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      ABOUT THE AUTHOR

      
      Daphne du Maurier (1907–89) was born in London, the daughter of the famous actor-manager Sir Gerald du Maurier and granddaughter
         of George du Maurier, the author and artist. Educated at home with her sisters and later in Paris, she began writing short
         stories and articles in 1928, and in 1931 her first novel, The Loving Spirit, was published. But it was her novel Rebecca
         that made her one of the most popular authors of her day. Besides novels, du Maurier published short stories, plays and biographies.
         Many of her works were made into films, including Rebecca, Jamaica Inn, My Cousin Rachel, ‘Don’t Look Now’ and ‘The Birds’.
         She lived for most of her life in Cornwall, the setting for many of her books, and in 1969 was awarded a DBE.
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      Introduction

      
      Daphne du Maurier has enjoyed a chequered reputation. As late as 2000, American critic Nina Auerbach bemoaned the fact that
         Rebecca was the only one of Daphne du Maurier’s novels in print. Railing against the injustice of the writer’s label as escapist
         women’s romance writer, Auerbach nevertheless admitted to guilt at reading this often critically trashed writer (‘I never
         should read Daphne du Maurier, but I regularly do’) and then asserted that she reads her not for ‘escape’ but ‘because she’s
         a complex, powerful, unique writer, so unorthodox that no critical tradition, from formalism to feminism, can digest her’.
         A casual look at literary companions and biographical dictionaries bears out the uneasy way the critical establishment has
         long regarded this complex writer. When she died, the outpouring obituaries and tributes saw her insistently as ‘the world’s
         most popular romantic novelist’ – this despite a distinguished track record as biographer, short-story writer, writer of historical
         and speculative fiction, and travelogue. In recent years, however, this bestselling writer – dismissed (in Mary Eagleton’s
         words) as ‘mere bedtime reading for middle England’ – has been paid serious attention, and is being reread with new eyes.
      

      
      Daphne du Maurier herself deplored her label as ‘romantic’ writer (a term, as she knew, invariably used pejoratively to denote
         a certain class of women’s writing). In 1953, she wrote sardonically to her publisher Victor Gollancz craving a notice saying
         ‘“Miss du Maurier has succeeded in writing a dull, heavy book all about a forgotten investigation in the House of Commons”; it might then attract the attention of a new class of reader’. Her essay,
         ‘Romantic Love’ (The Rebecca Notebook) began with the provocative sentence, ‘There is no such thing as romantic love’ – though she went on to define it, in medieval
         fashion, as the product of forbidden passions. It is well known that she regarded Rebecca, not as romance, but as a ‘study in jealousy’. Alison Light argues that du Maurier ‘wrote romances for readers who imagined
         they were above that sort of thing, and whose unhappy endings both prolonged the passion and provided a cynical comment on
         the impossibility of romantic love’, while Auerbach says the achievement of the writer’s ‘romances’ ‘is to infuse with menace
         the lives women are supposed to want’. (It is perhaps appropriate that du Maurier’s family used the term ‘menace’ to denote
         sexual attractiveness). Many recent scholars have discussed her work in terms of the gothic, the exploration of split subjectivity,
         and the Freudian uncanny.
      

