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PROLOGUE


For all our youth the Astell family had lived in and out of Douzy, the small château named after the village, hidden by vineyards lining the gentle, sloping hills of Champagne. My American father and mother, his father’s father, my French grandmother, my brother and his twin sister, our friends, our lovers – all had made up a patchwork of happiness that none believed would ever end.


Douzy in those days was the warm and friendly heart not only of our home but the village, the orchard where we stole apples, the lake on which we rowed, the fields in which we picked wild flowers, the vineyards, the cellars, the Home Farm with its smell of freshly baked bread, the horses, the cows, the cars. Though never gasping with opulence we were never poor, and it seemed to us, in those far-off days, when I first fell in love with Sonia, impossible that our secure world would ever disintegrate.


Why should it? Even after 1939, Douzy remained unique, an American enclave in a war that gave every indication of petering out through boredom. And if we caught glimpses of gun emplacements in the Champagne area, or read about the Maginot Line, we hardly noticed them in a French world guarded by an army unsurpassed in valour and fighting skills. To us – to thousands like us – we regarded all this with an aloof air, almost flaunting our unconcern as though Americans, even in France, would always remain neutral, closing a collective eye to the dangers surrounding them.


That was before. But then the serenity of life at Douzy was changed for lives that tore us apart, of death and torture for some, despite neutrality, and eventually, after America entered the war, for me a life spent in ditches and barns, hunting the enemy or being hunted – to protect or to kill.


For though I was an American I was also as French as the Resistance leaders with whom I worked. Most of my life had been spent a few hundred yards from the ditches into which I slid, hiding from the Germans, from the house where my father had vanished, and which had been turned into an officers’ mess for the Wehrmacht. Only my French grandmother had been permitted on sufferance to occupy a couple of rooms apart from the rest of the house, while I learned, too, that my father, more French in many ways than American, had remained in Reims.


Then, after we had blown up the tunnel in 1944, and the lethal cargo inside it, Patton’s armour – drinking four hundred thousand gallons of petrol a day – had thundered in, past Le Mans, Chartres, past Paris itself, scything eastwards in terrifying sweeps, brushing aside the enemy Germans like maggots. By the end of August Patton himself drove into Reims, and for the first time in months we walked freely in the streets, surrounded by thousands of exulting American G.I.s thronging the cafés, the sidewalks, stopping the traffic in the streets itself.


No wonder that at first it was impossible to realise that the nightmare was over – that the sunny skies of the summer of 1944 really did exist, that the air was free to breathe. I remember that moment so well. A Frenchman in the Resistance had joined me for a celebration drink – a beer first in the Bar Central in the rue de Chanzy, and after that a glass of local red Bouzy wine – very rare now – in the rue Gambetta.


Yet though it was a moment for rejoicing both of us felt shy. Despite the backslapping, the free drinks, there was almost a sense of nervousness. After years on the run, I had become instinctively furtive, almost afraid to announce, even to a barman, who I really was.


I was frightened of something else – ironically, the future – and what peace might bring. The war had provided a hiatus in which all our family questions had remained unanswered, like dusty letters accumulating through the letter box when the house is empty. One day soon I would arrive home – and have to sort out the pile of unanswered questions.


Certainly the changes that had washed across France had affected my father and mother. My brother Guy was a different person, as was my sister Anna, tortured. Nor could I forget Olivia, who, with Anna, had been tortured by the Gestapo such a long time ago. But most of all I thought of Sonia. Beautiful Sonia, married to an Italian, an ‘enemy’ but still the woman I had always loved, always would.


The wonderful youth we had enjoyed together had been sliced away from us in Douzy, where Sonia had been almost a member of the family before she married, where without warning unseen hands drew closed the curtains of time.


Of course I had to report eventually and, late that evening, with the city of Reims erupting in song and dance, and the champagne spilling over every café pavement, I stopped the first military policeman I saw. He looked me up and down – my blue blouse, my uncut dirty blond hair, my scruffy face fringed with beard. Then leaning out of his Jeep he asked me, chewing gum, ‘What’s the trouble, buddy?’


I swallowed hard. There was no need now for subterfuge, but when I said, ‘Corporal, I’m Major Astell of the U.S. Army,’ I felt the sudden grip of panic that comes to the hunted; terrified the corporal would disbelieve me.


Hastily I added, ‘I’ve been told to report to Colonel Nolan of Com. Z. I’m from Department Q.J.’ ‘Com. Z.’ might mean nothing more than a gigantic communications network, but the magic Letters ‘Q.J.’ signified much more – a magical formula commanding instant respect. Still, I felt an odd quiver of apprehension. I had never tried out the secret letters – after all, you were only supposed to use them once in your life, and now I was half afraid they wouldn’t work – that after one look at my filthy clothes, my gaunt, dirty face, someone would snarl, ‘Beat it!’


‘Okay, sir,’ said the M.P. ‘Jump in.’


Colonel Nolan was very agreeable if a little fussy. He had sandy hair and large horn-rimmed glasses. An armchair soldier, but none the worse for that, he was intrigued by the secret nature of my work, by my unkempt appearance. But he immediately asked an orderly to bring me my first cup of good American coffee for months, made me welcome in a building in the northern suburbs which had been commandeered in his name, and promised me some clean civilian clothes. He also had a tendency to feeble jokes.


‘I won’t ask you about your work, Major,’ he smiled, ‘except to say that if you want to take a bath we’ve got unlimited hot water right here – though I expect you’ve been in plenty of hot water yourself lately.’


I laughed politely.


‘I’ve been told to give you any help I can,’ he added. ‘I guess you know that General Patton has established his headquarters in Châlons-sur-Marne – about twenty miles south-east of Reims. We’ve established our Div. headquarters – the 90th – here at Reims.’.


I nodded. ‘What I would really appreciate is a little personal help.’


‘Anything I can do for you, Major.’


‘Well, it sounds crazy, but I used to live near here. Only a few miles from Reims. I’ve learned that my grandmother was allowed to keep a couple of rooms, but then the Germans kicked her out. I’ll soon find out where she is, but I’d like to see the house again, if you could provide transport.’


‘Why, sure. But you mean you actually used to live here? An American family?’


I nodded again. ‘What’s left of them.’


‘Anything I can do, Major,’ he repeated. ‘I don’t know what you’ve been up to’ – again he looked at me hopefully – ‘but I’ve been told by Div. headquarters to give you top priority. Though you look kinda young for …’


‘Early thirties,’ I grinned, ‘but I feel sixty. I’ll wear better when I’ve taken you up on that bath. And Colonel – do my orders say that after I’m debriefed I can have a furlough? I haven’t had leave in months.’


‘For Chrissakes! You’re due for a long, long leave – and you can go where you want. Paris? Back home Stateside? You name it.’


‘Switzerland – to see my girl.’


‘Switzerland! Hold up, Major. I’m willing to do everything I can – but hell, I don’t know whether I’m permitted to send army property into a foreign country. And then there’s the problem of gas. There’s none left. Even Patton’s run out of fuel. Getting a gas ration for you will be like …’


‘Don’t worry, Colonel. I’ve got all the gas I need – and my own car. I hid it before the Germans took over. I’ll tell you about it after that bath.’


In the end Colonel Nolan offered to drive me himself to our home. Like all Com. Z. officers he had a big car, a driver and an armed G.I. (‘In case we need assistance,’ he explained.)


‘That’s too much trouble, Colonel,’ I murmured.


‘Feel free,’ he said. ‘It’s in a town or a village or what?’


‘Well – actually,’ I hadn’t thought about explanations. ‘It’s by itself. Rather isolated.’


Most of Colonel Nolan’s Com. Z. sector in the 90th Division was centred north of Reims where the N44 highway straggled through the undistinguished suburb of La Neuvillette, a drab series of apartments and shops in busy streets; though soon we reached the busier, wider avenues of the sprawling city centre.


As we edged our way through streets jammed with excited French men and women trying to shake hands with the colonel, some offered flowers, others kisses each time the traffic slowed down. In the streets the girls threw their arms round the G.I.s and kissed them as though their love would never die. They were not in love with any one man, I thought, but with life itself. How could anyone not fall in love with liberty and freedom?


Nolan was enjoying himself. He waved paternally, local leader of an army of liberation. He loved the cheers, they loved the handwaves, so everyone was happy. And I too began to catch the frenzy of excitement, though not in the way Nolan did. For though I was an American officer, we were at this moment driving through one of the most historic cities in France, the ancient citadel of Reims, where French kings had been crowned throughout the ages, where in the 1914 war only eighty houses and buildings had escaped damage; and I was an integral part of this city. Here was the first school I attended as a child, the first football games I had played, a whole life spent away from America.


The heart that beat with patriotic fervour was a hundred-and-fifty per cent American. I was willing to die for my country – yet I had reservations. I was ready to die for America, yes, but I would rather not live in it. I would also hate to die for France – yet I would always be content to live in it.


As I looked out of the window of the car, the wildly enthusiastic crowds actually stopped the traffic at the place Aristide Briand, where the boulevard Lundy runs into the boulevard de la Paix and the nearby champagne houses. As I looked at the people, the surroundings, pangs of youthful memories tugged at me. Behind the place was a great open square where on market days – in the heart of a bustling cathedral city – the busy peasants set up their stalls, selling everything from vests to vegetables.


‘And behind that,’ confided Nolan, ‘is the best restaurant in town, the Brasserie Boulingrin. Best French fries in France.’


I had eaten half a life’s worth of pommesfrites at the Boulingrin, its bustling waiters darting between small square tables with their red and white checked paper tablecloths. How many times had Monsieur Leleu, founder of the brasserie, slipped us extra French fries after Papa had said, ‘Enough children!’


‘I agree with you about the chips – I know the place well,’ I smiled. ‘Ever thought why its called the “Boulingrin” – odd name, isn’t it?’


Colonel Nolan shook his head.


‘Years back, an old lady gave the ground where the market now stands to the city of Reims, as a place where the locals could play boule. And “boulingrin” is a perfectly proper word – it means a bowling green. And that’s where the first Monsieur Leleu founded his brasserie.’


‘I’ll be damned,’ said the colonel.


‘Now the marché has taken over.’ I was looking at the peasants bringing in their produce from the villages that studded the surrounding countryside. The vegetable and fruit stalls were not always filled, but they still displayed an assortment of spotlessly clean endives, celeriac, bundles of mâché and a score of other vegetables and herbs. Each unwrapped bundle was examined thoroughly. We could see thrifty, knowledgeable housewives handle tomatoes and peaches carefully, testing one after the other, discarding the unwanted against a noisy background of drama – as though the fate of a French wife’s stew depended finally on the one single bunch of onions she had chosen above all the others.


‘All this handling of food – it looks darned unhygienic to me,’ Nolan said, looking at the mounds of vegetables with distaste.


I almost laughed. ‘The French don’t like their vegetables wrapped, Colonel. They like to pick and choose, handle everything. They like the smell of fresh earth on a bunch of radishes.’


After we had passed the marché, I showed the driver the way. We crossed the place Royale – an exquisite miniature version of the place Vendôme in Paris – and then past the cathedral with its smiling angel to the left of the main entrance. After that it was easy. We bore right until we reached the broad avenue d’Épernay, the main road leading straight as a ruler to Champagne’s second most important city, Épernay, south of the Marne.


We didn’t have far to go. Soon the open road on either side was flanked by never-ending rows of vineyards that spread like a carpet across the great Plain of Reims, fashioned by a beneficent nature to produce a heaven-sent storehouse of riches. Yet the same nature, by a devilish quirk, was able to switch off heaven and switch on hell at will, for this huge flat plain had also from time immemorial provided Europe’s greatest natural arena of battle, sitting astride the enemies of a dozen countries anxious to despoil it.


Seven or eight miles further along the straight road, near the edge of the modest Mountain of Reims, we turned left at a signpost, marked ‘To Douzy, Rilly, Mailly.’ All were famous Champagne names.


‘Rilly? That strikes a bell,’ said Nolan. ‘That’s where the Krauts blew up the tunnel sky-high. I heard the Germans were hoarding explosives and blew themselves up by mistake.’


The rumour factory of O.S.S., the Office of Strategic Services, was certainly working efficiently. That was exactly the story which had been deliberately, but inaccurately, started.


‘Douzy?’ said Colonel Nolan. ‘Funny sort of name, isn’t it?’


‘It is an odd name, Douzy. I believe there’s another village called Douzy somewhere,’ I said as I guided the driver off the road from Mailly, showing him where to turn. ‘But we acquired the name by honest-to-God French logic.’


‘How come?’


‘It was christened Douzy by two families who founded it after leaving two other neighbouring villages,’ I explained as our car bumped along. ‘The villages are still there. One is called Dizy and the other, a few miles away, is called Bouzy.’


This was a simple and true explanation, but Nolan was much more impressed when we turned off the pale yellow, chalky two-mile private road and he read the weather-worn wooden signpost with its flat statement: ‘Vers le Château.’


‘A château?’ he exclaimed. He pronounced it Sha-TOH.


‘Yes, Colonel. Our home. Hope you like it. Over there! You can just see the roof through the trees.’


‘A château!’


And that was how, after years of war and waiting, I finally came home to Douzy. As I looked around, driving slowly from the main road, my heart started thumping wildly. I had the curious feeling that I had been catapulted back in time and, struggling inside, was a small boy looking with wonder at what I was doing.


The ground sloped away in a dell where in winter I had sledged down a thousand times as a child, every fold of the long, dipping, tree-studded grass as familiar to me as my own hands. I saw it in memory as carefully tended, but even now the weeds, the thistles, the knee-high grass couldn’t rob me of its beauty. I felt a surge of elation, memories stumbling through my brain as we drove past the silhouettes of old barns, derelict buildings, signposts of history along the pathways of my youth, my innocence, my family, my loves, my home.


Through a gap in the trees I saw the distant hills, and beyond them the tree line – where the vines gave way, leaving the higher ground to be ruled by the trees. In the centre stood the black outline of the village church, not in the village of Douzy itself, but outside the cluster of white houses, alone, defiant, in the midst of the vineyards.


As we stopped the car outside the courtyard of the château, I led the colonel through the white stone archway. For all my life the gravel had been free of even the puniest weed, but though it was choked with grass, with more thistles, it still looked beautiful.


The house was deserted, I could see the disapproving frown of closed shutters. But the very fact that it had been occupied by the Germans was an affront. I had a sudden desire to kick the door open, if only to let in the fresh air.


‘It’s unlocked,’ cried Nolan, twisting the knob.


‘Saves the cost of a new door,’ I said. ‘Please – after you.’


Inside the large entrance hall, Colonel Nolan put down his field cap on the ormolu table with its gilded legs which had stood up against the wall – always with a bowl of flowers on it – since before my father was born. From there, double doors led to the main reception room.


‘It’s magnificent,’ the colonel breathed with awe. It wasn’t magnificent – but the colonel stroked a polished table and muttered, ‘Beautiful, beautiful. It was used as a German officers’ mess? Thank God nothing was broken.’


In fact most of us had hated this formal room, and I felt I had to apologise for it.


‘I’m afraid it’s rather pompous,’ I explained. ‘Grandma only liked stuffy French furniture. Come into the next room, Colonel – you’ll find it more comfortable, and I’ll get us all a drink.’


But as we moved into what had been our usual, warmer living room, Colonel Nolan exploded with rage. The room was a shambles. Champagne bottles, glasses, plates, many broken, looked as though they had been hurled round the room in an orgy. The striped French wallpaper was stained, remnants of food littered the Aubusson carpet, lumps of chicken, German sausages, were stuck between the cushions of the deep easy chairs. The room reeked of a bar parlour which a careless landlord hadn’t bothered to clean up.


