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      ROSAMOND LEHMANN (1901–90) was born in Buckinghamshire. She was educated privately and was a scholar at Girton College, Cambridge. She wrote her first novel in her twenties, the best-selling Dusty Answer, and married Wogan Philipps, the artist, in 1928. Her reputation was firmly established with the publication of A Note in Music in 1930, and the subsequent Invitation to the Waltz and its sequel The Weather in the Streets. During the war she contributed short stories to New Writing, which was edited by her brother, John Lehmann. Rosamond Lehmann remains one of the most distinguished novelists of the twentieth

         century, and was created a CBE in 1982.
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      Foreword

      Invitation to the Waltz was the first book of my grandmother’s that I read. I knew she had been, in her day, a celebrated author: she appeared in
         many books about the writers and artists of the first half of the century, and was fêted as beautiful as well as talented.
         She told us, in our visits to her cottage in the Isle of Wight (scene of many of her happiest childhood memories), of her
         literary success; she used to say that all her books, then out of print, would be republished long after she was dead, and
         we would be very proud of her. Above all, she encouraged me to write – letters, poems, stories – as she had been encouraged
         by her father. She gave me a beautifully bound black book for my sixth birthday: ‘A Book of Poems and Storys’ proclaims the
         title page, in my childish scrawl. Inside is a lot of doggerel, including a poem called ‘Drowning’ which Ros (as everyone
         called her) proudly sent to all her friends. There is also much copying from Edward Lear, a favourite of hers since childhood.
     

      Although a keen reader, it never occurred to me then to read one of Ros’s books – she was known to me only as my grandmother, 
         very spoiling of us (particularly where sweet food was concerned), rather melancholy, a brilliant mimic, and maker and lover
         of jokes. Her last and late novel, A Sea-Grape Tree, was published in 1976, when I was a teenager, but to little fanfare that I was aware of (and I now know to some puzzlement from critics and her readers because of its strong psychic
         content). At about that time a friend of my father’s lamented how hard it was to find a copy of Invitation, as she wanted her teenage daughter to read it and experience the same shock of recognition she’d had herself at the same
         age – only slightly younger than the heroine, seventeen-year-old Olivia. If an older generation spoke of Ros’s books as so
         affecting, I had to read one of them, and it seemed that Invitation would be the most appropriate if it spoke to my age group. And so, at fifteen, I discovered my grandmother as the writer, 
         Rosamond Lehmann.
     

      After a few re-readings and at three times the age, it is hard to remember the first impressions the book made: emotion recollected
         is very different. I recall my slight surprise at how much I enjoyed Invitation (being inside the mind of a teenage girl going to a dance is not something that would necessarily appeal); and at how I wanted
         to keep reading a book in which very little seemed to happen (in comparison with my staple diet of Dickens and Dick Francis);
         and at how funny it is in parts, with Olivia’s father and Uncle Oswald reminding me in some ways of my own father, Rosamond’s
         son, even though he was only two when the book was written. Most of all, though, I was impressed by my grandmother. Now I
         could understand, rather than just hearing from others, that she was more than the person we used to have tea with weekly
         in London and stay with in the summer holidays in Suffolk (with a bit of whitewashing to keep us occupied); she had been a
         famous writer, and those that remembered her books wanted them to be read by their children.
     

When I read Invitation again, a little older and with a more practised eye, it had a much more defined context for me within Rosamond’s work, her
         life, and the times she lived through. I could see how it fit into its time: it is a remarkable example of writing from the
         perspective of inside an individual character’s consciousness, as some of her key modernist contemporaries, notably Virginia
         Woolf, were doing. I read Ros’s other novels and came to see the themes flowing through them, especially the exploration of
         the human heart. Invitation stands apart from the others in that nobody falls in love in the book, and there is a much higher degree of comedy than in
         the other novels, coupled always with the sharpest of observation. But the greatest change by the time I was re-reading Invitation was that people were able to buy and read it, and not just hope to find it in the more discerning second-hand bookshops.
         Rosamond’s books were now Virago Modern Classics.
     

      A few years before I went to university, Ros told me about a dynamic new publishing venture called Virago, in part dedicated
         to restoring the reputations of undeservedly neglected women writers. She had been visited by, and admired and became close
         friends with, Virago’s inspirational founder, Carmen Callil. Once the complicated copyright situation with her hardback publisher
         could be sorted out, Virago was keen to republish and promote all her books. In the event, they were unable, until much later, 
         to publish her first novel, Dusty Answer (a book she came to dislike as being too ‘mawkish’), and her penultimate, The Echoing Grove, but had great plans to relaunch the rest.
     

