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They were just another American family heading home for
the holidays.
A taxi had been booked to take them from their house in
Pimlico, little Gaby facing backwards on the fold-down chair,
her legs not yet long enough to reach the floor, every inch
of the cab crammed with suitcases and boxes and Harrod’s
carrier bags full of presents wrapped for Christmas. Mommy
and Daddy were facing her, side by side on the back seat, her
giant Hamleys’ teddy bear wedged between them. Whenever
the driver braked, Gaby could feel herself pulled backwards
and then forwards, weightless for an instant, like the feeling
of being on the swings in Battersea Park and wanting to fly off
into the afternoon sky. Her mother said: ‘Careful, sweetie,’ but
there was no way she was going to fall, not with the suitcases to
steady her and the handle on the door to hold onto. She loved
the growl of the taxi’s engine, the Christmas lights receding in
the back window, her father’s voice as he pointed out the Italian
restaurant they had been to for Grandpa’s birthday, then the
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home of the Martins in Chelsea, the other American family
they knew in London with their golden retriever, Montana,
who licked Gaby’s face whenever she gave him a hug.
Mommy had told her that there were only three more
bedtimes until Christmas Eve. One tonight, on the aeroplane
which was taking them across the ocean to New York, then
two in her bedroom at the house in Stamford. Gaby felt giddy
with excitement. She would miss her friends from school
– Claire and JenJen, Billy and Pi – but they had promised
to stay in touch and write postcards to one another from
wherever they were going.
Soon the taxi started going faster and they were on the
freeway heading out to Heathrow. At the airport, the driver
found a trolley. Gaby watched her parents pile the suitcases
one on top of the other until Daddy insisted Mommy fetch
a second trolley to cope with all the bags. He had given the
driver thirty pounds saying: ‘Keep the change.’ The driver’s
name was Barry. When he asked where they were going,
Gaby told him: ‘New York. Pan Am flight number 103. Have
you ever been to New York?’
‘’Fraid not,’ Barry replied. ‘You have a safe trip, sweetheart,
lovely Christmas.’
There was a tree with tinsel but no lights near the desk
where they queued with the trolleys. Afterwards Gaby
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showed her passport to a man wearing a turban who wished
her a happy Christmas. She had to walk through a special
door that detected metal while her rucksack and teddy
bear went through the X-ray machine. A boy beside her
was crying. Gaby couldn’t understand why someone would
be crying when there were only three more bedtimes until
Christmas.
Eventually, after Mommy had taken her to the bathroom
and bought some earplugs in a pharmacy inside the terminal,
they walked down a long corridor to a big room where the
other passengers were waiting to board the aeroplane. Gaby
heard American accents, lots of them, saw older children
listening to music on Walkmans, a woman lying asleep across
three chairs. There was a family of Indians sitting in the
corner of the lounge. The mother had a red spot in the centre
of her forehead. A man stood up in front of her, took off his
raincoat and let it fall to the ground. When he turned round,
Gaby saw that he was wearing a Ghostbusters sweatshirt.
‘Flight’s on time,’ her daddy whispered, pointing outside
to the waiting aircraft. ‘That’s the cockpit. Can you read that,
sweetie?’
Words had been written on the front of the plane, right
beneath where the captain was sitting. Gaby could see him
through the window, flicking switches above his head.
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‘That’s easy,’ she said. ‘It says Clipper Maid of the Seas.’
They were allowed to board first because Gaby was part of
a family. There were other children behind her, but no sign
of the boy who had been crying when they walked past the
X-ray machine. It was cold in the tunnel. There was a colour
photograph on the wall of the Statue of Liberty and the Hudson
River, the Twin Towers behind them glinting in the sun. A tall
stewardess wearing red lipstick and a pretty blue skirt said:
‘Hi there! Love your teddy bear! He’s huge!’ as Gaby walked
through the big open door, right behind where the captain was
sitting in the cockpit. It was dark now and the sound of the
airport was deafening, but as soon as she entered the cabin and
started following her father towards her seat, the noise seemed
to fade away, as if Gaby had put in her mommy’s new earplugs.
They were seated towards the front of the plane. The
stewardess strapped her in and gave her a set of headphones,
saying that a film would start playing once the plane was
airborne over Scotland.
‘Scotland?’ Daddy asked. He sounded surprised.
‘Weather diversion,’ the stewardess replied. ‘Little bumpy
tonight over Ireland.’