‘Bloody Krauts!’ shouted the colonel. ‘Sergeant!’ he shouted to his driver. ‘Get someone on the R.T. to send in a detail to clear up the place. You’ve got a map reference?’


Without thinking he picked up an empty champagne bottle from a table, scrutinising the label with a puzzled frown, picked up a second, a third.


‘Astell Champagne,’ he read out. ‘Same name, eh?’


With a sigh I admitted, ‘Well, yes, sort of family business. My grandfather founded the mark.’


‘Your grandfather!’


I said nothing.


‘Good God! You make champagne!’ He examined a bottle again. ‘What does this mean?’ He pointed to a second label, ‘Reserviert für Angehörige der Deutschen Wehrmacht’.


My German was good enough to know what that meant. ‘Reserved for the Wehrmacht,’ I translated.


‘No longer,’ cried Colonel Nolan. ‘Not now, by God.’ Then, as though still unable to grasp the truth, he asked, ‘You mean to tell me you lived here for three generations?’ He invested the final words with a special awe. ‘As it’s your home, maybe you could take me on a tour.’


‘Sure.’


I led him through the ground floor. It was a tour for me too, a tour of memories, though each door I opened seemed to produce more evidence of the filth left behind by the invaders. In the library, once Papa’s pride and joy, all the books had been stolen. In the conservatory most of the plants were dead, some thrown on the ground. It was the same everywhere. In the kitchen I arrived just in time to hear mice scurrying away. The laundry room was six inches deep in water from some broken pipes.


‘It’s disgusting,’ cried the colonel. ‘Those bastards will pay for this!’


Trying to cheer me up, he said, ‘At least I hope you managed to hide your best champagne. Is that kept in back?’


‘No.’ I shook my head. ‘There’s a back entrance some distance away – through the Home Farm, which I showed you, and then there’s a main entrance to the champagne cellars about half a mile down the road to Rilly.’


‘I remember about Rilly – the tunnel being blown up – and now I’m remembering the name Douzy. Wasn’t there something about a huge underground cave?’


‘You mean the Douzy and Rilly pyramids?’ I knew of course that they were in their way quite famous. I tried to explain briefly the extraordinary phenomenon of the Douzy pyramid, cut deep into the hillside by the Romans nearly two thousand years ago when they were excavating for chalk, which they prized highly as a building material, specially for inside walls.


‘I don’t get it.’ He was puzzled. ‘Why underground – and how?’


‘The Romans wanted the chalk, but they couldn’t use open cast mining because chalk can easily be damaged by frost or rain. So they used to dig a shaft into a convenient hillside, which they could cover at night, then haul the first blocks of chalk from it. As they dug deeper they excavated outwards and deeper from the original shaft, always underground, until eventually the Douzy pyramid was a hundred and twenty feet deep with a base fifty feet wide in each direction. Centuries later, when champagne was invented, someone discovered it was the perfect place to store it.’


‘Can we go and see it?’ he asked.


‘I don’t think so. That’s the tragedy. When the Germans blew up the Rilly tunnel …’ I hesitated – I didn’t want to let him know that I was the one who had blown it up. ‘… it blew in both the Douzy and Rilly pyramids which were astride the railway line.’


‘Pity,’ he commented. ‘Sounds fabulous. Let’s take a look-see upstairs.’


Standing on the main landing, he suddenly asked me, ‘How’s about your mother and father? They okay?’


‘My mother’s in America,’ I said. ‘I’m afraid my father is dead.’ I spoke rather shortly; I didn’t want to have to elaborate.


‘I’m sorry about that. Tell me … is the rest of the family safe?’


‘I hope so. But my sister married a German …’


‘Ah! That’s bad.’ He was almost treating me as an avuncular protégé. ‘But don’t give up hope.’


‘And I have a younger brother. He had a rough time. He had a Jewish girlfriend.’ I paused, memories stirring. ‘It’s a long story.’


At the top of the staircase I showed the colonel my father’s room which overlooked the stark outline of the lonely church framed in endless vineyards.


The bedrooms were arranged on either side of the broad, spacious corridor, which was filthy. Some of the pictures had been broken, so had a table. It was wider than a corridor, really, the walls decorated with old French silk, a little faded now, but warmer and more friendly for all that. These were the secret places of our youth, and for a moment I almost forgot the damage the Germans had done, and the other Americans. I hardly realised that I said, ‘This was my old room.’


‘You’ll be wanting to move in after your debriefing,’ said the colonel.


‘I won’t use it,’ I said without thinking. ‘I prefer this one.’ I reached the far end of the corridor and pushed open the door.


The room meant nothing to him, of course – he hardly noticed it – but this was Sonia’s old room, the room she used every time she came to stay at the château, first as a schoolgirl on vacation when her diplomat father and mother were posted far away, later as a growing girl. Darling, wonderful, black-haired, impetuous Sonia with those startling cornflower-blue eyes … how many times had I made love to her in this room after the house had gone to sleep, tiptoeing to the warmth of her bed, her arms, her kisses?


‘Sonia’s room’, as it was always called, had even been decorated according to Sonia’s whim, with matching wallpaper and curtains, even the ceiling papered with the same design of red poppies, so that when only one small lamp glowed dimly it was like making love in a bed of flowers.


I opened the door of the wardrobe. A German uniform hung there, neatly pressed. On the floor lay a pile of dirty linen, shirts, socks, shorts. With a shock reality replaced the phantoms of yesterday. The officer must have left in a hurry. I wondered how long he had lived in this room, if he had ever remotely conjured up a picture of the tender secret nights that had passed in it.


That room had been an echo of our secret lives. All gone, all empty. Revisiting the years of youth, I felt a sudden shiver, as though muffling myself against melancholy, a sense of loss for happy times which had slipped away in carefree days.


I was thinking of the day in 1931 when we first became lovers, when she was only seventeen, long before any of us contemplated an end to the happy days of peace. For that was when it all began, and those were the times I liked to remember, those enchanted days of Douzy …




PART ONE


Summer 1931 – Autumn 1937




1


As that particular summer’s evening drew to a close the white building glowed almost pink, and the west wall – the lower half covered with American Pillar roses – was warm to the touch.


It was a long wall, and in the centre my grandfather had built a conservatory to catch the afternoon and evening sun, a large glass room adorned with flowering plants and white summer furniture. It looked down over the dell, the far end hedged by giant rhododendrons giving a blaze of colour in spring, grassed banks falling away from the other side of the drive, so that as children, when we sledged down in winter snows, we could also skate on the small lake beyond. By the flowering shrubs a wicker gate led to a rough orchard, and beyond that the vineyards stretched in tight, symmetrical rows.


In the pink evening, as one walked up the winding path of the dell, past the shadows of day’s end already shrouding the flower beds, the last of the sun shone on the stone and set fire to the window panes of the conservatory.


Here the Astells had lived since 1873 when Richard Astell, the twenty-two-year-old son of a San Francisco real-estate millionaire, set off from Nob Hill to acquire a little ‘culture’ through the grand tour, and fell in love with Jacqueline de Villebrun, an only daughter whose father owned vineyards both north and south of the Marne, and whose grapes were eagerly bought by the great champagne houses and whose nickname, over the whole area, soon became La Châtelaine.


The château was discreetly hidden. Even from below, from the main road linking Épernay and Reims, you could never catch more than an occasional glimpse of slate roofs glinting like blue-grey steel, for the house lay couched in a wooded park. The curving drive wound from the main road for more than two miles past vineyards, then tree-studded lawns so sloping they could only be trimmed with the scythe, past the kitchen garden – my French grandmother had a fetish for fresh vegetables – and then the long, rectangular flower bed, almost hidden from the gravelled drive, ablaze with every kind of bloom from snapdragons to roses – because this bed was used only for cutting blooms to fill vases in every room.


It was not a pretentious building, not grandiose in the manner of most French châteaux. It had no fountains gurgling, no neatly trimmed box hedges cut in intricate patterns to comprise formal gardens. But all the same, the three-storey building – white stone, with a steep grey slated roof and slender ornate chimneys – was not only impressive, it was beautiful, perhaps because the shape and the way it nestled between trees had been cunningly devised to make Douzy château look smaller, less ostentatious. It gave the impression of being a long low country house, somehow disguising its third floor.


From the top floor, dormer windows peeped out like square eyes in the sharply sloping roof, and here the domestic staff lived: Jean the butler, who had worn a clean white jacket for each meal for twenty years or more; his wife who ran the house; ‘Aubergine’, a nickname for the chief parlourmaid; Yvette the cook, and sundry others, all related to the vignerons working for my father, and who came and went as they grew up, became pregnant and hastily married. At least, in retrospect, that is what seemed to happen all the time.


The first floor contained what house agents call ‘the principal bedrooms’, and there were seven grouped on either side of a broad landing, reached from the ground floor by a wide and handsome staircase. For as long as I could remember the décor of the landing had never changed from the dark red silk walls – faded, but no one seemed to notice – and mostly covered with scores of old sepia photographs which had, through the early years, recorded the changing history of Douzy champagne.


No one ever thought of changing the framed photographs, or adding to them, perhaps because Grandma regarded the landing as her own photograph album, and also because she hated change.


How she had shown her shocked disapproval when my parents installed a bathroom in their room, the grandest bedroom in the house, with lovely views beyond the Douzy church. A private bathroom connected directly to their bedroom! A bathroom that would be used by only two people! The thrifty men of Champagne sniffed as audibly as Grandma when years ago that bathroom was installed, long before the passing years had allowed modern plumbing to make the bedroom floor of Douzy a warm and comfortable oasis for tired men and women and children.


The ground floor was different: a mixture of Grandma’s stiffness and Mama’s warmth, largely determined by the layout of the building. The large hall could never be used for any other purpose, for it was bordered by the courtyard which you reached after driving past the cutting flower bed and turning left behind some yew trees, where an arch of white stone in the wall led to the gravelled courtyard.


On the right were the old stables, to the left double front doors led to the hall and an even larger, and very formal, reception room: a salon, the French called it – and it still bore the stamp of Grandma’s formidable character, for she regarded all the furniture other than French period pieces as vulgar. So out of deference (and fear?) the salon remained as it was in her day. It didn’t really matter, for it was used only rarely, when the Astells entertained ‘officially’. Behind the salon lay warmer rooms, a sitting-room of low, comfortable armchairs, the walls covered with paintings by artist friends of my father.


Within a few years of my grandfather’s marriage to Jacqueline de Villebrun her parents died, and then my grandfather, some years before he died, took a momentous step. Against all the advice of his neighbours and friends, he decided to bottle his own champagne instead of selling the grapes to the big producers. Jacqueline had inherited nearly thirty acres of vineyards – about twelve of them on the Mountain of Reims covered by the famous Pinot Noir red grapes. The rest provided the white Chardonnay grapes which grew south of the Marne near Épernay.


The decision caused a furore. It was an unheard-of step, for the production of champagne, in which several wines of different years are blended, was risky and costly, and most people who were lucky enough to own vineyards did much better for themselves by selling instead of making. But since champagne, like port and cognac, is a blended wine, the name of the producer, not the vigneron content to sell his grapes to a big firm, decorates each label.


However, that, it seems, was just what my grandfather wanted – to see his name on the label of every bottle of champagne produced from his own vineyards.


My father did something else. Since two thirds of his vineyards were planted with Chardonnay white grapes, he decided to bottle blanc de blancs, produced entirely from white grapes. Other firms had produced small quantities of blanc de blancs, which is a lighter champagne than that produced by the traditional blending with red grapes (which have to be pressed more quickly than white ones to prevent the skin staining the juice). But though my grandfather knew that the blend of red and white gave more body, he always believed that blanc de blancs was more subtle, was a more delicate champagne. ‘The perfect drink,’ he always said, ‘at midday.’


He designed a special bottle not unlike a Dom Perignon in shape, though with a longer, more slender neck – and so founded Astell champagne; not a big quantity selling brand – he rarely produced more than fifty thousand bottles a year – but both his blended champagne and his blanc de blancs were an instantaneous success, a champagne of superb quality in high demand wherever it could be bought.


Since the Astells were never short of money, even after my grandfather died, my father was in the enviable position of never having to compromise. If the vintage was not up to standard then we drank Astell Blanc still wine in place of champagne. Astells produced only the best – or none at all – and so it became as much a hallmark of quality as a French watch by Cartier or a pair of British shoes by Lobb. There just couldn’t be anything better.


I was nineteen, and hoping to be a writer, on that eventful day in 1931. I worked three days a week in Paris, learning my trade under the watchful eye of Papa’s brother, my uncle Oregon, who was the owner and editor of a weekly newspaper, the Paris American. My brother Guy and his twin sister Anna were two years younger, and so was Sonia whose father, Signor Riccardi, was Italian ambassador to Paraguay. But then Sonia, who even went to the same school in Switzerland as Anna, was like a sister to us, a daughter to our parents. It had always been like this, so that even now in the early summer Sonia customarily joined the family for the half-term break.


During the afternoon I had caught sight of Anna and Sonia vaguely helping Mama in the garden. Whenever I saw Mama with any gardening implements, even a pair of shears, I hid, or pretended to be deeply immersed in some book. I hated gardening, the more so as there was no need for it. We had plenty of helpers from the vineyards.


But Mama always felt she had green fingers – though her notion of gardening never included onerous chores like weeding or cutting the edge of the lawn; that was a gardener’s job. She just enjoyed nipping off dead flowers in the herbaceous border or clipping off overblown roses. She also liked company, and so Sonia or Anna would listen to her chatter.


Mama was adorable. Still under forty, she was as American as apple pie, whereas my father, even though he was half American, was as French as tarte aux pommes. And as both our parents knew, these two culinary masterpieces, cooked with more or less the same ingredients, are separated by a common factor – the Atlantic.


That evening, just as I was about to join Mama and Papa in the living room, I paused outside the doorway to admire her, almost surreptitiously. A mother of three teenage children – two of them strapping sons – she had kept her figure as trim as a Chanel model. Her legs were straight and slim, her ankles as good as her wrists, her blonde hair untinted. She was simply, as someone put it at an embassy party in Paris, ‘A darned good looker’. I agreed. I was proud to escort Mama anywhere, and I was always suffused with sudden pride when I saw guests eyeing her. She liked it, too – I could tell.


Still unaware of my presence outside the room, Mama picked up a magazine, laughing to herself, enjoying a kind of private joke.


‘Can I share it?’ Papa asked.


‘Share what?’


‘The joke that’s making you chuckle.’


‘It’s nothing, really, it’s Sonia!’


‘But what?’


‘Sonia was nipping off dead heads, squatting down. She was wearing a short white skirt and as I looked at her across the flower bed I could see – well – I could see everything, but I didn’t realise it at first, and without thinking asked her, “Why on earth do you wear black panties with a white skirt?” And do you know what she replied? “Oh Auntie, I never wear panties in hot weather. That’s me you’re looking at.”’


As Mama added, ‘Apart from anything else, it’s most unhygienic,’ I hardly heard her. My mind was racing, twisting, turning, painting an erotic picture of a beautiful girl squatting on that May afternoon in the garden and, as I imagined Sonia, I writhed with desire.


Even before we became lovers, I had, in the half-formed way of the young, dreamed of Sonia without any clothes on. I had wondered if I could peep at her. I had even had messy and ecstatic dreams about her. But still, it never entered my teenage head – not even in my dreams – that I could ever make love to her. She was like a member of the family. It would be almost like doing it with Anna. Though Sonia was different, for she had inherited from her mother, who was half Italian, half Russian, a wild streak as well as a kind of wild beauty.