      Cambridge is a university with which the Lehmanns had strong links: Rosamond’s father, ‘Rudie’ Lehmann, was a distinguished alumnus of Trinity College, the founder of Granta magazine (originally a student publication), and frequent coach of the Cambridge – and in some years, also the Oxford – Boat
         Race crew, which he taught from the family home on the Thames. His son John followed in his footsteps, going to Trinity, and
         Ros, after being educated at home (like Invitation’s Olivia), went to Girton shortly after the end of the First World War, in that strange time when so many of the young men
         who would have been at the university had been killed in France or elsewhere – a state that informs Dusty Answer. Ros always said that she owed her place at university to her American mother, who had more progressive ideas about women’s
         education than her father.
     

      When I went to Cambridge (coincidentally, I believe, also to Trinity) it was 1981, the year of Virago’s first reissues. Suddenly
         Ros was back in the bookshops and the press, and gloried in the attention awarded to her as one of the finest novelists of
         the century, unfairly neglected for far too long; she received dozens of letters from fans who thought she was long dead, 
         and said it was her ‘resurrection’. Ros’s great friend, George ‘Dadie’ Rylands, who had introduced Dusty Answer to Harold Raymond of Chatto & Windus and became the novel’s dedicatee, was still living in his beautiful rooms, decorated
         by Dora Carrington, in King’s College. Ros had always remained close to him, my father was taught by him in his brief time
         at Cambridge, and I would be occasionally invited to visit him for sherry. Rosamond was asked to come to Heffer’s, the leading
         university bookshop, and Carmen came from London for the event and to take Ros, Dadie and me out to dinner. It was the first time I had met Carmen, and I was struck by her energy, ebullience, and deeply sympathetic (yet brisk when
         the situation required it) treatment of Rosamond. I was considering publishing as a career and remember thinking that if it
         had people such as Carmen in it, it was well worth investigating. Ros was lit up by the attention the Virago enterprise gave
         her, and felt blessed that the recognition she had expected to come posthumously had actually come in her lifetime, calling
         Carmen her ‘saviour’.
     

      The resurrection meant that my friends were able to read Ros’s books, and those that did were taken aback, as I had been, 
         by how modern they were: although in a different social (and sexual) world, the themes are timeless, and strike modern chords.
         The new-found interest led to frequent radio and television enquiries, and in 1983 Ros and I spent a few days in Cheltenham
         watching The Weather in the Streets, Invitation’s sequel, being filmed for the BBC. It is very different to Invitation, but, to my mind, it is the best of Ros’s novels. The Weather in the Streets was considered daring (and by some, obscene) on first publication in 1936. To be discussing its screenplay with Julian Mitchell
         nearly half a century later, no longer avant-garde but a grande dame, was an unforeseen and uplifting experience for Ros. To
         me it was a source of great pride.
     

      Although The Weather in the Streets remains my favourite of her books for its emotional strength and daring, its predecessor, Invitation to the Waltz, will always have a very special attachment for me as the novel that gave me a new insight and perspective on my grandmother.
     

      Roland Philipps, 2005






      Introduction

      When Rosamond Lehmann published Invitation to the Waltz in 1932, she was already a star. Her first novel, Dusty Answer, written not long after she graduated from Girton, had been a succès fou when it was published in 1927: acclaimed by reviewers for its exceptional literary qualities, and devoured by readers for
         its exposure of a young woman’s varied and powerful passions. Those critics who chose to take a line of lofty moral disapproval
         only helped further to boost the book’s popularity and sales.
     

      Miss Lehmann recalls: ‘The shock was tremendous. I couldn’t believe it. It sort of bowled over the public and the critics, 
         and people were suddenly saying, “Here’s a new kind of writer, and she’s saying new things.” Alfred Noyes wrote that it was
         the kind of novel that Keats might have written, if he’d been alive at the time; and Rose Macaulay – who afterwards became
         a great friend – wrote a somewhat censorious review saying that when she was at Cambridge, she and her friends never thought
         about young men.’
     

      Rosamond Lehmann didn’t enjoy the publicity which, paradoxically, made her less sure of herself and of what she was trying
         to say. Instead of increasing her self-confidence, it sapped it.
     

