
		
			[image: 9781509876822_FC.jpg]
		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
		

	
		
			ebreak

			Noel Streatfeild

			JUDITH

			[image: ]

		

	
		
			ebreak

		

	
		
			Contents

			PART ONE

			PART TWO

			PART THREE

		

	
		
			ebreak

			Also by Noel Streatfeild

			and available from Bello

			The Whicharts

			Parson’s Nine

			A Shepherdess of Sheep

			It Pays to be Good

			Caroline England

			Luke

			The Winter is Past

			I Ordered a Table for Six

			Myra Carrol

			Grass in Piccadilly

			Mothering Sunday

			Aunt Clara

			Judith

			The Silent Speaker

		

	
		
			PART ONE

		

	
		
			ebreak

			IT WAS for Judith as if the world stopped turning when Mother said:

			“Your Father wants to see you. He’s coming over for his sister Charlotte’s wedding. You will be a bridesmaid.”

			Mother hated a lot of questions, she liked to be obeyed quickly, then to be left alone to get on with her writing. As casually as she could, Judith said, “Yes, Mother,” closed the door, then flew to her governess, Miss Simpson.

			Judith lived a wandering life. Mother hated many things, amongst them cold weather, seeing the same dreary faces too often, publishers’ cocktail parties, and “your Father’s family.” To avoid these they moved about. There was not a great deal of money, for Mother’s novels were of the type that receive rave notices from the critics, but do not appeal in a big way to those who read or borrow novels. There was as well a tiny private income and an allowance for Judith from her Father; Mother would not take an allowance, in fact she spoke of Judith’s as though it smelt. “We can buy that out of your Father’s pittance.”

			Moving about is an expensive business, there is always someone to tip, something to be repaired in the apartment left, something bought for the apartment newly rented. When Mother made her startling pronouncement they were living in Nice. Not on the Promenade des Anglais, where in February it was often sunny and warm, but high up on the Boulevard de Cimiez where, if the wind blew off the Alps, they got the full blast of it, and any walk meant stiff climbing going or coming. The apartment had, as had all their winter apartments, a room which caught what sun there was, in which Mother worked, and a salle à manger which, besides being eaten in, was the schoolroom. At the dining-room table, pretending to be preparing the day’s lessons, but actually listening for Judith’s returning feet, sat Miss Simpson.

			Agnes Simpson came of a family who did odd jobs abroad. Her father had been something to do with Cook’s, and had worked for that firm in almost every country except England. One brother had followed in father’s footsteps, and joined Cook’s, the other had settled in Java, her only sister owned a small tea-shop in Rome. Mother felt that Judith would never learn anything if she went to a different school in each place she settled, so a governess was the answer. They were in Rome when she came to this decision. Judith had then been five, and out-growing a nurse. Agnes was poised between two jobs; she had just finished polishing the English of two Spanish girls, and was about to join the teaching staff of a Swiss school. An acquaintance who knew the sister’s tea-shop heard of Agnes, and brought her and Mother together. It was not a case of love at first sight, but a case of both sides knowing at first sight they were getting what they wanted. Agnes was then thirty-five and looking older, and had long accepted she was unlikely to marry. This had not worried her, for she enjoyed her life, but the death of first her father, and then her mother, had slapped into her that she was now very much alone. Of course Mary, the sister with the tea shop, was pleased to see her now and again, especially at Easter, and other times when she was busy. The brothers, both married, would make her welcome for short visits, but now between jobs she was homeless. Oddly enough, seeing they had scarcely put a foot in England, her parents on retirement had bought a little house at Sidmouth, and so Sidmouth had, though she had never considered it that way, been Agnes’s home. Now where was home? Only where her luggage rested. A dismal thought, especially as the Swiss school, like other schools, would have holidays, and where would she go then?

			What Agnes wanted was something permanent, and to feel she was needed. Mother made it perfectly clear that what she was looking for was someone to take Judith off her hands.

			“Not too many lessons at first, but her languages must be first-class. She will want taking out, and feeding, and I believe she still needs washing. I will give you what help I can, but I do not like being disturbed when I am working.”

			Mother never pressed anyone to work for her, pressing made them tiresome and feel indispensable, so she did not press Agnes, she merely stated her needs, and hoped the creature would wish to work for her. Nobody could have been more what she had in mind for Judith than Agnes. She had been convent educated, and though she had no degree, she had countless references which made it clear that she was more than qualified to educate a child of Judith’s age, in fact would probably do until she sent her to a boarding-school. Since Judith was to spend most of her time with a governess, someone utterly trustworthy and respectable was needed. No one could look more respectable than Agnes. She bought clothes that would not crease when travelling or when packed, and would not show dust. Her face was pale, her hair vaguely ginger, she looked, Mother thought, as if she had a daily sponge with holy water. Even without the mass of enthusiastic grateful references, it was clear Miss Simpson was suitable in every way. “Almost,” thought Mother, “the creature smells suitable.”

			The Miss Simpson Judith knew was a Miss Simpson Mother never saw. A loving Miss Simpson who considered Judith her family, and the place where she lived the equivalent of Sidmouth.

			Judith’s approach to Miss Simpson was slower. She needed no additional family, for she had Mother. Passionately, as other children collect shells, stamps or bus tickets, Judith collected kind words and kind looks dropped by Mother. As she grew older she exaggerated these looks and words and on them built day-dreams. She would be found dying. Mother would be kneeling beside her, washing her with tears, covering her with kisses, saying brokenly: “Don’t die, Judith. You are all I have, I couldn’t live without you.” Or she and Mother were in a car when the brakes broke, and she jumped out and lay under the wheels, and as Mother picked up her crippled body she cried out: “It will be like having a baby again. I shall do everything for you, Judith, always.” Or, and this was Judith’s favourite day-dream, she and Mother were washed up on a desert island. Everything Mother needed she found for her, everything she ate she cooked; they were never rescued and they lived alone on the island for ever. Day-dreams, however entrancing, cannot fill a child’s life, and that was how Miss Simpson found her place in Judith’s heart. Judith’s background was her Mother. Agnes Simpson did not consider her a satisfactory background, but since she was all there was, and a child must feel secure, she was willing to do what she could to help build up the fiction Mother the child believed in. Mother, though she left Judith to Miss Simpson, was an interferer. It was impossible for her, seeing Judith, not to feel she would be better doing something she was not doing. When, having finished work and eaten something off a tray, she found Miss Simpson and Judith happily amusing themselves indoors because the day was cold and inclined to rain, a wave of irritation would sweep over her, and force her to say: “What are you stuffing indoors for? Out you go, both of you.” Or when on a fine day she would pass them gazing at some flower, for Miss Simpson was a great botanist, the same irritation would explode out of her with: “When you walk, why don’t you walk? What you need, Judith, is a brisk two miles each day.” It was after words such as these that Miss Simpson was such a collaborator. She knew that at the sound of Mother’s footstep Judith had held her breath, and perhaps prayed, for she always hoped Mother might say: “Come and talk to me, darling.” Or “I’ll take Judith with me to-day, Miss Simpson.” So insulated from hurt was Judith by her day-dreams that words spoken in Mother’s cold detached voice, however harsh, lost some of their sting before they reached her, but the rest of the sting was sucked out by Miss Simpson.

			“You know why we’re being sent out? Your Mother hopes you are going to grow up as delightful to look at as she is, and you don’t get a lovely complexion by sitting indoors.”

			“How right your Mother is, look at her figure. She often talks to me about you. She’s ambitious for you, dear, and determined you shall have a lovely figure too.”