Mama was still smiling as she added, ‘No one’s ever going to tame that one! When she knows what she wants, nothing will stop her getting it.’


At that moment Sonia came up behind me, unaware that Mama had been talking to Papa about her. Her black hair above the bright blue eyes had been mussed by the wind, and she was laughing with pure happiness.


‘Anyone seen Anna?’ Sonia rushed unconcernedly into the room while I stood transfixed, thinking of what Mama had been saying, stimulated by such a compound of desire, imagination and frustration it seemed impossible that she could fail to notice the physical change in me. I swore under my breath that I would discover for myself whether or not Sonia wore panties – without ever giving a thought to the long, agonising, ecstatic and at times unhappy trail along which that vow would lead me.


The chance came two days later – chance being engineered by me. I woke with excitement to a perfect morning, throwing open the windows at exactly the right moment as the sun rose over the rim of the wooded hills then slid effortlessly into another dreamy Douzy day. Only later a storm threatened. It was sultry for May, but I said to Sonia, ‘Let’s go and pinch some raspberries.’


The kitchen garden, with its netted soft-fruit section, lay beyond the orchard and the Home Farm and, as I well knew, the orchard itself was a secret garden which none could overlook. It was a wild orchard: apple and pear trees, plums, a gnarled crab apple, a couple of twisted old cherry trees, all growing in a sea of untended knee-high grass, studded with poppies like a painting by Bonnard. If you travelled a thousand miles across France you couldn’t find a more secluded place.


For a moment, standing at the top of the dell, shading her eyes against the hot sun, Sonia pointed to the gentle scene beyond.


‘It’s so beautiful,’ she said. ‘I feel I never want to leave.’


It was. Beyond the long rectangle of the farm buildings, which you could see from this point, the vineyards stretched like rows of orderly soldiers, each acre of land busy with workers. May was turning into June. The first spraying against pests and diseases had almost been completed, though I could see a couple of figures in blue, their metal canisters strapped to their backs, glinting like brass in the sun. They wielded long hosepipes with nozzles, searching out the vital spraying areas.


In the next vineyard, placid, sure-footed horses, tossing their heads against early flies, unerringly trod the yard-wide pathways between the rows of vines, drawing the old-fashioned machine behind them for the first hoeing of the vineyard year. The horses rarely ruined the vines, which were never permitted to grow unhindered, so that the fat round bellies of the horses moved above them. With their legs invisible, they sometimes looked as though they were swimming in green water.


‘It’s like a painting,’ said Sonia.


‘You’re right.’ I repeated her earlier words: ‘I, too, never want to leave.’ For even though I knew that I had no wish to follow in Papa’s business, the vineyards were a way of life to us all, had been since the day we first started to walk. Sonia too. She had known, even as a toddler, how the young vines had to be coddled, as prone to sickness as we were. I had myself learned to use the hoe, to keep the soil loose, never compact. Even when I was ten I had started to learn how the foliage of the vines had to be reduced each year to give the sun more chance to help the grapes on their way – and take care not to remove the wrong branches and leaves which could cause the pollen to fall to the ground instead of blossoming.


And, too, Douzy was ‘a family’ – one that included all the children of the vignerons. Each one of us was involved. After all, when you own thirty acres, with up to four thousand vines on each acre, there’s a lot of work to be done. Wires running the length of the lanes of vines, supported by metal posts three feet high, had to be repaired. Each row had to be inspected regularly; so had the vines themselves – ‘Champagne’s children’ my grandma called them – the shoots about a yard apart with a life-span of around thirty years, and bearing fruit four years after planting.


‘Let’s go to the farm and get a sandwich,’ I suggested. The Home Farm kitchen had always been a haven, for there was no other room like it; it was the headquarters of a multiple organisation, not only the horses, the cows, the pigs and hens, the churns where we made Douzy butter, even Douzy cheese. That was only one end of the farm, for the other end of the farm was like another building, filled with workshops above ground connected with wine making.


‘Any chance of a casse-croûte?’ Sonia knew she could always beg a sandwich from Madame Robert, wife of the farmer, a typical farmer’s wife with five children and, like so many farmers in Champagne, with half an acre of vineyards, her badge of independence. She stretched above the huge table, always used to feed the vignerons each harvest, and sorted out strings of garlic and onions and a dozen saucissons.


She cut off two thick, slightly moist slices, walked over to the fireplace, which never seemed to die out, and took down from a hook one of a dozen black hams curing in the smoke of its own fire. Slicing a baguette longways, she smeared it with home-made butter, then slapped the lot together.


‘Madame Robert, you’re an angel,’ I said and soon we were sitting down on the roadside behind the farm, munching away until, without warning, Sonia asked, almost too casually, ‘What about those raspberries?’


Instantly the image of her which Mama had painted returned. I threw away the rest of the oversized sandwich as she cried, ‘Race you to the orchard!’


We dashed off into the dell. I realise now that she knew as well as I did that the orchard, and the chasing, represented the first sensation of an undefined love – not yet to be taken completely – because each time the chase ended we tumbled in the long grass and, just for a moment, with no words spoken, we were locked like wrestlers and, though it hardly entered my head that I could kiss or fondle her, those stirrings were so real, so much of a temptation, that we both experienced a delicious tingle of anticipation. Even then I knew that Sonia wanted to be touched, however briefly. But what she didn’t know this time was that I was thinking of Mama’s conversation – and that when I caught her (as I always did) I was determined to tip her up.


She was off like a streak. I chased her. We fooled around, dodging round trees, laughing, losing breath, touched by secret excitement before I grabbed her and we fell together, hidden in the grass.


‘Got you!’ I cried, and in one swift movement I grabbed her ankles and held her legs up. Giggling, she held her skirt between her thighs, screaming but still laughing.


‘Stop it, you wretch! Stop it!’ she shouted.


I didn’t – until suddenly she panted, ‘I give up!’ As though some invisible force had pulled her arms away, she let go and, all in a matter of seconds, the white skirt fell away from her legs and I knew what Mama had meant when she talked about black panties.


She laughed and kicked out. I loosened my grip, rolled away, and instantly the beautiful triangular black vision became a forbidden mystery, hidden by one thin piece of cloth more impossible to tear away than the bars of a prison.


Sonia wasn’t angry, but as I started to reach for her – I think this was the first time I wanted to kiss her secretly – the angry clouds spilled out the first huge drops of rain. They were enormous, the herald of a cloudburst.


‘Run for it!’ I shouted, and grabbed her hand as we raced, panting up the dell, reaching the shelter of the conservatory at the very moment a jagged fork of lightning split the sky. Within two seconds the thunder clapped in a gigantic explosion – the storm was directly overhead – and then a curtain of rain blotted out the end of the dell.


‘Just in time,’ I gasped. ‘You all right?’


‘I love thunderstorms,’ she nodded. ‘I’m going to stay here and watch.’


Papa’s two black labradors, which had been chasing us too, slid through the door and lay down panting, pink tongues lolling.


Still breathing hard, I stood facing the back wall with its climbing geraniums. Then Sonia did a strange thing. Almost ostentatiously ignoring the summer chairs, she picked up a flowered cushion and threw it against the back wall. She was directly opposite me. She sat down on the ground facing me, her straight back against the wall, her legs, the skirt above the knee, drawn up until they were almost touching her chin. It was the natural way to sit on the floor; but it was not natural for her to be slightly parted.


All this was done without a word, in a significant silence, broken only by the thunder after each vicious, jagged fork of lightning and the hiss of heavy rain and the noise as it hit the glass roof.


I stood looking at her – everything – and she, pretending to be unaware of the way she was sitting, looked back at me, silent blue eyes unwavering, lips slightly apart.


Had she spoken I might have thought her pose accidental. But she didn’t speak. Not a word. She just looked at me steadily.


Two days later Sonia and Anna returned to their Swiss finishing school and I did not see Sonia again until the end of term, July, when I drove down from Douzy to Switzerland to pick the girls up and drive them home.


I had been given my first car, a super-charged T3 M.G., and I longed to drive it on a long run. What fun it would be – or so I argued – for me to drive down to the school and give the girls a treat. Far more exciting for them than taking the stuffy old train from Lausanne to Paris, and then having to be met and driven by Gaston, our driver.


Permission to drive to Switzerland faced one stumbling block: my grandma, known to everyone in Champagne as ‘La Châtelaine’. My mother might be understanding – at least she hid her apprehension when I drove too fast – but Grandma was a firm believer that no cars were safe unless driven by a chauffeur.


A formidable French lady approaching her seventies, she inspected most of ‘her’ vineyards daily – by bicycle. La Châtelaine, cycling with determination through sun or rain, was a sight often pointed out proudly to visiting tourists. She symbolised the toughness of a Champenoise, for she was a genuine eccentric. Morning or evening, rain or shine, she was always adorned with ostentatious diamonds or other jewellery. And though sometimes in bad weather she would cycle in a pair of corduroys, she always wore her jewels. Everything she did was energetic, perhaps because she used so much of her body in the vineyards, fingers especially, for she could bend down, feeling whether something should be done to a particular root of the vine. Her fingers were almost alive with decision; when she wore gloves she never had to work her fingers into them: they slid in with the ease of a second skin.


Once a week La Châtelaine was driven to Reims, the leading centre of Champagne. She always made straight for the Boulingrin, not only because she enjoyed the food there, but because the restaurant was like a club where she could be sure to meet friendly champagne producers. Lunch was only one part of her day; the best part was spent in the hour she gossiped with friends.


In the home she exuded what my brother Guy called ‘crinoline sounds’. She rustled as she moved from room to room. She wore long starchy dresses that seemed to have been left over from another age, and though she sat comfortably on the horrid French chairs in the salon she always perched uneasily on the edge of Mama’s American chairs, as though they were made of glass.


‘Apart from anything else,’ snorted La Châtelaine, ‘this dangerous car doesn’t seem to have a top. It can’t be safe.’


‘But Grandma,’ I implored her, ‘the top, as you call it, has nothing to do with the car’s safety.’


‘In case of accidents, non? If there’s no top, what’s to stop the girls falling out?’


My father said nothing; I think he was terrified of his mother. Even though he was recognised by now as one of the foremost experts in the champagne industry he found it hard to stand up to her. He was tall and thin, though not skinny, very handsome in a lean way, yet somehow – and sadly – slightly remote. Perhaps he spent so much time in the cellars and the vineyards he just didn’t have enough time for us.


‘It might be better if we waited – these small cars …’ my father began doubtfully.


‘But Papa, this is the finest car in the world. It’s an M.G.!’ I said, as though that resolved any doubts.


Finally, as so often happened, the day was saved by my father’s younger brother, ‘Oregon’ Astell, so nicknamed because years previously he had worked as a newspaperman in Portland and the name had stuck. He had long since returned to Paris to found his modest weekly paper, The Paris American. He would never make a fortune, but he loved the work.


Uncle Oregon was two years younger than my father and, because Grandma insisted on regarding him as beneath saving – ‘Un journalist!’ she once said witheringly – he was the only one who cheerfully would tell her not to be so silly.


‘Don’t be such an old fogy!’ Oregon said bluntly. ‘You’ll be driving with a red flag in front next.’


My American mother had said nothing. She just smiled tolerantly, giving my father time to manoeuvre a few hesitant protests, safe in the knowledge that if Uncle Oregon were present – and he was a visitor to Douzy most weekends – he would overwhelm Grandma. That is just what happened now.


‘Of course Larry should be allowed to make the trip,’ said Oregon. ‘He’s old enough to be a soldier – he’s old enough to die for his country.’


‘Exactly!’ shot back Grandma, ‘and old enough to die in a car crash! You’re a fine one to give advice, I must say. If anything happens’ – she crossed herself – ‘don’t blame me for encouraging such stupidity.’


Everyone finally agreed. I set off in high spirits, spending the night at the Hotel Richemond in Geneva, where I tried in desultory fashion to pick up a girl, failing through lack of enthusiasm even though the M.G. with its strap across the bonnet, was a great lure when on the prowl.


The next morning, after a large helping of toast and black cherry jam, I drove along the beautiful road bordering Lake Geneva until I reached the small town of Rolle, half-way along the lake. This was the headquarters of St. Agnes, where Anna and Sonia were both boarders. I reached there by half past nine, giving us plenty of time to drive back home to Douzy, and I saw Sonia the moment she stood at the top of the wide staircase – the banisters and stairs a vague picture of shiny, varnished pale brown wood.


Almost demurely, she walked towards the large tiled entrance hall where countless parents usually waited at the end of each term for their equally demure daughters. Only now they had all returned home, for St. Agnes had broken up the previous evening, and that morning I was the only person waiting.


With a sudden constriction, a dry-throat feeling of excitement, I watched as Sonia reached the bottom step and, with a hint of a giggle, gave a mannequin-style turn so that her pleated skirt twirled like a kilt.


I couldn’t remember her ever looking more beautiful. Her blue wide-apart eyes set in an oval face were framed by shining black hair, straight, almost down to her shoulders, with a fringe over her forehead. But it was the contrast between the black glossy hair, thick and glorious, the white teeth showing in a smile, and her two-piece linen dress in coral and cherry pink that made me blurt out, ‘You look stunning. Like a painting.’ And indeed she did. No artist could ever have chosen two more beautiful and contrasting colours. ‘To say nothing of that shiny hair,’ I added.


‘That’s my secret,’ she smiled. ‘I always rinse it in rainwater.’


Standing there smiling, she looked a perfect product of a Swiss finishing school, very ‘correct’, well brought up, beautifully, but not flashily, dressed – as behoved young ladies of St. Agnes.


‘And now let me look at you!’ She pretended to study me critically. ‘Hm! I see a tall, handsome, loose-limbed young man with rather long blond hair and trusting brown eyes,’ she laughed. ‘And what looks like a very expensive English sports jacket and a pair of very posh suede shoes.’


And as I walked forward to greet her she added, still laughing, ‘I love the way you walk – as though you want to dance. Oh! Larry – it’s great to see you again.’


‘Term’s over,’ I laughed in turn, to cover the feeling inside me and, as I kissed her on both cheeks, asked, ‘All set? The car’s outside. Anna ready?’


For a moment she looked me full in the face, large blue eyes unblinking, then she took a deep breath and said simply, ‘Anna’s fine. Don’t panic, but she’s not coming with us. We’ll have to drive to Douzy alone. Just the two of us.’
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Looking at Sonia, standing there radiant and calm, for a moment I was seized with hidden fears, imagining the worst. Not that Anna had been suddenly struck dead, but – oh! anything, that she’d run off with someone, bolted, been expelled even. But then, watching the slow, almost ironic touch of Sonia’s smile, I realised with blinding excitement that this was Sonia’s doing. She had engineered this sudden vanishing act by Anna …


‘Not coming?’ I cried. ‘What on earth do you mean? What’s happening?’


‘Don’t panic. We phoned your mother last night. Take me to Hoffner’s for a coffee before we set off and I’ll explain.’


Hoffner’s, in the lazy main street of Rolle, was a pastry shop and café patronised during term time by the rich and randy boys being educated at Le Rosay, the most expensive school in the world – or so it was said; consequently Hoffner’s was out of bounds to the girls of St. Agnes.


‘But term’s over now, so there’s nothing to stop us going,’ said Sonia as we sat in a corner. I ordered coffee and assorted cakes. The waitress brought a clean tablecloth with the startling injunction, uttered in the sing-song Vaudois accent, ‘Un moment, m’sieur, je vais vous napper!’


‘But what’s happened?’ I asked when the waitress had gone. ‘Why? Is Anna in trouble – expelled or something?’