      
      This is the first volume of an autobiography that was never completed. Written as a memoir to celebrate the author’s seventieth
         birthday, it was written out of depression and a fictional writing block, with considerable reluctance. Du Maurier’s biographer,
         Margaret Forster, quotes a letter written by her subject to Michael Thornton: ‘Few people really want to be frank about themselves
         or their ex-lovers and this is where one is bound to have a lot of glossing over’. In the cold winter of 1975–76, the reclusive
         writer was wrapped up in wool socks and fur-lined boots in her rented Cornish home, Kilmarth, weary of fans writing to her
         ecstatically about two novels written three decades earlier, Rebecca (1938) and Frenchman’s Creek (1941). Repeatedly they asked why Maxim de Winter’s second wife had no name, and begged for endorsement of their own romantic novels and/or sequels, while she was fretting at the lack of a new fiction project to keep her occupied. For some
         time she had been reading through (and was occasionally shocked by!) the diaries she wrote between the ages of thirteen and
         twenty-five, with a view to preparing a short memoir – but this was in far from gently nostalgic mood. She had become afraid
         her good memory was failing her; two of her children were in countries she regarded as dangerous (El Salvador and Libya);
         and she was hearing of Richard Attenborough’s plans to direct a film version of Cornelius Ryan’s A Bridge Too Far which indicted senior military men (including her late husband, Major Browning) for the disastrous Battle of Arnhem. Browning
         had been dead only two years and, feeling very protective about his reputation, she engaged in a bad-tempered correspondence
         with Attenborough; his minor script concessions were of little comfort. Forster claims it is astonishing the memoir has a
         light tone conveying none of these various anguishes. The original title of this autobiography of a writer’s early years,
         however, gestured to the brittle mood of its writer and the strains which emerge in its elliptical and often tanta-lisingly
         brief narrative. Growing Pains: The Shaping of a Writer signals the first twenty-four years of a life of experiment, frustration, complex relationships within the family and beyond,
         false starts, and irritations with a social round that left the young Daphne yearning for solitude and peace. Despite colourful
         accounts of a varied and privileged childhood, there is a bemused or impatient reflection on the organisation of family and
         social life, some exasperation with the world that would not leave her be, and a cruel carelessness about the depiction of
         character (including her closest family members) which may well have come from that winter’s discontents by the inadequate
         Kilmarth fire-side. It is somewhat ironic that (according to editor Sheila Hodges) du Maurier’s American publishers, Doubleday, disliked the original title as to them it suggested the ‘pains’ of adolescence
         and especially menstruation.
      

      
      Daphne du Maurier came from a literary and theatrical family, her grandfather the celebrated Victorian Punch cartoonist and author of Peter Ibbetson and Trilby (the origin of Svengali), her father the famous actor, theatre manager-producer and fulcrum of the London theatre set. Enjoying
         a relatively privileged childhood in London, she enjoyed – or endured – expensive holidays, French finishing school, and a
         family life that embraced some of Britain’s best-known artistic and social figures (she even danced with the Prince of Wales!).
         Beginning to write in her early twenties, with her first novel, The Loving Spirit, published in 1931, she fell in love with the family’s second home in Cornwall, and gradually removed herself permanently
         to that county which became the focus of her writing and a lifelong passion. Her reputation was first established with a brutally
         frank biography of her father (exposing his sexual and other frailties), while it was secured by the phenomenal international
         success of Rebecca. During a long writing career, she published fifteen novels, many short stories and articles, two plays and seven non-fiction
         works. Several of her novels and stories have been made into critically acclaimed screen and TV films (most notably, Alfred
         Hitchcock’s Rebecca, 1940, and Nicolas Roeg’s Don’t Look Now, 1973). In 1932, she married Major Frederick (Tommy) Browning, and had three children. She was made a DBE in 1969, and died
         in Fowey on 19 April, 1989.
      

      
      The Author’s Note prefacing Myself When Young (the sanitised, less resonant title for the second and subsequent editions) is defensive and self-deprecatory: ‘All autobiography
         is self-indulgent,’ she writes, going on to claim that her short-term memory is fading in favour of long-term memory of childhood and adolescence. She justifies the ‘self-indulgence’ of the volume by suggesting this will answer the
         questions of those who wish to know what made her ‘choose writing as a career’. How interesting that she uses the word ‘career’;
         women of her generation and class were still too ready to see writing as an obsession or private hobby (even if they were
         deadly serious about it), but for du Maurier it was both a path she had chosen early on – writing consistently through her
         lifetime and taking a great interest in financial deals, film rights, critical reviews and so on – and also a job that paid
         the (large) family bills. Major Browning never earned enough to keep the family in the expensive style to which it became
         accustomed, and from the outset of their marriage she took on the role of breadwinner. Everyone knew this, but the dependence
         of the family was usually kept discreetly hidden; a telling anecdote in the memoir of du Maurier’s daughter, Flavia Leng,
         describes her leaving home for boarding school and being given ten shillings pocket money by her father ‘which I had seen
         him borrow from Bing [Daphne] that morning’.
      