			Subconsciously Judith knew Mother and Miss Simpson seldom talked about her, and when they did it was about her work and not her appearance. She half knew that after she was in bed Mother went out with friends, and Miss Simpson did petit point in the schoolroom, in fact they did not meet when she was not there. All the same she partly believed, because she so wanted to, that when she was asleep Mother and Miss Simpson sat together and talked of the most important person in their lives, herself.

			The great bond outside affection that tied Judith and Miss Simpson together was their terror of the Uncles. Mother had three brothers: one worked in the Foreign Office, and the other two were directors of the family publishing business. All three were intellectuals, who sneered at those who were not. As well there were Grandmamma and Grandpapa. They were even more frightening than the Uncles, but they had only appeared on two visits. Grandpapa was even more an intellectual snob than the Uncles; Grandmamma wrote poetry and essays, and was, Miss Simpson said, internationally famous. On the occasions when Judith had met them they had frightened her so much that just remembering them made her feel vaguely sick. Daily they had ordered Miss Simpson to bring her to their hotel, where Grandmamma had introduced her to what seemed to be everybody else staying there.

			“This is my grandchild, Judith Winster. No, not a bit like her mother, is she? Takes after the father. The Winsters? Oh dear no! A day’s fishing is their idea of intellectual amusement.”

			Grandpapa’s close-lipped speech would break in.

			“The fellow was crazy on horses. Yes, married again. An American. Never understood what Avis saw in the man.”

			Then would come the worst part. Grandmamma would hold out a hand, and Judith would have to go to her. A bony arm gripping her, Grandmamma would say:

			“How are the languages, Judith?” Then, speaking to everyone else: “Wonderful opportunity the child has, of course. It is so much better to learn languages in the country to which they belong, than over the schoolroom table. Judith has spent half her life in Italy and France. Will you recite, dear?”

			It was true Judith had lived in France and Italy, but only in stretches of about two months, in between they would go to some place where Arabic was spoken, or perhaps to Ceylon where she talked English. When they were in Italy or France Miss Simpson tried to arrange for Judith to speak to the natives as much as possible, but usually the only natives they knew were the cook, the maid, the postman and perhaps a few shopkeepers.

			“It is sad,” Miss Simpson said, “but in spite of our travels you might just as well be living in one country, Judith, for all the languages you know you learn from me. Then too, we have to accept, dear, that though you try very hard, you are not what is called a born linguist.”

			Judith knew this to be true, and a very shameful truth it was. Mother and all her family spoke three languages fluently, and one or two others reasonably well. In secret when Mother, who scorned nicknames, was not about Miss Simpson became Simpsy.

			“Isn’t it awful, Simpsy, to take after somebody you hate to take after? But I’m afraid I’ve got to face the miserable truth, over languages I take after my Father.”

			When Grandmamma and Grandpapa had last seen Judith she had been ten, and at ten it was still possible, though unpopular, to pretend to be shy when ordered to recite in Italian or French. Now that she was twelve and it would be less easy to refuse, she and Miss Simpson were united in hoping the Grandparents would never turn up again, to learn the shocking truth that neither French nor Italian sprang naturally from her tongue.

			“I say in my prayers: ‘Please God look after Grandmamma and Grandpapa,’ but I add, ‘please don’t send them here.’ I think that’s all right, don’t you, Simpsy?”

			Miss Simpson, in spite of her convent upbringing, had remained a Protestant, but a Protestant with a hopeful eye on the saints.

			“I am sure God will understand, dear,” Miss Simpson would agree. But she did not rely on Judith’s prayers. When the opportunity arose she would slip into a Catholic church and light a candle. The candle, no matter before whom it burned, was intended for St. Jude, for she believed him to be the most successful whisperer in the divine ear.

			“Please, if it be at all possible, reveal to Judith’s Grandparents some other place than here that they would enjoy.”

			Judith’s prayers and Miss Simpson’s candles might keep the Grandparents away, but no candles nor prayers availed where the Uncles were concerned.

			Ambrose, Herbert, Angus and Mother were noticeably of the same breed. They all had sharp-edged voices, they knew they were brilliant, and had cultivated tastes, and therefore spoke authoritatively on any question that needed brains or artistic acumen. They mentioned Judith as if she was a picture or piece of furniture of which they were fond.

			“The child improves, I think. She has nothing of us in her, alas, but she is faintly Greuze, which can be pleasant.”

			The Uncles were devoted to Mother, and she to them. Whenever one of them was in the house it was as if, for Mother, everything took on richer colouring. Work hours were relaxed, conversation went on all day, and in all places. Her brothers could do things that Miss Simpson and Judith would not dream of doing, even in an emergency. They would stand outside the door while Mother was in her bath, and read reviews of books or of a picture show to her, or tell her the plot of a play. They seemed to laugh a great deal though neither Judith nor Miss Simpson could make out at what.

			“It’s nothing we should understand, dear,” Miss Simpson would say, “but one thing we can be sure of, though it may sound a little bit unkind to us, it certainly cannot be, or your Mother would not laugh.”

			It was during the Uncles’ visits that Judith got her clearest mental pictures of her Father and his family. Nothing definite, just hints dropped like paper at a paper-chase. Father—Charles, as Mother and the Uncles called him—was a dull stupid person; it had been a lucky day for Mother when he had gone to America, and married someone else. Father’s family were a joke. Sometimes, never in front of her, Judith overheard Mother or one of the Uncles speaking in the special voice she had come to know was a Winster voice. What was said in that voice was usually something so obvious or incredibly stupid it made them rock with laughter. They called what they said in that sort of voice “Winsterisms”. From the hints dropped, Judith knew that her Father had treated Mother abominably. That it had been a gaffe marrying him. That expecting Mother to bother with his deadly family had been an act of cruelty, for naturally a person of her talent and sensibility could not endure their abysmal stupidity. She knew that being a Winster was something of which to be ashamed, and being a Stratford-Derickson, which Mother and the Uncles were, was something of which not only to be proud, but was a sort of magic name which made people who heard it look respectful. In her day-dreams Judith sometimes drowned or burned all the Winster relations, and heard her Mother say: “As there are none of your Father’s family left, darling, we will change your name. You will be Judith Stratford-Derickson now.”

			Miss Simpson was not able to make Judith proud of her Father’s family. She tried not to draw an unfair picture of them from the hints dropped, for, after all, as she reminded herself, she was only hearing one side of the story. But facts were facts, and the fact she knew was that Judith’s father had been divorced, and had left his child fatherless. Divorce was wrong, it was regrettable that Judith’s Mother had agreed to a divorce, but she probably thought it wiser to be entirely free of the man. One thing was certain: Mrs. Winster was, according to her lights, being a good Mother, while Mr. Winster was not only not being a good Father, he was not being a Father at all, for he had chosen to live in America, where he could not even see his daughter. Worst of all, he had been so shameless as to marry again.

			The Uncles understood that Mother naturally dreaded the thought of running into the Winsters, and so never came to England, but they thought she was making a mistake. Constantly Judith heard them pleading with her.

			“It’s so dreary for you trailing round with your suitcases. The unmentionables would never mix in your world. You are wasting yourself. Come back and give London a trial.”

			Judith was always frightened by that sort of talk. The little world of Mother, Miss Simpson and herself was all she wanted. Supposing one day Mother weakened, and they did go back to that London where, according to the Uncles, thousands of people wanted Mother. What of Mother would be hers if that happened?

