

  

    

      

    

  




  1928 Reflection 1




  Of course I am ready too soon, as I always am when I’m nervous. I wish I wasn’t going to this dinner party, but once Giles told me we had both been invited I knew that this time I could not back out of it.




  I’m afraid of going to the Meldriths again because they are friends of David – but David is in America!




  There was a long report the other day in The Daily Express about the film they are making of his book, so one thing is certain – David won’t be there.




  I can’t meet him yet – I can’t. Even to think of it makes me feel – terrified.




  Yet I want to see him! I want it so much that every nerve in my body screams for him! Oh, David! – David! – David!




  I mustn’t work myself up! I’ve told myself over and over again to be calm.




  I’m going to use my brain – the brain I have only just discovered – to work things out logically and sensibly. Then I shan’t be upset when I see David again. I shall be just as he wants me to be.




  The first step is to be poised and sophisticated.




  That is what I tell myself I’ll be and yet at the moment I have that same old stupid sick feeling inside me and I know that, when we arrive at the Meldriths’ house, I shall feel as if I have fifty butterflies fluttering about in my tummy.




  I suppose the time will come when I’ll be able to think of David without this agonising ache! Without having to fight every moment against a wild desire to telephone him just to hear his voice.




  Why is love such sheer undiluted hell – ?




  I’ll look at myself in the mirror. They always say good clothes give a woman confidence in herself, and this dress I borrowed from Norman Hartnell is, I think, one of the loveliest he’s ever designed.




  Would David think I was beautiful in it?




  Stop! Stop wondering what he would or would not think! Face the fact, Samantha, that you bore him!




  At this moment he will be with someone else far prettier than you! Someone amusing, witty, gay, experienced and very intelligent! Yes, very experienced and very intelligent! And I have neither of those qualities!




  Giles was terribly pleased at being invited to the dinner tonight because Lady Meidrith is giving the party for Prince Vezelode of Russia.




  She had telephoned Giles and said to him,




  “You must come, Mr. Bariatinsky, and bring with you that glorious red-haired model of yours – Samantha Clyde.”




  Giles loves being thought a Russian because actually he’s English!




  His grandmother was a Bariatinsky, but his father was called Travis or Trevor but when he decided to become a photographer he took his grandmother’s name.




  It was a sensible thing to do, because people in England are always much more impressed by anything foreigners do than by their own efforts – I can’t think why.




  He told me to borrow a sensational dress, so I went along to see Norman Hartnell at his salon in Bruton Street and he was charming about it.




  He has been designing only for a few years since he left Cambridge and yet all the most important and glorious young people now buy their gowns from him.




  He is young, boyish and full of enthusiasm, and he said to me,




  “You know, I always like you to wear my clothes, Samantha. You look so exotic in them.”




  That’s a good description of my looks, but I only wish I felt exotic inside.




  However I shouldn’t complain. I should be grateful really, because if I didn’t have red hair and large green eyes, I should still be in Little Poolbrook organising the Church bazaars.




  Perhaps I would be happier if I had stayed there and never come to London – and never met David!




  Is it really better to have loved and lost?




  Sometimes I think love is all the tortures of the devil. Then I remember those moments of unbelievable ecstasy when David swept me up into the sky and I touched the stars –




  Reflection 2




  It’s funny how unexpected things happen in life.




  When I climbed out of bed that Saturday morning, five months ago, I had no idea that it was to prove a milestone – or should I say a turning point? – in my life.




  It was just like any other morning.




  I awoke to hear the birds singing in the garden and thought that it was still very early and there was no need for me to hurry.




  I suppose it was because I was nervous of oversleeping after Mummy died that I made myself wake up at about seven o’clock every morning so that I could get Daddy’s breakfast.




  Of course on Sunday I had to be earlier still because the first Communion Service was at eight o’clock and he liked to be in the Church at least twenty minutes before the congregation, if there was any, arrived.




  Anyway, that Saturday, after I was awake, I suddenly remembered that it was the day of the Church bazaar and there were a million extra things to do.




  I jumped out of bed, washed rather quickly and started to dress.




  I was not going to put on my best dress, which was rather a pretty green muslin I had made myself, until the last moment. So I just slipped into one of my old cottons, which was too tight. But it wasn’t likely that anyone was going to see me.




