never heard of the Soviet Union. Julie didn’t care about the Soviet Union. 

Or about La Canebière either now. Julie felt happy – unaccountably and extraordinarily 

happy – so happy, in fact, that she failed to spot, yet again, the pain and rejection on 

Claire’s face as she opened the little door and walked back into the room. But when 

Julie did wake up, the look Claire shot at her told her everything she didn’t want to 

know – that Claire had seen right through her, seen right through her special friend, 

seen beyond the myth of ‘little Julie C from Liverpool’ – that Claire, right in that 

moment, recognised, saw and understood the real truth behind the fall of La Canebière.  



 

“But we weren’t doing anything! We weren’t talking about anything!” 

 

But Julie had woken too late. Claire was gone now, out the door and into the night. 

 

“Adam Percival.” That was all she had said to them … 

 

As wind blew incoherently through the flat, unexpected rain lashing against the window, 

curtains pumping back and forth with unnatural relish as Julie plucked her jacket from 

the chair. 

 

Jacqueline stood morosely in the centre, stunned into silence, scales falling from her 

eyes, as they had fallen from the eyes of her two young mystics  in Visions and Ruins. 

 

“Don’t go, Julie”, she pleaded uncharacteristically. “What if Adam Percival comes?” 

 

Julie shook her head.   

 

“It won’t come to that. I’ll find her. No danger.” 

 

And she went to the door, fumbling uncertainly with the handle. 

 

“Julie.” 

 

Julie turned around, catching a rapid-fire glimpse of the Red Diamond glowing 

ominously on the table, looking quite sinister to her now – no longer their friend – 

shining sullenly with a sombre, scarlet lustre. So much had happened she had almost 

forgotten it was there! 

 

“The future,” Jacqueline remarked obliquely as they stood looking at each other in the 

electric light. 

 

“The future?” Julie repeated slowly, as if in response to an incantation. “What about it?” 

 

“Sometimes it isn’t everything people make it out to be.” 

 

******* 

 



Julie turned the handle and went out, thinking again of the story she had read earlier. 

And only then, only as she heard Jacqueline turning off the lights one by one, only then 

did she begin to think it might apply to them. 

 

All was no longer well with Julie’s world.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The God Abandons Antony 

 



Julie bounded down the stairs and onto the street, determined to prove Jacqueline’s 

pessimism and her own disquiet wrong. The rain was coming down hard now, with a 

wind whipping up into the bargain, arming the air with a cool and hostile sharpness. 

Julie turned her collars up and continued bullishly on her way. 
 

‘One thing’s for sure’, she decided as she negotiated a choc-a-bloc Tottenham Court 

Road. ‘Wherever Claire is, she won’t be on a busy road like this. She’ll have gone 

somewhere quiet to reflect and chill. She won’t go to Trafalgar Square again, not now 

that she knows the city. And if she’s going to tell Adam Percival, she’ll do it from her 

own phone. I know what she’s like. She likes her new media.’ 

 

Julie walked straight ahead, along Maple Street, past a noisy pub, The Court, feeling 

strangely spooked by the BT Tower soaring above her over to her left. Its cylindrical 

thinness reminded her disturbingly of the cigarette-shaped, space-pod style of the Radio 

City Tower, always her least favourite Liverpool landmark.  

 

She turned left onto Fitzroy Street, the tower switching its unsettling presence to her 

right, the pavement’s glossy sheen shimmering seductively in the orange frost of the 

street-lights, the avenue blending seamlessly into the familiar sights and sounds of 

Charlotte Street. Julie crossed the road, surprised by the depth and potency of the 

sadness that overtook her as she walked, first of all past Astor Hall and then past 

Pescatori and all those little bars and cafés they would now most likely neither see nor 

visit again. 

 

‘It’s not even three hours ago when we were walking down this very road, on this exact 

spot, the Red Diamond burning a happy hole in my pocket. How chuffed, how proud and 

pleased we were! Oh, how did it all go so wrong? How did it all fall down so quickly?’ 

 

She came to Icco’s and felt the pathos and the pain of their fall-out to the full. The place 

was so busy, so full of light, bright faces and cheerful chatter. She recognised every 

single one of the staff. They were all still on duty. All still wearing their white t-shirts. 

That was what cut her to the quick. That was what stung her. That was how quickly, how 

decisively and emphatically the magic had unravelled.  

 

Julie stood with her face pressed to the window, rain slithering off her face and hair. 

Had this been Liverpool, the diners would have turned and gawped by now, but this was 

London, and no-one paid the miserable (and probably mad) girl by the window any 

attention at all.  



 

She had to do something, anything, just to break the horrible spell. The situation was 

intolerable, an insult to her fighting spirit – this depression, this dismal, shameful 

defeatism.  

 

So Julie turned and ran  – anywhere, anyhow – straight onto Goodge Street, cutting 

through the revellers and tourists, as Alexander once upon a time had cut a swathe 

through the Gordian Knot. She shot past the befuddled security guard outside Tesco 

Met, feeling the heat in her heart, the blood raging in her ears, her born defiance, her 

bloody-minded stubbornness, coming back to her with every stride, every gulp and gasp 

of London wind and rain. 

  

******* 

 

Julie, all this time, had never in fact been too far away from Claire, but her quest had 

been undercut from the outset by a simple misreading of her friend’s intentions. Adam 

Percival had indeed been contacted, but Claire had done it the ‘old school’ way, at an 

internet café just opposite Paramount Court. She had not used her phone; in fact she 

had switched it off. The last thing she wanted to see, or perhaps her conscience wanted 

to see, was a missed call or a text from Julie. 

 

Initially, Claire had felt a strong sense of satisfaction as she strolled languidly along 

Tottenham Court Road, past the pleasant curvature of the American Church, reflecting 

gleefully of the havoc her action would wreak in the lives of her former friends. Which 

was all well and good, but the further she walked from the scene of her ‘crime’, the 

more detached she began to feel from both the hot emotions and the cold fury which 

had led her to email Adam Percival.  

 

It felt similar, in many ways, to the previous week, when she had been upset about 

Maggiorani’s shield, only to recover her equanimity amongst the symbolic glitter of 

Trafalgar Square. This time however, there was to be no ministering angel riding to her 

rescue in the guise of a magisterial monument or two, only a grim awareness of the 

irreparable, worryingly eternal nature of what she had done. 

