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  Author’s Note




  The Divine Selene, who was also called Mene by the Ancient Greeks, with her ‘golden crown illuminated the shadowy night!’ Every evening when her brother Helios the God of sunlight had finished his journey she ‘rose in the sky on her chariot drawn by shining steeds’.




  She loved Endymion the King of Elis whose tomb is still shown at Olympia and to whom Selene bore fifty daughters.




  Endymion was hunting one day on Mount Latima, when he lay down to rest in a cool grotto where he fell asleep. Selene saw him and, captivated by his beauty, stole a kiss while he slept. Endymion asked Zeus to grant him immortality and eternal youth. Zeus consented on condition he reposed eternally asleep.




  Still Selene comes faithfully night after night silently to see her sleeping lover. It is thus that the rays of the amorous moon caress us sleeping mortals.




  Selene was loved by Pan, who took the shape of a white ram and drew her into the depths of a wood in Arcadia.




  Pandia, a daughter of Zeus and sister of Erse, the dew, was remarkable for her beauty among immortals.




  Chapter One


  1898




  Pandia put the holly wreath she had made on the grave, realising as she did so that the December frost had already killed all the flowers that had been placed there the previous day.




  There had been only a few of them, mostly little bunches of paper roses or mistletoe from the people in the village, a wreath of white chrysanthemums from the Vicar and one of yellow from the doctor who had attended her father.




  She could not help feeling it was not a very impressive tribute to a man who she believed had given to those who were prepared to listen so much inspiration and creative thought.




  Then she told herself somewhat cynically that nobody these days seemed interested in a Greek scholar or a man whose intellectual powers were far out of the ordinary.




  She had loved her father and thought how handsome he looked, even when he was dead and before he was lifted into his coffin.




  She could understand how her mother had been brave enough to run away with him, incurring not only the wrath of her family, but ostracism as far as they were concerned for the rest of her life.




  Her mother and father had been very happy, which to Pandia was a consoling thought and she believed fervently that they were together now and nothing would ever separate them again.




  It was, however, difficult for her to feel anything but lonely as she left the churchyard to walk slowly back to the small Tudor house on the edge of the village where she had lived ever since she was born.




  It was not a large house but beautiful and filled, when her mother had been alive, with the love and happiness which Pandia felt now she would never find again.




  It had been such fun and she almost expected as she opened the front door to hear her father and mother laughing in the tiny room which he called his study and in which he worked and then to see her identical self come from the sitting room.




  Even to think of Selene, which she did as seldom as possible, made her feel unhappy.




  Although she had half-hoped that her twin sister would come to their father’s funeral she thought when it was over and there was no sign of her that it had really been a ridiculous idea.




  Now Pandia took off the cloak she had worn over her shoulders which, heavy though it was, had not prevented the biting December wind from making her shiver.




  She went into the study because, being the smallest room downstairs, it was the easiest to keep warm, to find as she expected that Nanny had lit the fire while she was out.




  The flames were leaping above the logs sending a glowing light over the worn leather armchair in which her father had always sat.




  For a moment she almost imagined she could see him there.




  Then she told herself that people who were bereaved always thought they were seeing visions or hearing voices and she must be sensible.




  As soon as she was a little warmer, she would settle down to copying out in her neat and elegant handwriting the last translations from the Greek her father had done before he was taken ill.




  She was praying that the publisher who had accepted two of his other manuscripts would like this one.




  Even so, it would make very little money.




  At the same time she felt it would please her father to know there was another thin volume of his work ready for the public, if they were interested enough to buy it.




  ‘I wonder why it is,’ Pandia asked herself, and it was a question she had asked many times before, ‘that Papa’s work which is so moving and inspiring should remain unsold, while people buy the most terrible trash that would not inspire a frog!’




  Then, because she knew the answer, she laughed.




  “At least, Papa,” she said aloud, “I loved everything you translated, and so did Mama, and perhaps one day you will be discovered as so many other great writers have been.”




  It was a fantasy she had often told herself in the past, imagining that suddenly, out of the blue, like Lord Byron, her father would become famous overnight.




  People would flock down to the village where they lived to tell him how much they admired him and perhaps offer him a position at one of the Universities.