			Mother, in her cool crisp don’t-be-foolish voice, would say: “Heaven spare me from publishers’ parties,” or “You know I can’t write where it’s cold and grey,” but she never said: “I’m quite happy where I am, thank you,” or “All I want is Judith and Miss Simpson,” so Judith never felt absolutely sure that one day she might not give in to the Uncles.

			Of all the things that could be said, what Mother had said was the most surprising. Judith was a fair child, and usually had a pretty colour. She returned to the schoolroom, her cheeks drained and her eyes wide and full of fright.

			“You’ll never, never guess what she wanted, Simpsy.”

			Even in a moment of extremis Miss Simpson could not allow that to pass, but she could make her reproof in the form of a joke.

			“We don’t say ‘she’, do we, dear, unless we are talking about the cat’s mother?”

			Judith did not know that Miss Simpson had spoken, for she was suffering from shock.

			“When Marie said Mother wanted me you were just as surprised as I was. The queer thing is she was just as she always is, not a bit as if she was saying the strangest thing to me any Mother could say. She was sitting in the window, like she always is, with her paper fixed on that thing she writes on, and she was holding a letter. ‘Oh Judith,’ she said, ‘your Father wants to see you. He’s over for his sister Charlotte’s wedding. You will be a bridesmaid.’”

			Miss Simpson stared at Judith, while slowly she accepted what she had said. She knew that Judith’s Father had been given the right to see his child, for Mother had told her so, but that right had never been exercised, and she had understood it never would be. She had known Judith had an Aunt Charlotte, for at Christmas and on Judith’s birthday books came from her Father’s Mother, and always on the fly-leaf was written: “With Grannie’s and Auntie Charlotte’s love.” The books were so surprisingly suitable, considering where they came from, that she had remarked on it, and Mother had said that Charlotte had probably chosen them, she was years younger than the rest of the family, and so probably remembered the sort of books a girl of Judith’s age would enjoy. Somehow, without thinking much about her, Miss Simpson had imagined Charlotte as a confirmed spinster, who would spend her life looking after her widowed Mother. A Charlotte who was not only to be married, but was presumably young enough, since there were to be bridesmaids, to be married in white, was an entirely new conception. She fumbled for something to say, which would skip what was incredible.

			“Did your Mother say what you are to wear?”

			Judith clutched Miss Simpson’s hand, which was lying on the table.

			“Simpsy, try and get us out of it. Imagine us meeting my Father, and those awful relations.”

			Miss Simpson too knew the special voice used for Winsterisms, but she ignored the knowledge.

			“What nonsense! Awful indeed! They are probably charming. Look what lovely books your Grandmother always sends you.”

			Judith was not to be consoled with nonsense of that sort.

			“Don’t be so governessy. You know what they’ll be like, and you’ll hate them just as much as I do, you know you will.”

			Miss Simpson was afraid this might be true, but she answered bravely.

			“Silly child, I shall do nothing of the sort. I expect we shall have great fun, I always enjoy a wedding. When do we go?”

			At that moment Marie, the bonne-à-toute-faire, again knocked on the door. Mother wished to see Miss Simpson.

			Left alone, Judith cried. It was unbearable to be sent away. Never had she been away from Mother. How could she meet her Father and not be rude? The man who had been cruel to Mother. Why should she meet the relations? Mother had always said they were so frightful she had to live abroad so as not to meet them. She would not meet them, at least not more than she must. Thank goodness there were always bedrooms she and Simpsy could sit in and shut the door. But why was Mother letting her go? How long would she have to stay? Simpsy must get a promise it need only be for the wedding.

			Miss Simpson came back, and sat in apparent calm behind the pile of lesson books at the head of the table.

			“The wedding is just after Easter. Your dress will be made in England. I am to take your exact measurements and send them to-day.”

			“Did you ask how long we have to stay? Did Mother say we could come back directly the wedding’s over?”

			Miss Simpson looked at Judith’s agonised face, and so deep was her pity it was like a physical hurt. But she was a brave woman, and knew a quick cut would be kindest.

			“I am not to go with you, dear. You are to go alone. Your Mother doesn’t know how long your Father proposes to stay in England, but you will stay as long as he does. She thinks probably about two months.”

			* * * * *

			It seemed to Judith, as the aeroplane took off, impossible she could ever be happy again. She did not cry, for Mother was seeing her off, and would have been so disgusted that fear of seeing that disgust kept her eyes dry. She had cried when she said good-bye to Miss Simpson; Mother did not know about that, for she had been working when Miss Simpson departed for Mary’s tea-shop in Rome. Judith, her eyes blurred with tears, had not seen how nearly Miss Simpson too was to crying, nor how the lump in her throat had seemed as if it might choke her as Judith clung to her.

			“Oh Simpsy! I’m so frightened. Suppose something happens to me, and Mother and you aren’t there. Who’ll look after me?”

			Miss Simpson could not find words to console. Would a Father who had to be divorced, be competent to look after a child he had deserted when she was a baby? Would the Grandmother be a sensible woman? It was unlikely, for from what she had overheard the Winsters were foolish, and the Grandmother was probably all to pieces now that the daughter, who had cared for her, was leaving her to get married. If only she could have said: “Don’t worry, darling. If something goes wrong, send for me, I will be with you on the next aeroplane.” Materially it was possible, for she had enough money saved to fly to England, but immaterially it was out of the question. It was beyond imagination to picture Mother’s reaction to such a journey. The thought of her tone of voice as she asked why it had taken place, gave a feeling of cold water trickling down the spine. So, as she kissed Judith good-bye, all Miss Simpson could offer was letters, and the promise that if Judith sent her an S O S she would telephone to her from Rome.

			Judith had never before travelled alone, nor by aeroplane. She, Mother and Miss Simpson had to carry all they possessed wherever they went, so air travel was out of the question. The novelty of travelling in the sky blurred the edge of Judith’s misery, and for the first time for days she began to relax, for there was, as well, a real feeling of release because the dreaded parting with Mother and Miss Simpson was behind her. There was still the dreaded future, with Father and his family, but that was ahead in time, the parting was in the past; almost she could start to count the days to reunion. The fear of being alone with strangers, helpless in an alien world, was lessened by the stewardess. Like all air stewardesses she was, both by disposition and training, on the qui vive to solace and calm. Judith was her only child passenger, and she would in any case have kept an especial eye on her. But, as she had helped the child fasten her safety belt, she had noticed how wretched she looked, and how scared and tense. It was unusual to find a child who was afraid of flying, but she supposed Judith was an exception, so she went out of her way to put her at her ease. She stood over her when she served her dinner, and persuaded her to eat. She discovered she had not been in England since she was a baby, and she told her a few places she should visit while she was in London, and how lovely the bluebells would be in Kent, where the wedding was to take place. She asked what Judith was wearing as a bridesmaid, and said that blue with bouquets of pink tulips was exactly right. Judith, quoting Mother, said: “Too obvious, don’t you think?”, whereupon the stewardess had laughed, and told her she never heard such nonsense, she would look a pet in blue. When the stewardess left to attend to her other passengers, Judith had the feeling she did not want to leave her, and that should an emergency arise she would be her first thought. The warmth in the plane, the throb of the engines, and the dinner which was larger than her usual evening meal, made Judith drowsy. She slid from the present into a dream in which she and the stewardess were falling through the air, attached to a parachute, the stewardess’s arm was round her, and the stewardess’s voice was saying: “There’s nothing to worry about. I will look after you, darling.” It was a rough return to reality to hear the same voice saying: “Let me fasten your safety belt. We shall be landing in five minutes.”