‘Nothing’s the matter. Anna phoned your mother yesterday that she’s twisted her back slightly and felt she couldn’t stand the jogging in your silly old car.’ Her smile showed she wasn’t being rude about my treasured M.G. ‘After all, it doesn’t have much in the way of back seats. We did phone – but of course, you’d already left.’


‘Jeez! If you’d phoned earlier it would have saved me the trip.’


‘Very gallant, I must say!’


‘Sorry. I didn’t mean that. But if Anna has hurt her back shouldn’t you be with her on the train? It all seems very sudden, this last-minute attack. What happened?’


The girl arrived with two large cappuccinos, the tops of the broad cups foaming with hot milk forced out under pressure, the foam sprinkled with splashes of tiny chocolate chips.


Sitting there, overlooking the sunny main street with its baskets of flowers hanging from every lamp-post, I knew even before she started to speak that Sonia and Anna had planned this. They must have done – and for only one reason: Sonia wanted to drive back alone with me. And that meant – well, after that curious incident in May when the storm broke, it could only mean one thing. My first thought, of excitement and desire, was followed by a second one, ‘What a girl – and what a nerve! How bloody Russian to plan an adventure like this!’


For it was at times like this – when she couldn’t control her sense of devilry – that I remembered how much she had inherited from her Russian grandmother. She might be as Italian as Florence itself, but the Russian ancestry was always lurking beneath the surface. She could not have known what I was thinking, how I was imagining where I would take her, when we could stop, what we would do – if I dared to do anything! She looked at me with those big blue eyes and started finally to speak.


‘Darling, beautiful Larry,’ she said. ‘No, don’t interrupt – you are beautiful – in a manly way, even though you are the world’s biggest nitwit! We didn’t telephone Douzy earlier, because I didn’t want to stop you coming to fetch me.’ I felt my growing excitement increase. ‘And your precious sister is perfectly all right, probably stuffing herself with Toblerone in the train. She might give a realistic twinge or two when she gets to Douzy, but there’s nothing the matter with her back. She’s as fit as I am.’


I decided to ask only one question. ‘But surely Mama said you should go with Anna – and leave a message for me at the school?’


‘She was starting to say something about that, but then we got cut off – well, don’t be cross, Larry. I put the receiver down on the hook.’


‘You what? The nerve of it!’


‘I asked Anna to go by train. I even bought the ticket for her. And’ – blue eyes looking steadily into mine, beautiful lips slightly open – ‘darling Larry, you must know – you must realise – that I’ve always dreamed of being alone with you.’


‘Me too.’ I was so stunned I felt my legs didn’t belong to me as the increasing urge of physical excitement hit me with the force of an expanding iron rod, so that I could only repeat, ‘Me too!’


As she rested one pale hand on the back of my brown hand on the table, squeezing it gently, I realised, with blinding excitement, that at this very moment, sipping coffee, the car round the corner, I faced a turning point in my life. Before the day was out I was going to make love to her. Everything about Sonia – from her face and her body, the way she looked, the way she walked, the touch of her hands – radiated the deep-seated physical passion of an Italian, but, too, the equally deep-rooted but longer lasting mental passion of a Russian.


‘I hope you don’t think I’m’ – she hesitated – ‘well, making all the running, but …’ She looked down at the table. ‘I felt that – well, you’re so nice, Larry. I know you feel kind of responsible – you’ve been told that, so you’d never make the first move and – I know it sounds silly when you’re only seventeen, but your mama was only seventeen when she got married – and I’m so pazza about you, Larry.’


‘Pazza?’


‘It means crazy – but nice crazy, Italian crazy.’


‘Russian crazy, more like it.’


‘Just pazza, darling. I just want – well, to be alone with you for one day. I’ve been praying for a beautiful day. Maybe we can stop on the way and buy a picnic lunch – a baguette, some pâté or ham or something, and a bottle of vino and eat it in a field.’


‘Come on,’ I said thickly. ‘It’s a long drive.’


I paid the bill, leaving all the loose Swiss change as a tip, and we walked unsteadily to the M.G. which I had parked in the small square by the lakeside. Across the blue water rose the hills of France. The car was shaded by a row of plane trees, bark peeling, great tufts of summer leaves jutting out from branches pruned back into knobbly stumps the previous autumn.


Then, with neither of us seeming to do anything about it, she was in my arms and I was kissing her, to begin with just our lips closing on each other, soft and gentle, pressed against each other, and then her mouth opened slightly, and mine too, just a little at first, touching almost as though by accident, tips of each other’s tongues barely touching, just brushing each other until, almost with a groan, both our mouths opened together and we stood there locked to each other.


Very tenderly, all the teasing, all her mischievous sense vanished. She stroked my cheek and there were the beginnings of two large tears as she whispered, ‘That was my first kiss, Larry. It was like sipping each other’s love. You’ll never be able to leave me now.’


We drove out of Switzerland via Vallorbe, leaving the trim Swiss villages and neat, clean streets at the foot of the long twisting climb over the Juras, the road lined with thick, dark sinister belts of fir trees, reminding me of Gustave Doré’s illustrations for Don Quixote. The bends of the closed-in forest finally reached the town of Pontarlier, the main street filled as usual with heavy trucks and carts loaded with timber.


Suddenly, driving with one hand, the other resting lightly on her knee, I said, ‘I need a drink – a beer. I’ve got the most terrible thirst.’


‘I wonder why?’ she asked innocently.


‘Excitement.’


‘And love?’ she asked.


‘For ever.’


Ornate stone gates marked the entrance to the bustling main street, giving the impression of a town fortified with ramparts. And this was true, I thought, as we stopped at a street that actually was called the rue des Remparts. It gave the broad main street, backed by woods and mountains, the flavour of a frontier town. The first café we entered even had a swing door and I almost expected to hear shooting during a poker game, or be greeted by one of those saloon girls who are always called Belle. It was, I suppose, the last town before France became Switzerland and it had the busy, unfinished air of a place where only physical labour could earn a decent living. There must have been pale, black-suited clerks somewhere in Pontarlier, but all the brain was hidden by brawn.


The man behind the bar pulled down the porcelain handle, filled a large glass of bière depression, half of which I gulped almost before Sonia had time to sip her café filtre.


‘That’s better.’ I pressed the palm of my hand on the metal filter section of her coffee, to try to force a few drops through into the cup below, and when she had sipped half of it we set off in the M.G. with a roar – Pontarlier looking like a one-horse western township with me whirling her away across my saddle, saving her from the clutches of the villain.


The country changed soon into a more open landscape as we drove towards Dôle, and my mind was racing at the prospect she had made so clear; unless she had second thoughts … Perhaps when it came to the point she would say no. Fun, but only necking. Scared, suddenly realising what a momentous step it would be for her to take. Especially as it was her first time. Must be. Or supposing she did – and I got her into trouble. The daughter of an ambassador! There’d be hell to play. Yet that kiss at Rolle – that surely was a kiss of promise? I suddenly felt reckless. All at once I didn’t give a damn, as we sped along, top down, wind in our hair.


‘There!’ I cried suddenly, pointing to a glade where the sunlight dappled through the trees on a rough cart track leading to open fields behind. ‘In there!’


For half a second she panicked – and so did I, though mine was a different fear – that we would be lying there and some angry French peasant with a shotgun or a big dog would come charging across the fields and kick us off his property.


‘Don’t be scared,’ I said as we reached the end of the belt of trees and I switched off the ignition. The car was hidden from the road, and ahead of us was a huge field of corn ready for the harvest, acres of waist-high gold in the hot sun, the gold picked out with a sprinkling of red poppies.


‘Are you scared?’ I asked her.


‘A bit. I’ve never done this before.’


‘Never?’


‘Never.’ She looked around nervously. ‘So long as no one sees us. I’m scared of that – and everything.’


‘Want to drive on?’


She hesitated, then said, ‘It seems so easy when you just talk about it.’


I picked up the rug from the back of the car.


‘Don’t worry,’ I reassured her, ‘even if anyone sees the car we’ll be hidden in this corn.’


We walked hand in hand to the edge of the corn. I somehow managed to hold her away from me, took hold of her shoulders, looked at her full in the face, and said, ‘You know I’d never try to force you – but I do want to. Are you sure?’


For a moment her lip trembled. I realised she might be going to say no. I had a frantic fear that she was going to say, ‘Perhaps we should go back to the car.’


‘Don’t say it!’ I cried.


It wasn’t very good the first time – it was all over before she had a chance. It had to be. I mumbled, ‘Sorry, darling, I couldn’t wait …’ She stroked my face and there were tears as she whispered, ‘I could feel you when you – you know’ – a little shyly at the use of the word – ‘when you came inside me. At school all the girls said it would hurt, but it didn’t.’


For perhaps half an hour we waited, lying on each other’s arms, and during that time she became excited with the satisfaction of a conspirator.


‘Are you all right, darling? Not worried? Shocked?’ I asked.


‘A bit. But I know I was the one who made the running – though I wasn’t sure how far I would dare to go.’ She hesitated. ‘I’ve always loved you, Larry. Do you think it was bad of me that day I let you look at me in the orchard? I’m so happy I don’t feel guilty – well, not very.’


She sat up, pink linen skirt for the moment decorously over her thighs. Stretching out one slender brown arm, she plucked out some poppies from the golden corn and laid them across my body.


‘I shall call you “Monsieur Coquelicot” – Mister Poppy. And that will always be a secret code between us. If ever we fight – we never will, of course – and one of us says “Monsieur Coquelicot” we have to stop. And if ever one of us feels like we do now, and there are lots of people around – and we can’t do anything, I’ll ask you, “How’s Monsieur Coquelicot?” and you’ll know that I love you.’


As we lay there before the second time, I said, ‘You know that all these books about sex which you buy in the Tauchnitz editions – they’re full of stories about girls having orgasms a dime a dozen. It’s not true.’


‘I know. I read Henry Miller – we smuggled it into school. Tropic of Cancer.’


‘Me too. But I don’t want to leave you in the air again – so what I’m trying to say is, darling, before we make love, let me help you while we kiss.’


As I touched her, she shuddered and – eyes closed, mouth open – as I slid inside her effortlessly, she gently pushed my hand away and replaced it with her own and I knew then it would be all right for her, and it was.


Lying there afterwards, with her blouse on but unbuttoned, while I stroked her breasts, her skirt pulled down, my trousers pulled up, she put her hand inside them and caressed me and said, ‘That’s what I hoped it would be like. That’s what I dreamed about in bed at night. But I never thought it would be quite so beautiful. You’re not sorry, Larry? Did I please you? Did I make you happy, was I all right?’


‘You know you did.’


‘Tell me you’ll always love me, whatever we do to each other, wherever we are – even if we’re apart. Uncle Oregon says there’ll be a war one day – tell me you’ll always love me.’


‘You know I will.’


I lay by her side, hands inside her blouse.


‘I’m still vaguely scared of that farmer with a shotgun,’ she said, ‘but I’ll never love anyone else.’


I felt the prick of tears, all the love bursting out of me, and I was thinking, ‘I feel the same. There will never, never be another woman in my life. And if there is a war one day, I’ll wait for you for ever.’ ‘I just adore you,’ I said.


‘You don’t think I was brazen for planning to get rid of Anna – and all this?’


‘I would never have dared to do it. I’ve dreamed about this before – but I never thought you’d go through with it if I asked.’


‘I wanted to, so often!’


‘Me too. But I was scared to.’


‘I nearly didn’t go through with it,’ she confessed. ‘This morning – at Pontarlier, I almost decided to ask you to understand. And then, when I looked at you after we started driving, our hair in the wind, I realised that we were in love, and I didn’t feel guilty.’ She shivered suddenly.


‘Cold?’


‘No. I was thinking of the future, looking at you. Those big shoulders, and your chest like warm silk.’ She lay her head on it. ‘Not hairy,’ she laughed. ‘I like it better this way.’


‘So long as nothing else happens – you know what I mean.’


‘A baby.’


‘Ever thought of that?’


‘I don’t care,’ she said with the recklessness of someone who doesn’t really know what she is saying. ‘If anything happens I’ll go to a Swiss doctor. I’d never let you know.’


‘You’d have to find one.’


‘Three of the girls at St. Agnes have had abortions. It’s quite easy, so don’t worry.’


‘I might want to worry.’


‘Well, it won’t happen, I’m sure, but if it does, yes darling Larry, I’d like you to worry. Because the two of us – it is wonderful, really – we’ve been brought up almost like brother and sister. How many holidays have I spent at Douzy? And I always swore I would never make love with anyone else but you – so that it would be perfect. And it has been perfect. And even my prayers were answered – the sun has never stopped shining, and darling Larry, I love you and I’m pazza about you.’


Impulsively she threw her arms round my neck and kissed me and cried, ‘Isn’t life good to us? I’m starving! Let’s forget the picnic idea and have a slap-up lunch.’


We ate at a bistro not far from Arbois where, to the amusement of the patron, she took up a chicken leg in her fingers, pulled off a piece of meat with her teeth, then offered it to me. ‘Yes, yes,’ she urged me, ‘it’s like our kisses. This chicken has been in my mouth and now it goes in yours. Then you give me a piece of yours.’


It was not until we were eating our wild strawberries, however, before I had a wild idea. Why couldn’t we pretend the car had broken down? Then we could spend the night together.


‘Dare you promise me something?’ I asked her.


‘If I can.’ She scooped up a spoonful of the tiny wild strawberries, ate half and gave me the rest.


‘Promise? I can be pazza too!’


‘Pazzo for you, darling,’ she laughed. ‘You’re masculine, that I do know. Pazza for me, pazzo for you. Dare I promise?’


‘You dared everything this morning.’


‘Well – you know that if I can, I will.’


‘It’s very simple,’ I said a trifle too airily. ‘I want to wake up tomorrow morning in a large double bed and have breakfast with you.’


‘You’re right – you’re more crazy than I am.’


‘I don’t see why it should be so difficult. If my car broke down – we’d be stuck, wouldn’t we?’


‘Your car break down! Your precious M.G.! You always told me it would never break down. Oh Larry! I’d love to. But I’d never sleep a wink!’


‘There’s nothing to worry about – and it could break down. Millions of cars all over the world are breaking down at this very moment.’


‘But your mama? What about her? She’d have a fit. She’d suspect the worst.’


‘She’ll probably never know. And anyway, if she did suspect, she couldn’t prove anything.’


It took a great deal of persuasion, but before lunch had ended she agreed. I admit I was nervous. I had never done this sort of thing before but we made a detour on the Ni, passing beyond Dijon towards Avallon where I knew a wonderful old inn – a glorified pub really – in the Vallée du Cousin, a wild narrow cleft of land hidden a few miles beyond the main road. The family had spent a night once at the Moulin Blanc, which backed on to a dribbling trout stream. ‘I only hope they don’t recognise and remember me,’ I said as we approached the old courtyard.


‘So long as I don’t have to appear until everything’s fixed,’ she made me promise. I jumped out of the car in front of the low, white building. I didn’t dare to admit that as I sauntered towards the entrance I was as terrified as she.


I walked into the pretty reception room, smiled at the reception clerk – and then all my nervous fears evaporated, simply because no one seemed remotely interested once I handed over my American passport and completed the police fiche. Even I knew that in France, country of discretion, no one ever asks for ‘madam’s passport’.


‘Nothing to it,’ I whispered loftily as the porter came to the car and took our luggage up the stairs.


‘Voilà!’ the porter opened the door on to a bedroom with a huge four-poster in the centre, the curtains round the bedposts matching the same blue and white flowered wallpaper.


When I had tipped him and the door was closed, we both jumped on the bed at the same time, almost whooping with pleasure. It wasn’t only love – or a teenage crush. It was the excitement of our impertinence, so that we were almost giggling at the thought of how we had fooled our parents.