  Then, because the Fairy story had to go on in her mind, Pandia imagined herself entertaining other scholars of the same brilliance as her father, and perhaps a number of undergraduates would look up to him in admiration and become his pupils.




  It was a story that was never to become reality because her father remained unnoticed.




  There was no enthusiasm for the books he wrote, and on the publisher’s part only an indifference that was somehow more hurtful than if he had definitely said he had no wish for any more volumes.




  The amount of money they brought in was infinitesimal and Pandia often thought they would really have starved if it had not been for the small income that came from a legacy to her mother.




  This she had left to her twin daughters before she died.




  In a way, Pandia thought, it was lucky that Selene did not want her share and had left home two days after her mother’s death.




  Even now, after three years of silence from her twin, Pandia could still feel bewildered that she should have gone away without saying goodbye and leaving only a note.




  She could see the expression of consternation on her father’s face as vividly as if it was etched on her memory.




  She could still feel the kind of emptiness within herself she had felt when she read what Selene had written.




   




  “I have gone to find Mama’s relations and ask if I can live with them. I cannot stand this boring little village any longer and being so poor and miserable.




  Please don’t try to get in touch with me as I have made my decision and will not alter it.




  Selene.”




   




  That was all!




  There had been no word of affection, no vestige of regret for the father who had always loved her or for her twin sister who had thought they were indivisible.




  In fact Selene had never loved them, Pandia had realised bitterly.




  She had thought that she and Selene were so close that they would be miserable without each other and she had always believed that twins were different from other people.




  Because they looked so identical that no one could tell them apart, it was hard for Pandia to face the truth and know that in every other way there was no resemblance between them.




  Thinking back after Selene had gone, she supposed she had always known that her sister was ambitious socially and bored by the quiet life they all lived because they could not afford anything else.




  When they were alone, Selene had often said,




  “How could Mama have been so stupid as to run away from her home and give up the rich comfortable life she had there?”




  “She fell in love with Papa,” Pandia said.




  “But he was only a Tutor to her brothers!”




  “Papa comes from a noble family in Hungary,” Pandia argued. “They may not be rich, but their blood is blue, if that is what interests you.”




  “How could it interest me?” Selene had snapped. “It is no consolation to think that Mama threw away her rich blue blood for a very inferior brand of poor Hungarian!”




  Pandia had been shocked.




  “You should not talk like that, Selene! It is very disloyal to Papa, who is so clever. His translations from the Greek are brilliant!”




  Selene shrugged her shoulders.




  “Who else thinks so except you and of course Mama?”




  She spoke scathingly and Pandia knew most uncomfortably that Selene looked at their mother disparagingly because in her eyes she had done something incredibly foolish that had unfortunately affected them all.




  Often when her father was not present, they would beg their mother to talk of the old days when she had lived in the large Georgian mansion in Oxfordshire.




  Her father, who was Lord Gransden, had been of great importance not only in the County, but also because he had a place at Court.




  He was Master of his own foxhounds, Lord Lieutenant of Oxfordshire, and a man, her mother told them with pride, whom everybody looked up to and respected.




  Because of the way her mother described him, Pandia’s grandfather became so real to her that she listened wide-eyed to the tales of the garden parties, lavish dinners and Hunt Balls that took place at his house.




  Then there were the dances to which her mother was invited both in Oxfordshire and in London and, as soon as she became a debutante she had made her curtsy at Buckingham Palace.




  It was all like a Fairy story to Pandia and it was only afterwards she realised that to Selene it would have been a paradise which she resented she could never enter because her mother had deliberately left it and closed the door behind her.




  “I want to go to balls when I am old enough!” Selene had raged when they were alone in their bedroom after one of their mother’s reminiscences. “I want to live in a huge house, have horses to ride, luncheon and dinner parties every day and of course I want expensive gowns!”




  She walked across the room as she spoke to stare at herself in the mirror.




  “I am beautiful! I know I am beautiful, but who sees me here? Only a whole lot of village idiots and giggling choirboys!”




  Pandia had no answer.




  She was only afraid that Selene’s outbursts would be overheard by her mother who would be deeply hurt.