That was when she told Gaby that Teddy was so big he
was going to have to go in a cupboard until after take-off.
The cupboards were full of cases and handbags; it looked as
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though he was going to be squashed in there. Gaby felt like
crying but she wanted to seem grown-up in front of the other
passengers. The stewardess said she would give her candy to
make her feel better.
‘You know they call candy “sweets” in London,’ Gaby told
her.
‘Is that right?’ the stewardess replied, looking sideways at
Mommy. ‘Sweets, huh?’ She had a pretty smile and very white
teeth. ‘So does Santa Claus know where you’re going to be on
Christmas Eve, honey? Have you told him?’
‘I don’t believe in Santa Claus. My friend Billy says it’s just
my daddy dressed up with a beard.’
‘News to me,’ said Daddy, and clicked his seat belt as the
stewardess walked off. She was smiling.
Gaby owned a yellow Swatch. She looked at it as the plane
took off; it said twenty-five past six. Mommy hated flying
so she always sat between them, Daddy holding her right
hand, Gaby holding her left. Mommy closed her eyes as the
aeroplane climbed through the sky. It was a better feeling
even than the swings in Battersea Park, the noise and the
rattle and the power of the big plane taking them up towards
the moon.
‘Set your watch to New York time, honey,’ said her father,
reaching across and touching her wrist. ‘We’re going home.’
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Beneath them, in the chill of the hold, was the luggage
Gaby’s parents had checked in at Heathrow a little more
than an hour earlier: clothes, toiletries, Christmas presents.
Close by, secured inside a brown Samsonite suitcase loaded
onto a feeder flight at Malta airport that morning, was
a timer-activated bomb constructed with the odourless
plastic explosive Semtex and hidden inside a Toshiba
cassette recorder by agents working on behalf of the Libyan
government.
Gaby and her parents and the more than 250 souls on
board Pan Am 103 would never reach New York City, never
return to their families for Christmas. At three minutes past
seven, as the aircraft was passing over the small Scottish town
of Lockerbie, the bomb exploded. Those sitting towards the
front of the plane were killed instantly. Others fell for over
five miles, some still strapped in their seats, thrown free of
the fuselage yet conscious for up to three minutes as they
plunged to the ground. The wreckage of the obliterated plane,
scattered over an area of 850 square miles, destroyed twentyone houses and killed eleven residents of Lockerbie. In an
instant the Clipper Maid of the Seas had been transformed
into a flight of angels, violated by terror.
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1
It was Martha, of all people, who rang Kite to tell him that
Xavier Bonnard had killed himself.
The call, logged to Kite’s mobile at 11.24 GMT, transcripted
by GCHQ before midday and copied to Thames House, was
traced to a cell phone in the New York metropolitan area
registered to ‘Martha Felicity Raine’ of 127 Verona Street,
Brooklyn. The take quality was considered moderate, but a
recording had been automatically archived. An analyst in
Cheltenham was able to provide a full account of the brief
conversation.
LACHLAN KITE (LK): Hello?
MARTHA RAINE (MR): Lockie. It’s me.
LK: Martha. God. What a surprise.
MR: Yes.
[break, 1 second]
LK: Is everything all right? Are you OK?
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MR: I’m afraid it’s something awful.
LK: What’s happened? Are the children all right?
MR: You’re sweet. They’re fine. They’re both well. No,
something else.
LK: What is it?
MR: It’s Xavier. He’s gone. Xavier has died.
[break, 2 seconds]
I thought you would want to know. Perhaps you already
do.
LK: No. I didn’t. I didn’t know.
[break, 1 second]
I appreciate you ringing. Must be early there.
MR: After seven. I only just found out. Thought I should
ring straight away.
LK: Yes. What happened? What . . .
MR [overlapping]: They think it was suicide. They’re not
100 per cent sure. He was in Paris. In an apartment. Not
his father’s place, somebody else’s.
LK: Who’s ‘they’?
MR: Jacqui. She rang me. She’s in Singapore these days.
LK: What about Lena? Were they still together?
MR: I think so, yes. Just about. Living in London. They
still have the Onslow Square house. I don’t know where the
children are.
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LK: (Inaudible)
[break, 2 seconds]
MR: Are you there? Are you all right, Lockie?
LK: I’m fine. I’m in the country. Sussex. We have a cottage
here.
MR: We?
LK: Yes. I met somebody. I got married.