‘God! Grandma’d flay me alive if she found out,’ I said.


‘We’ve got a secret they’ll never discover. Even if they find out about us later, they’ll never know about the Moulin Blanc.’


But above all it was the gentle intimacy of doing something together for the first time in our lives that touched us. We had our truite aux amandes on a small table on the edge of the river: the only light came from candles. And when dinner was over, and we went to bed, it was knowing that the perfect day in the sun would end with a night which could never be interrupted until it was time for breakfast.


We made love all night long, but there were gentle times of sleep in between and sometimes I woke first and, by a trick of light, the moon shining through a crack in the curtains, I could see her sleeping face as she lay there, in the position I would come to know so well, lying in the crook of my right shoulder, the sheets half pulled off her bare breasts, her lips in a faint smile as though she were in the midst of a wonderful dream.


In the middle of the night she suddenly sat up, naked, and switched on the small light on the right-hand side of the bed.


‘What on earth’s the matter?’ I asked, half asleep. ‘You all right?’


‘Yes. But Larry, I just had to know at this moment – now – do you really love me? Was this day just for fun – or will you love me for ever?’


‘Forever, you crazy Russian.’


‘Russians do love people for ever. It comes from inside. I don’t want you to think it’s just making love that counts for you. Being in love does make you do that all the time – but it’s real love …’


‘My sweet, I adore you, but it’s four in the morning.’


‘But you will love me for ever?’


‘I promise.’


‘It’s a solemn vow. We will love each other for ever. I’ll swear it. Do you?’


‘I swear it.’ And more awake now, I added laughingly, ‘Do you want me to marry you to prove it?’


‘Marry! You’re only nineteen. You must be crazy! Marriage? At seventeen? I can’t explain what I mean, but – the two things don’t seem to have anything to do with each other.’


‘But they should,’ I retorted rather priggishly, for to my juvenile, muddled way of thinking, the two were inseparable. It took me many years before I could really accept what she said.


‘But so long as we love each other – and you’ve made a vow, remember – we’ll never be able to leave each other.’ And then she switched off the light, murmured softly, ‘Love you,’ and laid her breasts against my shoulder and chest and gently fell asleep, only waking when the old waiter brought the café complet which I had ordered for 8 a.m., and we ate the featherweight croissants sitting naked in that huge double bed, she insisting that we share each piece of the fresh croissant and jam.


We reached Douzy in time for lunch. Papa and Mama and Grandma had not returned from Paris, and there was no reason why they should ever question the time of our arrival. If they did, I would of course tell them that my car had broken down and where we had spent the night – in separate rooms. But why should they ask? The servants probably hadn’t the faintest idea where we had come from. We might, for all they knew, have been in Paris with my parents. Anything could happen with crazy Americans. Only Mile Lisette, our one-time governess and now a fixture, gave me a long, hard look, and pursed her lips. But even her sour stare could not stop me from singing aloud with pure happiness.


The next morning when I came down for breakfast, ravenously hungry, Sonia was nowhere to be seen; only my sister.


‘She went for a walk to church,’ said Anna.


‘At this time of the morning?’


‘I know. I was as surprised as you – especially’ – with a sidelong glance in my direction – ‘when she said she was going to confession.’


Long, long before that I knew, even at nineteen, that the night in Avallon, with all its tenderness and beauty and closeness and warmth, would change my life for ever.
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It lasted almost twelve months, that idyllic period of love, the love coupled with all the fire and excitement of youth.


After the summer vacation Sonia and Anna returned to Switzerland for their last term and, at the start of the new year, I was not only working full-time for the Paris American, but also beginning to write occasional news stories for the Washington Globe, whose Paris correspondent, ‘Tommy’ Tomlinson, rented an office in the P.A. building and called on me for extra help whenever he was too busy to handle the news on his own. I was well paid but, more important to me, I was slowly becoming a cog in a big American newspaper.


During the week I lived at first in the Astell apartment in Paris, driving down to Douzy most weekends. And then, early in 1932, Sonia, her schooling finished, got a job as a translator in Paris. ‘Instant translators’ were just coming into vogue and Sonia was ideal; she was completely trilingual in English, French and Italian. She was not only stunning to look at, she was highly gifted and was soon taken on by an international agency who hired her out to attend important functions or conferences, so she didn’t have to go to a dreary office from nine to five translating dull documents.


Her father, Signor Riccardi, was still en poste as ambassador to Paraguay and was delighted when Sonia decided to live in France where the Astells could keep an eye on her. At first she stayed with an Italian friend of the Riccardi family, but this posed a problem: finding places to make love.


Paris in the thirties was made for lovers, yet though we saw each other almost daily we were both anxious when I took her home to the family apartment in the rue des St. Pères, the beautiful, narrow street on the Left Bank, with its antique shops and small galleries linking the quais on the banks of the Seine with the boulevard St. Germain.


I did take her, of course, often late at night after eating at some small bistro or dancing, but it was a hole-in-the-corner business, for it was a family apartment. And though I was the only member of the family who worked regularly in Paris, relatives had a habit of turning up without warning. Papa might have a business trip and elect to stay the night, or Mama might want to do some shopping. One evening Grandma arrived, driven in from Douzy by Gaston the chauffeur, to spend a couple of days seeing old friends. When at midnight I crept in, unsuspicious, with Sonia, only the sound of snoring made me scuttle for the door and take her home, after which I returned to the apartment – alone.


The following morning at breakfast Grandma, a forbidding figure in a long white gown and a kind of loose, linen cap hiding unmade hair, dunked a croissant in her coffee and looked at me reflectively.


After a brisk good morning, she asked, ‘I hope you slept well, Larry?’


‘Thank you. And you, Grandma?’


‘No. I did not sleep well.’


‘I’m sorry. Did I wake you?’


‘Not you! But nothing wakes anyone more quickly than the tapping of high heels on a parquet floor. And,’ even more drily, ‘it’s very bad for the parquet.’


As I choked on a mouthful of croissant, she added sardonically, ‘If you must entertain ladies in our apartment at all hours of the night, perhaps you could ask them to remove their shoes when they enter the front door.’ And as I gulped again she added – and I had to hand it to the old girl for her final remark – ‘I imagine they would have to take their shoes off eventually anyway.’


Fortunately she didn’t seem to have any idea who the visitor had been. Still, we had to do something, and after a few weeks Sonia found the perfect place.


It was a tiny bandbox of an apartment at the corner of the rue des St. Pères and the rue de l’Université. On the entresol, over an antique shop, it was little more than an extra floor squeezed by a rapacious landlord between the ground and first floor, almost a shelf jutting into the dark, cavernous and not too clean entrance hall. It had once been a lodge for a concierge, but there was no longer a concierge and so we snapped it up, all of two tiny rooms, a small bathroom and a kitchen no bigger than the bathroom. But it had a charm, with windows from both rooms looking out over the street barely twelve feet above the passers-by.


No white paint could ever make the dark living room lighter, but Sonia found some poppy wallpaper identical to that in her room at Douzy and a Spanish painter called Fernandez who decorated both rooms. We furnished it with bargains from the Flea Market. The room was just large enough for a double bed. And this was new, a house present from me, bought at the Trois Quartiers.


I also bought another present – this time of a non-lasting nature. I drove down to the flower market on the Ile de la Cité near Notre-Dame and filled the M.G. with a hundred red roses – and one white one.


Then, knowing that Sonia would be out at work, I filled the small bathtub with what looked like a scarlet flower bed, with just the single white rose in the middle.


She hadn’t the faintest idea when she arrived home and tugged open the sliding door leading to the tiny bathroom. She shrieked with joy, then a few tears of happiness stained her cheek.


‘You are a fool!’ I dried her tears on my handkerchief. ‘My own Monsieur Coquelicot! Who else in the world would make a surprise like this?’


Soon I more or less moved in. There wasn’t enough room for my clothes as well as Sonia’s, but that didn’t prevent me sleeping there and dashing out each morning to the boulangerie in the rue Jacob for freshly baked croissants.


At first I was worried lest Sonia might have a baby. If only I had realised what a simple solution to our future problems such a quickly forgotten scandal would have been! But as she said, after calling at Geneva on her way back from a trip to Italy, ‘The Swiss know how to fix everything. Now I have a diaphragm.’


Sometimes I went late to the office so that we could go to the marché at the top of the rue de Seine, the narrow street lined not only with shops selling every kind of food, but in front of them stall after stall, crowding together, the barrows piled high with fruit and vegetables, so spotless it looked as though each apple or leek had been individually polished, each radish personally scrubbed. There was great bargaining in the marché – especially among the fat, cheerful, blowzy women, loud-voiced, many still in their cloth slippers, for they had just come down the rickety stairs from their nearby apartments. In their overalls, hair done up in curlers, they examined each piece of merchandise with expertise before opening their small leather purses.


Sometimes we dined at Marcel’s, further along the rue Jacob opposite the place Fustenburg where Delacroix had had an atelier in a tiny square with clusters of gas globes on tall straight lamp-posts, that looked like a set from a period movie.


Marcel’s was one of the cheapest, smallest restaurants in the quartier, and though we could easily have afforded to visit more expensive ones we preferred Marcel’s once or twice a week because I think we were eager to be accepted as people who were part of Saint-Germain-des-Prés. I was perhaps envious of the struggling writers and painters who had lived there – men like Hemingway, Joyce and other undiscovered literary giants who had gathered at the feet of Gertrude Stein, or borrowed books from Sylvia Beach at her bookstore, ‘Shakespeare and Company’, in the rue de l’Odéon.


In those Paris days, Sylvia provided a haven for anyone – rich or poor – who enjoyed books, for she was a warm, generous woman with a happy smile below her brown eyes and wavy brown hair, and she loved gossip, so that when she knew I worked not only for the P.A. but also for the Globe she was a valuable source of information.


Occasionally Sylvia came to have a quiet dinner with us at Marcel’s, for she hated what she called ‘touristy places’ and certainly Marcel’s never attracted a tourist. Its zinc bar, with hard boiled eggs on the counter and saucers piled up in front of you to keep a tally on the number of drinks served, was tiny. In summer you could sit out on the pavement, in winter inside a glass extension, steamy with heat and the smell of Gauloises.


But the shabbiness of Marcel’s was like a welcoming cloak, for it had none of the frostiness of formality. Most of the regulars were lonely men, clerks perhaps, professors or school teachers. They nodded to us gravely, not with familiarity but out of politeness, and we never noticed the off-white walls, the stains on the tablecloths, the one shambling waiter, for he was our friend, their friend. When elderly regulars arrived he knew without asking which newspaper, rolled up on its wooden rod, he should take off the wall rack for him. He rarely offered a menu to the regulars like us. We would take the dish of the day because we knew it had been cooked by Marcel himself, good home cooking with no frills, and always marked with chalk on a large slate standing near the cash till where Madame Marcel held sway.


Sometimes, after a good dinner with Sylvia Beach, as on this evening, she walked up with us to the Deux Magots, another haven, where for the price of a drink or a coffee people sat for hours on the terrace watching the crowd saunter along the boulevard St. Germain. At times I caught her regarding us almost quizzically.


‘Are you two ever going to get married?’ she asked with a smile.


Sonia shook her head.


‘Why not?’


I started to speak, but in her ‘dark’ husky voice Sonia said first, ‘We’re too happy to spoil it.’


‘How Russian!’ Sylvia laughed.


That was the way our lives passed by. Unless Sonia went to Florence when her parents were on leave, or if they came to visit her in Paris, we were inseparable and, in those days, when we would dance until the dawn, go to her apartment to make love, and still be ready to face a day’s work, there was no city in the world as wonderful.


Paris was one part of our lives but then, as though switching off a film, we shared our other kind of life at weekends: the magic of Douzy. To me, Paris represented fun and work in a wonderful city; but Douzy was home.


And this was a special weekend – the biggest fête day in France and also my twentieth birthday. For I was born on 14 July, the Quatorze Juillet, France’s equivalent of the Fourth of July. It always meant a double celebration in the Douzy household, for we celebrated birthdays with a few glasses of blanc de blancs in the cool white splendour of the Douzy pyramid, one of the showplaces of Champagne.


Luckily none of us knew that within a few hours Sonia and I would be discovered – and that she would be packed off away from me, from Paris, from our beloved Douzy.
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‘There’s one thing about a drinks party in the pyramid,’ my father said to Willi Frankel, a German engineer and a friend of Anna’s who had spent several weekends at Douzy. ‘It can’t last very long. No, it just can’t.’


Willi looked mystified until I explained that the Douzy pyramid was not only a remarkable natural phenomenon, it was also a working cellar over a hundred feet below ground in which we could store up to a quarter of a million bottles from various years.


‘Perfect for keeping champagne,’ I said, ‘but the temperature always hovers around eleven centigrade. Don’t worry! We keep a supply of old Sherlock Holmes-type cloaks for anyone who feels chilly.’


Willi, Guy and I led the way. Papa had gone ahead. Anna, Sonia and a girl called Olivia Jacobsen, who had been invited by Guy for her first visit to Douzy, followed. Grandma had promised to come, but was visiting a vineyard some distance away.


It was a beautiful morning as we walked along in the warm July sunshine, picking the occasional wild flower or blowing the tops off the fluffy ‘She loves me, she loves me not’ dandelion puff-balls. Everyone was happy. Anna was obviously intrigued with Willi, tall and blond with very correct manners from Düsseldorf. Guy had become friendly with Olivia, at first because she was helping him with his art studies, but I also felt that, though she was several years older than any of us, her creamy complexion, composed face, quiet and serene, attracted Guy as much as her painting.


Midway along the half-mile walk to the pyramid we passed the Home Farm, with its large rectangular buildings, the outer wall of weathered brick enclosing barns, the manure of the farms and horses, the cowsheds, the dairy where we churned butter, even Douzy fromage.


‘It looks enormous,’ said Willi, walking along the never-ending wall that bordered the lane. I explained that only half was a farm proper. The far end housed the buildings of the cellier.


‘Underground? Is this where we are going down?’


‘No, no. Underground are the caves – the French word for the cellars, if you like. The celliers are not cellars, they’re the name given to the champagne workrooms above ground – the press, which can handle four tons of grapes at one pressing, the bottling plant, mixing rooms where sugar and sometimes an older vintage of champagne is mixed with the new vintage to pep it up. That’s where Papa is a real expert – he’s the best in the blending business.’


‘Life at your Douzy is very good, is not?’ said Willi. ‘So why you prefer to live in Paris, hard work as a newspaperman, nein?’


‘Not easy to explain. I love this place, Willi – it’s my home – and yet, I don’t know why, half of me is always yearning to get out of it.’


I waved a greeting to an old vigneron called Pagniez. One of Pagniez’s sons worked in the vineyards with his father – I could see him a few yards away. Pagniez’s daughter had worked in the château since she left school – a school paid for with pleasure by Papa who called her, as everyone did, ‘Aubergine’, a nickname derived from some babytalk mispronunciation.


I found Willi’s question hard to answer. All I knew was that I found it boring having to-listen to ‘champagne talk’ – my father’s friends discussing the influence of supra-cretaceous chalk soil on Chardonnay grapes – to say nothing of production units, presses, blending, dégorgement and a hundred other technicalities. What I really wanted was to see my own name on my first novel (if I ever got around to writing it) or else my by-line on Page One of a famous American newspaper.