 

She saw that she was closing in on Charing Cross Road now, Trafalgar Square quite near 

at hand. Wanting to steer clear of those national emblems which had so spoken so 

powerfully to her last time, she crossed the road and continued on her way, along a 



shaded, tree-lined avenue, leaves whirling and spinning around her feet, asking 

questions of her in the wind and the rain. 

 

She wanted just to walk and to keep on walking, keeping those questions at bay for all 

eternity if need be. She traversed a spookily empty Gower Street and carried on straight 

ahead, coming at length to the back of the British Museum and two mysterious lions 

carved in stone. The pair sat proudly on their pedestals, either side of a big brown door, 

bodies angled together, faces pointing outwards, out to the city, eyes probing 

enquiringly, almost pleadingly, into Claire’s own. Behind them sat the magnificent 

building itself, an imposing row of Ionic columns arching out from the white brickwork, 

reminding her of Calton Hill, the National Monument and their wild, intoxicating chant 

to the dawn.  

 

‘Was it only two weeks ago?’ she asked herself remorsefully. ‘Not even that! Oh God!’ 

 

It was a difficult memory for Claire to come to terms with and assimilate, but the 

tranquility around her now, the rain pattering on the pavement and the poised, 

chiselled beauty of the lions and the columns brought something soft and soothing to 

her heart, offering her a small but welcome measure of contemplative respite.  

 

‘These things stand for something’, Claire perceived. ‘For London and for Britain, but 

also for truths and realities greater than both. They’re symbols of civilisation, like the 

Cathedrals I used to paint for La Canebière. And any action that I take, be it good or bad, 

can have no effect on them at all. They stand beyond the vicissitudes of my mind and 

heart. These stones will stand for all time.’ 

 

And Claire went on her way again, feeling calmer as the rain slackened and the wind 

subsided. She walked through the bourgeois richesse of Russell Square, emerging onto 

the brightly lit boulevard of Southampton Row, the great art-deco pile of the Imperial 

Hotel facing her. She crossed the road, magnetised by the hotel’s myriad of jutting white 

triangular windows, before turning to her right and pressing on in the direction of 

Holborn, the street becoming busier all the time. There seemed to be a lot of tourists 

out and about in this part of town, a veritable Babel of European, Trans-Atlantic and 

Commonwealth accents floating in and out of her strained consciousness. 

 

She began to reflect on the legends and mythologies tied in with this neck of the woods, 

with Bloomsbury and its reservoir of history and tradition relating to literature and the 

Arts. And a great sadness closed in on her as she speculated on her life and her vocation 



as an artist. When she crossed Theobald’s Road and saw Saint Martin’s waiting for her 

on the other side, Claire hardly knew what to do, think, feel or say. Some demented 

parody of divinity was clearly bent on rubbing her nose right in it. 

 

There were lights on inside, bunches of people stepping cheerfully out of the building 

and into the night, boys and girls of her own age, artists with fine-looking portfolios 

tucked under their arms. Claire could almost hear the building’s lineage and reputation 

calling to her in lamentation from the curving windows and solemn stone and brick.  

 

She chose not to hang around. She would carry on regardless, the wail of the banshee 

forever in her ears now. She walked along Kingsway with its pointless stretch of railing in 

the middle, turned left onto Aldwych (away from the hustle and bustle of ‘theatre land’ 

to her right) the left again onto the Strand, past a couple of students smoking 

contemplatively outside the entrance to King’s. 

 

‘They’re different to me, this type’, she thought. ‘These are like Jacqueline. The ones 

outside Saint Martin’s were like me. That’s where I should have gone. La Canebière was 

always going to do me down in the end. I should have listened to Castello. Castello was 

never wrong. Castello was always right.’ 

 

She came to Lancaster Place and finally onto Waterloo Bridge, the illuminated city 

fanning out before her. She leaned out over the water, the weather still becalmed, 

punters passing by as usual – no shortage of punters in fact – the young and the old, the 

well-heeled and the shabby, but none of them taking too much notice of her. They were 

all too busy, too pre-occupied with stuff, talking on their phones or plugged into their 

Ipods. 

 

‘It’s the end of the road for me’, she confessed to the Thames. ‘I’ve nowhere to go now. 

I’ve spent all my life on a quest, not just these last couple of weeks but ever since I can 

remember, searching for brilliance, for brightness, for light. I did my best, or thought I 

did, but all I got in return were tiny flashes – not enough to save me from my weakness 

and my jealousy – not enough to stop me from betraying both my friends and my 

country.’ 

 

She shook her head in torment, shouting manically down to the silent river. 

 

‘And that’s the tragedy! I love this country! Everyone knows that. And I never liked 

Adam Percival. Never! Never! Never!’ 



 

Claire threw back her head to the black and starless sky. 

 

‘Oh Athene! Athene! What have I done? What have I done? Come to me again! Please! 

Please!’ 

 

And she pulled her phone out excitedly, turning it on as though the goddess might come 

to her that way this time. She wiped the water off the little screen, her hand shaking, as 

the phone switched to bright light in her hand. But all she saw was a missed call and an 

unopened text, both from Julie.  

 

The seductive waters seemed to creep closer to her face as the rain and wind kicked in 

again, lashing her up and down and side to side with a perverse, sadistic fury. Claire 

spun around wildly, hoping now for the impossible – someone, something, anything – a 

goddess, a saviour, an angel. But there was no-one now, not even passers-by. There was 

only the wind, the rain and the cars, the drivers’ faces as blank and expressionless as 

ciphers. 

 

A titanic edifice of modernist architectural violence reared up before her, snarling 

viciously from the banks of the Thames like a colossal, arrogant ziggurat, a black-

fingered clock glaring at her in garish white light from the topmost tower. Claire thought 

she had never seen anything more beastly in her life. The clock (ten past nine it said) 

looked like an emblem of fascist power – some weird prophecy, she imagined, of a 

rampant free market cut loose from the shackles and restraints of democracy, cut loose 

from community and mutual responsibility, from tradition and communal memory, from 

family, from meaning, pattern and purpose, invading all the precincts of her life, even 

the most personal, especially the most personal …  

 

All the lies of Adam Percival. The capitalist dictatorship come round at last. The ultimate 

oligarchy. The rough beast. The tyranny of the big companies … 

 

An aeon of privatised hell. 