[break, 1 second]
MR: Right. Yes, I did hear that. On the grapevine. I’m
happy for you. Finally settling down. What’s her name?
What does she do?
LK: She’s a doctor. Isobel.
[break, 2 seconds]
MR: And what about everything else? Are you still doing
those things you used to do? That life?
LK: I’ll tell you when I see you. We can talk about it then.
MR: Of course. Silly of me to ask. Must be beautiful there.
Lovely England. I never get back . . .
LK: Killed himself how?
MR: They think an overdose. I didn’t want to pry. Jacqui
didn’t go into details. Obviously she was very upset.
LK: Yes, of course. Christ . . .
MR: I’m sorry, Lock. I have to go. The kids . . .
LK: Of course. School run? They must be big now.
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MR: Gigantic. Are you sure you’re OK?
LK: I’m fine. I’ll be absolutely fine. You?
MR: Yes. Just makes me think of the old days, you know.
He was such a lovely man, such a mess. A lost soul.
LK: Yes. He was all of those things.
[break, 1 second]
Thank you for telling me, Martha. I really appreciate it. It’s
been good to hear your voice, if nothing else.
MR: Yours too. I don’t think I’m going to be able to get to
the funeral if it’s next week. There’s just too much on here.
Jonas is going away, he has work. My au pair just quit . . .
LK: I’m sure the Bonnards will understand. There’ll be lots
of people there.
MR: Everybody from that time.
LK: Yes. Everybody.

The four members of the MI5 team gathered around an IKEA
kitchen table in a damp, under-hoovered safe flat in Acton,
read the transcript and, later, listened to the recording of the
conversation several times. One excerpt in particular – the
question Are you still doing the things you used to do? – gave
team leader Robert Vosse the shot of operational adrenaline
he had been craving ever since his investigation into BOX
88 had begun. Like a detective happening upon the clue that
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at last placed his suspect at the scene of the crime, Vosse – a
big-boned, amiable man of forty-one with outsized features
who wore thick-rimmed glasses and clothes from Marks &
Spencer – was convinced that Martha Raine had provided
concrete evidence that Lachlan Kite was a spy.
‘We’ve been digging into every nook and cranny of Kite’s
existence for the past three weeks and come up with precisely
sweet Fanny Adams. Nothing recorded against, not even a
parking fine or a speeding ticket. A six-person surveillance
team – the best of the best – has been following him around
like Rain Man waiting for Kite to pop his head into Vauxhall
Cross or catch a flight to Langley. Has he done that? Has
he, bollocks. Here is a man we are told is the operational
commander of a secret Anglo-American spy unit that’s been
running off the books for almost forty years, but the most
Lachlan Kite has done this month is get himself a haircut,
buy his wife a painting in Dover Street and book a weekend
break to Florence. Now, finally, he takes a phone call. A
woman from his past says, “Are you still doing the things you
used to do?” What did she mean by that? What else could
she possibly have meant other than “Are you still operational
as a spy?”’
Vosse was a man who liked to pace around as he spoke. His
underlings, all of whom were as mystified by BOX 88 as their
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boss, variously stared at surveillance photographs of Kite,
copies of the GCHQ transcript, half-eaten bars of Chunky
Kit-Kat. Their investigation had come about as a result of a
private conversation between the director general of MI5 and
a disgruntled former MI6 officer who claimed that Kite had
been recruited by BOX 88 as a teenager.
‘“Are you still doing the things you used to do?”’ Vosse
muttered. ‘What is “that life” if not the life we are investigating?
What could this Martha Raine possibly have been referring
to if not our man’s thirty-year career as an industrial-strength
spy? Drug-pushing? Is that it? Was he secretly a crack
dealer? No. Lachlan Kite was running his own little Mission:
Impossible unit without any of us knowing.’
‘Allegedly.’
This from Tessa Swinburn, at thirty-nine a contemporary
of Vosse, in every way his operational and intellectual equal,
who had nevertheless been overlooked for promotion due to
fears within Personnel that she would soon become pregnant
by her new husband and would therefore likely spend at least
eighteen of the next thirty-six months on maternity leave.
‘What’s that supposed to mean?’ Vosse asked.
‘It means we still don’t have proof. It means we still have
to keep following him around. It means until we can actually
catch Lachlan Kite in the act of spying, we can’t do anything
16
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about it. We can’t arrest him. We can’t interrogate him. We
certainly can’t prove the existence of BOX 88.’