It would come, I knew it would; I had a complete faith that I would one day succeed. I was lucky in one thing: Papa was understanding, and never tried to force me to follow ‘in father’s footsteps’. His was a French life, really, more than an American one. He was immersed in a totally French business. He almost always spoke French. He was very quiet and tended to shirk any ‘man-to-man’ talks as though they embarrassed him, but on the other hand he was tolerant enough to understand that I wanted to make a life of my own. He was gentle, considerate – unless he was so occupied that he hardly noticed our presence. When he was with friends, ‘on parade’, as his brother Oregon called it, he was good company. But he was the epitome of a man married to his job. At forty-eight he was a handsome man, and had a trick of raising and lowering his voice to accent certain words, as though to give them a special significance that others missed. When he was explaining something, I would hear Papa say in his special voice, ‘Oh really! I must say.’


‘I think I understand.’ Willi who, after studying at the Sorbonne, had worked for a year in a British engineering works, spoke passable English. ‘I lived with my parents in a village for many years and now I get excited living in Düsseldorf. Of course’ – his next words didn’t sound exactly complimentary – ‘I work as an engineer, is different, much more important.’


‘Jesus!’ I laughed. ‘I don’t spend all my time in bed waiting for inspiration, you know. I do work.’


‘Of course. But you do not mind the big change.’ And then a little slyly he added, ‘You think is different for a woman – someone like – well, Anna, to make a home away from Douzy?’


‘Anna? You mean the idea of Anna living in Düsseldorf?’


Willi blushed slightly. ‘Maybe one day, who knows?’


‘She is only eighteen.’


‘I know,’ said Willi hurriedly, ‘If still we are fond of each other, of course I wait.’ He almost clicked his heels.


‘Papa wouldn’t like it.’ I kicked some loose pebbles to the edge of the path. ‘He’s not enthusiastic about the Germans. And what about this Hitler man? Now he has made some sort of alliance with Hugenberg in Harzburg.’


‘How you know this?’ He looked astonished.


‘I am a journalist,’ I laughed.


‘You can forget Hitler. He was only a corporal.’


‘Well, I wouldn’t ask Papa for permission to marry yet,’ I laughed – but I meant it. ‘Not until you’ve got rid of Hitler, anyway.’


Shortly after midday we all reached the Douzy pyramid. I knew Willi would be astonished when he saw it for the first time, though so far he did not seem impressed. The sloping country lane led to large double doors set into the hillside. An old-fashioned sign at the end of the drive announced:


ASTELL & Cie


Negotiants de Champagne


That was all, an almost supercilious sign, as though the product needed no further introduction.


Inside the outer office I could see Willi doubtfully eyeing the bits of furniture, a few charts on the white walls, some sample bottles in an old-fashioned rack. I smiled inwardly. It looked ordinary, but I had never met anyone who could resist the sense of shock when they first saw the pyramid.


‘This way.’ My father led Willi to the far end of the office, where a flight of stone steps dropped still further downwards. They were very broad, a hundred and five of them, but as easy to use as those leading from a dress circle to a theatre foyer.


‘Here we are!’ My father threw open a second set of doors at the foot of the steps. There was a faint odour of sourness, of damp. And it was chilly. ‘After you,’ he held open one of the doors politely. ‘This is your first visit.’


We stepped on to a white, chalk-stone terrace cut into the wall and illuminated by dim lights. Two butlers in ceremonial white ties and tails, each with his silver tasting dish on a ribbon round his neck, were preparing tulip glasses for the drinks.


‘It’s a kind of uniform for ceremonial occasions,’ I whispered.


Willi gaped in astonishment.


‘O Gott! Oje!’ he cried. ‘Is not possible, Larry!’


In front of the observation platform we looked upwards towards the apex, a tiny patch of light far above; then downwards another fifty feet or so to the huge rectangular base below. Everything was blinding white.


‘Is incredible,’ cried Willi. ‘What engineering! How did anyone build this miracle? Nothing like it in all the world.’


My father, who loved the role of guide, pointed to the apex.


‘This pyramid started when the Romans dug that hole.’ He pointed upwards. ‘As soon as they’d excavated a vertical shaft, rather like a well, they dug downwards, outwards, all underground. Look carefully.’ He flashed a torch on to the nearest wall. ‘You can see the marks made by men digging out the shaft. Those marks were made by the Romans.’


The balcony on which we were sipping champagne was ringed with railings to form a semi-circular observation platform. On the floor area below a dozen dark and tiny figures scurried round like ants caught in a field of snow.


‘Is like a giant crevasse at the South Pole,’ said Willi.


As the butler gravely poured out more champagne, my father pointed out the steps built into the sides of the wall, together with other platforms at various heights, and the dark holes of tunnels.


‘Give us extra storage space,’ he explained. ‘We store our best vintages here and in the adjoining tunnels. We use a long chain and pulley on wheels to haul up the bottles, six at a time in special baskets. And in the large tunnel’ – he pointed it out – ‘there’s an ancient truck on rails that leads to the railway at Rilly.’


‘This pyramid – is the only one?’


‘Good Lord no.’ I shook my head. ‘There’s another one on the other side of the Rilly railroad, and in Reims itself there are forty pyramids, with connecting tunnels.’


‘But all this engineering under the ground – I think is very difficult,’ said Willi.


‘They had no choice if they wanted chalk for building,’ said my father. ‘Chalk that’s exposed immediately to rain or frost cracks or breaks. The Romans had to quarry under the ground and cover the whole thing at night with a slab of stone no larger than a table.’


It was the vignerons who discovered that chalk cellars provided the perfect place to store champagne which, unlike most wines, matures in bottles.


After the birthday toasts, my father signalled to the butlers that we were ready to go, explaining, ‘There are more than a hundred miles of underground tunnels in the area, like a subterranean city, some broad like avenues, others branching off, some like small city squares; trucks on rails, ventilation shafts – yes, we have everything.’


‘Will they ever build more tunnels?’


‘Not in my lifetime, if ever.’ My father shook his head. ‘Apart from anything else, remember that the champagne market is as flat as vinegar. The international market has gone. The Russian trade vanished with the Revolution. The American market vanished with prohibition, while France and Britain are still wallowing in the wake of the 1929 recession.’


This was our home in Champagne, once the bed of an old inland sea which over thousands of years had deposited its thick, chalky sediment and become a vast plain of dry and undulating chalk with only a thin layer of alluvial soil over it. Here stood the mountain of Reims looking down on the valley of the Marne; hardly a mountain, for the highest point of the horseshoe-shaped range of hills was barely six hundred feet above the plains. But different enough for the former to produce ‘the wine of the mountain’ while the vineyards nearer the Marne were always known as ‘the wine of the river’.


And in answer to a question by Willi, I replied, ‘No. I’m not going to waste our time taking you to Reims. It’s the dreariest, most provincial town in France, filled with priests from the cathedral and colleges.’


To my surprise Willi suddenly announced when we had returned to the house, ‘I have bought you a present. Is too difficult to wrap up.’ Everyone gave each other gifts at birthdays, but I hardly expected one from Willi. However, he presented me with a thick Malacca walking stick.


‘That’s great,’ I thanked him.


‘And useful.’


‘Sure, I like walking.’


‘No. Look. Let me hold it.’ With an almost theatrical flourish he tugged hard at what looked like an ordinary walking stick. It came apart in his hands, revealing a beautiful swordstick which he could slide back into the Malacca cane, using it as a sheath.


‘That’s terrific.’ I examined it with new interest.


‘In case Hitler attacks you,’ said Willi solemnly – before bursting into laughter.


That evening we held a warm, cosy supper with a few local friends, mostly Americans, after which we drank still more Astell birthday toasts in ‘le living room’.


This was Mama’s favourite room, long, with a high ceiling in beautiful proportion, and, better still, she had furnished it without regard to Grandma’s tight-lipped disapproval of any ‘foreign’ furniture. Grandma Jacqueline might have the right to keep her family heirlooms in the salon; but enough was enough, and behind the stiff, unyielding French furniture Mama, with her American flair for friendly rooms, had her way. Two long deep sofas, coloured in oatmeal, each big enough to seat four people, filled one corner. In front of them was an extraordinary glass-topped coffee table, three yards long, more than a yard wide, with a top made of plate glass an inch thick. Four men could not lift it off the crossed stainless steel legs that supported it. It had been designed years ago by the firm which supplied Papa’s champagne bottles. A dozen people could sit round the table for drinks.


In winter a log fire always flickered on the walls. One wall was covered with paintings, many signed personally by Vlaminck, Dufy and (my own favourite) a large picture of some sunflowers, dated 1909 and painted by Gontchorova, the frail Russian lady who lived in the rue de Seine near our Paris apartment. The other wall was lined with bookshelves – something very much against the French tradition, for many people preferred to house their books in a formal library. No doubt this was because newly published French books only had paper covers, so most families had their books specially bound, and that seemed to change them, to clothe the books with a sense of formality, whereas many of our books came from New York or London and had cheerful, bright dust jackets that gave an added warmth to the room. They stretched along the entire forty-foot length of the wall.


The far end of the room offered a tantalising glimpse of the outside world for it was here that the french windows opened on to the conservatory, always filled with plants, ranging from bowls of daffodils and tulips and azaleas in spring to tubs of fuchsias through summer, and barrels of Michaelmas daisies and chrysanthemums in the autumn. Gardeners carried flowers in bloom from hidden greenhouses so that with the changing seasons, the conservatory, overlooking the dell, seemed to be magically endowed with the property of an everlasting summer. And behind them, clinging to the wall, were the scarlet blossoms of climbing geraniums, thrusting up between the rows of wires, and which seemed to bloom even as another winter approached.


Talking to Sonia for a moment I suddenly thought, ‘She’s right – Douzy is a benediction. If only life – and love – if only all of this could go on for ever.’


Someone else apparently thought the same.


‘That’s a very beautiful young lady,’ said a voice in my ear, ‘I think you should introduce me. I just came to Douzy for a pre-dinner drink on my way home, but looking at this vision I’m tempted to invite myself to dinner.’


It was Monsieur Maurice Pol Roger – not only the head of the famous champagne firm, but the mayor of Épernay since the end of the war.


Sonia murmured something polite.


‘A picture, sir! Yes, a beautiful picture. Une photo sans besoin de retoucher.’


It was a pretty compliment. ‘Mais, hélas,’ said the mayor. ‘I have to go. Keeping two jobs going is hard work.’


‘He keeps three jobs going,’ I whispered as soon as Papa took the mayor to the front door. ‘He’s our local eccentric. He goes to the office at eight o’clock every morning and leaves at half past nine, only an hour and a half later.’


‘A hard day’s work,’ Sonia laughed.


‘It is. Know what he does? He changes in his car then spends the entire day shooting or fishing. He’s already bagged over five hundred wild boar in the woods up on the mountain, and then – believe it or not – sharp at half past five each evening he returns to the office to sign his letters.’


‘Larry, darling,’ Mama interrupted my thoughts, ‘could you be an angel and fill my glass for me.’


Mama looked wonderful. But there were moments when she sat sadly staring into space.


Guy, Anna and Olivia were talking together with my father, and Jean-Pierre Malherbe, who lived near Reims and automatically came to any party, stood looking at my sister with worshipping eyes. He was openly envious of Willi, who at the Sorbonne had passed every engineering examination that came his way without any apparent effort.


When Anna nearly knocked over my glass, I looked in Willi’s direction and said to her, ‘Don’t become too involved with a German. He might become another Hitler.’


‘You’re a fine one to talk!’ You could never get the better of Anna. ‘You and your Sonia. She might become another Mussolini. Yes, she’s over there, looking at you.’


I stood watching her. In fact, I was imagining Sonia naked in bed with me – until I caught Mama’s eye. Seeing her quizzical look I wondered, did Mama know that I had started my birthday by making love to Sonia before breakfast and that soon, when the party was over, the house darkened, I would creep out of my room to hers and spend the night with her? ‘Parents know nothing,’ Anna had once declared decisively, but I wasn’t so sure at this moment, as Mama looked first at me and then directly at Sonia.


Sonia was sitting in a deep armchair near the french windows, talking now to Jean-Pierre who was learning the skills of champagne production with one of our neighbouring firms; with him were two elderly ladies.


I walked across to them. Sonia had suffered long enough at the hands of Jean-Pierre, an orphan whose American father and mother had been killed in a car crash, but who had lived in France all their lives, so that the only American thing about Jean-Pierre was his passport. He had been brought up by the two delightful American maiden ladies sitting next to Sonia, known all over Champagne as the Misses B and B – Miss Brewer and Miss Barron. Miss Brewer was a distant relative of Jean-Pierre’s and had taken him into her care. Miss Barron had originally been engaged as a companion to Miss Brewer, but for many years there had been no boss, no servant. They were now friends who clung to each other with a desperate fear of loneliness. They had a tiny apartment in Paris, and a cottage not far from Douzy.


‘It’s a fine party, Larry.’ Jean-Pierre stood up politely. ‘Have you seen Anna?’


‘She’s with her new boyfriend’ – Sonia sometimes had a mischievous streak. ‘You’ve seen him – Willi something.’


Jean-Pierre blushed and immediately Sonia touched his hand, as though asking forgiveness.


‘Don’t worry,’ she smiled. ‘He’s a German. An engineer or something equally dull. Doesn’t sparkle like a true son of champagne – like you and Larry.’


I saw Miss Brewer say something to Jean-Pierre, but he didn’t hear her. On purpose, perhaps? The Misses B and B were gentle, kind, nondescript, grey-haired, plump, talkative – and also came to all our parties. Perhaps Jean-Pierre was stifled by their gentle kindness but, even if he tried to escape he failed, for as he crossed the room he was trapped by Grandma who loved to talk to ‘a real Frenchman’, as she put it acidly, ‘instead of listening to all those American accents.’


The fact that none of the Astells had the faintest trace of a foreign accent when speaking French – rather the reverse in fact, when we spoke English – had never convinced Grandma, who believed that we ruined the French language every time we opened our mouths.


‘I want a breath of fresh air,’ cried Sonia. ‘Isn’t the café in Douzy village open?’


‘It is,’ I said. ‘Let’s pop in for a final nightcap. Maybe we could get some beer as a change from champagne. ’Night, night everyone.’ This to the older ones, with a big kiss to Mama and a fervent ‘Thank you’ for my birthday present.


Looking at me fondly, Mama whispered, ‘Don’t forget to kiss your Grandma good night – and thank her for the shaving set.’


‘Good night, Grandma,’ I cried. ‘Tomorrow you’ll see me with a polished new face – thanks to your new shaving set.’


Grandma’s eyes rarely softened, but she stood up, all creases and hidden noises from her stiff dress, and offered two cheeks to be kissed. I obliged and, as the others prepared to leave, Willi bowed stiffly and said formally, ‘Bonsoir, madame, et merci beaucoup.’


It was a polite gesture, for after all it wasn’t Grandma’s party. But she was unbending, giving poor Willi only a frigid inclination of the head.


‘I don’t think she likes me,’ said Willi.


‘Well, you’re not Grandma’s boyfriend,’ Anna said cheerfully, ‘so I wouldn’t let it worry you. Grandma won’t be satisfied until the last German in the world has been buried.’


My father was just behind and, as I walked out of the salon into the hall, grabbing my gloves from the ormulu table, I asked him, ‘As it’s my birthday, Papa, can I borrow the Hisp?’


He nodded almost absently, adding, ‘But don’t smash it up. We’ve all had a few drinks tonight. Yes, indeed.’


‘Promise. And thanks for everything.’


I had my precious M.G., but Papa’s family car was much grander, a long, gleaming Hispano-Suiza, driven usually by Gaston the family chauffeur, another of old Pagniez’s sons. The ‘Hisp.’, as we nicknamed it, was like a battleship. The ‘68’ model, it had a nine-litre V12 engine and would hum along at more than a hundred miles an hour.