 

She looked below again as the waters of Lethe rushed up to meet her. And an imagistic 

parade flashed before her eyes – Edinburgh in the dawn, Athene in the London morning, 

Selwyn’s two smiles, the warrior Christ, Brighton Marina. And then, finally, the two most 

poignant images of all – Julie’s arm around her in the museum and Jacqueline’s warm, 

affectionate smile. Jacqueline and Julie. The only family she ever had. And Claire knew 



there and then that she loved them both, loved them deeply and truly. But it was too 

late now. Too late for goodbyes. Too late to turn back the fascistic clock. 

 

‘Britain is our playground’, the river sang as the world grew moist and misty around her, 

sound and vision falling apart and fading away, dissolving bit by bit into the dark and 

restful embrace of the soft and soothing waters. 

 

******* 

 

Julie stood in the portico of Saint Pancras Church, on the corner of Euston Road and 

Upper Woburn Place, six noble pillars before her, two mighty doors of red behind, 

taking shelter from the storm that had kicked back hard at her like a meteorological 

savage. Julie had ran London ragged – palaces, courtyards, gritty little side-streets, run-

down tenement blocks – Julie had seen them all. She had paused just the once, at the 

Kings Cross concourse, just to see if she could reach Claire on her mobile after all. But 

there was no answer, and that came to Julie as sadly no surprise. She was beginning to 

realise that this time the game might finally be up. She left a message and fired off a 

quick text before resuming her run around London in the rain, like a latter-day Hector 

around the walls of Troy, pursued to the bleak and bitter end by the wrathful speed of 

Achilles. 

 

But now the race was over. There was nowhere left to run. Her only option was to 

retreat – retreat and go back – back to Jacqueline, back to Paramount Court, back to the 

Red Diamond. 

 

‘I mean, I’m not going to find her like this am I? Legging it all over town like a loonpot!’ 

 

Julie had done everything she could. It was an honourable defeat in every way. She had 

ran out of road, that was all. 

 

Julie sighed, looking out between the pillars, onto the rain and the unfamiliar London 

traffic. Though she felt elated physically after her athletic exertions, her mind and heart 

were cast down and despondent. She would have to abandon Claire now, and that did 

not sit well with her at all. She had been close to Claire since pretty much the start of La 

Canebière, and they had had so many lovely times together. Claire had been her special 

friend for a long time. She remembered one occasion in particular, a trip to Durham 

Cathedral on a winter’s day of fire and frost, a bit of ‘recce’ for Claire’s ‘English 

Cathedrals’ project.  



 

Julie recalled it as if it was happening again right now – the emphatic darkness of the 

great Cathedral tower, the spiral stone staircase seeming to go on and on and up and up 

forever and ever – so narrow, so twisting – until she felt both body and soul confused 

and disorientated in a weighty shambles of constriction and oppressive gloom … 

 

Until – just like that – as if it had been waiting for them all the time, they stepped 

without warning onto the roof and could see for miles and miles and miles, all the way 

to Newcastle itself! How rich, and blue and expansive the sky was! How bright and keen 

the air! How infinite the horizons opening out before them! Life was suddenly so 

intense, so packed with possibilities, so loaded with mythic pattern and resonance that 

it made them both draw breath, falling over each other almost in joy and exultation … 

 

And Julie pulled out of the memory. It was too much. Too painful. What Julie needed 

now was a cigarette. And she was instantly assailed by a new anxiety. 

 

‘Oh no! They’ll be all wet!’  

 

But her ciggies were nowhere on her person. They weren’t in any of her pockets. She 

must have left them at Paramount Court. Damn and blast! 

 

An odd, rustling sound came from behind her, from the portico’s dark and silent depths. 

Julie turned and saw a weird and sinister shape, some six or seven feet high, passing 

slowly across the red doors, from right to left, framed in a slightly off-kilter rectangle of 

light.  

 

Julie felt sick. It was an appalling sight – the body of a man and the head of a bird – its 

foul beak violently and aggressively thrusting forward, sickeningly, Satanically, sniffing 

out its prey. 

 

Julie closed her eyes and screamed. And when she opened them again the vision was 

gone, just routine bricks and wood in front of her again. Julie wheeled around towards 

the street and could tell immediately, looking through the pillars at the traffic, that the 

beastly apparition had in fact been nothing more demonic than a trick and play of the 

light, set in motion by some passing vehicle or other. Nothing more sinister than that. 

 

A familiar looking van drove past from right to left. Julie gave a start. She recognised it 

immediately. It was Jacqueline’s van, the one that had disappeared in Edinburgh. And 



there was Adam Percival himself in the passenger seat, studying with rapt attention a 

large, fold-out map of London. And Julie knew straightaway exactly who, or what, Adam 

Percival was looking for on the map. 

 

She shot across the road, the horns and shouts obscene in their irrelevance, tearing 

along Euston Road like a maniac. She knew no quicker or more effective way. 

 

‘Jackie! Jackie!’ Julie shouted out at random, legging it like a loonpot through the 

wrathful London rain. 

 

 

 



 

 

The Red Diamond 

 



But Jacqueline was no longer at home. Something truly extraordinary had happened, 

more extraordinary than anything Julie had read about in her magic storybooks. 

Jacqueline had slipped somehow into a parallel universe and was standing barefoot now 

in a pre-dawn wind, the rough mouth of a cave behind her, clad in a simple black dress 

and a necklace of shining white pearl. Her hair whipped excitedly across her face, her 

intuition fired by an imaginative and spiritual ferocity she had known only once before, 

in the ruined theatre, in those charged moments prior to her blinding and fall.  

 

She found herself minus her shoes, of course, and without her glasses as well, though 

she was able to see remarkably well in the morning mist. Before her lay a craggy 

landscape of cliffs, boulders and pale green grass, seagulls crying and circling overhead. 

The smell of the sea, wild and briny, filled her nostrils, as she took in a long, luscious 

draught of air – liberating, enthralling, intoxicating. 

 

Jacqueline lifted her head to the sky, reaching out imaginatively to the sliver of moon 

and the last few stars of the night. She looked ahead again, noticing now (having missed 

it at first) a pile of chipped and fallen golden masonry mixed in with the stones and the 

scree – the pitiful remains, she supposed, of what must once have been a palace or a 

temple – broken columns, fragments of plinths, the shattered limbs of kings and priests 

strewn barbarically across the headland.   

                          

And Jacqueline smiled. She had seen this kind of thing before.  

 

‘Master, master!’ she said to herself wryly. ‘What massive stones! What magnificent 

buildings!’  

