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Foreword 
 
Before her deliberate disappearance, Alice Liddell left a sealed package in my 
safekeeping. The parcel came with clear and precisely dated instructions as to 
when I should open it. My first thought assumed this was another one of her 
novels. There were further detailed instructions. No one should read this 
manuscript other than her closest friends: Hester Clayton, James and Effy 
MacKinnon, and me. Afterwards, we four would have to decide if her siblings, 
Edie, and Frank should read the manuscript. Failing an agreement, we four 
would have to make a final agreed and binding decision irrespective of her 
siblings' wishes. Should the manuscript be published? 
 Naturally, as instructed, I began to read the text. The more I read, the more 
I kept wondering if there could be any truth to Alice's strange revelations? 
Was this a novel? Or an autobiographical hoax? Was Alice playing some 
weird practical joke on her closest friends and family as she disappeared from 
our lives?  
 A celebrated Sixties fashion model Alice Liddell was a founding member of 
the famed New Breed collective. At the peak of her career, she retired from 
modelling at twenty-five, much to everyone's surprise. The next five years saw 
her continue to manage and mentor a younger generation of fashion models. 
Alice also assisted in the running of the New Breed modelling agency while at 
the same time writing the first of her three best-selling novels. The 
Reincarnation of Maisie Miller was the first to be published.  The 
Transmigration of Souls (A Hypothesis), a non-fiction work, followed. 
 Alice remains one of my dearest friends. Seven days separated our physical 
arrival in the world. It appears we knew another almost from birth. Our 
mothers met and befriended one another on the hospital’s maternity ward. 
Their friendship led to Alice and me growing up together as friends in our own 
right. We attended the same primary school and later the same grammar 
school. As little children and as schoolgirls, the two of us were inseparable. 
When adolescence and puberty reared its head, our relationship changed for 
a short time. 
 My immature involvement at fourteen with a man in his twenties left me in 
an emotional mess. I had made the terrible mistake of leaving school to work 
as a Chemist’s assistant to please him. With my mother’s life disintegrating 
from increasing bouts of severe depression, her friendship with Alice’s mother 
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faltered. Around the same time, Lorna Liddell’s husband died, leaving her with 
Alice and two other siblings to bring up. Our friendship waned for a while as 
we all attempted to sort out our lives. 
 An accidental meeting with her sister upset me as I learned what had 
happened to Alice. After a sudden near-lethal collapse, she had lost all 
recollection of her previous life. Alice was unable to remember or recognise 
anyone, not even me. We all hoped in time her memory would return. It never 
returned entirely, if it ever did at all. When we did meet again, Alice's 
personality had changed completely. I did not know who she was, even though 
she possessed the same familiar physical likeness. Alice had changed so much 
she had become someone else, someone entirely different. We renewed our 
friendship despite the strange change. I know, looking back, it was the best 
thing we two ever did. Our closeness has remained bound and entwined 
throughout our lives.   
   After reading the manuscript, my immediate reaction made me question who 
Alice really was? Was this supposedly autobiographical account a practical 
joke? If it was a practical joke, then it was an elaborate one. Alice had a great 
sense of humour, but not one where I could imagine her going to so much 
trouble to play a simple prank. I confess she has left me wondering. Some days 
I dismiss it as an elaborate, fanciful hoax, an indulgent, delicious joke 
perpetrated by my friend. Then there are days when I think what I've read 
cannot be anything but true. 
 

Angie Thornton 
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