      
      Daphne du Maurier is best known as a novelist and short-story writer, but her reputation was made first as a biographer, initially
         of her father (Gerald: A Portrait) and then, in The Du Mauriers, of her nineteenth-century relations, including her grandfather, George. This penchant for biography has been followed to
         a limited extent by other members of her family. Her older sister Angela (who wrote eleven books, including nine novels) published
         two volumes of autobiography, the first of which, It’s Only the Sister (1951), owes its title and much of its literary interest to the younger du Maurier. Angela was staying at a fashionable hotel
         in 1946, and was approached by a gushing woman (who had seen her name in the register) thanking her profusely for all she had done for her nephew. When informed this was not Daphne, the woman exclaimed to her husband, ‘It’s
         ONLY the SISTER!’. In 1994, Flavia published a biography of her mother, picking up the story where Myself When Young leaves off – the marriage to Tommy Browning and subsequent family life. The biography concludes with a celebration of the
         scattering of her mother’s ashes over the Cornish cliffs, and a belief that she has joined her dead husband in a boat sailing
         them into infinity. Flavia also celebrates the return of Christian (Kits) Browning, his wife Olive (Hacker) and four children,
         to live in Cornwall at Ferryside, the home bought originally by Gerald and containing for all of them the ‘loving spirit’
         of four generations of the family and, in Flavia’s terms, ‘bring[ing] back once more that sense of belonging, a continuation
         which has been lacking for all of them since my mother died.’ Christian has also written of his mother and recorded the family
         history through photographs and film. Ferryside is now a lively centre of du Maurier activity and knowledge – especially since
         the founding of the Daphne du Maurier Festival in 1997, four years after the Browning family’s move back to the Bodinnick
         house that greets ferry passengers from Fowey. The house’s Jane Slade figurehead conjures up for Festival-goers and residents alike the literary heritage of this corner of Restormel Council’s
         ‘Du Maurier Country’.
      

      
      The Festival, held annually in May – when south Cornwall is at its best with bluebells, wild garlic and those first warm breezes
         and scents of summer – has brought the writer back to the attention of her adopted county, and attracted international readers
         to celebrate and reflect on her work and legacy. There are walking tours to Polridmouth Cove (of the Rebecca shipwreck scene fame), Gribben Head (the nearest one may approach the inspiration for Manderley, Menabilly), and the Black Head Walk of The House on the Strand. Teas are served in the Readymoney Cove house where Daphne first settled in Fowey with her young family, and visitors may go to
         Charlestown where Carlton Television filmed its adaptation of Frenchman’s Creek, or to the bleak Bodmin Moor’s Jamaica Inn. And, while scholars argue against a dismissal of du Maurier as ‘merely’ romantic
         novelist, it has to be admitted that the places associated with her life and work are some of the lushest, most romantic landscapes
         in the West Country, regularly attracting readers who have been drawn by du Maurier’s enchanting evocations of Cornwall’s
         varied natural beauties.
      

      
      A passionate and observant solitary walker, Daphne was fonder of her own company than anyone else’s (except, perhaps, that
         of her beloved dogs), and was always ill at ease in the intensely sociable atmosphere inherent in her father’s theatrical
         lifestyle. Nonetheless, she became fascinated by the abstract notions of family, generation and continuity – themes that pervade
         her fiction and the several volumes of biography. Family portraits, parish graveyard visits to family graves, George du Maurier’s
         Punch illustrations filling the bookcases, all brought home to the young girl a sense of ‘family interest, family pride’ which
         connected her with Gerald and the paternal line of the du Mauriers – the French name she wore with pride. Only seven when
         the First World War broke out, she was conscious early on of the precariousness of life. Air raids were a feature of life
         in London, and her Uncle Guy and cousin George were both killed in the war, while another cousin suddenly drowned. The imaginative
         child described her terror when Gerald – to whom she was always intensely close – went up to watch a daylight raid from the
         roof. ‘Don’t go … Don’t ever leave me,’ she cried, to general amazement. This early sense of imminent loss is echoed (almost
         to the same words) in her 1971 short story, ‘A Border-line Case,’ as well as in two novels, The Loving Spirit and The Parasites (1949). The possible, then real loss of parents, brought home to her the importance of lineage, continuity and routine (‘routes’
         as she calls it), especially when all proved precarious and fragile even as she established herself as family chronicler.
      