			Mother disliked photographs of people, so she had none of Judith’s Father, not even a snapshot. As the aeroplane began to descend, panic again gripped Judith. It was night, she would be unrecognised by Father. Somebody would kidnap her. Would the stewardess bother to look after her once the aeroplane landed?

			Charles knew exactly what Judith would look like, for he had demanded a recent photograph, and had been sent the one taken for her passport. What he did not know was what you said when you first met a daughter who did not remember you. His wife Marion had suggested a welcoming present. “Not a doll, she’s too old, maybe some candy, or flowers, anything to make her feel you’re kind of excited to see her.” Charles had been unable to go that far, he knew he would look a fool carrying a parcel. Instead, he had tried to think up suitable welcoming words, but none sounded just right. He hoped that the sight of his child might produce the right words. When he actually saw Judith, frightened and forlorn, but the sort of daughter he hoped she would be, fair, blue-eyed, pretty, he forgot to worry about words. In a second he was beside her, hugging her, and murmuring: “Judy. My own little Judy.”

			Judith was so startled by this welcome that she forgot how she had intended to treat her Father. Temporarily he was not the horrid man who had been unkind to Mother, he was a knight in shining armour who had come to look after her.

			Driving to London Judith studied her Father. He was not a bit like the Uncles to look at. They and Mother were thin, tall and had dark hair. They spoke quietly, and without gesture. When they laughed it was thin laughter carefully controlled. Father was not fat, but he certainly was not thin. He was fair and not very tall. He had a warm full voice, twinkling blue eyes, and when he laughed, which he did a lot for he seemed to find the simplest things she said funny, it was a deep rolling laugh that seemed to start in his stomach and gather volume before it came out of his mouth. It was difficult to remember not to like a man who looked as Father looked, and laughed as he laughed.

			“Don’t worry too much what you talk about,” Marion had advised, “just keep right on talking. Little Judith is sure to feel shy.”

			“I thought we would spend a few days in London,” Charles said, “you’ve never been there, and there’s heaps to show you.”

			“So I understand from the stewardess.”

			That made Charles laugh.

			“Do you mean to tell me the first news you have had that London is worth seeing came from the stewardess?”

			“Of course not. Miss Simpson has taught me a lot about London, but mostly in history lessons. She told me if it could be arranged I should see St. Paul’s Cathedral, Westminster Abbey and the Tower of London. What the stewardess told me about was waxworks, and the changing of the guard outside Buckingham Palace, and other places which have no historical connection, but are merely amusing.”

			Father laughed again.

			“You sound as though visiting places for amusement was disreputable. Don’t you and . . .” Charles hesitated. “Don’t mention Avis right away,” Marion had advised, “you won’t mean it, but it will be easy to sound as if you were criticising her, and little Judith is probably over-sensitive about her Mother.” Carefully Charles inserted Miss Simpson’s name. “Don’t you and Miss Simpson ever go to places for fun?”

			Judith knew Father had been going to say “your Mother”. She had a feeling, if she described her days, he might not say so but Father would think they were dull. A wave of acute loyalty swept over her. Father would never understand how gorgeously happy Mother, she and Miss Simpson were. He might think the sort of things they liked doing boring. He wouldn’t understand how busy Mother was, and how she would be with her more if she could. Father had got to understand that Mother only needed her, so was not minding a bit that he had married somebody else.

			“Not Miss Simpson—Mother and me. Almost every day we go somewhere. Mother says: ‘Where shall we go to-day, darling?’ and then she lets me choose.”

			Charles was surprised. Avis must have changed.

			“Isn’t she still writing?”

			Judith was shocked and showed it.

			“Of course, don’t you read her books?”

			Charles wished he had not asked that question. He seldom read a novel, thrillers were more in his line, and if he did read a novel it was certainly not one of Avis’s. But he could not admit this to Judith, who obviously thought not reading her Mother’s novels a sin.

			“Haven’t read her last. I’m pretty busy, you know, Judy.”

			“Why do you call me Judy?”

			“Don’t you like it?”

			Judith quoted Mother.

			“The usage of nicknames belong to a type.”

			Father roared. Judith had caught her Mother’s tone exactly. Almost he could see Avis.

			“As a matter of fact you would have been christened Judy if I had had my way. Your Mother wanted to call you Selina. It’s a Stratford-Derickson family name. I couldn’t face it. Selina has a prim sound to me, and I didn’t want a prim daughter. I put forward Judy, and we compromised on Judith.”

			This picture of her babyhood amazed Judith. She had never visualised a time when she had belonged to both Mother and Father. Once more she felt the need to state that she was Mother’s child.

			“I should have liked Selina. I don’t think it sounds prim.”

			Charles changed the subject. It was not his fault they had talked about Avis. But Marion was right, Judith was obviously devoted to her Mother, and could easily imagine criticism where none was intended.

			Judith had dreaded her first night in England. An hotel with only her Father to look after her. What would she do if she felt ill? How would she find her way about? Could you ask a Father about bathrooms, lavatories and things like that? How face being homesick all alone? Actually she scarcely remembered her arrival at the hotel. She was half asleep as Father led her in. Then she heard him call out:

			“Here she is, Charlotte.”

			Judith had a vague picture of how Charlotte would look. She had been Auntie Charlotte on the fly-leaves of books ever since she could read, so she must be quite old, Aunts were. Miss Simpson had talked more about poor old Grandmother left alone than about Aunt Charlotte, but had seemed surprised that she was young enough to be married in white.

			“I expect she will look charming, dear. But somehow a hat seemed a more likely choice.”

			Charlotte in real life was twenty-eight, slim and smart. She had amused blue eyes, a rather tip-tilted nose, and fair hair in soft curls all over her head. She gave Judith a kiss.

			“Come along up to bed, pet. You look as if you’re ready for it. Get them to send her cases up right away, Charles, and order some hot milk.”

			In no time Judith found herself undressed, washed and in her nightdress.

			“What about prayers?” Charlotte asked.

			Judith remembered she had left for England on a Thursday.

			“On Tuesdays and Thursdays I say them in Italian.”

			Charlotte laughed.

			“It’s a mercy I don’t have to do that. I only know about four words of Italian, so God wouldn’t hear much from me on Tuesdays and Thursdays.”

			In bed, warmed by hot milk, Judith had only time for two thoughts before she fell asleep. If only she was not a Winster, what a gorgeous person Charlotte—she had told Judith to drop the Aunt—would be. But how odd not to mind owning you could not speak Italian.

			The days in London hurried by, and each left Judith more confused. “Don’t do too much,” Marion had advised Charles, “it’ll only tire the child out. Just see she has fun.” Charles’s idea of fun was a late start, an early and prolonged lunch in a good place, a little easy sight-seeing, and usually a theatre in the evening. Judith had never had that sort of fun before, and was shocked to discover she was enjoying herself. What worried her most was that it was not so much the lovely things they did, and the nice food they ate, which pleased her, but the way Father treated her. He talked to her as if she were grown-up, and what she said as likely to be right, as what he said. It was just the opposite to the way she was treated by Mother. Mother always spoke about her as “the child”. “Where are you and the child going to-day, Miss Simpson?” “I think the child needs a new coat. Such a nuisance, but I must manage an afternoon for shopping.” Or, when the Uncles were there, “Nicht vor dem Kind”. To be treated not only as an equal, but as an amusing, charming companion Judith found almost intoxicatingly pleasant. The trouble was that enjoying the experience made her want more of it, and made her try to please, and there was the catch, for never did Father, and Charlotte when she was about, find her so amusing as when she was supposedly quoting Mother. Not that she was being disloyal. Mother, as she described her, was a Mother out of a fairy story. All the things Judith had longed to do, and had never done, she and Mother did together.