 

And, piece by piece, she began to reconstruct her mysterious voyage between the 

worlds, from the purlieu of Tottenham Court Road to this new and altogether baffling 

destination. One of the ‘hells’, perhaps, of the poet’s imagination? Who could say? It 

didn’t feel like a hell, but still …  

 

And the tale unfolded in her memory and imagination, telling its story in its own manner 

and style but in a fashion unique and accessible to Jacqueline’s singular mind. 

 

******* 

 

So, there she was, stretched out on the divan, playing idly with the pack of cigarettes 

Julie had left behind, the Diamond glowing sullenly on the table beside her next to the 



shield. She felt impotent, helpless and at a loss, her friends swallowed up in the night, 

civil war tearing apart her three-pointed star. And, in the midst of all this Sturm und 

Drang, the only thing Jacqueline could find to think about was the fall of the Soviet 

Union! 

 

The subject had fascinated her for ages, since History A Level, and had continued to 

work on her imagination through all the subsequent eras of her life – Oxford, the 

Sorbonne, Hayward’s Heath, La Canebière and the Red Diamond. How deeply 

mysterious it all was! The way no-one in the chattering classes, none of the ‘Sunday 

Supplement’ set had seen it coming! How such a colossus, such a ‘steady State’ could 

subside into something less than dust in the space of just a couple of years! It was quite 

beyond her comprehension!  

 

Of course, Jacqueline could, if she chose, draw revealing parallels with her own life – 

with the disaster at La Canebière and with the dissolution taking place around her at 

that very moment. But there was a deeper, wider philosophical question exercising her 

mind. How solid is ‘solid’? How much trust can we truly place in the world of 

appearances? If the mighty monolith of the USSR could turn from superpower to  ‘ghost 

State’ in the twinkling of an eye, then surely all metaphysical bets now had to be taken 

off the table? 

 

Jacqueline flicked Julie’s lighter into life, watching the little orange flame wobble 

brightly in the night. She released the pressure and let it fall to the floor, stretching back 

on the divan as far as she could, putting her mind to work in the dark, racing through 

the intellectual gears …  

 

‘There is’, she cautiously began, ‘a school of thought requiring physical proof and 

evidence of absolutely everything under the sun before anything can be verified as true. 

It’s been the dominant mindset for so long, especially in academia. Even in the Arts and 

Humanities, you have to take on this laboratory mindset, otherwise you blow your 

credibility and they laugh you out of court. I toed the line, at both Oxford and the 

Sorbonne, but I wish now that I had broken ranks. I used to be such an admirer of the 

rational and of Enlightenment principles, but I wonder now if there’s real truth in that 

worldview? Certainly not the whole truth, at any rate. Earlier civilisations didn’t think so. 

In India, the world of appearances was totally deceptive – Maya – the very last thing 

you’d want to put your trust in. I dare say, to be fair to Castello again, it was the same 

with the Celts as well …” 

 



But Jacqueline had no more time to cogitate. The Terror was at hand! The capitalist 

Stalin had sniffed out her lair! She heard the screech of tyres from outside, the 

slamming doors and restless male voices, relentless feet pounding on the stairs. The  

free market ghosts had come to get her! She leapt up in panic, the lights of Tottenham 

Court Road darting nervously around the room, rain sliding in through the open 

window, curtains billowing back like frightened horses in the wind. 

 

And a voice came to her in the darkness.  

 

“Take up the shield”, it said. 

 

Jacqueline stared into the gloom, but there was no-one there. She was too sacred to 

turn the lights on. 

 

“Saisis le bouclier”, the voice commanded, speaking somehow both in French and 

English at the same time, both male and female too, uncanny in its pitch and intonation.  

 

Jacqueline felt unnerved and alarmed, uncertain if the voice was emanating from within 

or from without her own frazzled mind. But there was nothing else to do. She had ran 

out of options a long time ago.  

 

So, Jacqueline took the shield in her hands, holding it out in front of her, instantly 

sensing its energy flowing through her fingers and along her arms. It seemed to possess 

a mind and spirit of its own, spinning her around, almost aggressively, in the direction of 

the door. Strange sparks and glimmers of light ricocheted out from the rim as Jacqueline 

rode the surge and the electricity, heart and mind catching fire on the razor’s edge, an 

infinity of light coming to life inside her – red, amber, green … 

 

Go! Go! Go!  

 

Jacqueline cried out as her body shook from top to toe, the shield quivering in her arms, 

bullets of light flashing through the room, The Oath of the Horatii and its quartet of 

swords lit up in a ghostly bath of revolutionary fire.  And then, right before her eyes, the 

back of the shield began to change in shape and structure, one-dimensional metal giving 

way to unexpected depth, size and lightning-quick volition. What had once been 

Maggiorani’s shield was now revolving and spinning in front of her in all the colours of 

the rainbow –  from red to orange to yellow to green to blue to indigo to violet and back 

to red again – with just a tiny pin-prick of black in the far-off middle, the remote heart of 



what was turning rapidly into a more than human-sized, three-dimensional vortex and 

tunnel.  

 

Jacqueline was so absorbed in the phenomenon that she failed to hear Adam Percival 

and his men kicking down the door – only their cries of agony as they fell back to the 

ground, some stumbling back down the stairs, all of them outclassed and outfaced by 

the power and the glory radiating out from the tall woman with the shield.  

 

And Adam Percival was gone – an irrelevance at this level – a louche historical footnote. 

There had been no time for the dénouement, no time for the clash of ideologies 

brewing since their previous meeting. The wheels of history had moved on and Adam 

Percival had been left behind, stuck in the old world still, yesterday’s man. Yes, the fall 

of the Soviet Union had truly taken everybody by surprise! 

 

But Jacqueline was in the heart of the tunnel now, rolling buoyantly towards the black 

hole in the centre, anxiety and fear both meaningless to her now. Because Jacqueline 

was full of joy now – joy and a playful, uninhibited exuberance – laughter bubbling up 

inside like a fresh and newly minted champagne. 

 

The pace began to slacken, the black hole becoming larger and larger, until she found 

herself right inside it, crawling through the darkness. The passage felt smooth and 

mossy, cool and refreshing. There was light at the end of the tunnel now, widening 

rapidly until, before she knew it, she was standing outside the cave on this rugged 

headland, the dawn not far off, dressed in a simple black dress and a necklace of shining 

white pearl. 