      It crashed in upon an early life sheltered in the bosom of a cultivated Edwardian family, in the peace and beauty of a riverside
         house and garden at Bourne End in Buckinghamshire. Rosamond Lehmann’s mother was a girl from New England, with all that country’s characteristic attributes of stoicism, moral
         strength, uprightness, and devotion to duty; her father, who was considerably older, was a distinguished man of letters, a
         Liberal MP and an eminent athlete, descended from a long line of painters, musicians and writers. He was Rosamond Lehmann’s
         earliest mentor and her strongest first influence, the constant encourager of her creative efforts from childhood onwards.
         At the same time both her parents were of the opinion that ‘Girls should be pretty, modest, cultivated, home-loving, spirited
         but also docile; they should chastely await the coming of the right man, and then return his love and marry him and live as
         faithful, happy wives and mothers, ever after’ as she wrote in The Swan in the Evening.
     

      Their daughter was at least partly disposed to agree with them. Yet by her twenties Rosamond Lehmann had already found herself
         an unwilling harbinger of revolution and change: unhappily married, childless, separated, about to be divorced. Now this publication
         seemed to expose her as ‘a frank outspeaker upon unpleasant subjects, a stripper of the veils of reticence; a subject for
         pained head-shaking’, as far as the older generation of her relatives, friends and neighbours were concerned; while in the
         contemporary world of letters – ‘a world I had burst into unawares’ – she became ‘the recipient of lyrical praise, of rapturous
         congratulation, of intense envy, of violent condemnation’.
     

      Both as a woman and as a writer, Rosamond Lehmann continued to surprise people throughout her life. In later years the shocks
         were to take a very different form. Her psychic and mystical experiences and investigations into the paranormal following
         the sudden shattering death of her daughter disturbed the very intellectuals (Bloomsbury-based) who had been her early champions.
         But well before that, while she was still a young writer, her sequel to Invitation to the Waltz – The Weather in the Streets, published four years later – followed its delightful young heroine (now a lot older and apparently not much wiser) into
         an illicit love affair, an unwanted pregnancy and a backstreet abortion. This was strong and not altogether welcome stuff
         for the British public of 1936, and was even less welcome in America.
     

      The controversy over these early books upset Rosamond Lehmann a little;‘but more than anything, it surprised me.’ While writing
         them she had never considered the effect her novels might have on their public: it had not occurred to her that people might
         be shocked by them. She now finds it hard to believe that anybody ever was.
     

      In a short story she has described the way her novels have evolved. Having been all her life ‘a privileged person with considerable
         leisure,’ she writes, 
     

      

         ‘leisure employs me as a kind of screen upon which are projected the images of persons – known well, a little, not at all, 
            seen once, or long ago, or every day; or as a kind of preserving jar in which float fragments of people and landscapes, snatches
            of sound.’ Each one of these shapes and sounds ‘bears within it an explosive seed of life … Suddenly … one day, a spark catches, 
            and the principle of rebirth contained in this cold residue of experience begins to operate. Each cell will break out, branch
            into fresh organisms …’ The novel grows into life. Its life is its own.
        

      



      In all her novels, Rosamond Lehmann says now, ‘I just wrote what seemed like the truth in my experience. It was something
         inside me – an enormous complex of experiences and emotions, my own and other people’s, that I had to give expression to.’
     

As she acknowledges, the experiences and emotions were (at least at this stage of her writing life) those of women rather
         than men. It was women in their predicaments – poignant, joyous, humiliating, and comic – that she put at the centre of her
         work. In her novels we discover, or remember, or realise afresh, or find ourselves finally laughing at what it is like to
         be an adolescent girl, a woman undergraduate, a mistress, a mother, a daughter, a sister, a wife. It is no accident that the
         majority of Rosamond Lehmann’s readers have always been women; and their letters have told her that the most important thing
         they have found in her books has been themselves. ‘Oh, Miss Lehmann, this is my story! – how did you know?’
     

      In the body of her work, Invitation to the Waltz is a divertissement, almost a side-step out of Rosamond Lehmann’s essential world, the theatre of private human passions. Nobody even quite falls
         in love within its pages, rare indeed among her novels, and there is much comedy in the action.
     

      Olivia and Kate Curtis, the daughters of a prosperous rural middle-class household in the England of 1920, grumble, gossip
         and daydream a week away until the coming-out dance of an aristocratic local neighbour. They live through the eventful hours
         of the dance itself, to emerge into their separate and subtly-changed tomorrows. No more than that. We are privy to painful
         torments in the heart of the engaging Olivia, but as far as everyone else and the action of the story are concerned, they
         have no importance or even existence. They remain masked by the modest front of a well-brought-up young bourgeoise.
     