‘How do you catch somebody in the act of spying?’ Vosse
asked, a question which, given their vocation and operational
remit, took all of the team by surprise. ‘He’s not going to sit
on a bench in Gorky Park and share a cigarette with Edward
Snowden. We’re not going to film him orchestrating a spy
swap on the Glienicke Bridge.’
‘Then why are we here, doing what we’re doing?’ Tessa
asked.
‘Because we’re assembling evidence. Following leads.
Building a case against a man, bit by bit, step by step.’
‘Exactly,’ said Matt Tomkins.
Tomkins, who always liked to agree with Vosse, had
been employed by the Security Service for almost six years.
The Kite operation was the first job that had taken him
permanently away from Thames House. He was one of only
five employees who knew about BOX 88; the DG didn’t want
to look like a fool if the investigation proved to be a wild
goose chase. Socially withdrawn, but clever and ambitious,
Tomkins spent an hour every evening pumping weights at a
gym in Hammersmith, another three on weekends throwing
people onto crash mats at a ju-jitsu class in Barnes. Though
not yet thirty, his hair had already started to recede at the
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crown, giving him the look of a particularly humourless and
unpleasant trainee monk.
‘If the men say so,’ Tessa sighed.
She looked out onto Acton High Street. She had always
been suspicious that the MI6 whistle-blower was a fantasist.
It seemed implausible that BOX 88 had existed for almost
four decades without anyone knowing. Who was paying their
bills, for a start? Where was it based? Was it a rogue unit or
– as the DG feared – an arm of the Deep State operating
with the tacit approval of Washington and Vauxhall Cross?
The one-bedroom flat was situated two floors above a drycleaner’s. Tessa could see a clump of teenagers in school
uniform on the top deck of a bus. They were gathered around
the screen of a mobile phone in a way that made her think of
families in pre-war London huddled in front of the wireless
listening to speeches by Neville Chamberlain. She looked at
her watch. It wasn’t even two o’clock. Why weren’t they in
school?
‘So here’s what we’re going to do,’ Vosse announced. ‘Matt,
you’re going to find out everything you can about this Martha
Felicity Raine. Sounds posh. What’s a nice, well-brought-up
English girl doing in New York, besides marrying a Yank
called Jonas and walking her kids to school? Are they Kite’s
kids? What does she do for a living? Housewife? Art dealer?
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Spy? How does she know our man? How far back does their
relationship go? Sounded to me like she was pining for the
old days, jealous of Dr Isobel and our man’s comfortable life
in Sussex.’
Tomkins nodded, agreeing, writing everything down.
‘Tess,’ Vosse continued, pivoting towards Tessa Swinburn.
‘If you can tear yourself away from gazing at the splendours
of Acton High Street, spend the rest of the afternoon on the
corpse. Get onto Paris. Get the coroner’s report. Overdose
or foul play? Furthermore: who, what, when, why and where
is “Lena”? If she owns a house in Onslow Square, that says
money to me, lots and lots of money. Any link to Kite? Also
Jacqueline, aka “Jacqui”. Who she? Sounds like a relative
of the poor bloke who topped himself. What’s she doing
in Singapore? I want the whole Bonnard family tree, dead
and alive. I want detail. Don’t give me a trunk and a couple
of branches. I want it to look like one of those big healthy
sycamores you see in ads for health insurance. Massive. Now
what’s left?’
Vosse briefly consulted the transcript. He had long, thick
fingers and tufts of black hair on the backs of his hands.
‘Funeral,’ came a voice.
Cara Jannaway was standing in the doorway to the
kitchen. She was twenty-six and new to MI5 and already
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unremittingly bored by the job. Hadn’t anticipated the sheer
mundanity of keeping tabs on the same target, day after
day, moving rumours around a room, mousing files on a
computer, lying to her friends about working at the Ministry
of Defence, telling boys on Tinder and Bumble she was a
chef, a make-up artist, a personal trainer.
‘What’s that?’ said Vosse.
‘Somebody should keep an eye on ATLANTIC BIRD at
the funeral. See who he talks to.’ ATLANTIC BIRD was
Kite’s operational codename, typically shortened to BIRD.
‘Maybe Martha will find a new au pair and fly over from
New York. Maybe I could talk to her, find out what she
meant.’
‘Meant by what?’ said Tessa. She was still looking out of the
window and only half paying attention.