  I ran downstairs, started to prepare breakfast, and found, when Daddy joined me, that he had forgotten all about the bazaar and thought that it was just an ordinary Saturday.




  He had become more and more forgetful after Mummy died or perhaps his mind was so concentrated on remembering her and being so unhappy that it was difficult for him to think of anything else.




  I gave him his breakfast, reminded him that he had promised to look in on the choir practice at nine-thirty and told him to put on his best coat and a clean white collar before he came up to The Castle.




  “Thank goodness it’s a nice day,” I said. “Otherwise, if it was like last year, we should be even more in debt than we are already.”




  “Yes, of course, Samantha, we should be grateful for the weather,” Daddy said, rather in a tone of voice as if he was surprised he could be grateful for anything.




  He had always been so happy and so gay when Mummy was there.




  I felt sometimes like crying, knowing how difficult it was for him to make an effort to sound cheerful merely because he thought I expected it.




  “Is Lady Butterworth opening the bazaar?” he asked.




  “Of course she is, Daddy,” I answered. “You know she wouldn’t let anyone else have the honour and the glory.”




  I saw the expression on his face and knew that, if Daddy was capable of hating anyone, he hated Lady Butterworth.




  Daddy was a Clyde and the Clydes had owned The Castle since the Norman Conquest or something like that. But they couldn’t afford to keep it up and it had become more and more dilapidated until the ceilings fell down and there were damp stains in every room.




  Then the Butterworths had come along and bought it from Daddy’s father – my grandfather – just before he had a stroke.




  I don’t think they paid very much for it. At the same time it had been a help, because when my grandfather died and his debts were paid the money was divided between Daddy and his sister.




  The Butterworths then proceeded to ‘do up’ The Castle and live in it.




  Sir Thomas Butterworth had made money in Birmingham, where he had enormous factories. Now because he was so rich, he and his wife wanted to be ‘County’.




  Of course, they hadn’t the slightest idea of how to set about it and The Castle, although luxurious, was furnished in excruciatingly bad taste.




  I used to see Daddy wince as soon as he entered the hall and I always suspected that he shut his eyes in the drawing room.




  But as I said to him once,




  “Surely it is better for the Butterworths to live there than for it just to fall to the ground and become full of nothing but birds’ nests and bats?”




  For a moment I thought Daddy was going to storm at me and say that he hated the Butterworths spoiling everything with their money and that he much preferred it as it was.




  Then, with what was an obvious effort, he had said,




  “They have been generous in the village, Samantha, and we must learn to thank God for small mercies.”




  Personally I find it difficult to think of Lady Butterworth, who must weigh at least fifteen stone, as being a ‘small mercy’, but in fact she has a kind heart.




  She gave us heating in the Church, which was something we never had before, a pavilion for the cricket field and a water trough on the green.




  The last actually was quite unnecessary as there is a very good pond from which the horses still drink, ignoring the water trough, but at least she showed willing.




  When I arrived at The Castle carrying baskets of cakes and garden produce for the Vicarage stall, Lady Butterworth was already reorganising everything and altering all the arrangements that had been familiar for years.




  Mummy was the only person who never minded having to change the position of her stall or being told to rearrange the cakes.




  The other people in the village minded dreadfully.




  I saw as soon as I got there that they were all muttering beneath their breath and looking resentful.




  Knowing it was my job, I tried to pour oil on troubled waters.




  “You are late, Samantha,” Lady Butterworth said, severely.




  “I’m sorry,” I answered, “but I had a lot of things to do before I could come here.”




  “I can think of nothing that is more important than our own special Church bazaar,” Lady Butterworth said with a beaming smile.




  I nearly replied that, as The Castle was packed with servants, she had nothing else to do!




  There was no doubt that she enjoyed every moment of the bazaars, village concerts and even the Church meetings at which she talked far more than anyone else.




  In my opinion she found it lonely at The Castle after living in Birmingham.




  I expect she had friends there who popped in to see her, whilst at The Castle she sat alone in her glory, hoping against hope that one of ‘the County’ would call on her.




  “Poor thing,” Mummy said once. “I am sorry for her. She is like a fish out of water. You know as well as I do, Samantha, that even if the Hudsons, the Burlingtons and the Croomes accepted the Butterworths, they would have nothing in common.”