We all ran out into the warm summer’s night, and I shouted to Guy, ‘You want to drive my M.G.? Take Olivia with you and follow me.’


Sonia jumped in next to me, while Jean-Pierre and Anna sat in the back with Willi.


There was no short cut by which you could drive from the château to Douzy village, though you could walk there across country in fifteen minutes. But with a car you had to drive almost down to Rilly near the main Reims-Épernay road then double back up a chalky, narrow strip of road, shining pale gold in the moonlight. Not that the detour mattered. July was a benevolent month, it was warm, it was only a couple of miles, and the Hisp purred along like a silky cat. It was a joy to drive her, though I kept the speed down – apart from the Hisp., I didn’t want Guy going too fast and smashing up my M.G.


It was not only exhilarating, it was beautiful as we made first for the church with its ugly greyish square tower and squat apology for a spire. At night the church looked abandoned, forbidden, dirty, as if it needed a wash, for the wall had been erected four hundred years ago by mixing big white stone with plaster, giving it a speckled look. But the graveyard, with its horizontal family memorial slabs – ornate and often one on top of the other in French peasant fashion – was neat and tidy, and so was the grey stone plinth bearing the names of local fathers and sons who had died in the Great War.


Silhouetted against the vineyards, the church was an anachronism, nearly a mile from its village, but as we drove on towards Douzy, it wasn’t difficult to see the reason why. The village of Douzy might just as well have been built on a switchback.


Anna yelled from the back seat, ‘Let’s stop at the mairie and see if anyone’s getting married.’


The mairie was an unpretentious house in the steep curving rue Clemenceau, for the village didn’t merit a ‘mayor’s parlour’. The mayor worked in the vineyards, and had a plot of land, and this was his home – despite a front door decorated with special pronouncements: the new revised postal times, but also a discreet notice that the mayor had some potatoes for sale (by the sack only).


Anna struck a match to peer at the only wedding notice.


‘It’s Anne-Marie Drouet,’ she shrieked. ‘She’s the girl who works in the épicerie. I thought she was in the family way when I saw her last week.’


‘Who’s the unlucky man?’ someone asked.


‘Dunno. One of a dozen, I imagine.’


A few yards down the steep hill stood the Café des Sports, faint lights glowing behind steamy windows, with a sign in bold black lettering, the ‘C’ and the ‘S’ picked out in red. Opposite, Madame Roisin’s épicerie – where the unfortunate Anne-Marie worked – was closed, and so naturally were Douzy’s other two shops – the bakery and the butcher. The owners were probably at the Café des Sports celebrating.


Douzy was an integral part of our lives, perhaps because it had grown naturally in the hilly vineyards surrounding it, and so was different from many of the neighbouring villages which often consisted of one long street, straggling and deserted. Douzy clustered rather than straggled, so that our tyres squealed as we twisted and turned through the village streets leading to what the Guide Bleu called ‘the surprise view’ at the corner of Douzy’s public washing trough, shaded by a steep roof and surrounded with peeling plane trees. In front of us spread miles of vineyards like black lines of regimental soldiers, black now at night through a trick of the moonlight which robbed us of the green lines of daylight.


Back up the hill, we all trooped into the Café des Sports and ordered cold Slavia beer, while Roland, the patron, who knew everyone and everything in the village, said slyly, ‘You’re twenty today, I hear. Bonne fête!’ And casting an eye at Sonia sitting at the stained, wooden table – even the way she drank her beer was exciting – he added, ‘Soon time to settle down and get married, eh?’


Sonia caught the look, and in her dark throaty voice she just said, ‘I’m not ready to get married yet, Monsieur Roland, but, all the same, I’m not going to let Larry marry anyone else.’


The party over, I undressed hurriedly in my bedroom, taking a last look at a pair of cufflinks which I placed on the dressing table. They were beautiful – and Sonia’s expensive birthday present to me. I waited a few minutes. The last guests had long since departed; Papa and Mama were in bed.


Gently – the movement born of long experience – I half opened my bedroom door, looking for tell-tale bands of light below other doors. Darkness! I tiptoed the length of the corridor, gently pushed open the last door on the right, and slid into her room.


Sonia was already in bed – well, no, it was a warm summer’s night, and she was on the bed, lying on her back, hands clasped under the back of her head, legs together, still naked, her black hair tumbling over the white pillow. Only one small bed-light lit up the poppy pattern on the walls, the ceiling, the drapes, turning the small room into a basket of red flowers.


‘This is our real present – to each other, mio adorato,’ she whispered as I snuggled in against her.


I have no idea how my father found out. He must have been suddenly suspicious, because I set my alarm at 5.30 each morning, giving me plenty of time to sneak back to my room before the house awakened.


He couldn’t have heard the alarm – I had bought it specially because it gave out a discreet buzz instead of the usual bell. At 5.30 it rang, I turned it off, nestled in Sonia’s arms for the best part of half an hour, as I usually did, loving her gently and quietly so that no one would hear any creaking beds.


By six o’clock I carefully pushed open the door which opened into the corridor, peered out to make sure no one was about, then prepared to turn left.


As I gently eased the door shut, my father, who had been quietly standing on my right, hidden by the open door, tapped my shoulder without a word.


I spun round with a cry. I heard a gasp from Sonia. My father, in his dressing gown, looked at me with a kind of cold scorn, then without uttering a single word pointed to my room. The gesture was an order – and one that could not be disobeyed, especially by the twenty-year-old son of the house.


Not until after breakfast did he ask me, quietly, even politely, to go to his study, after an embarrassing meal shared by a silent family, who could sense that something was wrong.


My father asked the usual questions. How could I be so stupid? How long had this been going on? Was I sure she was not pregnant? ‘I don’t blame you entirely, she’s a high flier, but I hope you agree you’ve been stupid – and worse,’ he said. Finally he came to the point.


‘Sonia will leave this morning.’ The tone of his flat statement horrified me.


‘But she works in Paris! She’s got a job.’


‘I am not interested in her job,’ said my father sternly. ‘She will resign from it and leave.’


‘But you can’t force a girl who’s independent to give up her job,’ I shouted angrily.


‘I can – and I will. I’m giving you two damn fools a chance. If you want to save Sonia’s’ – he hesitated over the word – ‘honour, you do it my way. If she goes quietly,’ he permitted himself a wintry smile at the allusion to police procedure, ‘then we will all keep this despicable skeleton in our own cupboard. And that means that Sonia’s mother and father need never know how you’ve seduced their daughter.’


‘And the alternative?’


‘If you insist on behaving stupidly, I shall cable Signor Riccardi that you have seduced his daughter and broken up a family friendship that has lasted for years. Then he would order Sonia to return.’


‘That’s blackmail! That’s despicable – to use your own word.’


‘But I’ve only got Sonia’s welfare in mind. And perhaps you’ll remember that your mother is Sonia’s godmother. Responsible for a girl’s welfare. You’re a selfish idiot, thinking of yourself all the time.’


‘She still might not go.’ I felt a suddenly stubborn streak. ‘She might insist on staying.’


‘She’s a minor. As a newspaperman, you should be a little more intelligent in sizing up people. With his diplomatic powers, Signor Riccardi could have her permit de séjour cancelled within twenty-four hours. Don’t be so naïve.’


‘But I love Sonia. We love each other.’


Until that moment my father had kept himself under control – as he always did. But the word ‘love’ sparked off a sudden outburst of fury.


‘What in hell’s name do you know about love!’ he cried. ‘Is it your idea of love that you cheat a woman like Sonia’s mother just because you want to get her daughter into bed? And in my house. God preserve me from modern youth!’


‘I don’t care what you think – or what you say – we’ve got nothing to be ashamed of.’ And with a sudden rush of anger, I cried, ‘I want to see her. Right away. I suppose she knows?’


‘See her? In no circumstances. Yes, your mother has spoken to Sonia. And she agrees with me – you will not see her. Not alone. You may not be ashamed, but understand this. You’ve behaved like the worst kind of bastard. The daughter of one of our oldest friends. You may not be ashamed of yourself, but I’m ashamed of you. Yes, I am.’


‘I still want to see her,’ I muttered.


‘Just remember one thing. Italian men don’t like their daughters to be – well, soiled. I’m talking about a prospective husband for Sonia. By sending her away, I’m protecting her, protecting her family name. If anyone in Florence ever found out, it’d cause a scandal.’


‘They won’t find out. You’ve no right to stop me. And you can’t.’ Now I began to get really mad, borrowing the temper from my father. ‘And if you’re so worried about what people think, we’ll get married.’


‘At your age?’


‘Why not? Mama was younger than Sonia when she …’


‘That’s different. You’re both too young. You’ve no career – not yet …’


‘Well’ – with a touch of sarcasm – ‘you’ll be relieved to know that Sonia doesn’t want to get married.’


‘More sense than you have.’


‘But I am going to see her alone and say goodbye.’


‘You’re not.’


‘I am. What are you going to do about it? Try and stop me by force? If you try, I’m off. I’ll leave home. And then you can thank yourself for breaking Mama’s heart – for that’s what’d happen if I left. And I will if I have to. I can be as stubborn as you.’


‘Where will you go?’


‘Anywhere. I don’t give a damn.’


‘And live on?’


‘I won’t ask you for money, if that’s what’s worrying you.’


He hesitated. ‘All right,’ he said heavily. ‘Arrange the goodbyes with your mother.’ Then he left the room without another word.


For the first time, my anger began to diminish, for I knew I had won the small battle. Better – or was it worse? – I realised that my father wasn’t really angry. I was the angry son, he the hurt father. Suddenly I was aware that, with his strict code of principles, he was indeed ashamed of me, of what I had done, of the possible disgrace. What a stupid, old-fashioned way for father and son to start a fight! Over a woman, like so many fights in life. He was ashamed as though I had broken a law, almost as if I were guilty of rape. He would probably never believe that it was Sonia who in the first instance had seduced me.


I was still sufficiently angry that before I did anything else – before I even tried to see Sonia – I felt a desperate urge to get out of the house into the fresh air, go for a walk, give myself a chance to cool off. Almost running across the courtyard, I rushed through the arch and almost fell into the arms of Anna and Willi, locked in a torrid embrace behind the yew trees.


‘Sorry!’ I shouted and prepared to walk down the hill.


‘Wait!’ cried Anna, gesturing to Willi to leave us alone. ‘I’ll come back in a minute or two,’ she said to him. And to me she asked, ‘What happened?’


‘Caught in the bloody act.’ I kicked some loose gravel savagely. ‘Father was actually waiting for me when I walked out of Sonia’s room at six this morning. Jesus! Was that one helluva row.’


‘What’s going to happen to you – and Sonia? She told me she’s leaving. Oh! Larry, poor you, poor Sonia.’


‘It was too good to last.’


‘Willi and I will probably be next,’ Anna prophesied gloomily.


‘What on earth for?’


‘Papa hates the Germans. He’s been indoctrinated by Grandma.’


‘Silly old cow. Yes, I mean it. But you’ll be all right. Get rid of Hitler – he’s bound to go – and then …’


‘Couldn’t you bear to wait for Sonia? I mean, let it all blow over.’


‘That’s the idea, I suppose. But it’s so damned stupid – having to wait.’


Suddenly Sonia appeared, walking through the arch, quietly, almost sedately, all the fun gone from those laughing blue eyes. She looked at me a little awkwardly and said, ‘Your mother said you’d probably be here.’


‘Darling Sonia,’ I cried. ‘Let’s walk down the dell. Though, I suppose,’ I added bitterly, ‘I’m only allowed to see you if we keep in sight.’


‘That’s true.’ She was very serious but close to tears. ‘I did make a sort of vague promise to your mother. She’s been very sweet.’


‘What’s sweet about separating us?’


‘Don’t let’s part like this, darling. It won’t be for ever.’


‘But why not get married? Run for it, bolt this very minute in the M.G. and get married at the American Embassy?’


‘You know it’s impossible.’ We were walking slowly down towards the bottom of the dell, following the pale ochre path, the green lawns falling away to the bank of rhododendrons and the orchard beyond.


She kicked at some loose stones before repeating, ‘You know it’s impossible. It’s not only your parents – it’s mine. I’m only eighteen. There’d be a terrific row if Daddy became involved in a scandal – through me. Specially as Daddy is returning to Europe. If he were to find out what’s happened to his only daughter he’d have a fit.’


‘But we can’t just accept this.’ I must have sounded desperate, for she linked her arm in mine so that, unseen by anyone looking at us from the house, she was able to take my hands, lock her fingers through mine.


‘We have to – for the time being. It’s the only chance – for me to behave – and then we’ll try and fix something. I don’t know what.’


‘We don’t even know what’ll happen. We don’t even have any say in anything. Your father could be posted anywhere – Australia, anywhere. And if he took you with him, we’d never meet again.’


‘We will.’ She continued to hold my hand, squeezing herself close to me as we walked along. ‘I was thinking,’ she laughed, but not with any happiness, ‘here we are holding hands and this is the first time I can remember not feeling excited when you touch me. I feel as though I’ve been pushed into a cold shower.’


‘Me too.’


‘But I do believe that if we wait we’ll be together again. And in the meantime, here’s a little present for you. Don’t open it until I’ve gone. The car’s coming to fetch me in less than an hour.’


As soon as I returned to the house I had a talk with Mama. ‘But we love each other,’ I pleaded. ‘You of all people must understand, Mama. You were younger than Sonia when you married Papa. I love her,’ I added, lapsing into French. ‘Je l’ai dans lapeau. What I don’t understand is – why can’t we just get married?’


She was sitting next to me on one of the large oatmeal-coloured sofas by the big glass coffee table, and suddenly she leaned across and held my hand.


‘Believe me, I do understand,’ she said. ‘But I’m her godmother. I gave my word to God, in church, that I would look after her. And now, I’ve failed. Perhaps that’s the problem – the way she’s been brought up as your sister – it makes me feel that the way you’ve behaved isn’t very’ – she was searching for a word that wouldn’t hurt – ‘very clean.’


‘It was the only way,’ I said miserably.


‘You could have waited, darling.’


‘We love each other!’ As though that excused everything. Then I added, ‘Would you like Sonia to marry me?’


‘Later, yes. But now, no. You want to be a newspaperman, a writer. Even Uncle Oregon says it’s hard work. You shouldn’t be tied up at twenty, really darling. You can wait. If Sonia goes to Florence you can write to each other, and then, when you’ve got rid of all this sneaking business, you’ll see her for what she is – a future wife, a wonderful girl. Then perhaps you can get engaged.’


‘But if she goes to live in Italy, she’ll probably run off with someone else.’


‘If she did, then she wouldn’t be worth waiting for, would she?’


‘But if we get married now?’


‘At twenty, darling?’ she asked. ‘What you’ve done, Larry – all that deceit in our own house – is not very nice, though I try to understand,’ she sighed. ‘I’m not angry with you. But your father is right. And I think you owe it to Sonia’s mother not to hurt her. If she found out, it would break her heart. Later, if you want to get engaged, the past will be forgotten. You’ll have made a clean new start.’


Alone in my room, still hearing the crunch of tyres on the gravel as she left in the Hisp., I opened Sonia’s present, the one she had said didn’t cost anything. It was a flat parcel. I tore open the flimsy white tissue paper, to reveal a Morocco-bound Italian diary, the sort with one whole page for every day.


And in it she had, throughout the weeks, filled every page for my first six months of 1932, ending on the previous day, my birthday; each page covered with her thoughts for me, the wonderful things we had done together, every happy day and night we had spent together, warmed by each other’s love.
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I would have been an abnormal twenty-year-old had I not for months displayed all the classic symptoms of a broken heart. I lost weight, I went for long walks alone, outwardly calm but secretly railing at the cruelty of life, at my parents, at my own stupidity at being caught, the greatest crime of all.