      
      Gerald du Maurier represented a line of creative and historically significant men whom Daphne began to place in her own narrative
         history. Visiting Milton, the grand house, converted during the War into a Red Cross hospital for soldiers, she gazes at a
         portrait of Thomas Wentworth, Earl of Strafford, executed in 1641, and sees: ‘history, in his Van Dyck portrait, and this
         was history too, the stretchers taking the wounded men upstairs’. Unimpressed by the place in history accorded to women, she
         crossed gender lines and explored her own ‘disembodied spirit’ through fictional conflicts of gender, creativity and subjectivity.
      

      
      The epiphanic moment about ‘history’ took shape within Milton, and such houses bear considerable significance in du Maurier’s
         world view. She once proposed to her publisher a book centred on various houses she had known and loved, though nothing came
         of it. Of the autobiography’s six chapters, three have titles of specific places: ‘24, Cumberland Terrace’ and ‘Cannon Hall’,
         the family’s two London homes, and ‘Paris’. Chapter Five, ‘Between Two Worlds’, evokes the struggle the writer felt between
         a passionate attachment to Fowey, Cornwall – the location of the newly-acquired family home, Swiss Cottage (renamed Ferryside)
         and Menabilly, the ‘sleeping beauty of the fairy tale’ awaiting Daphne to come and awaken her – and parental pressures to
         return to Hampstead. Of the photographs originally included, a great many are of houses. As Alison Light points out, a rootless
         family on both sides – immigrants, cosmopolitan and metropolitan – the du Maurier family were restless and constantly mobile;
         they travelled, moved house, took holidays all over Europe, and bought a second home in Cornwall to escape London’s pressures. Daphne travelled less and
         less as she became a writer and an independent figure (unless under duress with Tommy’s early army career), and she had a
         profound need to burrow into her adopted home, Menabilly. Unlike the rest of her family, she did not jump on the train to Paddington
         to escape Cornwall’s cold and rainy winters; she had put down roots far from theatrical and literary London and that suited
         her well.
      

      
      Light argues that the narratives, though dwelling obsessively in ‘unstable, unbounded places,’ in the end reinforce ‘a belief
         in the succour of four walls’. Not the four walls of a cosy domesticity, however; Daphne herself, like most of her heroines,
         had no time or talent for housework. Houses for her contained the past as well as individual identities and imagined selves,
         and life is lived through continuities (spectres and ghosts) in domestic and intimate spaces. She sees Gerald at Wyndham’s
         Theatre, ‘his personality … embedded in those walls’; there are the ‘crouching figures by [the]window’ that Godmother
         Billy conjures for her; and there is the Bluebeard’s chamber of horrors in the house on the Strand, not to mention the constant
         presence of the dead Rebecca in Manderley’s rooms. Although it is unlikely du Maurier knew Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s gothic
         tale of post-partum female imprisonment and madness, The Yellow Wallpaper, in which the paper itself embodies female desire and frustration, her description of traces within the homes of generations
         of families echoes Gilman’s gothic feminist fable. Daphne too imagines, ‘embedded in their walls, one with the dust and cobwebs,
         one with the overlay of fresh wallpaper and paint, the imprint of what-has-been, the suffering, the joy. We are all ghosts
         of yesterday …’
      

      
      As I have suggested about Daphne du Maurier Festival-goers, for many readers the romance within the novels – and indeed her
         autobiographical writings – derives from du Maurier’s intense relationship with Cornwall. This combined a love of dramatic scenery, solitary walks through woods to secluded
         coves, and the smells of tar, rope and tidal water which to a London-born girl suggested new freedoms, ‘to write, to walk,
         to wander, freedom to climb hills, to pull a boat, to be alone’. Sheila Hodges quotes a letter from Daphne in which she reflected,
         ‘Fowey must have been the saving of me, and but for the grace of God, or Fowey, I would have become the all-time hippy!’ She
         tends to represent Cornwall elegiacally, either in her appropriately titled Vanishing Cornwall (1967) and polemical challenge to governments to invest in the county’s industrial revival, or in her protests against all
         attempts to make significant changes in local places; she joined the Cornish Nationalist Party and was wont to share her husband’s
         term, ‘honks’ for the working-class people, including tourists, who might spoil her idyll.
      

      
      From earliest childhood, Daphne reacted powerfully to where she was. She found safe places – like her nursery, or houses where
         she felt joyously at home – such as the grand house she visited as a child, Milton, near Peterborough, for which she felt
         the ‘recognition … and love’ that reappeared later in Rebecca’s Manderley. Escape from claustrophobic spaces, seeking out unattainable or mysterious locations, and yearning to be elsewhere
         are all central to this writer’s concerns.
      