 

******* 

 

Jacqueline contemplated the golden ruins in front of her, asking herself how she might 

have come to this place, skillfully and delicately piecing the jigsaw of recent history 

together. A gleam of reddish gold shone forth in front of her, and there – out of nothing 

– there he was – out of nowhere – his garments of red and gold – sat cross-legged in the 

rubble facing her.  

 

He carried the air of a king, a king in exile, his hands folded, his expression noble and 

thoughtful, this singular individual she had not yet seen before, yet whom her heart, as 

she felt it leap within her chest, recognised, understood and resonated with, deeply and 

instantaneously. 



 

Light sparkled around his person, his manner of dress similar to the poet’s, though less 

ostentatious in style. He wore a gold, brocaded waistcoat over a red shirt, black trousers 

tapered to a point above his bare feet. His head was crowned with a scarf of vivid red, 

and in the regality of his countenance Jacqueline felt she could see shades and echoes 

of the whole dramatis personae of the Red Diamond story - Julie, Claire, Selwyn, the 

poet, Maggiorani, Adam Percival, herself and (intriguingly) Castello as well.  

 

A whole welter of feelings and emotions welled up within, as she observed, scattered all 

around him in a loose arc, a number of shining gold coins – big coins – the size of plates, 

LPs or 12-inch singles.  

 

“Please Sir, may I look at the coins?” she asked, surprised by the carry and resonance of 

her voice across the headland.  

 

The stranger nodded, almost imperceptibly, his right hand offering slightest, subtlest 

gesture of acceptance. Jacqueline noted his long, ringless fingers as she knelt on the 

floor in front of him, starting to scramble her way across, studying the exhibition from 

left to right, feet bitten and stung by an army of pointy stones. 

  

But Jacqueline soon forgot her discomfort, shaken and stunned by the quality of the 

images carved on the coins’ golden surfaces, simple yet dynamic and vital line drawings. 

She found it a disturbing experience too in places – many of the pictures turbulent and 

stormy in their themes – cities ablaze and crowds running amok through the burning 

streets. In one, two men and a woman hoisted a flag emblazoned with a star on top of a 

government building. In another, Christ harassed the money changers from the temple 

with a venomous whip of twisted cord, the unlucky businessmen got up in 1930s garb, 

replete with bowler hats and watch chains. Another coin was content just to show a 

small knot of people standing in a doorway – a back entrance to a theatre or pub – 

chatting and smoking happily. Jacqueline smiled. The coin reminded her of Julie. 

 

She came to a little group of three coins, positioned directly in front of the kingly figure. 

The first depicted a young woman and a man looking enquiringly at each other across a 

café table, a busy ‘greasy spoon’ type place, filled with working-class vitality, steam 

rising lustily from the tea-cups on the table. 

 

“Why, that’s Claire!” she exclaimed. “And that’s the poet!” 

 



She looked up at the ‘king’, wonder and amazement in her eyes. He nodded again, 

giving just the hint of a smile, and Jacqueline saw that his eyes were brown – just like 

Julie’s, just like her own.  

  

She examined the second coin, the one in the centre, looking now at a girl of about her 

own age, maybe a little younger, standing in a vestibule, pulling down the window of an 

old-fashioned train door. It was Julie!  Jacqueline felt her heart leap again as she 

watched her friend, poised to lean out and turn the handle, the collars of her jacket 

turned up, a chequered bag in black and white slung cheekily over her shoulder. 

Jacqueline could see people standing on the platform as the train pulled in, behind their 

heads an archetypal, mythically charged cityscape – crosses and crescents, broken 

towers, luminous domes of silver and gold. 

 

Jacqueline shook out her hair in an attempt to weigh and comprehend these potent 

revelations. Surely this was all a dream brought on by stress and disappointment! Surely 

she would wake up soon, back on the divan at Paramount Court again, Adam Percival 

and his goon squad kicking down her door!  

 

But the clarity of the brightening air and her cut and bleeding feet suggested otherwise 

as she reached the final coin in the group of three, the one on the right. And now, at 

last, she found herself looking down upon her own image – so rich, so deep, so true – 

adorned with a crown of unpretentious beauty and simplicity, the Union Jack to her left, 

the Tricolore to her right, the half-moon a high and curving scimitar in the evening sky.  

 

“I see great beauty in you Mademoiselle Cutter. In time it will shine out, lighting up the 

world for all to see.”  

 

The words were those of Madame de Chauvigny, but spoken now by the man sat cross-

legged in front of her, in English and in French simultaneously, in a voice both male and 

female, uncanny in its pitch and intonation.  

 

“Who are you?” she asked quietly, tears of joy sparkling and swimming in her eyes. 

 

And the Red King’s response seemed to her to arise from the hidden, secret chambers 

of her own heart, from the rocks, stones and tumbling masonry of her former life, from 

the new spaces emerging from the rubble – spaces of growth, possibility and playful, 

creative change.  

 



“Like you”, said the King, “I am a visitor and a traveller. This is not my country. This is the 

poet’s world. My realm is elsewhere, but my realm is also everywhere. And you know 

me already. You have been seeking me all your life, and I have been calling you all your 

life.  

 

“I am the voice in the darkness. I am the Revolution. I am the Royalty. I am the dance, 

the light, the razor’s edge. I am the writing on the wall. I am the Red Diamond.” 

 

And the King rose to his feet. He was tall, very tall, his arms outstretched in a gesture of 

welcome, acceptance and creative challenge.  

 

“Come now, Jacqueline. Time is short. The coins here, to your right, have not yet been 

inscribed upon. That is our work, our task. We have much to do, much to achieve.”  

 

And Jacqueline saw the sun rise high behind him, a blazing ball of flaming gold, nine 

times bigger, nine times brighter than the sun she used to know in London, Leeds and 

Paris. And her mind was opened and she could now recall all that had hitherto been 

hidden from her – the eighth pillar, the room of the golden dance, the Red Diamond 

dancing in the starry depths. She looked into his eyes and saw the one she had shaken 

hands with in her vision, the one she had cut the deal with, the pact that would 

resonate across and through all the nine worlds forever and ever … 

 

And as the sun rose higher, torrents of light came flooding and cascading down, crashing 

into her face and her unprotected eyes. Jacqueline lifted her hand to the sky, shielding 

herself from the dazzling influx and the sheer, overpowering glory …  

 

Too little too late … 

 

Leda and the Swan again …  

 

‘My God! … My God! …’ 

 

A cry, a hammering … hot flash … silver and gold … Hagia Sophia … 

In her heart again …  

 

And Jacqueline fell to the ground, blinded. 