Two days after Sonia left I prepared to return to Paris, to work on the P.A. I had to. I also made a big decision not to live in the rue des St. Pères during the week. For I had guarded one secret the family didn’t share – the existence of the tiny apartment in the rue de l’Université. Luckily I had signed the lease in my own name.


So, for what it was worth, I got a touch of revenge. The days at Douzy had passed in stony silence – not aggressive, more a silence because no one could find the right words to say to each other. But on the evening before I was due to leave Mama asked if we would all be having breakfast the following morning.


Breakfast at Douzy was a ritual, held in the large dining room, with its shining silver lining the back of the long sideboard. On it stood chafing dishes warming not only bacon and scrambled eggs but, from time to time, American hot cakes with maple syrup and even a mass of soggy, and delicious, corned beef hash with poached eggs.


Punctuality was never insisted on at breakfast. It really was a movable feast – until half past ten when the table was cleared. Otherwise people trooped in, some still rubbing their eyes, and took helpings of whatever was left, and filled their own cups of American-style coffee – Papa’s only real addiction to an American habit: he could not stand the bitter chicory-flavoured liquid that passed for coffee in France.


We were all grouped round the polished table and Aubergine was handing some croissants or home-baked bread to Guy when I looked at my watch.


‘Time to be off,’ I said.


‘Drive carefully.’ Mama never changed her Monday-morning plea.


‘I promise.’ I smiled – though I felt miserable. I could see that she felt for me. Then I dropped my bombshell, enjoying briefly the casual words.


‘And by the way,’ I said, ‘I shan’t be staying at the rue des St. Pères any more.’


‘What on earth do you mean?’ asked Papa sharply.


‘I need a change.’ Adding almost defensively, ‘I’m old enough to hold down a job. I’d rather be on my own.’


‘But darling, where?’ asked Mama gently. ‘You can’t just rush out and …’ she looked hopelessly at my father.


‘Yes, where?’


‘You don’t have to be scared, Mama. I’ve arranged to sublease an apartment from a friend, that’s all. Just for a few months. It’s handy for the office and the rent is peanuts.’


‘But where?’ insisted my father.


‘On the Left Bank. I’ll let you have all the details when I’ve got the place in order. I just don’t want anybody to see it until then.’


At first there was a steady stream of letters, but Sonia was not a good correspondent, while I was always worried about pouring out my heart in case letters were opened by her parents, who had returned to Italy.


On the other hand, Sonia could have written to me without any danger of discovery, especially after I gave her details of ‘a new apartment I’ve just moved into’ – with the address of her place. She could have poured out her heart to me, yet she found herself incapable of translating the passion of the spoken word into the written language.


Both of us were frustrated, and in the thirties telephoning was virtually impossible. I tried from time to time, but France was cursed by a special brand of witches, usually female, who seemed to enjoy a fiendish glee every time they connected anyone to a wrong number after hours of delay. The Italian service was just as bad.


Still, though I missed Sonia, I loved her old apartment with its walls of red poppies. Despite the original fear that nostalgia would make me wallow in self pity, exactly the reverse happened. It reminded me of Sonia every day; I felt I was sharing it, but not sadly. I would have despaired much more had I stayed in the rue des St. Pères, knowing that someone else was living in our old apartment.


As I became more involved in my work as a newspaperman, my letter-writing energies began to dwindle. Apart from anything else, I had discovered that the newspaper world, which I had regarded as comparatively undemanding when writing only for the weekly Paris American, had become a tough, exciting, fascinating taskmaster.


‘It’s like having a new girlfriend,’ said Oregon after I had done a major piece for the Globe. ‘You just don’t have time to go looking around for other girls.’


In a way it was true. Of course I still loved Sonia but, busier than ever, I didn’t miss her on any particular day, that very day. Much more, I missed the memory of all the days of happiness we had shared.


And I discovered something else: the year of intense physical love-making before we parted, the physical expression of my love for Sonia, had been true, not just the randiness of a young bull. With Sonia’s presence I had needed to make love all the time. Without her presence I didn’t – apart, that is, from the occasional therapeutic night out with a pretty passing flirt.


But most important, the longer we were parted, the more exciting my work became. Each morning was a new adventure, a morning to which I awakened rarely knowing what it would have to follow.


If the weather was fine I walked to the office, making first for the river, with the tiny tugs straining as they hauled a line of barges along the Seine, or watching the first portable bookshops open under the huge elms or peeling plane trees, the first persevering fishermen reserving their places for the day. I crossed the Tuileries, walked up the avenue de l’ Opéra, then bore right towards the Bourse until finally I reached the narrow, congested rue du Sentier.


The offices of the Paris American and the Washington Globe were at the top end, facing the boulevard Poissonnière. The narrow three-storey building looked as though it had been squashed between a textile warehouse and Madame Yvette’s bistro where she served unlimited red wine, Pernod or fine à l’eau on credit to the small staff of four or five journalists and the handful of printers.


Each morning when I stepped into the narrow hall, its walls a ‘post office’ yellow, the air smelling of printer’s ink, Charles, the porter, emerged from his concierge’s cage to greet me. Short, with rheumy eyes, he pulled open the latticed door of the ancient elevator where visitors were greeted with an uncompromising sign hanging on its surrounding metal cage: ‘On no account must this elevator be used for downward journeys.’


The elevator shuddered to a stop on the second floor where the editorial staff worked, the squeaking machinery begging for oil as I tugged the latticed door open. The circulation department (consisting of one man) and the advertising department (more important, two men) were on the first floor.


Because Tommy Tomlinson, the Paris correspondent of the Globe, had rented rooms on the floor above me, he was giving me more and more work on a freelance basis, simply because if he wanted a rush job he only had to come down one flight of stairs to see me.


I found myself suggesting more and more exclusive stories for the Globe. The Astells did know many people in Paris, so that I often stumbled on fascinating titbits of news, before anyone else. Also, Papa was a close friend of Bullitt, the American ambassador. A member of the Travellers’ Club in the Champs-Élysées, he knew many politicians, he moved in the art world, and he often passed on to me casual information which might lead to a story.


Oregon helped even more. He was not only an experienced newspaperman who had deliberately opted out of the international scene to run the Paris American, he had become a living legend in Paris. He was, or had been, close friends with everyone from James Joyce to Hemingway, from Henry Miller to Gertrude Stein. They all loved Oregon, not only because he was wise, but because, with his private income from his share of the champagne estate, he was always willing to stake writers during difficult times.


Unlike my father who was tall and rather elegant in an aloof way, Oregon, his younger brother, was effusive, chubby, with a round face, alert eyes darting behind spectacles, eyes that were always alight with ideas. He talked with the same exuberance that made his articles twinkle – enthusiastic, always in such a rush to pour out his thoughts that often he had no time to finish his sentence. He chain-smoked Gauloises, lighting one with the stub of the last. A trail of ash always decorated his jacket lapels.


Since the day someone had dubbed him ‘Oregon’ years ago no one remembered his given name of Ronald, except on his passport and carte d’identité. He had long since discarded the name, like an old jacket which once fitted but which now sat oddly on his shoulders.


Often I drove him to Douzy, for I still spent the weekends there whenever I could. After the first anger, I had never really harboured a grudge against my parents; and anyway, if I missed Sonia, I also missed the gentle life of Douzy, its calm and peace, the warm hillsides clad in vineyards. At first the homesickness had been all for Sonia on those walks along paths we had known since we were children. But now, by the middle of the thirties, years had passed, and the homesickness was more for Douzy.


People came and went. Willi had become a regular visitor, for by now he was highly placed in Staffens, his engineering firm in Düsseldorf, and he travelled regularly to Paris. Anna adored him – much to Grandma’s disapproval, for she still hated all Germans; even my father was worried, for the Fascists, then the Nazis, seemed to become more and more powerful and evil.


‘It’s not a question of whether or not there’ll be a war next week,’ said Oregon, one afternoon at Douzy. ‘There won’t be. But there will be a war before the end of the thirties. Impossible to stop it. Hitler’s Nazis are winning everywhere. Mussolini is taking over any country he likes. The Spanish people are torn by civil war. There’s no hope – not for Europe, anyway.’


‘I see the French have agreed to extend the Maginot Line,’ said my father.


‘Useless!’ shouted Oregon.


Willi had joined us, and, I’m not quite sure why, but Oregon suddenly asked him, ‘No offence, Willi, but do you ever feel you’d like to get out of Germany?’


‘Leave my country!’ Even his precise German accent betrayed his horror at such a step. ‘You mean because of Hitler? Just wait till big business gets the wind up. They’ll soon kick him out. And as for the German High Command – they’re not going to take orders from a corporal!’


‘I hope you’re right,’ said Oregon, ‘but I think he’s here to stay, and if the West doesn’t do something to stop him – one day we’ll have to pay the check.’


‘Nein, nein!’ cried Willi.


Olivia, who came almost every weekend to see Guy, said in a matter-of-fact voice, ‘The Jews will come in for more beastly treatment, you watch. I’m Jewish, and when I listen to that sort of evil …’ the words trailed off and her large brown eyes were sad.


Oddly enough it was Willi Frankel who gave me my first big break on the Globe. The paper had already printed dozens of my stories, but nothing could compare with this.


In July 1934 Willi had visited Paris on business, followed by the weekend at Douzy. And it was during a walk in the vineyards, beyond the orchard and the lake, that he told me the most extraordinary story.


We had read a brief account that Ernst Roehm, one of Hitler’s oldest friends and head of the Brownshirts, had been executed. But that was all we knew. The details had been hushed up in Berlin.


‘I heard a rumour that scores had been killed,’ I said.


‘Scores!’ Willi looked at me with disbelief. ‘Not scores, but hundreds, thousands even. Hitler himself is ordering the execution of thousands. Such a bloodbath it has been!’


‘Then why are you a Party member?’ I couldn’t help asking Willi, as from the top of a rise we looked down on a magic carpet of blossom during the brief week of the flowering.


‘This is a foolish question. You know that no one can get a big job in Germany unless he joins the Party. It is like being a member of a trade union in America. You are a member but it means nothing.’


‘I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it. But – know any more details?’


‘Ja, ja. One of the chief engineers at Staffens escapes by a hundred metres. Roehm is on vacation with friends at the Hotel Hanslbauer at Bad Wiessee near Munich for a jolly night or two. Roehm is homosexual, you know,’ Willi continued. ‘Most of his friends are. The men sleep together in the hotel. They don’t like girls.’


‘I’d heard rumours. You’re sure?’


‘Ja. The Staffens engineer staying at Wiessee, he is very pretty, and several times the Brownshirts ask if he would like to meet Roehm.’


Slowly, as we walked, Willi filled in the background to the story. Roehm had started the Brownshirts – the Sturmabteilunger or S. A. for short – and it had grown to four million strong, making Roehm more and more powerful, especially behind the scenes. Now, according to Willi, Hitler believed that Roehm had grown so strong that Hitler was worried. At the same time Hitler badly needed the backing of Germany’s armed forces, which despised the one-time corporal.


‘That is true,’ said Willi. ‘So it seems Hitler makes to get rid of Roehm.’


‘But how, Willi? Hitler only came to real power early last year. You can’t overthrow an army of four million men just like that.’


‘Remember the German navy and army hates the rabble of the S.A.’ Willi explained. ‘So Hitler does a deal with them. Early in April – and this has never been told – Hitler left for a secret meeting on the pocket battleship Deutschland. They sail from Kiel. Admiral Raeder, the head of the navy, is there. So is General von Blomberg.’


‘What happened then?’


‘Hitler makes a secret pact. The German navy and army will agree that Hitler succeeds Hindenberg as head of the State if Hitler agrees to suppress the S.A. and kill Roehm.’


According to Willi’s informant, Hitler and Himmler stage-managed a non-existent plot in which Roehm was supposed to be planning to kill Hitler. In fact Roehm and his cronies were at Wiessee, ‘having fun and games’, as Willi put it. To me the fascination of this inside story for the Globe was that though the bare details of Roehm’s execution had been printed, lack of detail would whet the appetite for more. But how safe was Willi’s source?


‘As safe as – what is it you say? – as safe as my house,’ Willi explained. ‘My friend from Staffens is at Wiessee when Roehm is there – but he is lucky, his hotel is at the far end of the village. Finally Hitler drives to Wiessee – to confront Roehm. My friend sees him arrive. Hitler goes into the hotel himself. Roehm is arrested and taken to the Stadelheim prison in Munich.’


‘It’s sensational!’ I exclaimed.


‘Very much,’ said Willi. ‘This will become the – you might call it the turning point for Hitler.’


‘But why didn’t Hitler just order Roehm’s execution?’


‘Because he is an old chum of Hitler’s – once they share a cell in jail – Hitler offers him a courtesy.’ With a wry smile, Willi explained. ‘He leaves Roehm a loaded gun in an empty room. Is a classic gesture, but Roehm refuses to be classic and ignores the gesture of honour. So he is executed by Himmler’s S.S.’


According to Willi, thousands were shot in Munich, while in Berlin Goering supervised the deaths of hundreds more.


‘I am telling you, Larry,’ said Willi seriously, ‘that this is very exact. Staffens are working on secret tank construction, there are many people close to Hitler. Even they are horrified. For twenty-four hours all Germany echoes to machine guns. The executioners, they must work in squads of eight, but only for an hour at a time.’


‘But none of these details has been printed.’


‘It couldn’t be printed.’ He shook his head. ‘No German will dare to. And no American journalist in Berlin could get a cable through the censor.’


‘Can I print it?’


Willi made only one stipulation. ‘You must let me spend three days back home in Düsseldorf before you tell America. I would not like it to be associated with you here. And I am afraid of this man Himmler. He used to be a chicken farmer – did you know this? – but he has spies everywhere.’


I promised, of course. But five days later I had my very first lead story in the Globe – right across Page One, said the herogram, the name given to congratulatory cables from the Globe’s foreign editor.


Even Papa was impressed when the clip from Washington arrived by sea mail:


WHY HITLER EXECUTED ROEHM


THE FIRST FULL DETAILED STORY


and underneath, ‘From Larry Astell, Exclusive’.


It was the first of many more scoops I landed during the next two or three years, when I often seemed to be working seven days a week – ninety per cent of the time for the Globe. The odd thing was that I had never met anyone on the Washington newspaper except Tommy Tomlinson, until the day early in 1937 when he phoned me in the P.A. office from his room above.


‘Hi!’ he greeted me. ‘How’s about keeping a day free for lunch?’ Though this big, burly man had been correspondent in Paris for many years, he still couldn’t speak more than a few words of fractured French.


‘Could do,’ I grinned. ‘You paying?’


‘Nope.’


‘Then I’ll have to think about it.’


‘Please yourself. Only – I think I ought to tell you, Henry Vance, the owner of the Globe, is arriving on the Berengaria and has asked to lunch with me – and he wants to meet you too.’


I whistled.


‘The big time.’ Tommy had a sardonic attitude to newspaper owners.


‘What gives?’ I asked.


Tommy shrugged his shoulders. ‘Far be it from me to unravel the insane workings of a newspaper baron’s mind.’


‘But seriously?’


Tommy harboured no jealousy because I wrote as a freelance for the Globe. He was a tough old stager, quite content, now that he was in his early fifties, to stay in Paris until retirement age. ‘He’s obviously heard about your stories – or maybe’ – with a wry smile – ‘he actually reads his own paper. Most proprietors only look at the ads – the greenbacks. You should get your old man to invite my boss and his wife down to Douzy for lunch and dazzle him.’
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