  I think it was pity that made Mummy go out of her way to be kinder and in a way more effusive to Sir Thomas and Lady Butterworth than she was to anyone else.




  Mummy never worried about being social and, like Daddy, she hated parties.




  “I gave them all up when I married your father,” she said to me once. “I was very gay when I was young, Samantha, and then I fell in love.”




  “Didn’t you miss the balls, doing the London Season and being presented at Buckingham Palace?” I asked.




  Mummy laughed.




  “I can honestly say, Samantha, and you know I never lie, that I have never for one moment regretted marrying your father and being terribly poor, but very very happy.”




  It was only after the War when I grew older that Mummy began to wish sometimes that I could enjoy ‘coming out’ as she had.




  “I would love to present you at Court, Samantha,” she said once, “but we just cannot afford it. I suppose, if your grandparents had been alive, it would have been different.”




  Mummy had been an only child and her parents had died during the War.




  Although she had not seen much of them after she married Daddy, since they lived in the North, I know she missed them once they were dead.




  I think everyone, when they are orphaned, feels as if a prop or support has been knocked from under them.




  I know that when Mummy died I felt as if I was missing an arm or a leg and when Daddy went – but I mustn’t think about that!




  But to go back to the bazaar, it started like every other bazaar that I had ever attended, the same disputes, the same disagreeableness, the same frantic search for drawing pins to hold up the muslin draperies in front of the stalls and the same arguments over prices.




  Mrs. Blundell, the baker’s wife, took umbrage because the iced cake she had made was not, in her opinion, priced high enough.




  She was only slightly mollified when she learnt that Lady Butterworth had asked particularly that the cake should be reserved for her.




  I seemed to be running hither and thither and ordered about by everyone, before the stalls were finally ready and the cakes and lavender bags, doilies, knitted scarves and the other articles we had all been making were arranged and Daddy arrived with a bag of small change so that every stallholder would have some cash to start with.




  I slipped home just before luncheon to get some food ready for Daddy and to snatch a bite myself.




  I did not have to change my dress because I had put on the green muslin before I went up to the Castle.




  I couldn’t have gone in the dress I wore for breakfast, but I did go up to my bedroom to tidy my hair and collect the hat that I had trimmed myself especially for the occasion.




  It was really very pretty, decorated with water lilies and some green muslin left over from my new dress.




  I thought it was just as good as some of the creations I had seen at Cheltenham, which were priced at fifteen shillings!




  I looked at myself in the mirror and hoped that no one would think I was too overdressed for the Vicar’s daughter.




  I was well aware that many of the ladies disapproved of my looks. I had overheard one of them only the week before, saying,




  “She’s such a nice girl. It’s a pity she looks so theatrical.”




  I had gone home and looked at myself in the mirror.




  ‘Do I really look theatrical?’ I asked myself.




  Of course, my hair is red. I can’t help that, but it is not a violent ugly red. It has a kind of gold undertone so that it is quite a soft colour, although it does shine rather brightly when it is first washed.




  My eyelashes are long and very dark – I can’t think why – and my eyes sometimes look green and sometimes grey.




  Mummy always said that I must be careful of my skin and insisted on my wearing a hat even when I went out in the garden, so my skin is very white with just a faint touch of colour on the cheeks.




  Certainly my new hat gave me a rather dressed-up appearance, but then everyone dressed up for the bazaar, which was the most important event of the year as far as the village was concerned.




  I suppose in a way it was more of a fête than a bazaar because the Church Wardens arranged races for the children.




  There was also bowling for a pig given by our richest and most important farmer, a hoop-la, a coconut shy and skittles lent to us by the landlord of The George and Dragon.




  When I had a pony, there used to be pony rides for tuppence each, but Snowball had now grown old and there had been no money to buy me a bigger horse.




  I looked at my new hat again and pushed the water lilies, which I had bought very cheaply in a sale, a little flatter against the crown.




  I couldn’t see anything wrong with it, but I knew only too well how critical and fault-finding the people in the village were, especially the Church Wardens’ wives.




  Feeling rather self-conscious I went back to The Castle and slipped behind the Vicarage stall to await the customers.




  There were three other people to help me and, although hardly anyone had as yet arrived, they said to me reproachfully,




  “Where have you been, Samantha? We missed you.”