 

******* 



 

Meanwhile, in another world, Julie forced her way through the outer door of Paramount 

Court and flew up the stairs two at a time, soaking wet, fearless and pumped up for 

battle. She reached the flat, saw the door in ruinous, spectral pieces and stormed 

straight in ...  

 

But there was no battle, no shield, no Red Diamond, no Jacqueline, no Adam Percval. 

There was only the rain spluttering through the window and the white curtains billowing 

in and out, confident and sure of themselves now, possessed with some malevolent life 

and energy of their own.  

She passed through all the rooms, turning on the lights as she went, but Julie knew in 

her heart that she had come too late. The Red Diamond was taken and Jacqueline taken 

with it.   

Julie was out of the game now. The atmosphere told her so. The sitting room felt clean 

and fresh, but in a clinical, soulless fashion. It felt to her like a septic tank or an empty 

tomb – a tomb stripped of its body. 

 

She spotted her lighter and her ciggies lying on the chessboard carpet, just by the divan.  

 

‘Ah! That’s where I left them. What an idiot!’ 

 

She picked up the packet and went to the window, struggling with the elements as the 

curtains attempted despicably to wrap their silky skins around her body. She leaned out 

over the edge, staring blankly at the gaudy lights and second-rate glitter of Tottenham 

Court Road.  She heard a motorbike revving up from below. A nice-looking boy, younger 

than herself, vaulted onto the seat, helmet in hand. Sensing her presence he looked 

suddenly up at her and waved cheerfully. Julie waved back. Well, why not? There would 

be time for tears, time for grief and mourning later. Yes indeed. Plenty of time. 

Unlimited time. Welcome to your new world, Miss Carlton!  

 

The boy on the bike slipped his helmet on, taking off with a blast into the night.  

 

Tottenham Court Road roared mindlessly on.  

 

Julie lit a cigarette and looked out onto the city. It seemed the only thing to do. 



The Far Wall 
 

 
 



 

 

But these are mysteries I may not speak. Ask no more. I end the tale where I began … 
Sophocles, Oedipus at Colonus 

 

******* 

 

The rain fell in a slanting shimmer across the Edinburgh night. Julie turned around, 

gazing up at the bridge again, the back entrance to Waverley just a few steps behind 

her. She heard the trains tooting their horns and a female announcer calling out the 

stops: “Dunfermline Town, Dunfermline Queen Margaret, Cowdenbeath.” Across the 

road and to her left, a possé of half-cut office workers straggled past in a shapeless yet 

vaguely stylish scramble for the station. 
 

To her right stood a vast wall, sprinkled liberally with flyers and posters, one or two 

theatrical ones mixed in with the gigs and club nights – Oedipus Rex at the Student’s 

Union, The Tempest at the Theatre Workshop. Julie let her new bag of chequered black 

and white fall gently to the ground, postponing her journey home just one more time, 

watching the mist and the rain and the haze – white lightning in the street-lights’ orange 

blast and blaze. 

 

The bridge before her, ten yards or so ahead, had clearly been carved out of the usual 

mass of curving Edinburgh brick, but in the centre, right on top, Julie could see an arch 

fashioned in a very different style – rectangular (more or less), about six feet high by 

three feet wide. It reminded Julie of all those doors and gateways between the worlds 

she used to love so much in her childhood storybooks. 

 

‘Jackie used to like this arch’, she recalled, but the tears came again and she bit hard on 

her bottom lip, switching her focus to the men and women walking on top of the bridge, 

umbrellas pointing to the sky like medieval standards. The street-lights from the city’s 

upper level mingled exotically with those below, bringing a second, uneven tier of 

illumination to the equivocal scene. The atmosphere was still, almost preternaturally 

quiet, but not dead, not in the slightest. The air – in a subtle, understated way –seemed 

pregnant and alive with almost every kind of possibility. 

 

‘But there is no possibility for me! This is the final stop, the end of the adventure, the 

end of the quest. I’ve come to the secret place at last, the secret place where my star 



rests, but it’s all so different to how I thought. It’s the dead zone again – empty and 

black – the blank and lifeless zone where all the stories end.’ 

 

An empty can of Tennent’s rattled across the asphalt, just by her right foot. Julie booted 

it angrily back across the road – into the far wall – into big black pools of sturdy 

darkness. The echo surprised her in its manic reverberation, leaving her feeling for a 

moment like a dweller in Plato’s cave. Then the noise ebbed and faded, ceding place to 

the soft, seductive patter of rain, the inconsistent rumblings of the station and the 

double-edged peace of a dreamy silence – containing no comfort or resolution – only 

question after question after question … 

 

******* 

 

Julie had taken her time before reporting back to Selwyn. She had stayed at Paramount 

Court for nearly a month, waiting in vain for a wave or a smile which never came and 

which, she sorrowfully came to realise, would now never come again. George, the boy 

on the bike, had taken her for a ride around town a couple of times. He was from the 

States and was very nice, but Julie had been preoccupied, Julie had been in mourning – 

for her friends, for her childhood, for her dad (she thought about him a lot during those 

days) and for herself as well. Julie was grieving for the end of her story, the story she 

had started six long years ago, the train coming slowly into the light, creeping out of the 

Lime Street tunnels, picking up purpose, speed and direction, streaking across the 

Pennines – destination Leeds University, La Canebière, the Red Diamond – and, finally, 

Edinburgh Waverley on a wet Wednesday night, Julie waiting despondently for the train 

to take her all the way back to Liverpool again. 

 

She had arrived in Edinburgh during the second week of October and had found Selwyn 

changed almost beyond belief. The cutting-edge revolutionary of a few short weeks ago 

was just another old man now – bent and stooped, divested of his aura – the lines on his 

face ruthlessly exposed in the unforgiving autumn sun. Even the house felt denuded of 

its mystery, the Caravaggio on the wall faded and dulled, Claire’s magic mirror coated 

with dust and grime. 

 

The conversation was difficult and desultory as they sat facing each other across the 

shabby carpet of red and green and gold, Julie struggling to pick up his accent. Selwyn 

leant towards her in a simulacra of enthusiasm, his bony fingers intertwining nervously. 

His words were sugared with ‘positivity’, but his lifeless eyes suggested an altogether 

different story. 



“We don’t know what’s happened, Miss Carlton. Neither I nor my masters have heard 

anything, neither concerning your friends nor concerning Adam Percival.” 