			“Extraordinary,” Charles said to Charlotte, “how Avis must have changed. Can you imagine Avis taking seats for a Carnival, and enjoying having confetti thrown down her neck?”

			Charlotte had not seen a great deal of her sister-in-law when she was married to Charles, but had loathed her when she had met her with childish vehemence. Now hearing of her from Judith, she supposed she had been intolerant of a type that, as a child, she had not understood.

			“I must say she doesn’t sound a bit like the Avis I remember, but I suppose she’s the sort that makes a marvellous Mother. She terrified me, and always made me feel an ignoramus, but obviously she’s not a bit like that with Judith. Mother was always an angel when I was a child, but even she didn’t make a point of being in every afternoon so as to have tea with me. Nor did she spend hours designing my clothes. Avis seems to be a mother in a million.”

			Mother always saw Judith was well-dressed. She took her to good places, and bought cleverly. She had a natural clothes sense, and chose rapidly without consulting Judith. If a vendeuse spoke admiringly of Judith’s appearance she was immediately snubbed.

			“A child of this age looks nice in anything.”

			For the trip to England Mother had clothes made.

			“It will probably be ghastly cold, and will rain three days out of four. As far as I remember, the Winsters are never out of mackintoshes, but you may as well have a few civilised clothes, in case you get an opportunity to wear them.”

			As it happened, Judith arrived in lovely April weather, so the civilised clothes were worn. Charles was charmed. He had always liked being seen with a well-dressed woman, and a pretty well-dressed daughter gave him almost more of a kick. Whenever he got a chance, he dragged in the fact that Judith was his daughter.

			“Is my daughter down yet?” “Give the menu to my daughter, and see what she feels like eating.”

			When she was alone Judith worried. Mother had never said she was not to like Father, it was just sort of understood she was sure not to like him. What would Mother think if she could see the sort of things she and Father did and know, in a way, she enjoyed them. Even to herself Judith did not admit she had never before enjoyed herself so much. Mother would not say much, but she would use her special surprised voice. Even nearly seven hundred miles from Mother Judith could hear her surprised voice saying: “Really, Judith?” and she squirmed.

			Charles told Judith he would like to be called Daddy.

			“All the cousins, you’ll meet them at the wedding, call their Fathers Daddy. So if you don’t mind we’ll stick to the pattern.”

			Judith did not mind, but she had heard Mother and the Uncles on diminutives. Publisher Uncle Herbert describing a book as “a dancing-in-the-dew Daddy-Mummy novel.” Or Mother saying of someone she had met: “A dreary woman surrounded by a flock of children, mewing Dad-ee Mum-ee.”

			Father saw Judith had some reason for disliking the word “Daddy”.

			“Got a thing about it, old lady?”

			Not to hurt Father, Judith tried, keeping Mother out of the picture, to explain. Before she had time to think, she was giving imitations of Uncles Ambrose, Herbert and Angus, and Father, ignoring the other diners, was roaring with laughter.

			“You’ll kill me. You must imitate them for your Grandmother. I had forgotten them. Oh don’t! Spare me! I can just see Ambrose, morning trousers and all.”

			Presently, when Charlotte and Edward, the doctor she was marrying, came in, Judith was made to do her imitations again. Many of them were not the things the Uncles had said, but that Mother had said, but they were all a wild success. One part of Judith felt terrible, mocking at the sacred Uncles! The other part of her was thrilled, making fun of the Uncles was like rushing along in a high wind.

			But when she was alone in her bedroom, the exhilaration faded, and fear took its place. What was happening to her? Suppose Mother was told what she had said. Daddy was only a visitor, he lived in America, he had left her and Mother. She mustn’t count on him, for he would be going away. She ought to be hating him for being beastly to Mother, but how difficult it was to hate a person who was so nice to you, and seemed so glad to be with you.

			The most difficult part for Judith of being with Father was letters. As she talked so much about Mother, both Father and Charlotte took it for granted she would want to write to her every day, if not a letter at least a postcard.

			“We must get a postcard of that, your Mother will like to have it.”

			But Mother despised postcards, and would not want a daily letter. Miss Simpson had told Judith a nicely written letter once a week would be right.

			“I wish it could have been written in French or Italian, dear, but without me to correct it, better not.”

			Right away deceit had been needed. The postcards had gone to Miss Simpson, and so had all the letters but one. Equally there had to be pretence about the incoming post. Three letters had arrived from Miss Simpson, and none from Mother. They were delivered with Judith’s breakfast, and so pretence was easy. Judith found it easy to make up the kind of letter she dreamed of receiving.

			“Mother is missing me awfully, but she is hurrying up to finish her book while I’m away, so we can have a lovely time together when we get back. She goes out a lot, but she says it’s just to fill up time, she’d rather be in doing things with me.”

			Miss Simpson’s letters gave ideas.

			“A child came into the tea-shop yesterday. She was just about your age, and so like you that for a moment I thought it was you.”

			Judith translated this to her Father.

			“Mother saw a child so like me, for one moment she thought it was me. She says that minute while she thought she was me was the most gorgeous she has had since I left.”

			Letters to Miss Simpson were hard to write. It was difficult to sound lonely, and as if you were counting the moments until you came home, when you were having so good a time. But it was imperative Miss Simpson should not know she was having a good time. One day Father would go away again, any day something might go wrong, and if that happened Miss Simpson must be ready. Not for one minute must she feel less needed. She might not be needed this minute, but she would be. Much of Judith’s enjoyment of the present rested on the thought that Miss Simpson was waiting for her when this interlude was over.

			The day before Judith and her Father were to leave for Grandmother’s house in Kent, there was to be a final fitting of her bridesmaid’s dress. Charlotte was to have taken her to the dressmaker’s, but at the last moment Edward got some time off, and they decided to go to the flat they were taking, and see how the decorating was getting on.

			“You drop her at the dressmaker’s, Charles,” Charlotte said. Then she turned to Judith. “The frock is ready, they only want to put it on you. Be tough with them if there’s the slightest thing wrong and make them alter it.”

			Judith felt cold inside. Go alone to the dressmaker’s! She had never been alone anywhere. Tell the dressmaker if there was anything wrong! How could she? She licked her lips, the eyes she fixed on Charlotte were wide with fright.

			“I can’t go alone. I shouldn’t know what to say. And who’s going to take me home?”

			Charlotte was amazed. Judith’s conversation was so spattered with “When we were in Lisbon,” “That winter in Malaga,” “That time in Bordighera,” “When we were travelling to Ceylon,” “That Christmas in Jamaica,” that she had appeared a most experienced traveller. When they had questioned her about her journey from Nice, she had amused them by a quotation from Mother: “Aeroplanes have their uses.” That a child who took that tone about flying alone from Nice, and who had moved about as Judith had, could be scared to go to a dressmaker on her own, was nonsense.

			“Don’t be such a goose. Judging by your clothes, you are quite used to dressmakers.”

			Charles liked women who needed support. He put an arm round Judith.

			“Your Father is not much of a hand with dressmakers, but I’ll come with you, old lady. We’ll lunch out afterwards, and pick up our luggage on the way back.”

			Charlotte’s mind was so full of her own affairs that she had not much attention to give to Judith. But she was puzzled by the happiness and relief on the child’s face as Charles led her away. While she and Edward were on the way to the flat, she spoke about her.