  When her mother fell ill, and it was obvious she was growing weaker and weaker, it was then Selene must have made up her mind to leave home and only waited until the funeral was over to do so.




  When she was alone in her room, Pandia wept bitterly.




  ‘How could she do anything so cruel and unkind?’ she asked herself, and hoped passionately that Selene would change her mind and come back again.




  But there was no sign of her and, because she appeared not to need money, Pandia supposed she must have succeeded in persuading her mother’s family to accept her and was now living the way she wanted to do.




  At that time Selene had been nearly sixteen and now Pandia remembered that on their next birthday, which was in two months’ time she and Selene would be nineteen.




  She had hesitated for a long time before she had written to her to say that their father was dead.




  She had addressed the letter to her grandfather’s house in Oxfordshire, hoping that if Selene was not there the letter would be forwarded on to her.




  She wondered if she had changed very much from the rebellious young girl who had resented living in obscurity and longed for a different kind of life altogether.




  ‘Perhaps she no longer looks like me,’ Pandia told herself.




  She sat staring into the mirror, knowing without conceit that in the intervening years she had actually grown far more beautiful than she had been at sixteen.




  The red lights in her hair, which came from her father’s Hungarian blood, made a striking contrast to her pale translucent skin.




  Her eyes had always seemed enormous and, now that she had lost what her mother used to call the ‘puppy fat’ of childhood, her face seemed almost too small for them.




  She had a straight little nose and perfectly curved lips, which were never noticed because people looked first at her large eyes.




  Fringed with dark lashes they were, in some lights, a strange green and in others mysterious with the darkness of dusk.




  They were very expressive eyes, mirroring her emotions, her feelings and even her thoughts.




  She was quite sure that Selene’s would be the same.




  In the past she had always known exactly what her twin was thinking and when Selene was angry her eyes would seem to flash with a fire that smouldered in the very depths of them.




  When she was happy, her eyes were not only green but filled with sunshine.




  ‘I hope she is happy now,’ Pandia told herself as she walked through the hall towards the kitchen.




  She could hear Nanny, who was getting old and rather slow, rattling the saucepans.




  Although she did not feel at all hungry after the emotional strain of her father’s funeral, she knew that she could not disappoint Nanny by refusing to eat anything she cooked.




  “Is that you, Miss Pandia?” Nanny called out as she drew nearer the kitchen.




  “I am back,” Pandia replied. “It’s very cold outside!” “I’ve made up the fire in the study for you.”




  “I saw you had,” Pandia answered, “and it was sweet of you to remember it. I thought perhaps I could give you a hand in the kitchen.”




  “I’m all right,” Nanny said. “You go and get warm. I don’t want you down with a chill.”




  There was a touch of panic in her voice with which Pandia was familiar and it was because, as she knew, Nanny had never stopped blaming herself for the cold that had caused her mother’s death.




  She felt that somehow she could have made the house warmer and insisted on her mother buying herself a thicker winter coat.




  Because she thought that it would please Nanny, Pandia said,




  “All right, I will go back to the study. Call me when you are ready.”




  Nanny did not answer and she walked back the way she had come, thinking they were very fortunate to have such a large supply of logs piled up outside the back door.




  There were also at least three bags of coal in one of the outhouses, but coal was expensive and they used it sparingly.




  At the same time Pandia knew she had not only to think of herself but of Nanny, who was getting on for seventy.




  She had lived with them ever since she and Selene were born and, Pandia thought now, that she was the only family she had left.




  But Nanny, kind and understanding though she was, could not fill the gap that had been left by losing her father.




  They had been so close these last years, especially since he had become ill and had talked to her as if she was his contemporary.




  “You may look like a woman, my dearest,” he said to her once, “and a very beautiful one at that, but you have the intelligence and the brain of a man. If I had a son, which I would like to have had, he would have been no cleverer than you are.”




  “Thank you, Papa, that is a wonderful thing to say to me,” Pandia answered.




  She had worked hard to please him and while she and Selene had been taught by a Governess, who fortunately lived in the village, it was with their father they studied all the major subjects.




  They learned Greek and other foreign languages, as well as studying English literature and geography.