 

He thrust his head towards her jerkily, overly-keen (Julie felt) to emphasise his point, his 

calloused hands waving extravagantly this way and that. 

 

“It’s most unlike him, Miss Carlton. Our rivalry stretches back a long way, since 1984 to 

be precise. Had he indeed scored a decisive victory, he wouldn’t be slow to declare it, 

that’s for sure.” 

 

But it all sounded weak and unconvincing. At the time, on the night in question, Julie 

had been too pre-occupied to take much notice, but she had checked it out first thing 

next morning. There had been no van parked outside or anywhere in the vicinity of 

Paramount Court. And that said it all as far she was concerned. Adam Percival had taken 

both Jacqueline and the Red Diamond, with Maggiorani’s shield thrown in as well. What 

other explanation could there be? 

 

She got up and went to the window, looking out onto the wide road and the castle 

behind, perched high on its theatrical rocky crag, white banks of cloud cool and non-

committal high above. The situation vis-à-vis Selwyn was unbearable. Here was a broken 

man, a man whose Blakean dreams of liberation – political and spiritual – had been 

exposed as illusion and childish self-delusion. Just like her own. 

 

Julie turned to go. Selwyn followed her sheepishly to the door. She stood facing him on 

the steps, as memories of their last time at the house, the undiluted joie de vivre of it all, 

came crashing over her in bitter waves. To part like this would be intolerable. Surely 

there had to be some hope somewhere, just a little shred … 

 

“What about the poet?” she suggested desperately, her brown eyes wide and imploring. 

“What about Maggiorani? They must know something. When we were with them it was 

like they knew everything.” 

 

“No, my dear”, Selwyn replied sadly. “They don’t have any special knowledge. Why 

should they, after all? They work for the same masters as I do. They know as much or as 

little as I do. They were sent to help you and that’s exactly what they tried to do. It 

wasn’t for them to see what the tensions and jealousies between you could lead to.” 

 



Julie could feel the anger building up a head of steam inside her. This was outrageous 

and wrong – this shifting of blame, this crafty re-writing of history – and a vicious, 

vengeful rage took possession of her heart and mind. 

 

“No!” she spat out tearfully, pulling like a temperamental child at his battered black suit. 

“It was your responsibility. You should have seen those tensions and jealousies. You 

should have stopped us. But you didn’t. You were scared. Both you and your so-called 

masters. Your imaginary friends. You sent us to places you were too scared to go. Shame 

on you! Shame on you!” 

 

Julie turned her head away, black hair streaming into her eyes, anger dissipating into 

sadness. But Selwyn’s reply was kind and tender. She glanced up shyly and it seemed to 

her, just for a moment, that whatever gods there were might have chosen to restore 

him, ever so slightly, to something approaching his former manner and style. He looked 

taller and stronger somehow, the familiar sparkle flickering again around the edges of 

his playful blue eyes.   

 

“No, Miss Carlton. The responsibility was neither mine nor theirs. The responsibility was 

yours, and you know it. You were known to us long before you saw my ad, you know. 

Your passion, fire and anger saw to that. You’ve been sending out that signal all your 

life. Like calls unto like, Julie. I called and I knew you would answer. It was Julie Carlton 

who brought the Red Diamond into the world as much as my masters or myself. Why do 

you think it was you I spoke to privately and gave my instructions to?” 

 

His hand rested softly on her shoulder, gently and sympathetically, humanely, and their 

eyes met properly at last, a new level of communion and rapport establishing itself. And 

a passer-by, some kind of Edinburgh blue-stocking, cast a disapproving glance at them 

from the pavement as she walked bustlingly past. 

 

They both laughed. The ice was broken. 

 

“Now, listen carefully”, Selwyn continued. “Even now I don’t fully understand what went 

on at La Canebière. Someone really needs to tell that story. Miss Cutter was too clever 

for me and I let it all go. I wish I hadn’t now. All I could see, all I perhaps wanted to see, 

in your friends and in yourself, was your suffering and loss, your own in particular, Miss 

Carlton. La Canebière was your dream palace, your haçienda. It took you away from 

yourself, from your pain and frustration, from the emptiness inside. It gave you the 



space to live your old storybooks out on the stage. Your boyfriend even went on writing 

them for you, giving you the best roles always.”  

 

Selwyn squeezed harder on her shoulder, fully his old self now, raising his voice  in a 

loud and surprising admonition, eyes narrowing in accusation as when he had taken 

Jacqueline to task last time around. 

 

“But you were the one that closed it down, Miss Carlton! You! You played your 

boyfriend off against Miss Cutter until it drove them both mad and the whole fairy 

palace crumbled to dust in your hand.”  

 

And Julie turned away, breaking free from his grip, blushing profoundly.  

 

It was true, all too true. She had known it since the look on Claire’s face on that 

appalling night, the last time she had seen Claire’s face, the last time in all likelihood 

that she would ever see it.  Julie knew the truth now. But she was still shocked. In her 

own mind she would always be ‘little Julie’ from Liverpool, a raw innocent pinned 

between the potent force fields of Jacqueline’s London sophistication and Castello’s 

Manc charisma.  

 

‘But why?’ she asked herself plaintively, her back still turned to Selwyn. ‘Why did I do it? 

It isn’t in my nature. I can’t be that cruel. Unless, deep down, I really did want to tear it 

all down? Unless what I really wanted was for the art and beauty to end so I could go 

back to what was familiar – even if I hated it – sitting on the steps of Saint George’s Hall, 

waiting for the world to start turning again, waiting for my ship to put out to sea.’ 

 

Julie turned and stood in front of him again, smiling wanly. And Selwyn looked into her 

eyes with knowledge and compassion. She had no doubts about him now. He must have 

been stringing her along before. Testing her maybe. This man was far from beaten. He 

would be back for more. That was nailed on. 

 

Selwyn spoke to her with generosity of feeling now, taking her left hand tenderly in both 

of his. 

 

“Your pain, Miss Carlton, when La Canebière was closed, demanded compensation and 

a new adventure. And that’s where I went down, blinded as I was by Miss Cutter’s essay 

and all her high talk of Blake and Rimbaud. I felt a pull, a strong attraction to the three 



of you. I wanted it to happen. I wanted it to work. Your integrity, your imagination, your 

belief in what you were doing. It affected me deeply and I closed my eyes. Willfully.”  

 

He smiled ruefully. 