			“What an odd mixture Judith is. She seems such a self-contained competent little thing, and then she makes a fuss about going to a dressmaker alone.”

			Edward, in spite of his absorption in Charlotte, had now and again cast a speculative glance at his future niece.

			“I don’t think she is as self-contained as she makes out. I think she’s a clinging little thing. These kids from divided homes are generally a bit complex.”

			“I expect she’s too much mothered. Every third sentence starts ‘Mother and I . . .’”.

			“Could be,” Edward agreed, “but she strikes me as overdoing that Mother talk. If she was mine I’d send her to a boarding-school. I think she needs to develop her own personality, and to learn to stand on her own feet. Miserable life for a child, jogging round the earth with a Mother and a governess.”

			“But she’s not our problem, thank goodness,” said Charlotte. “If she ought to go to a school, I expect my Mother will spot it, and perhaps write to Avis and suggest it.”

			* * * * *

			In spite of discovering “Auntie Charlotte” of the flyleaves of books was not old, but young and pretty, Grandmother had remained in Judith’s imagination Miss Simpson’s “Poor old lady. She will be very lonely I am afraid after your Aunt marries.”

			Grandfather Winster had been a stockbroker. His fortunes had fluctuated during his lifetime, but fortunately when he died they were on the up-grade, so he left his wife Alice, and his little daughter Charlotte, as he supposed, with a large enough income to enable them to live as they had lived during his lifetime. He died before the second world war, so never knew that a standard of living possible in the thirties needed three times the income to be possible in the nineteen-fifties. Alice Winster had never greatly cared for her large stockbroker-Tudor home at Esher, and had been quite pleased when she had sold it, and could carry out a long-felt wish and live in the country. When war broke out she had been grateful her new home was too small to become the family evacuation centre. Her sons, Charles and Bruce, joined the Army, and her daughter Beatrice’s husband, Basil, the Air Force, and had she still been at Esher, it would have been natural for Charles’s Avis and Beatrice, both of whom lived in London, to have been sent to her. It would have been a mistake, she had thought, for Avis had never cared for her, and Beatrice, who was the type to be at her best in a war, would have thankfully dumped her baby on her Mother, and gone off and been splendid in one of the Services. As it was, the little house in Kent was so inaccessible, once petrol was rationed, that neither Avis nor Beatrice came near it. After the war Alice wondered, if she had made a home for Avis, if things would have been different. She never knew what happened, why Charles, whose business was with cars, on being suddenly moved to the New York office had not taken Avis and his baby daughter with him, or why, soon after he had left, Avis had sued for divorce. Charles did not defend the action, so it was not reported in the papers, and Alice, of course, did not attend the hearing, so she never knew the details, in fact never tried to learn them, turning away with the same squeamish feeling which made her turn her head from an unpleasant sight.

			It was when, soon after the divorce, Avis went abroad taking baby Judith with her, that Alice’s conscience began to nag. She had been at the baby’s christening, and given the right presents, and when she was in London she had dined with Charles and Avis, and seen Judith in her cot. But Avis had an unfortunate effect on her. She was charming, but Alice had never been at ease with her. Alice had been born shy with a tendency to an inferiority complex. A happy marriage, and a solid position together with self-discipline, had so far effected a cure that, until Charles’s marriage with Avis, she had almost forgotten what it was like to be gauche and unsure of herself. Under Avis’s amused eyes she became, as she told herself angrily, as awkward and shy as she had been as a schoolgirl. She, who was adept at keeping conversation rippling, became tongue-tied, and when she did speak had a tendency to blurt. The maddening thing was it was nothing Avis said which caused this metamorphosis, just a lifted eyebrow, or a faint twitch at the corner of her lips when she admitted ignorance of some matter, or expressed an opinion. The last summer Avis was with Charles, Alice’s branch of the Women’s Institute had taken part in a performance of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Alice had been startled when she heard Puck say: “Lord, what fools these mortals be!” That, she had thought, is exactly what Avis thinks when she talks to me. But as her conscience, when in a nagging mood, pointed out, being thought a fool was no excuse for neglecting a daughter-in-law. Perhaps, if she had tried harder, Avis would have come, if not to like her, at least to have suffered her, and that might have meant that even though she divorced Charles, they would have kept in touch, and she might have been allowed to have Judith on visits.

			It was Alice’s nagging conscience which had brought Charles from America. First she had talked Charlotte into expressing a wish that Charles could be at her wedding, and his daughter a bridesmaid, and then into writing a nice letter putting these wishes on to paper. As soon as Charles agreed to come over for the wedding, and wrote he would try and arrange for Judith to be a bridesmaid, she wrote a letter, not to Charles, but to Marion. She had never met Marion, but on paper she felt she knew her fairly well. Marion expected to like her English Mother-in-law, and wrote regularly, warm letters full of news that might interest her. From these letters Alice knew that Marion had what she called “right ideas”. Marion respected marriage, she wanted babies. As well she did things at the usual times, planning a proper summer holiday, which she called a vacation, and what Alice supposed was spring-cleaning, though she called it “having the apartment made over”. In fact Alice felt certain, if only they could meet, she and Marion would get on splendidly. The letter to Marion was mostly about the wedding, but she added a carefully thought out paragraph: “I do wish you could have come over for the wedding too, as of course we all want to meet you. But I have another reason for wishing you could be here. As you will know, Charles has the right to see his daughter, but he never has seen her since he left Avis, and neither have I, and I think it is high time we did. As you already know, Charlotte wants Judith to be one of her bridesmaids, and Charles is going to try and arrange for this, but those few days will not be enough for a Father to get to know his daughter, will they? If you could have been here with Charles you might have persuaded him to make a really long visit, and you could both have got to know Judith well.”

			Marion fixed everything just as Alice had supposed she would. Charles must certainly get to know his daughter. He would take two months’ vacation right away, instead of in the summer. She wished she could come over. She was longing to meet Charles’s family, and of course just crazy to know little Judith, but her Mother’s health made it impossible.

			On hearing Marion was arranging everything, Alice’s conscience, for the first time for years, stopped nagging. Avis could, and had, refused to let Judith visit her, not unkindly—Avis would think unkindness uncivilised—it had just been impossible to arrange, but Charles had rights, and Marion would insist on them.

			The letter Marion composed and Charles sent to Avis was tactful. Charles felt one long get-together with his daughter was better than an occasional short visit. If Avis felt two months too long he must manage to come over more often, and he could of course come to wherever she was living. If, however, the two months now, could be managed, he felt he would know Judith really well, and it would not matter if two or three years passed before he saw her again. The reply from Avis arranged for Judith to stay the two months.

			“I guessed it might,” Marion said to Charles. “I wouldn’t imagine she would fancy you settling in like a mole under her front lawn.”

			Alice felt it was putting too great a strain on Judith if she was expected to meet all her relations at once. For that reason she had arranged for Charles to bring her to stay with her some days before the family gathered for the wedding. In spite of this precaution, it was rather a nervous, strained Judith who arrived at her Grandmother’s house. Her experience with Grandmamma Stratford-Derickson had not led her to expect to like Grandmothers. Grandmother Winster would not wish her to recite in German or French, but she had never known any really old people. Vaguely she pictured a jutting chin, gaps where teeth had been, and a bent body leaning on a stick, a mixture of the witch who caught Hansel and Gretel, and Miss Simpson’s poor old lady.