      
      In Myself When Young, Daphne escapes from a group of ladies in hats who are cooing over her baby sister, Jeanne, in the Cumberland Terrace drawing
         room, and flees to the nursery window where she gazes over the rooftops to a red-painted house she pretends she owns and inhabits
         alone. Later in life, she was to trespass in the grounds of the empty, hidden-away house, Menabilly, which she went on to
         make her own (in life as in fiction) – albeit on a long lease that was terminated, bearing out Daphne’s conviction that true
         romance is the unattainable. Adventure, secretive journeys and private bolt holes, such as the Dona St Columb of Frenchman’s Creek or Rebecca’s boathouse, are for Daphne temporary solutions to the problems of feeling out of kilter and joint with one’s
         family, position and indeed age. And, as with many writers seeking an ‘elsewhere’ to feel at home, she found companionship
         in books and the possibilities they offered. Dissatisfaction and a yearning to escape characterise her autobiographical and
         fictional writing, thus satisfying in women readers what Auerbach describes as our ‘insatiable desire to be somebody else,
         somewhere else’.
      

      
      Daphne’s uncertainty about her mother Muriel’s feelings and real nature stands in interesting contrast with her certainty
         about her father, paradoxically because as an actor he was always pretending to be someone else. Her mother, who ‘might have
         been the Snow Queen in disguise,’ alarmed her; she concludes that ‘evil women were more terrible than evil men’. From an early
         age, she identified with male heroes – Pilgrim (of Pilgrim’s Progress), David (versus Goliath), and Jim Hawkins or Long John Silver, from Treasure Island – playing heroic masculine roles in childhood games with her sister Angela (who was the Wendy to her Peter Pan).
      

      
      The gender confusion, bisexual feelings (‘Venetian tendencies,’ as she called them), and impatience with feminine roles and
         responsibilities which characterise the adult writer, are all prefigured here. Margaret Forster’s biography startled the world
         with its revelations of a complex bisexual history, her re-current theme being the writer’s attempt to deal, in life as in
         fiction, with ‘the boy in the box’ she identified early on within herself. For a woman of her generation, a boy’s/man’s life
         looked enviable; experiment and adventure were encouraged, physical restrictions seemed minimal, and there was none of the
         shame and mess of menstruation and girly clothing (Daphne moved into long trousers long before many of her contemporaries
         and remained there most of her life). Several members of her family apparently shared her confusions, and in both her father and husband Daphne had to come to terms with an emotional fragility, associated usually with femininity,
         as they performed an exaggerated masculinity – Gerald the theatrical pin-up, Tommy the army Major, then General – which manifested
         its many pressures through bouts of depression, emotional breakdown and alcoholism.
      

      
      Daphne performed her own masculine self as a strong and wayward woman, enlisting other marginal or eccentric figures such
         as director Carol Reed, actress Gertrude Lawrence, and her married cousin, Geoffrey, to participate in the drama. She invented
         a character for herself, Eric Avon, a sterling masculine captain of cricket at Rugby, a figure she claims went underground
         to re-emerge as the male narrator of five of her novels, including My Cousin Rachel and The House on the Strand. ‘Acting was in my blood,’ she reminds the reader, and Eric was part of a dramatic role she was only too happy to play. She
         identified closely with male mentors, from her dead grandfather George to A. L. Rowse and Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch, a Fowey
         neighbour whose unfinished manuscript she completed (Castle Dor, 1962). The uncertainty Daphne felt about her mother’s affection, coupled with her intense closeness to Gerald, left the girl
         ambivalent about femininity altogether. It was through a bohemian experimental sexual and social life in Paris, albeit conducted
         within a girls’ school, that she began to identify with her French writer grandfather and became intrigued by contradictory
         and conflicting gender roles. In her daughter Flavia’s biography, the remote, emotionally undemonstrative mother-daughter
         relationship between the two older girls and their mother is compared constantly with the passionate and physically close
         bond with her beloved youngest male child, Christian. Masculinity is prized in her life and work, even if seen to grow on
         thin soil. Her personal anxieties about, indeed contempt for, the constraints and sheer dullness of orthodox femininity in
         the early to mid twentieth century pervade the fiction, and resonate for all readers who have shared such feelings. And for predominantly women readers, there is the great pleasure of recognising the fact that her
         key literary influences are women writers who had shared du Maurier’s profoundest concerns. The fiction begins in The Loving Spirit with a major homage to Emily Brontë, and her subsequent works owe a great debt to all the Brontë sisters and Katherine Mansfield.
      