      Invitation to the Waltz is a miniature framed, enclosed and perfected by its anachronism. In almost all the details of its outward appearance it
         is a period piece. The English upper middle class no longer occupies houses substantial enough to provide schoolrooms where daughters may be educated privately by governesses
         (as Rosamond Lehmann and her sisters were) or lounge at their ease for an afternoon of sewing and speculation. Villages no
         longer boast the sort of seamstress who will be thrilled to cut out a first evening dress for one of these young ladies, or
         ragged children who will sing after her impudent snatches of doggerel. Debutantes may still be given dances in the country
         houses of England, but the girls who attend them will be younger in years and older in experience than our endearing heroines, 
         and it is unlikely that their revels will end in a thermos of cocoa before retirement to Bedfordshire.
     

      Yet there is something extraordinarily familiar about Olivia Curtis’s painful enjoyment to readers who have never attended
         a first dance in a great country house. Anyone who has nerved himself or herself to make a bottle-bearing debut in a threadbare
         student flat or set of festively-paperchained municipal offices has known what Olivia has to go through. Beneath the froth
         and frolic and false smiles of Invitation to the Waltz, Rosamond Lehmann presents to us the agony and the comedy of every neophyte’s initiation.
     

      

         From the sanctuary of the bedroom, from thick rugs, whispering voices, soft lights and mirrors, four-posters strewn with wraps
            of velvet, fur, brocade, they emerged – crying in their hearts Wait! Wait! – wishing to draw back, to hide; wishing to plunge
            on quickly now, quickly, and be lost, be mingled …
        

      



      Who hasn’t once been Olivia Curtis, trapped in her bright dress that so disastrously fails to fit her body and soul? Exposed
         to the casual mercies of a capricious fate for what seems like the happiness or doom of her life, in an unending succession of good, bad, or unbearable moments; thinking, planning, keeping
         moving; delighting, despairing, daring to hope …
     

      Outwardly, nothing much happens in this novel; inside Olivia’s head and heart, the action is intense and fast-moving. Nobody
         can see it, but the reader can hear it in the audible small talk counterpointed by the rapid inward jabberings of Olivia’s
         unquiet mind. Olivia’s conversation with the congenital malcontent Peter Jenkin, consists mainly of what she thinks and feels
         and tries not to feel, without speaking a word of it.
     

      In her stilted interchange with another disappointing partner we hear, echoing louder than a hunting-cry, Olivia’s shame at
         her tumble into the trap beyond a class barrier –
     

      

         ‘I’d rather have a good day’s hunting than a week’s shooting, any day.’

         ‘Yes, I quite agree. It looks so lovely, too, doesn’t it? The red coats.’

         ‘The what?’

         ‘The colour, I mean.’

         He said very distinctly, looking straight in front of him:

         ‘Oh, the pink coats.’

         ‘Yes, the pink coats.’

         She tried to repeat it indifferently, as if correcting what of course had been a mere unaccountable slip of the tongue …

      



      The whole story moves through dialogue. Kate Curtis gracefully steers her own ineluctable course. In the exchange of mono-syllables
         in the book’s final conversation, we may listen to something enormous happening: a family’s power structure shifting, a character
         changing, a world ending and beginning:
     



         Kate said with peculiar calm:

         ‘The Heriots want me to dine and go to the hunt ball.’

         Abruptly her mother’s face altered. In a flash all was as clear as day. She said quickly at random:

         ‘When is it?’

         ‘Tomorrow.’

         ‘Just you?’

         ‘Yes.’

         ‘We must talk it over.’

         She got up to go, voice, manner, her most authoritative, most non-committal.

         ‘I said I could,’ said Kate.

      



      In Invitation to the Waltz, as in all her novels, Rosamond Lehmann’s world is the human heart; and this book, like all the others, moves through the
         rapid and delicate course of human emotions. This is a book about daydreams and raptures and frantic inward miseries dissolved
         in the fraction of a second by the modulation of a voice, the glimmer of a smile, the quiet cool air of an evening garden.
         In this novel perhaps more than any of her others, Rosamond Lehmann is writing about the delights of being alive, the pleasures
         that, even when one is seventeen and badly dressed, irresistibly redeem its pains.
     