			The poor old lady in an old tweed suit and a faded darned jersey was forking manure into a flower-bed when Charles drew his car up at her gate. Immediately she dropped her fork, and accompanied by three barking dogs, jumped the flower-bed and ran to greet them.

			“Charles! There you are!” She waited while Judith scrambled out, then pulled her to her. “At last! Oh, my dear, you’ll never know how glad these old eyes are to see you.”

			The eyes fastened on Judith looked anything but old. They were very blue, and as alive as the eyes of a child. Nothing in fact about Grandmother looked old. She had short grey hair, curling over her head, and her body, though shapeless in the awful suit and jersey, was certainly not bent.

			Charles gave his Mother a hug.

			“How are you? Do you know, Judith, not having seen me for years, your Grandmother nearly refused to come to London to meet me, in case the dogs would miss her. What would you do to your Mother if she cared more for three dogs than she did for you?”

			The dogs, a retriever, a wire-haired terrier and a dachshund, were attempting to get into the car. Alice pulled them out.

			“Bad boys.” She gave each an affectionate slap. Then she returned to Judith. “I hope you like dogs, darling. The retriever is called Shem, the terrier’s Ham and the dachshund Japheth, nice and easy to remember. Come along, and I’ll show you your room. You’ll have to bring in the luggage, Charles, it isn’t a day the gardener comes.”

			The house was very small, but quite delightful. Cream paint, oak beams, all the best and smallest pieces of furniture and pictures from Esher, and flowers everywhere. There was a double spareroom, with a minute dressing-room off it. Grandmother opened the dressing-room door.

			“You’re sleeping here for the moment, and I’ve put your Father into the double room. Next week your Uncle Bruce and Aunt Daphne will have the big room, and I shall put a cot up for your little Cousin Helen. Her brother Hugh will sleep in here, he’s six now. Just tidy up, then come straight down, tea’s ready.”

			Left alone Judith looked at the room. The yellow chintz curtains, the matching bedspread, the tulips in a vase on the dressing-table, but, though the prettiness pleased her, she was not really taking it in. She felt almost as if she were not real, but part of a dream. How could an old Grandmother look like that? She had jumped over the flower-bed! Grown-up people did not jump, only children jumped. Shem, Ham and Japheth! Those were the names of Noah’s sons. You did not call dogs after people in the Old Testament. She had never known a dog intimately, but the ones she had met had names like Marcel or Otto. How pleased Grandmother was to see her. If she had always wanted to see her why hadn’t she invited her to stay before? How strange everybody was. It had been startling enough to find Father so fond of her, and Charlotte so nice, but that Grandmother was so loving and so pleased to see her really was most confusing. Why did Mother think the Winsters queer? Was it queer to make you feel loved and wanted? Was Mother’s and the Uncles’ way of treating her ordinary and the Winster way unusual?

			The door was pushed open, and Charles came in with the cases. He put them down and put an arm round Judith.

			“What are you dreaming about? Come along down, your Granny has a magnificent tea waiting for us.”

			As the days passed Judith became a part of Grandmother’s household. She learned to work in the garden. She went shopping with Mrs. Killigrew, Grandmother’s cook-general who had come with her from Esher. She fed the dogs. She helped Charles paint the garden fence so that it was smart for the wedding. She enjoyed everything enormously, in fact she had never, though she did not accept this, been so happy before. The only worry she had was letters from Mother. Almost at once Father started asking about them.

			“Funny you haven’t heard from your Mother. Are you sure she has this address?” Then to Grandmother. “Avis wrote almost every day to the hotel.”

			Miss Simpson’s letters came regularly, but in Grandmother’s house there was no way of pretending they came from Mother. The post was laid out where everyone could see it, and it was no good saying an envelope with an Italian stamp came from France. Judith knew Mother loathed writing letters, and she told herself that when people were as fond of each other as she and Mother were letters weren’t needed, but a Mother who didn’t write evidently needed explaining.

			“I don’t think I shall hear for a bit. You know she wants to get her book finished before I go back, so she can be free to do things with me. When she gets really tied up with her writing she forgets things like letters.”

			“Fancy now,” said Mrs. Killigrew. “Funny she doesn’t send a postcard even.”

			Charles was worried for Judith.

			“Ought to let you know how she is. Never mind, pet, if you don’t hear soon you can cable.”

			Grandmother refused to fuss.

			“Avis realises if there was the slightest thing wrong we would let her know. I imagine writing letters comes very hard after a day’s work on a book.”

			Judith found it easy to hide how seldom she wrote to Mother. Fortunately the stamps were the same for Italy as for France, and Charles thought it quite natural she should like to put her cards and letters to her Mother into the box herself.

			“There,” he would say as his letter to Marion, and Judith’s to Miss Simpson, dropped into the box. “We know two people who are going to be pleased when those turn up.”

			One of the things Judith enjoyed most was when Grandmother showed her the family photograph album. There were, of course, lots of photographs of Father and his sisters and brother when small, but what never ceased to interest Judith was the families as they were now, and as she would see them.

			“That’s your Auntie Beatrice. It was taken in the war, that’s why she is in uniform, but she hasn’t changed a bit. Here she is with her husband, your Uncle Basil. He’s a very important man, I don’t know exactly what he does, but it’s something to do with paper. He’s an alderman, and some day may be Lord Mayor of London. Here are their children. That’s Catherine, she’s pairing with you at the wedding, she’s fourteen. That’s Robert, he’s twelve, and that’s little Cynthia, she’s eight.”

			There were lots of photographs of the cousins. Judith had never known many children, she had met a few on ships, and sometimes had made acquaintances where they were living, it seemed unbelievable that by next week she was not to be the only child in the family. She half dreaded and half looked forward to it.

			“I do hope Catherine will take to me.”

			Grandmother was amused.

			“Why shouldn’t she? And let’s hope you take to Catherine, she’s been looking forward to meeting you for months.”

			That really did surprise Judith. She had never heard of Catherine until the other day, why should Catherine have heard of her for months?

			“This is your Uncle Bruce,” said Grandmother, “and that’s Auntie Daphne, and that is little Hugh and that’s baby Helen.”

			Judith peered at a younger edition of Father, and a pleasant-looking young woman, and two small children. A phrase of Mother’s sprang to her mind.

			“Too utterly British.”

			Father, who was in the room, roared with laughter. Grandmother was not amused.

			“Just like you, darling, and me, and your Father, we’re all utterly British. So, incidentally, is your Mother.”

			Judith gasped. When Mother or the Uncles said someone was utterly British they meant it in a criticising way, and certainly it never meant themselves.

			“I don’t think Mother is what you’d call utterly British.”

			Charles was going to agree, but Grandmother gave him a warning glance.

			“She has lived so much abroad she has probably picked up foreign ways. But, you know, I am glad to notice you seem to have been brought up just like any other English child. You have, however, been a great deal with grown-ups, and so have caught some of your Mother’s expressions. What is charming and amusing when a grown-up is speaking often sounds foolish when repeated by a child.”

			Charles, when alone with his Mother, expostulated.

			“I find the way she quotes Avis amusing, why do you want to stop her?”

			“She strikes me as being altogether too much obsessed by her Mother. Judith is twelve and it’s time she was herself, she mustn’t grow up a second-hand edition of Avis.”

			“God forbid!” said Charles. “Though, mark you, Avis must have changed. You know how intense she always was, and never cared for anything but highbrow amusements. Well, now she seems to enjoy fooling round with Judith like a kid.”

			“Does she?” said Alice.