  “I had things to do at the Vicarage,” I answered.




  I wasn’t going to admit that I had to cook Daddy’s lunch because Mrs. Harris, our daily help, wouldn’t come in on Saturdays when she had her husband home.




  “Well, you are here now,” one of the ladies said, “and that’s a good thing, because Lady Butterworth intends to make her speech at exactly two o’clock and, as she is bringing a party down from The Castle, she expects us all to gather round so as to look a crowd.”




  Lots of people, I knew, would turn up later in the afternoon, but not until they had washed up after lunch and put on their best clothes. So I could understand Lady Butterworth not wishing to address what looked like an empty garden.




  “Does she have a big house party?” I asked curiously.




  It was unlike her to have many people staying at The Castle except at Christmas time, when they entertained all their relations.




  “So she said,” was the reply, “and she appeared to be in rather a fluster about them. They must be important.”




  It sounded interesting. At the same time I had my doubts. I had never seen anyone of any importance staying at The Castle.




  However, it was really not for me to judge because the only time we saw The Castle guests was in Church on Sunday and then so far as I knew only half of them might have turned up.




  At five minutes to two I saw Lady Butterworth with quite a number of other people coming out of the garden door of The Castle which led straight on to the lawn where the stalls had been arranged.




  The Castle made a perfect background for the bazaar, its grey stones looking gaunt and very impressive.




  Standing outside, one mercifully could not see the dreadful variegated carpets or the Genoese velvet curtains with over-ornate fringes.




  The army of gardeners employed by the Butterworths had clipped the yew hedges and the lilac and syringa were great fragrant splotches of mauve and white. The almond trees planted by my grandmother were a poem of pink and white blossom.




  As Lady Butterworth’s party came towards us, I heard a man’s voice say in what seemed to me to be a rather affected tone,




  “It’s very English.”




  And someone else said teasingly,




  “Don’t tell me, Giles, you haven’t brought your camera!”




  “I shall go back and get it,” the man answered.




  By the time the party had reached the platform on o which Lady Butterworth was mounting with some difficulty, we were all clustered round rather like a flock of sheep looking goggle-eyed at the party from The Castle.




  They were certainly a different collection from anything I had ever seen before.




  The women were really pretty and beautifully dressed and the men were much younger than one would have expected Sir Thomas and Lady Butterworth’s friends to be.




  The man called Giles had turned to go back to The Castle, but Lady Butterworth saw him and gave a cry.




  “You can’t go back now, Mr. Bariatinsky,” she called, “at least not until I have made my speech!”




  “Of course not,” he replied with a smile.




  I looked at him with interest.




  He was rather nice-looking – thin and elegant with dark brown hair pushed back from an oval forehead.




  A camera had been mentioned and I thought that he did look rather artistic. I noticed that his fingers were long and that he wore a signet ring with a green stone on one.




  There was plenty of time to stare at the party while Daddy introduced Lady Butterworth, thanked her for lending The Castle grounds and praised her generosity and kindness to the village.




  Then Lady Butterworth, smiling at the nice things he had said, made an almost impassioned appeal for everyone to spend a lot of money because it was so important that the Church should not be in financial difficulties and there was so much to do in the forthcoming year.




  I had heard it all so often before, so I didn’t listen. I just looked at the house party and realised how amateurish the green muslin dress I had made myself looked beside the dresses the women were wearing.




  And I saw at once that my hat was over-decorated and quite the wrong shape.




  Most of the women wore tiny cloche hats that fitted tightly over their ears like helmets and showed only a few wisps of hair on their cheeks.




  Their dresses, too, were much plainer and straighter than mine.




  Waists had risen a little in the last year, but the hemlines had obviously dropped. My dress was too short and too full.




  ‘Everything about me is wrong,’ I thought with a sigh and I found myself wondering if I could slip behind some bushes and cut the water lilies off my hat.




  I was still thinking about my appearance when Lady Butterworth finished her speech, which was, of course, the signal for a round of applause.




  Then she accepted a bouquet of flowers from a small child who was most reluctant at the last moment to part with it and started a triumphal tour of the stalls, accompanied by Daddy, with the house party trailing behind her.




  She shook hands with all the stallholders as if she hadn’t seen them only an hour beforehand when we were getting everything ready and spent a considerable amount of money, making poor Daddy and her guests carry the cushions, woollen jumpers and the vegetables that she bought from The Castle grounds.