      

         She saw the glinting stream running between the garden and the park. The spaces of sky and lawn were broad and peaceful. Trees, 
            water, moonlight made up their own cold world, unalterable, infinitely detached from humanity. It was like dying for a bit
            to be out here …
        

      



      With the same vitality and the same completeness, Rosamond Lehmann transmits the loneliness and humiliation on the dark side
         of an evening’s radiance. It is her great gift to involve her reader in emotions that are painful and grotesque, yet through
         words that seem to flow from a deep sense of well-being in the writer, which the reader also finds himself sharing. At once
         we share the pain that is expressed, and the pleasure of its expression. It is a remarkable experience. She is simply one
         of the most enjoyable English writers to read. We suffer with Olivia at the nadir of her despair: yet we would not have it
         a word or a minute shorter than it is –
     

      

         Surely he had seen her. His eye, vague and rapid, had rested on her for a moment and passed on. He seemed not to recognise
            her. She moved to a better position for being noticed. First she sat down, then she got up and stood against the wall. She
            watched him, in a panic, without seeming to watch him. Her heart-beats grew so loud and rapid, she felt she must choke. After
            the second encore she went out of the ballroom into the passage, walking right past him. He glanced at her quite blankly.
            He must have mistaken the number – he must. And it was impossible to go up to him because of all those others. It can’t be
            true. It’s too much to bear. How can I live if things like this are going to happen?
        

      



      The agony that is also agony for the reader, and yet is not agony at all, is swiftly gone. We draw breath with Olivia again
         – the breath of the evening air, the breath of relief; we feel with her the death of hope and the death of disappointment.
         Then that moment too is gone. The empty terrace of escape has become a new scene with a fresh character. The next thing is
         beginning to happen.
     

      Rosamond Lehmann’s memory is hazy about a book she wrote almost half a century ago: but she does recall that when she came
         to the meeting between Olivia Curtis and Rollo Spencer, the glorious elder brother of that house, upon its moonlit terrace, 
         ‘I thought, I see! this is what all this is about! I think I realised there was an awful lot more to say about Olivia’s life – an awful lot that
         I didn’t yet know, and must wait to find out; and that meeting was unrealised, it was broken off. But I knew that that was what I’d got to deal with later.’
     

      In a few years’ time, the reader will meet Olivia Curtis again: fined down as fashionably as she could wish, and humorous
         and valiant as ever in the face of defeat that is perhaps not defeat at all. But that is another story, which we too must
         wait to find out. Until then, Invitation to the Waltz – as its author justly considers – is ‘a very complete little work: and a very cheerful one’.
     

      Janet Watts, London 1981






      PART I






      
      
      1

      
      The village, in the hollow below the house, is picturesque, unhygienic: it has more atmosphere than form, than outline: huddled
         shapes of soft red brick sag towards gardens massed with sunflowers, Canterbury bells, sweet-williams.
     

      
      There is a pump on the green; also a tall historic-looking lump of granite whose origin is wrapped in legend. Some refer it
         to the Druids. Some say King Charles I. sat down upon it.
     

      
      The village of Little Compton is old, but the square stone house is new. It was built at the same period as Tulverton paper-mills, 
         towards the middle of the nineteenth century, and was primarily designed to shelter the old age and accommodate the numerous
         offspring of Mr James Curtis, first founder of the first mill. Tulverton is three miles away. Mr Charles Curtis, eldest son, 
         rode there and back upon a grey mare, day in, day out, during the prolonged period of his prime; at the last, clad in lavender-grey
         frock-coat and top-hat, every inch Mayor of Tulverton, he brimmed daily to and from the office within the dignified compass
         of a brougham. Moving with the times, his son Charles James covered the distance upon a bicycle. Perhaps his only son James
         Charles will drive there in a motor car. But times are changing. It is the year 1920; and James, last fruit of a late marriage, is but seven years old.
         Victim of overwork during the war, his father has retired at sixty in poor health; a gap yawns for the first time in the line
         of direct succession. Distant relatives and relatives by marriage and such as are not relatives at all assume authority. Besides, 
         nowadays who knows what boys will grow up to be, to want or not to want? What happens to the descendants of those Victorian
         grandees? Where are the young men? The mould is the same, but it is cracked: the flavour is strange; it dissipates itself;
         is spent. Perhaps the last James will never have a car and go to and from Tulverton mills.
     