			Charlotte came home two days before the wedding, and the next day the family began to arrive. Every spare bed in the neighbourhood was borrowed. Judith, as she had been warned, had to leave the dressing-room because little Hugh was to sleep there. She had taken the news calmly, because she had supposed she was going with her Father to the village inn. But the day before she had to move out Grandmother told her that she was going to a farm, and would be sharing a bedroom with Catherine.

			“I am putting you children together. They can let me have three rooms. You and Cathy will have one, Robert another, and little Cynthia is sharing with Edward’s niece Rosebud.”

			Judith had, when Grandmother stopped her, been flying off to cut daffodils. She was excited by the wedding preparations. With Charlotte home, tissue paper crinkling in every corner, and wedding presents arriving by each post, a feeling of rush and tear had come over the house, and she had caught the fever. The English air was suiting her, her hair shone and she had more colour, but now, at Grandmother’s words, it seemed as if life drained out of her.

			“I thought I was going with Daddy to The Iron Man.”

			Grandmother chose her words carefully, but she spoke with deliberate casualness.

			“I’m putting the men in the inn. I believe it’s the custom for the bridegroom to give an all-male party the night before the wedding. I don’t know what Edward and his friends would say if you turned up.”

			Judith gripped the flower basket so tightly her knuckles were white.

			“But I don’t know Catherine. And who’s going to look after me?”

			Grandmother put one arm round Judith’s shoulders, and led her towards the daffodils.

			“Mrs. Branscombe, the farmer’s wife, has had ten children, and is more than competent to look after you five. A farm is fun, and although the wedding day will be delightful, the grown-up gatherings before and after will be boring for you children. Mrs. Branscombe will love having you, and will see you have sensible suppers, and breakfasts at suitable hours, which is more than Mrs. Killigrew and I would be able to promise you here, and something you will certainly not get at The Iron Man.”

			“But please I’d rather go with Daddy.”

			Grandmother stopped by a tulip bed.

			“Won’t they be lovely? I hope the wedding guests won’t tread on them.” She took the scissors from Judith’s basket and snipped a daffodil and passed it to her. “You must have been very frightened to come to England, weren’t you, Judith?”

			“Yes. You see, I didn’t know Daddy then, or you, or Mrs. Killigrew, or Charlotte.”

			Grandmother cut another daffodil.

			“Very alarming to be sent off alone to meet a Father you didn’t remember, but I gather you appeared quite composed.”

			Judith laid each daffodil as it was cut in her basket.

			“You’ll never know how souffrante I was inside. Leaving Mother was terrible, and saying good-bye to Simpsy, Miss Simpson I mean, agony.”

			“I can imagine, but, as I say, you apparently carried the occasion off very well. Why then, when I tell you that you will sleep in a farm a mile from the house, and share a bedroom with your cousin, do you look as if you were suffering from eating unripe gooseberries?”

			Judith tried to remember her meeting with her Father.

			“It was most unexpected. I had pictured a formal meeting, so imagine my surprise when I find myself being hugged and called Judy.”

			Grandmother held out an enormous daffodil.

			“And immediately you ceased feeling anxious, knowing whatever happened your Father would look after you.”

			Judith nodded.

			“That’s exactly how I felt, Granny.” Then her eyes grew beseeching. “You do see why I’d rather go to The Iron Man. I promise I won’t be a nuisance.”

			Grandmother snipped a few more daffodils before she answered.

			“I can’t let you go to The Iron Man, it would be a most unsuitable arrangement, and, as a matter of fact, there’s no room, Edward’s friends are even sleeping in the bathrooms, but if I could arrange it I wouldn’t. You’ve never been with people of your own age, and you’ve no idea what fun it’s going to be. Nor, darling, does a girl of twelve need to be looked after. Everybody has to learn to look after themselves in the end, and the sooner they start the easier it is for them.”

			Judith thought that over.

			“Some people never have to. People like you. Once there was Grandfather, then there was Charlotte, now there’s Mrs. Killigrew.”

			Grandmother laughed.

			“None of them looked after me, I’ve always been able to walk on my own path. Now, stop worrying. It’s not necessary, but I’ll drive you over to the farm after lunch and introduce you to Mrs. Branscombe. I can’t tell her you are afraid to stay at the farm without your Father to look after you, because she would think you were such a goose, but when once you’ve met her you won’t feel a stranger.”

			Judith saw it was no use arguing, and she did not want to give trouble, nor did she want Grandmother to be ashamed of her.

			“I’m sorry to be so silly, but, you see, there’s always been somebody, Mother and Miss Simpson, and now there’s Daddy . . .”

			“I know, and you’re not silly, it’s the way you have lived. But I want you to feel that there is a Judith who is a responsible young person, quite able to stand on her own feet.”

			Judith laid a daffodil in her basket. She did not reply to Grandmother, but an inner voice answered: “I don’t want to be a responsible person. I’m a child. Children are always looked after. I don’t want to grow up, I want to be looked after for ever and ever.” Then, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Father.

			“Daddy,” she shouted, “Daddy. I’m here picking daffodils.”

			* * * * *

			Catherine, Robert and Cynthia were a devoted trio. None of them had much of their mother in them. Only those who remembered Basil Carlyle as a very young man could see in what way his children took after him. They could sometimes peer behind the apparently slightly pompous, running-to-fat Basil of to-day to look at a lean eager young Basil who was in two minds whether or not to throw up his inheritance of paper mills in order to travel and write. The lean eager Basil had met and fallen in love with Beatrice, and that was the end of his dreams. Beatrice had been eighteen when she married, she looked like an English rose. In character she was nearer an oak tree. At her boarding-school, almost from her first term, she had been the type of girl on whom those who teach depend. “Beatrice is such a reliable child.” She spent her schooldays rising from rung to rung, the youngest prefect, the head prefect, she captained both tennis and lacrosse, finally she became one of the best head girls the school had ever known. Beatrice, when she thought about it, intended her adult life should be as much like her school life as possible. The same basic rules should govern both. “Letting down the school” had been to her one of the lowest crimes a girl could commit. Those she admired most were enormously energetic, exceptionally clean-looking and had no nonsense about them. By no nonsense she meant everything, from crushes on older girls and the younger school mistresses, to doubts as to whether the Church of England was the one true faith. When she left school she plunged at once into enterprises which would help others not to let down England. She was an officer in the Girl Guides; she joined a society for the abolition of litter; she helped at a club which aimed, through boxing and gymnastics, to persuade children to attend church. It had been a shock to her when she met Basil and, as she herself described it, “became as sloppy as a girl in the lower fifth”. She had tried to snap out of loving Basil, but found she was as firmly in love as if she were a fly stuck to a fly-paper. “I say,” she told her parents, “it’s simply idiotic, but I do most awfully want to marry him.”

			One of the qualities in Basil that wound him round her heart like the tendril of a creeping plant was his engaging uncertainty about everything. To her his dreams of travelling and writing, his searchings for the two sides to every question, his political and religious doubts were the tottering footsteps of a baby. Soon he would be able to walk, she would teach him. They were married in the autumn of ’34. Before war broke out in ’39 Basil’s feet were placed in the way they should walk. She took an enormous interest in his business. With the tact she had learnt from prefect to head girl she made friends with those in charge of the welfare of the girls and women employees, and slowly there were improvements. Her interest produced a spark from Basil, and soon he was giving his whole heart to the production of paper. Beatrice, from prefect to head girl, had learned who she could trust and who not. She talked Basil into asking his various heads of departments and their wives to dinner, and having summed them up made him see who should be given more responsibility and who less.
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