  Geography for them was a very comprehensive subject, for their father believed that to understand the world they must do more than look at a country as if it was a place on the map. They had to learn about the customs and nature of the people who lived in each land and were different from those of every other nation.




  Pandia found it all absorbing, though she knew without her putting it into words that it bored Selene.




  “I want to meet people, not just learn about them,” she said to Pandia when they were alone. “What is the point of my hearing what wonderful riders the Hungarians are when the only horses I have a chance of riding are no more than hobblers fit only for the knacker’s yard?”




  “That is just not true!” Pandia expostulated. “Because Papa and Mama are so popular the farmers are kind to us and the horse I was riding two days ago was so spirited that I had the greatest difficulty in controlling him.”




  “I want the best horses,” Selene pouted, “and I want to hunt with a smart pack.”




  There was nothing like that in their village.




  In fact Bedfordshire was a flat, rather dull County with very few large houses and great stretches of agricultural land which had gained it the nickname of being the ‘Kitchen Garden of England’.




  To Pandia it had a strange beauty of its own and she loved the slow-moving River Ouse at the bottom of their garden and the meadows through which it wound its way. There she would find mushrooms in the spring and a profusion of cowslips and, when the fields were white with snow, as they were now, the wild hares went coursing away as soon as she appeared.




  But to Selene everything was flat and dull and, looking back Pandia was now not really surprised by the way she went without saying goodbye.




  The study seemed to welcome her with a warmth that enveloped her as soon as she opened the door.




  She crouched down on the hearth rug saying as she did so,




  “I wonder what I am to do now, Papa? Do you think I am clever enough to go on where you left off?”




  She almost expected to hear her father’s deep voice reply which, although he spoke perfect English, still had a faint trace of a Hungarian accent in it.




  When there was only silence, she gave a little sigh.




  “I suppose for the first time in my life I shall have to make up my own mind,” she said, “and that is going to be difficult because I have always relied on you.”




  She knew she would never have the strength, or was it the nerve, to do as Selene had done, but she supposed because they were twins they were the complement of each other.




  “The other half,” as Nanny often said.




  Selene was determined and obstinate, forceful and had a will of iron.




  Pandia knew that she was indecisive, gentle, frightened of hurting people and quite incapable of being ruthless or determined if there was any opposition.




  ‘It is wrong to be like that, I am sure it is,’ she told herself, ‘but there is nothing I can do about it.’




  Then she thought that she heard Nanny’s voice calling and, putting the guard in front of the fire, she walked towards the door.




  As she reached it, she instinctively looked back to see if her father was sitting comfortably in his armchair and had everything he wanted.




  Then, because the chair was empty, she felt a pain in her heart that was physical and wondered how long it would be before she ceased to think of him almost every moment of the day.




  She went back into the small hall which she and her mother had painted a pale green because the dark panelling which had been there for ages made it seem small and shabby.




  Then, when having closed the door behind her, she would have gone into the kitchen, there came a loud rat-tat on the front door.




  Pandia wondered who it was, knowing that anybody from the village would have called at the kitchen door.




  It took her only two steps to turn the handle and open it.




  For a moment she stood as if turned to stone and thought she must be dreaming.




  Standing in the porch was Selene.




  She was looking so smart, so exquisitely dressed, enveloped with fur and with ostrich feathers in her fashionable hat, that Pandia was astonished that she instantly recognised her! But Selene’s face was still so like her own that she was unmistakable.




  “Selene!”




  Somehow the words seemed to be jerked from between her lips and, Selene, almost pushing past her, walked into the hall.




  “You are surprised to see me?” she asked.




  “Yes, of course,” Pandia answered. “But you are too late. Papa was buried yesterday.”




  “I knew that,” Selene replied, “but I have come to see you. Who else is in the house?”




  With an effort Pandia shut the front door because the wind was blowing through it.




  She was aware as she did so that a very smart carriage drawn by two horses with a coachman and a footman on the box was moving away.




  “Only Nanny,” she replied in answer to Selene’s question. “Where is your carriage going?”




  She had the frightening feeling that Selene had come home to stay and was wondering if she would be comfortable enough and what they would give her to eat.




  “I told them to rest the horses at the inn,” Selene replied. “I suppose it is still there?”