      
      One of the key ways du Maurier used earlier women’s writing was to draw on romantic motifs and use romance themes in new ways.
         Myself When Young is a kind of autobiographical romance tracing the writer’s development into creative freedom and independence. In her 1966
         essay, ‘Death and Widowhood’, du Maurier refers to herself as ‘a spinner of webs, a weaver of imaginary tales’. The partial
         memoir – from ‘growing pains’ to secretive pastoral wedding – is a bildungsroman with a Shakespearian comic conclusion. ‘Reader, I married him,’ is the end of this story: she felt unable to progress the
         story because too many characters were still alive, but of course to her readers the story ends with her complete literary
         works. The two love affairs at the heart of the narrative are the discovery of her ‘house of secrets. My elusive Menabilly’
         (The Rebecca Notebook), the feminised house that belongs to the Rashleigh family and which she thus desires and tries in vain throughout her life
         to possess, and husband Tommy, in union with whom the story ends.
      

      
      In the original manuscript submitted to Gollancz, the final sentences have an elegiac and stiffly formal tone: ‘Adieu Daphne
         du Maurier, perhaps. But it was Mrs Browning and her soldier husband who started out from their boat Ygdrasil at Frenchman’s
         Creek.’ The writer probably decided to delete those two sentences at proof stage, concluding instead on a note of romantic
         optimism and assurance, with appropriate nautical metaphors: ‘Then we were away, heading down-channel for the Helford River
         and Frenchman’s Creek. We couldn’t have chosen anything more beautiful.’ Daphne du Maurier, who loved riding her boat down the Estuary to the sea, and who was continually trying to escape from mundane and
         difficult truths via the imagination, concludes her memoir with a supremely romantic adventure that both anticipates and helps
         mythify her achievement as a writer who has captured the public imagination.
      

      
      With many thanks to Sheila Hodges.
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      Author’s Note

      
      All autobiography is self-indulgent. Approaching my seventieth birthday, I find that I forget what happened a week ago but
         have a vivid memory of childhood days and the awkward age of adolescence, much of the latter period recorded in the diaries
         which I kept from the year 1920, when I was twelve, until I married in 1932. These diaries were intended for my personal reading,
         and it never occurred to me then that in late middle-age, half a century afterwards, I should find them revealing, even nostalgic,
         and that they might interest not only my immediate family and my friends but others too – those who have asked me, from time
         to time, what made me choose writing as a career.
      

      
      The following pages will, I hope, give them the answer. They cover my thoughts, impressions and actions from the age of three
         until I was twenty-five, after my first novel had been published. I was still uncertain of myself, naïve and immature, and
         readers looking for deep thoughts and words of wisdom will be disappointed. It is for this reason that I have called the book
         Growing Pains: The Shaping of a Writer. If it brings a smile to those of my contemporaries who also possess long memories, and at the same time encourages young
         writers, as unsure of themselves as I was once, to try their hand, then the record will not have been set down in vain.
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      1

      
      24, Cumberland Terrace

      
      We passed under the archway and came to the house at the end of the small court, on the right-hand side. There were steps leading
         up to the white front-door, and the bell had to be rung so that the nurse could be helped to lift the pram up the steps and
         into the hall. The nurse was dressed in grey, and she wore a black bonnet on her head with a veil stretched tightly across
         her face. Ellison, the parlour-maid, wore a cream-coloured uniform, and she had a frilly cap and apron. They chatted a moment,
         exclaiming over the weight of the pram, while the baby within peered up at them, rosy-cheeked, smiling. Angela and I marched
         inside. Then I saw, to my dismay, coats and hats in the hall, and from the drawing-room to the left of the long narrow entrance
         came the sound of laughter and talking. This meant there were people to lunch. We should be summoned later to say how-do-you-do
         and to shake hands. Angela turned enquiringly to the parlour-maid, not minding, but I hurried upstairs to be out of the way,
         while Nurse lifted Baby from the pram.
      