      
      The square house is screened from the street by a high clipped hedge of laurel. Passing the drive gate you see, at an obtuse
         angle, and through the branches of a flourishing Wellingtonia, glimpses of slate roof, spacious windows, glass porch with
         coloured panes. And at once the imagination is engaged. You see rooms crowded with ponderous cupboards, sideboards, tables;
         photographs in silver frames, profusely strewn; wallpapers decorated with flowers, wreaths, birds, knots and bows of ribbon;
         dark olive, dark brown paint in the hall and passages; marble mantelpieces vapid, chill, swelling as blanc-mange; the water-colour
         performances of aunts and great-aunts thick upon the walls; worn leather armchairs pulled up to hot coal fires: you smell
         pot-pourri and lavender in china bowls; you taste roast beef and apple-tart on Sundays; hot scones for tea – dining-room tea
         on the enormous white cloth, beneath the uncompromising glare of the enormous central light … But there is something more than this that strikes you, makes you linger. What is this current, this penetrating invocation flung out from behind
         discreet and tended shrubbery? All is sober, is commonplace, conventional, is even a trifle smug. It is a pre-war residence
         of attractive design, with lounge hall, etc., and usual offices, beautifully timbered grounds, well-stocked kitchen garden.
         Yet there is no mistaking the fascination, or its meaning. Something is going on. The kettle’s boiling, the cloth is spread, the windows are flung open. Come in, come in! Here dwells the familiar mystery.
            Come and find it! Each room is active, fecund, brimming over with it. The pulse beats … Come and listen! … Yes, we are sure of it. These walls enclose a world. Here is continuity spinning a web from room to room, from year to
         year. It is safe in this house. Here grows something energetic, concentrated, tough, serene; with its own laws and habits;
         something alarming, oppressive, not altogether to be trusted: nefarious perhaps. Here grows a curious plant with strong roots
         knotted all together: an unique specimen. In brief, a family lives here.
     

      
      It is impossible to resist. There is the name upon the gate: THE LODGE. The orange gravel drive sweeps up in a steepish incline, 
         and rounds a circular grass plot before the front door. And there in the middle of the shaven grass is the monkey-puzzle tree.
         And there on each side of the door are the fuchsia bushes, with the buds all popped by James, and before him by his sisters.
         And there growing up the side of the house, neatly framing the dining-room window, is that kind of thick, bristling, woody, point-leafed
         shrub with tight clusters of orange berries. And there inside the glass porch is the blue-and-pink tiled floor and the couple of blue hydrangeas in tubs; and the umbrella-stand.
     

      
      The inner door is closed. It is winter. Quarter to nine in the morning.

   



      
      
      2

      
      Kate burst open the door of Olivia’s bedroom and looked sharply round, with anticipatory distaste, expecting to see what indeed
         she saw. The customary richly rounded mould of blanket presented itself to her; the customary dark swirl upon the pillow marked
         the approximate position of her sister’s invisible face. She paused; but as usual this mould, this blot, remained inactive.
     

      
      She said loudly:

      
      ‘Quarter to nine!’

      
      Reluctant upheaval, slow collapse and elongation of the shape. Then in a languid way she said:

      
      ‘Well … many happies.’

      
      At once Olivia replied alertly:

      
      ‘Thanks.’

      
      Her voice cracked. She lay silent, plunging and groping through thick waves of torpor, and coming suddenly upon her birthday
         lying at the bottom, a shut, inviting shell, waiting to be picked up and opened. She unclosed one eye and looked at Kate.
     

      
      ‘A small token of esteem will await you at breakfast.’

      
      ‘Oh, thank you!’
     

      
      Duty done, Kate reverted with a snap to harsh briskness.

      
      ‘That is, if you’re able to sit up and take notice by then. Really, I believe you’d never wake up at all. Now, don’t go off again. Remember what Mother said yesterday.’
     

      
      ‘What?’

      
      ‘She’d have to start calling you herself.’

      
      Olivia gave a hoarse chuckle.

      
      ‘Thought for the day …’

      
      ‘Well, she will, too.’

      
      ‘Surely I’m allowed an extra half-hour on my birthday.’

      
      Kate reflected, and in justice conceded this.

      
      ‘Well, buck up.’

      
      She vanished with a deliberate slam of arousal.

      
      Another five minutes, thought Olivia, and shut her eyes. Not to fall asleep again; but to go back as it were and do the thing
         gradually – detach oneself softly, float up serenely from the clinging delectable fringes. Oh, heavenly sleep! Why must one
         cast it from one, all unprepared, unwilling? Caught out again by Kate in the very act! You’re not trying, you could wake up
         if you wanted to: that was their attitude. And regularly one began the day convicted of inferiority, of a sluggish voluptuous
         nature, seriously lacking in will-power. After I’m married I shall stay in bed as long as I want to. Girls often marry at
         my age. Seventeen to-day.
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