 

“I’m sure Adam Percival played his part as well, but still, I should have done better. As I 

say though, we don’t really know what’s happened. All you and I can be sure of is that 

the Red Diamond had no need for either of us in the end. Its purposes are bigger than I 

can fathom, and I’m supposed to be one of its guardians and keepers! What do you 

think about that, eh?” 

 

And they both laughed, right there on the doorstep, the big Victorian house handsome 

and high above their heads. Selwyn stretched out his arms again, his gnarled and knotty 

palms turned towards Julie in valediction and blessing.  

 

“So remember that for next time, Miss Carlton. Remember it when Michael Castello 

returns to your life. Remember it when your world begins to turn again. Because it will 

turn again. In time – when you recognise and awaken the creative power that lies within 

you, the power that everyone in the world can see in you except yourself. It’s your 

imagination, Miss Carlton! Your capacity to dream and wonder, your deep and real 

affinity with legend, myth and story. The imagination is King, Julie. It contains both the 

realm of politics and the realm of religion and passes beyond them both. It works in a 

bigger sphere, where there’s no more conflict between the mind and the world, where 

everything is play, where there is only the dance. 

 

“And on that day, Miss Carlton, the voices of absence and loss that assail you will draw 

back and fall to the ground in the face of what is inside you. They will have no other 

option. Then you will have no need for the Red Diamond, no need for quests, no need to 

lose yourself in the force fields of other people. Because then you’ll be writing your own 

story, the story that’s been inside you all your life, the story that will one day blast out 

from the Lime Street tunnels into the bright light of day. That’s your destiny, Julie. It’s 

always been as clear as day to me.” 

 

******* 

 

Julie smiled and nodded graciously, even dropping a clumsy little curtsy as a token of 

respect and gratitude. But she knew it was all a load of rubbish really. He was only 

saying it to be nice, to make her feel her life had some kind of pattern to it. And anyway, 



all that sort of talk was already beginning to sound like a thing of the past to her, 

something belonging to a former chapter of her life, a six-year epoch already falling 

away to irrelevance in her mind. 

 

Julie’s adventures in the imagination were over now. Tonight she would take the train 

back to Liverpool (via Manchester), back to where she was before the any of it began – 

the Red Diamond, Castello, Jacqueline, Claire, La Canebière, Leeds. It had always been 

her fate to go back, she understood that now – sitting on the steps of Saint George’s 

Hall again, waiting for the wheel to turn again – always looking up, always looking out, 

past and through the Liver Building, up and out to the sky and the invisible sea with its 

impenetrable, blue beyond mystery … 

 

******* 

 

The mournful October night flitted back into her consciousness as the voice of 

Edinburgh Waverley cut through the mist once more: ‘Haymarket, Linlithgow, Polmont, 

Falkirk High, Glasgow Queen Street.’  

 

And Julie’s soul was filled with sadness.  

 

‘It’s all my fault! There’s nothing I can do! Nowhere I can go! Oh, it’s all so hopeless!’ 

 

But then came a change, sharp and subtle. A girl of about her own age suddenly 

appeared to her left, springing almost supernaturally from the far wall, looking left and 

right with darting glances like a mythical deer or hind. Her hair was cropped short, her 

red jacket and black skirt striking and bold in the slow-burn slumber of the street-lights. 

Julie could smell the Chanel No.5 in the damp air and felt something quicken and stir in 

her throat as the strange apparition sprinted for the station in long, graceful strides … 

 

Julie watched her slipping away, up the wet and tricky stairway, into the station’s 

unfathomable depth and mystery. And the whole Red Diamond story flashed before her 

inner eye – from the end to the beginning – from the girl in red and black to her Dad 

holding her by the hand, showing her something special in the evening sun, a line of soft 

sunset fire tracing its pattern along across the chimney-tops of Gambier Terrace …  

 

And Julie fell headlong into the story, the lantern bearer again, torch in hand, Jacqueline 

and Claire closing ranks behind her, the new Alexander. She came to the bottom of the 

spiral stone staircase, the great symbolic door before her, the door to the secret place 



where her star still rested. She opened it softly, stepped watchfully inside, and the 

circular chamber was a carnival and celebration of light – the light of legend, myth and 

story – books overflowing, books over spilling, with love and boundless generosity, from 

stone shelves to stone floor, Julie’s dead zone transfigured into a garden and 

playground of uncontainable, uncontrollable, life-affirming zest and sparkle. The novels 

were like jewels, the plays and poems all fluid golden song, words and pictures flowing 

mysteriously, suggestively, from one storybook to another …   

 

Julie’s felt her heart bounce happily as she picked up a book from the floor, just by her 

right foot. It was The Red Diamond – Jacqueline, Julie and Claire with their arms around 

each other on the front cover, smiling and looking happy, standing at the top of Canning 

Street, the great Cathedral tower watching over them – a high and handsome crown 

fallen headlong down from heaven. The sky was a patchwork Everton white and blue, 

strange lights hanging in the air, the atmosphere awash with vim and vitality, character 

and colour – the velvet, the gold, the vermillion, the silver.  

 

Julie turned the first page and saw, in a child’s handwriting, words she had forgotten 

writing, words written a long, long time ago; before the beginning of the world … 

 

    This storybook belongs to Julie Carlton,  

                   73 Canning Street, 

                                     Liverpool 8. 

 

******* 

 

Julie shuddered momentarily and flung her head back to the Edinburgh sky, letting the 

rain and the light flow through and over her. She shook her hair, breathed in the city for 

the last time and slung her bag over her shoulder. 

 

‘ … Polmont, Falkirk High, Glasgow Queen Street.’ 

 

Julie smiled, turned up the collars of her jacket and walked towards the station, her big 

brown eyes incandescent with invisible fire … 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Red Diamond is a story, a poem and a philosophical and spiritual enquiry into the 

nature of the creative imagination. In this Art Book and contemporary urban fairytale, 

John Fitzgerald and Rob Floyd set off in exploration of the ups and downs and highs and 

lows of the human condition. The book is about what it is that human beings are 

capable of, both as individuals and in terms of living and working together. 

The Red Diamond is a mythical quest for meaning, purpose and value in a contemporary 

milieu which often seems to militate against such aspirations. The Red Diamond lies 

within us all. It only needs to be imagined into existence to change our lives and change 

the world – once and for all. 

“I see great beauty in you … In time it will shine out, lighting up the world for all to see.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 