  “The Anchor? Yes, of course.”




  Pandia thought with relief that they would not have to feed the two men and she said hurriedly,




  “Go into the study where it is warm, and I will tell Nanny you are here. I think luncheon is almost ready.”




  “I could do with something to eat,” Selene replied. “I had forgotten how far away we lived from London. It has taken me hours to get here!”




  She spoke as if it was Pandia’s fault, but she obviously did not expect a reply as she went into the study and her sister ran to the kitchen.




  “Nanny! Nanny!” she cried. “Selene is back! She has just arrived!”




  Nanny looked at her as if she thought her ears were deceiving her. Then she answered,




  “Well, if she’s come for the funeral she’s too late!” “That is what I told her. She is hungry and we will have to eat in the dining room.”




  As she spoke, Pandia saw the change of expression in Nanny’s face.




  Because there had been only the two of them after her father became confined to his bedroom, they had eaten together in the kitchen, but she was quite certain that Selene would dislike that and perhaps make a fuss.




  “I will lay the table,” Pandia said quickly, “and if you will put everything on a tray I will fetch it.”




  Nanny’s lips tightened, but she did not say anything and without waiting Pandia hurried into the dining room which was just beside the kitchen.




  It was only a small room, but her mother had made it very attractive.




  The curtains were not of a rich material, but before they faded they had been a very pretty shade of ruby red and matched the seats on the chairs.




  It all gave an impression of rich colour and when her mother was alive there had always been a bowl of flowers in the centre of the table.




  Pandia quickly found a clean white tablecloth and spread it over the table, then laid on it the knives, forks and spoons and the glasses.




  A silver bowl which her mother had treasured was on the sideboard and she placed it in the centre.




  Although there were no flowers at this time of the year, she thought it made the table look very much the same as when they had all been there for meals.




  Pandia laid it for only two people, knowing that Selene would not expect to sit down with Nanny.




  Peeping into the kitchen she saw that Nanny was dishing up the rabbit that was giving out a delicious fragrance and she hurried across the hall to the study.




  “Luncheon will be ready in two minutes!” she said. “Would you like to wash, Selene, and take off your hat?”




  “I suppose I might as well make myself comfortable,” Selene answered her.




  She was sitting, Pandia noticed, in their father’s chair, holding out her hands to the fire.




  Now she was discarding her hat and, looking at her without it on, Pandia thought she still looked exceedingly beautiful, but they no longer so closely resembled each other.




  Then she realised that it was not Selene’s face that had changed but the way she arranged her hair.




  Also her eyelashes seemed darker than they had been in the past and her lips were redder.




  While she was looking at her sister, Selene was gazing at her.




  “We are still alike,” she commented.




  To Pandia’s delight she seemed pleased.




  “I thought for a moment that you had changed,” Pandia said, “but it is only the way you are doing your hair and of course you look very beautiful.”




  “I thought you would admire me,” Selene replied, “but in my position I am expected to be smart and of course expensively dressed.”




  “Your position?” Pandia enquired, puzzled.




  “I am married,” Selene answered. “Did you not know?”




  “No, of course not! How should I?”




  Selene laughed.




  “I forgot that Papa was never interested in the newspapers and I suppose in this dead and alive hole you would not be aware if the world came to an end!”




  “I should have wanted to know that you were married,” Pandia replied. “You might have written to tell me!”




  Selene did not answer. She was busy patting her hair into place.




  Then she rose to her feet revealing, as she did so, her gown of rich peacock blue silk which had been concealed by the fur-trimmed coat she wore when she arrived.




  Her waist was tiny and the bodice above it was moulded over her breasts in a way that made her look exceedingly elegant and also, Pandia thought, somewhat revealing.




  Selene walked towards the door.




  “I suppose there is nothing to drink?” she asked.




  “I think we have a bottle of claret left, which Papa used to enjoy.”




  “Well, you had better open it,” Selene replied. “I certainly need something to sustain me after such a long journey.”




  “I wish you had told me you were coming,” Pandia said. “We could have had everything ready for you. However, Nanny has cooked a rabbit for luncheon and, as you will remember, her rabbits are always delicious!”
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