      
      The stairs conquered, I paused on the first-floor landing and looked over my shoulder down to the hall. Doors were opening.
         The talking was louder. I turned quickly to the right, and putting my hand on the banister pulled my way up our own short twisting flight of stairs to the nursery floor.
         There was a gate, standing open. Beyond was safety. I ran at once into the day-nursery, the familiar warmth and smell of it
         bringing intense relief: here were the doll’s house, the toy-cupboard with two shelves – one for Angela, one for me – the
         cretonne-covered toy-box, an old armchair that could be turned at will into a large ship wrecked at sea, and so into the wider
         part of the room, with the table set for lunch, the fire burning behind the high brass guard, and the wide window overlooking
         Albany Street and the barracks.
      

      
      ‘Now then, no dawdling, hat and coat off, and hands washed before lunch.’

      
      The nurse had reached the top of our stairs with Baby. But I wanted to look down into Albany Street. The Life Guards might
         be coming back from their outing, breastplates gleaming, plumes proudly waving from their helmets. It was the bugle-call that
         used to awaken us every morning, in the little room we shared, Angela and I, once I was promoted from the night-nursery across
         the passage after Baby was born.
      

      
      


         ‘Tra-la-la, tra-la-la, tra-la-la-la.

         Tra-la-la, tra-la-la, tra-la-la-la.

         Tra-la-la, tra-la-la, tra-la-la-LAAAAA!’

      



      
      Nurse said it was called Reveille, but I knew what the bugle was saying. It said:
      

      
      


         ‘Bring in your horses and give them to drink,

         Bring in your horses and give them to drink,

         Bring in your horses and give them to DRINK …’

      



      
      Such groomings there must be, such polishings of brass, such clattering of hoofs, such quenching of thirst from the great
         troughs inside the barracks. It made something to think about before getting-up time, and having to dress in the cold bedroom,
         and going through to the night-nursery to be washed and have teeth cleaned, and worst of all the beastly rags pulled out of
         my hair which were put there to make it curl, though they never did.
      

      
      Breakfast would follow. ‘Now, don’t mess about with your spoon. Eat up your porridge.’ I did not like porridge. It made me
         feel sick. Lumpy, slimy, horrid. ‘If you were a little poor child always hungry you would be glad to eat your porridge.’ But
         I wasn’t a little poor child, and saying that didn’t make me eat it up. I wished the poor child could have it, not me.
      

      
      ‘I don’t care.’

      
      This was rude, and I might be punished for it. Made to stand in the corner, perhaps, and so not have to eat the porridge.
         But the nurse, whose name was Nurse Rush and who had replaced the much-loved nanny – we were not told why – contented herself
         with a snub.
      

      
      


         ‘Don’t Care was made to care,

         Don’t Care was hung,

         Don’t Care was put in a pot

         And cooked till he was done.’

      



      
      I thought for a moment, then poked once more at the porridge. Who was Don’t Care, I wondered? Not a poor child. No, he sounded
         more like a little old man, rather tubby, who lived alone in a hut, and then some cruel people came and put him in this great
         black pot and hung it over a fire, which made a sizzling noise. Poor Don’t Care … Did he scream? Or did some nice person come
         and rescue him? What happened next? But they never told you. Grown-ups started something interesting and would not finish.
         If you asked they said, ‘That will do now,’ which was the end of it.
      

      
      [image: image]

      
      Gerald du Maurier, c. 1905

      
      [image: image]

      
      Muriel du Maurier, c. 1906
      

      
      Don’t Care was made to care. I was on his side. And he became real, like the boy in Reading Steps, which I was trying to master. ‘Dan Ran To The Man.’ But why did Dan run to the man? Was somebody after him? Was he being
         chased by a wolf? Meg Had A Sore Leg. Silly thing, perhaps she had fallen down, and then made a fuss. I saw her sitting on
         her bed and crying. Ben Had A Fat Hen. He must have found it hard to hold, and then I expect it squawked, and flew out of
         his arms, and went fluttering off into a farmyard. If only I could read the longer words in the end pages they might tell
         me more about Dan and Meg and Ben, but the letters in these words were all joined together, not like the big letters.
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