  When she arrived at the stall where I was selling, she shook hands with the other helpers but merely smiled at me.




  “I know you have been a very busy girl all day, Samantha,” she said condescendingly, “and now you must persuade me to buy some of these delicious cakes so that perhaps this stall will make more than all the others.”




  “We’ve kept the iced cake for you, Lady Butterworth,” I said.




  “It looks delicious. We really must have it for tea,” she replied. “Perhaps, Samantha, you would be kind enough to take it up to The Castle for me?”




  “Yes, of course,” I answered.




  Then she turned away to make a difficult decision as to whether she should buy more lavender bags or a scarf that had been distressingly badly knitted by one of the older inhabitants of Little Poolbrook.




  I was wondering whether to take the cake up to The Castle right away or wait until it was nearly teatime, when a voice said,




  “Did I hear Lady Butterworth call you Samantha? It’s a very unusual name.”




  I looked up in surprise and found that the man they had called Giles was speaking to me.




  “Yes, that’s my name,” I answered, rather stupidly.




  He stood looking at me in such a strange way that I felt embarrassed.




  He didn’t speak again and I couldn’t think of anything to say.




  Yet I felt somehow as if I was waiting for something to happen.




  Then, as Lady Butterworth paid for the cake and her other purchases, she said almost sharply,




  “I think, Samantha, you had better take the cake up at once, otherwise it will melt in the sun and there are quite a lot of flies about.”




  “Yes, of course, Lady Butterworth,” I replied.




  I was glad of an excuse to escape because I felt shy under this strange man’s scrutiny. So I picked up the cake and, walking behind the other stalls, made my way in the direction of The Castle.




  It was only when I reached the edge of the lawn where the stalls ended that I realised I was not walking alone.




  Giles had joined me.




  “I’ve an awful feeling,” he said with a smile, “that we are going to be forced to eat that nauseating-looking concoction whether we like it or not.”




  I gave a little laugh.




  “Lady Butterworth is very fond of iced cake, so perhaps she won’t need your assistance.”




  “I hope you’re right,” he said. “I detest sweet things.”




  “Perhaps that’s why you are so thin,” I answered without thinking.




  I was then afraid that he might think it impertinent of me to make such a personal remark.




  He didn’t answer and after a moment, because I felt that I had perhaps been rude, I said nervously,




  “Are you going to photograph the bazaar?”




  “It would be a waste of film,” he answered. “But I should like to photograph you!”




  “Me?” I looked up at him in surprise.




  By this time we had reached the door of The Castle and I stopped, wondering whether I should walk in as the door was open and put the cake down on a table, or whether I should ring the bell.




  Giles made the decision for me.




  “Come along,” he said. “We’ll give that cake to one of the footmen and then I want you to do something for me.”




  I was too surprised to argue. I just followed him along the passage that led to the main hall.




  It looked very different with its coloured glass windows and a black and white checked marble floor from its appearance in my grandfather’s day.




  There were two footmen in resplendent livery with silver buttons and striped waistcoats standing by the front door.




  Giles called one of them over.




  “Her Ladyship wants this cake for tea.”




  “Very good, sir,” one of the footmen answered respectfully.




  He took the cake from me and then Giles said,




  “Come this way.”




  He opened the door of the drawing room.




  As usual I could not help wondering why Lady Butterworth had chosen to have so many colours clashing with each other until the room looked like one of those kaleidoscopes one buys at a penny bazaar.




  Giles walked into the middle of the room and stopped.




  “Now,” he said, “take off that elaborate confection you have on your head. I want to look at you.”




  I stared at him in astonishment.




  “Do you mean my hat?”




  “If that is what you call that period piece – I do,” he answered. “Take it off!”




  I was too surprised and too humiliated to argue. I merely did as he told me.




  I took off my hat and stood in the sunshine coming through the long windows that led out on to the terrace.




  “It’s unbelievable!” he exclaimed.




  “I trimmed it myself,” I said apologetically, “but I see now it’s not right.”




  “I’m not talking about your hat,” he replied sharply, “but your hair.”




  “My hair?”




  I looked at him wide-eyed.




  “And your eyelashes. Look down!”




