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Who is the speaker(s) in each of the 
following selections.  How do you know?  
What does each speaker reveal about 
themselves or others?  Where have you seen 
each of the speakers before?   
 
Selection one 
 
Dear Father. The thirty thousand pounds have been paid to me without question or 
condition. No provision made for her (that must be seen to). I have a modest 
competence now. I will never be a disgrace to you or to my dear brother the son you 
love. No begging letters, no mean requests. None of the furtive shabby manoeuvres of a 
younger son. I have sold my soul or you have sold it, and after all is it such a bad 
bargain? The girl is thought to be beautiful, she is beautiful. And yet… 
 
Dear Father, we have arrived from Jamaica after an uncomfortable few days. This little 
estate in the Windward Islands is part of the family property and Antoinette is much 
attached to it. She wished to get here as soon as possible. All is well and has gone 
according to your plans and wishes. I dealt of course with Richard Mason. His father died 
soon after I left for the West Indies as you probably know. He is a good fellow, hospitable 
and friendly; he seemed to become attached to me and trusted me completely. This 
place is very beautiful but my illness has left me too exhausted to appreciate it fully. I will 
write again in a few days’ time.  
 
I reread this letter and added a postscript: 
 
I feel that I have left you too long without news for the bare announcement of my 
approaching marriage was hardly news. I was down with fever for two weeks after I got 
to Spanish Town. Nothing serious but I felt wretched enough. I stayed with the Frasers, 
friends of the Masons. Mr Fraser is an Englishman, a retired magistrate, and he insisted 
on telling me at length about some of his cases. It was difficult to think or write 
coherently. In this cool and remote place it is called Granbois (the High Woods  
I suppose) I feel better already and my next letter will be longer and more explicit. 
 



 
Selection Two 
 
There is one window high up – you cannot see out of It. My bed had doors but they have 
been taken away. There is not much else in the room. Her bed, a black Press, the table 
in the middle and two black chairs carved With fruit and flowers. They have high backs 
and no arms. The dressing-room is very small, the room next to this one is hung with 
tapestry. Looking at the tapestry one day I recognized my mother dressed in an evening 
gown but with bare feet. She looked away from me, over my head just as she used to 
do. I wouldn’t tell Grace this. Her name oughtn’t to be Grace. Names matter, like when  
he wouldn’t call me Antoinette, and I saw Antoinette drifting out of the window with 
her scents, her pretty clothes and her looking-glass. 
 
There is no looking-glass here and I don’t know what I am like now. I remember 
watching myself brush my hair and how my eyes looked back at me. The girl I saw  
was myself yet not quite myself. Long ago when I was a child and very lonely I tried to 
kiss her. But the glass was between us – hard, cold and misted over with my breath.  
Now they have taken everything away. What am I doing in this place and who am I? 
  
The door of the tapestry room is kept locked. It leads, I know, into a passage. That is 
where Grace stands and talks to another woman whom I have never seen. Her name is 
Leah. I listen but I cannot understand what they say. 
 
So there is still the sound of whisperings that I have heard all my life, but these are 
different voices. 
 
When night comes, and she has had several drinks and sleeps, it is easy to take the keys. 
I know now where she keeps them. Then I open the door and walk into their world. It is, 
as I always knew, made of cardboard. I have seen it before somewhere, this cardboard 
world where everything is coloured brown or dark red or yellow that has no light in it. 
As I walk along the passages I wish I could see what is behind the cardboard. They tell 
me I am in England but I don’t believe them. We lost our way to England. 



Selection Three 
 
One morning when I woke I ached all over. Not the cold, another sort of ache. I saw that 
my wrists were red and swollen. Grace said, ‘I suppose you’re going to tell me that you 
don’t remember anything about last night.’ 
 ‘When was last night? I said. 
 ‘Yesterday.’ 
 ‘I don’t remember yesterday.’ 

‘Last night a gentleman came to see you,’ she said. 
 ‘Which of them was that?’ 
 

Because I knew that there were strange people in the house. When I took the keys and 
went into the passage I heard them laughing and talking in the distance, like birds, and 
there were lights on the floor beneath. 

 
… 
 

She said, ‘It’s my belief that you remember much more than you pretend to remember.  
Why did you behave like that when I had promised you would be quiet and sensible? I’ll 
never try and do you a good turn again. Your brother came to see you.’ 

 ‘I have no brother.’ 
 ‘He said he was your brother.’ 
 A long long way my mind reached back. 
 ‘Was his name Richard?’ 
 ‘He didn’t tell me what his name was.’ 
 ‘I know him,’ I said, and jumped out of bed.  

 
‘It’s all here, it’s all here, but I hid it from your beastly eyes as I hide everything. But 
where is it? Where did I hide it? The sole of my shoes? Underneath the mattress? On 
top of the press? In the pocket of my red dress? Where, where is this letter? It was short 
because I remembered that Richard did not like long letters. Dear Richard please  
take me away from this place where I am dying because it is so cold and dark.’ 

 
… 
 

Grace Poole said, ‘…I didn’t hear all he said except “I cannot interfere legally between 
yourself and your husband”. It was when he said “legally” that you flew at him and 
when he twisted the knife out of your hand you bit him. Do you mean to say that you 
don’t remember any of this?’ 
 
I remember now that he did not recognize me. I saw him look at me and his eyes went 
first to one corner and then to another, not finding what they expected. He looked at 
me and spoke to me as though I were a stranger. What do you do when something 
happens to you like that? Why are you laughing at me? 