‘Are you still doing those things you used to do?’ Cara
replied. ‘What did she mean by that? What does she know
about Kite’s past that she could tell us?’
Vosse looked up. He had found a true believer. There was a
smudge on one of the lenses of his thick-rimmed spectacles.
‘You got a black dress, Cara?’
‘Sure.’
‘Pair of sunglasses?’
‘Lots.’
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‘Good. Then dust them down, pick out a pair of heels.’ He
examined a tea towel of dubious hygiene and laid it out on
the windowsill. ‘It’s your lucky day, Miss Jannaway. No office
drudgery for you. You’re going to a funeral.’

21

4/9/20 9:18 am

ox88_Sampler.indd 22

2
Lachlan Kite woke at sunrise, crept out of bed, changed into
a pair of shorts and running shoes and set out on a four-mile
loop around the hills encircling the cottage in Sussex. The news
of Xavier’s death had hit him as hard as anything he could recall
since the sudden loss of Michael Strawson, his mentor and father
figure, to a cancer of the liver which had ripped through him in
the space of just a few months. Though he had seen Xavier only
fitfully over the previous ten years, Kite felt a personal sense of
responsibility for his death which was as inescapable as it was
illogical and undeserved. Usually, pounding the paths around
the cottage, feeling the soft spring ground beneath his feet,
he could switch the world off and gain respite from whatever
problems or challenges might face him upon his return. Kite
had run throughout his adult life – in Samara and Houston, in
Brazzaville and Shanghai – for just this reason: not simply to
stay fit and to burn off the pasta and the pints, but for his own
peace of mind, his psychological well-being.
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It was different today, just as it had been on the afternoon of
Martha’s call when Kite had immediately left the cottage and
run for seven unbroken miles, memories of Xavier erupting
with every passing stride. The stillness of the morning was the
stillness of dawn at the Bonnard villa in France, thirty years
earlier, the eighteen-year-old Kite sneaking back to bed after a
stolen night with Martha to find Xavier passed out in his room,
a bottle of Smirnoff tipped over beside him, a cigarette burned
down to the filter in his hand. The rising sun was a memory of
Ali Eskandarian smoking a Cuban cigar in the gardens of the
house, laughing uproariously as Xavier lost to him once again at
backgammon. The pain in Kite’s lungs was Strawson and Billy
Peele in the safe house in Mougins, master spies urging Kite
to greater and greater acts of treachery against his friend. No
matter how hard he tried, whatever tricks of mental discipline
he summoned, Kite could not shake off the memories. They
were as clear to him as home movies projected onto the Sussex
hills and the English sky. He was suddenly a prisoner of a
summer three decades earlier when his life, and that of Xavier
Bonnard, had been completely inverted by BOX 88.
Kite jogged home, showered and changed into a dark
lounge suit, slipping a black wool tie into the side pocket of
the jacket. He had only one pair of black shoes in the cottage
and they were scuffed and dirty. He spat on the leather,
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rubbing the shoes with the sweat-soaked T-shirt he had worn
on the run before drying them with an old handkerchief he
had found in the pocket of the trousers.
‘Classy,’ said Isobel, kissing the top of his head as she
passed him on the stairs. She was already dressed, the bump
of her pregnancy visible beneath a blue cotton dress.
‘Old army trick,’ Kite replied, remembering his father
polishing his shoes in the pantry at the hotel in Scotland, telling
tall stories about a deranged sergeant-major at Sandhurst.
‘You were never in the army, were you?’
‘Dad was. They kicked him out.’
‘What for? Having dirty shoes?’
‘Something like that.’
Patrick Kite had died when Kite was eleven years old. Hearing
the note change in her husband’s voice, Isobel turned at the
bottom of the stairs and smiled up at him with the look of quiet
understanding she employed whenever they were confronted
by the myriad complications of his past. She knew that when it
came to Kite’s father, ‘something like that’ could mean anything
– fighting, drinking, even desertion – but did not press him
for details. Kite’s long life in the secret world was a place as
mysterious and concealed to her as her own background was
to him. They had met six years earlier at a party in Stockholm
and fallen in love with the tacit understanding that they should
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avoid mentioning the past as much as possible. For Kite, this
was a simple matter of Official Secrecy: he was forbidden
to disclose the existence of BOX 88. For Isobel, there were
elements of her past – former lovers, former selves, betrayals
and mistakes – of which she was ashamed. It made sense that
they should both want a clean slate. Isobel had been vetted and
cleared to know that Lachlan Kite was an intelligence officer,
supposedly working for MI6. Her file sat on a computer inside
BOX 88, but Kite had never accessed it, both out of respect for
Isobel’s privacy and because he did not want to think of her
as just another source or asset. They had built a life together
separate from the secret world, a life that was as precious to
him as the child now growing inside her.