  I came to the conclusion that he was a lunatic. No one else would behave in such a way!




  But because he embarrassed me I looked away from him, first at the carpet and then sideways across the room, wondering if the best thing to do would be to escape from him through one of the open windows.




  “Incredible!” he exclaimed. “Absolutely incredible! Now tell me who you are.”




  “My name is Samantha Clyde,” I answered, “and my father is the Vicar of Little Poolbrook.”




  “Your background is from Jane Austen,” he said, “but you are too beautiful for one of her heroines.”




  Once again I looked at him, quite certain by this time that he was deranged.




  “You must know you are quite beautiful, Samantha,” he said after a moment.




  “No one has ever said that – before,” I answered.




  “Are there no men in Little Poolbrook?”




  “Not many,” I replied. “Most of the young ones were killed in the War, so we have a large percentage of grandfathers.”




  “Then that will account for it,” he said. “Well, Samantha, let me tell you something – your face is your fortune!”




  I gave a little laugh.




  “There aren’t any fortunes in Little Poolbrook, except here in The Castle.”




  “I’m not talking about this benighted hole,” he replied. “I’m taking you to London. I’m going to photograph you, Samantha. I’m going to make you famous, you will become one of the most fabulous and best known faces in England!”




  “It’s very kind of you to think of such things,” I answered, “but really I must be getting back to the bazaar. Otherwise they will be wondering what has happened to me.”




  “Damn the bazaar!” he exclaimed. “You are going to stay here and I’m going to take some pictures of you now. I want to be quite certain that you come out right in black and white. It’s always difficult with redheads. Now, don’t move. Promise me you’ll stay where you are until I come back.”




  “I-I don’t – know,” I stammered. “I-I don’t think – I can.”




  “You’ll do as you’re told,” he said sharply. “I won’t be a moment.”




  He walked quickly across the drawing room as he spoke, went out of the room and closed the door.




  I stood staring after him.




  ‘He’s crazy!’ I told myself.




  At the same time there was a little excited feeling inside me because he had said I was beautiful.




  I knew some people thought I was pretty and Mummy had often said to me,




  “You are going to be very pretty, Samantha. I do wish Daddy and I could give a ball for you and you could have a dress like the one I wore when I came out.”




  She sighed and added wistfully,




  “It was white satin, trimmed with tulle and pink rosebuds and I thought it was the most beautiful gown in the whole world.”




  But, as there was not enough money for me to have more than one or two very ordinary garments every year, like a winter coat, there certainly wasn’t enough for a ballgown, let alone a ball, and so I had never even thought about it.




  But now this strange man had said that, that, I was beautiful!




  I really hadn’t moved since he left the room. Then because I was so curious about myself I walked to where there was a long gold-framed mirror between the windows.




  I stared at my reflection and realised that my hair was in fact a very unusual colour.




  It was not fashionably bobbed. Although I had chopped off the sides, I still had a rolled up bun at the back that I had not dared cut myself.




  It waved naturally and some of the curls, which had become untidy under my hat, turned up and looked like little tongues of fire.




  As I stared at myself in the mirror, I thought that I didn’t look as young and unsophisticated as I felt.




  Perhaps my looks had altered through the years until they illustrated my name.




  Mummy told me that when she was expecting me she had longed for all the expensive things they could not afford.




  “I wanted to eat caviar and quails,” she had told me, “chocolate creams and truffles and drink champagne.”




  She gave a little sigh.




  “Of course I never told your father. He would have been upset. I suppose it was the reaction to having had to be so frugal and cheese-paring during the first year of my married life!”




  She smiled so that I would not think that she regretted having married Daddy, before she continued,




  “My papa would not give me much money. He always thought it a mistake for a woman to have money and anyway he had been disappointed by my not having married someone richer and of better standing.”




  She laughed.




  “Your father and I had only two hundred pounds a year between us in those days and, as I was a very bad housekeeper, I could not make it go very far.”




  “But you were glad that you were having me, Mummy?” I asked.




  “Of course I was, darling. I longed for a baby and I hoped that if it was a daughter she would be very beautiful.”




  Mummy put her arms round me.




  “I was so tired of the plain tiresome little girls that I taught in Sunday School that I used to pretend to myself that my daughter would look like a Princess in a Fairytale – and you did, Samantha!”
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