‘Want some breakfast?’ she called out from the kitchen.
‘Don’t worry,’ Kite replied, walking in moments later. ‘I’ll
get something on the train. You go to work. You’ll be late.’
‘Sure?’
‘I’m sure.’
He stood behind her and kissed the back of her neck, his
hand resting on her stomach.
‘Rambo just kicked,’ she said. ‘You missed it.’
‘Really?’ Kite dropped to his knees in a pantomime of
frustration, pressing his ear against Isobel’s belly. He turned to
address his unborn child. ‘Hello? Are you there? Do it again!’
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Isobel laughed as Kite stood up and grabbed an apple from
a bowl. She looked down at her stomach and continued the
conversation.
‘Your daddy is crazy,’ she said. ‘But he looks very sexy in
his suit.’
‘My whole life was designed so that I don’t have to wear one
of these things,’ he said, briefly wrapping his arms around the
suit as if it were a straitjacket. He took a carton of grapefruit
juice from the fridge and set it on the counter.
‘How was your run?’ she asked.
‘Strange.’ As Kite poured the juice into a glass, biting into
the apple, he thought again of Strawson and Eskandarian, of
the long-ago summer in France. ‘Whatever the opposite of
Zen is, that’s how I’m feeling. It’s the funeral. Can’t get used
to the idea that Xav’s gone.’
‘You haven’t told me much about him’, Isobel replied,
picking up her car keys. ‘He was at school with you?’
‘Yes. For a long time he was my closest friend. He was
around when I was recruited.’
‘OK.’
Ordinarily, that would have been the end of the
conversation, but Kite wanted to tell Isobel at least something
about their relationship.
‘The nature of the job took me away from him. Xav went
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to university, and I was travelling in my twenties. He got into
rave, Ecstasy, all that Gen X stuff. Like most of the wealthier
boys at Alford, he had a trust fund. Half a million on his
twenty-first birthday, a flat in Chelsea, a Porsche for the
residents’ parking. No need to work or to prove himself. He
just wanted to have a good time. He was wild and he lived
well. People loved being around him. From eighteen onwards
he was basically an addict spending most of his money on
coke, vodka, parties – whatever would make the pain go
away. None of us were wise enough to be able to persuade
him out of it. He was having too much fun.’
Kite was circling around the truth. He was looking at the
woman he loved, trying to explain what had happened, but
holding back key facts. To tell the story of the life of Xavier
Bonnard was to tell the story of Xavier’s father, Luc, and of
Ali Eskandarian, the Iranian businessman who had come
between them. Kite could not and would not do this because
the story belonged to BOX 88. It was all in the files. One day
– when they were old and grey and nodding by the fire – he
would tell Isobel the whole story. There were times when he
wanted her to know everything about him; others when he
wanted never to speak of the past again.
‘Sounds like a classic fucked-up posh boy.’
‘He was definitely that.’
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‘Too much money. Too little love.’
‘Exactly.’
‘That school,’ she said, sounding exasperated. ‘One part
Hogwarts, one part Colditz. What did that writer in the
Guardian call it? “A gateway drug for the Bullingdon.” Why
do the Brits send their kids to these places?’
‘I’ve been asking myself that question for thirty years.’
‘No way Rambo’s going there. No way, José.’ Kite met her
eyes. Though her father was American, Isobel had been
born and raised in Sweden, where only diplomatic brats and
royalty went to boarding schools. She said: ‘I can come with
you today if it’s going to be difficult.’
He touched the side of her face. ‘You’re kind. There’s no
need. You have work.’
‘When will you be home?’
The funeral was at eleven. Kite was due at a gallery in
Mayfair at four where his usual dealer had a Riopelle he
wanted him to look at. If the Eastbourne train was on time,
he would be home to make dinner.
‘Eight?’ he said. ‘Shouldn’t be any later than that. If I run
into problems, I’ll call you.’

28

4/9/20 9:18 am

ox88_Sampler.indd 2

4/9/20 9:18 am

