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Foreword


When I was eighteen and first temping in London, I became desperately homesick for the countryside where I’d been brought up. Seeking solace in Westminster Public Library during a very cold wet lunch hour, I took out a novel with a dreary brown jacket called Jane and Prudence and fell totally in love. The gentle but wonderfully funny evocations of office and village life were so like the London I was experiencing and the Yorkshire I was missing that I couldn’t bear to return the book. Very shamingly I lied to the library that I had lost Jane and Prudence (who must have sounded like two flatmates) on the bus and was made to pay a 7/6 fine. It was the best 7/6 I ever spent. Gradually over the years I have collected all Barbara Pym’s novels, and never ceased to laugh, marvel and be moved every time I read them.


A Very Private Eye is a joy – a real Pym’s fruit cup, in which Barbara’s letters and extracts from her diaries have been beautifully edited by two people who loved her. If you don’t know her other books this ‘unique autobiography’ will make you rush to read them, if you already do, you will sit saying: ah yes, of course, ah yes, as you realise how the people she met and the things that happened to her were woven into such subtle glowing tapestries in her novels.


With this key, as Wordsworth said of Shakespeare’s sonnets, Barbara unlocked her heart. Anyone who believed she was a gentle spinster whose life revolved round the parish is in for a shock. In A Very Private Eye we discover Barbara as a very attractive woman with a jazzy love life having her heart broken by several glamorous young men, but most of all by the publisher who cruelly rejected her novels for sixteen years.


One really wanted to cheer at the 22 January 1977 entry which records her being rediscovered in the Times Literary Supplement by Larkin and Lord David Cecil. And one cheers even more when on 14 February 1977, better than any valentine, she received a telephone call from her present publishers, saying they wished to take on her newest novel, thus enabling her to enjoy a brief Indian Summer of fame before her tragically early death in 1980.


In 1979, I went to the Authors of the Year party given by Hatchards on the top floor of New Zealand House. It was like landing on Mount Olympus. Not only was there a heavenly view of London gilded by the evening sun, but all one’s literary gods seemed to be present.


In fact I was so over-excited by all the stars I met that it was only as I was leaving that I noticed two sweet-faced pretty women standing happily together, quietly drinking in the party, observing everything – like true writers. Then they smiled at me, and I realized they were Barbara and her sister Hilary – and I’d squandered the entire party on other people. They were so friendly and cheerful, no one could have believed Barbara’s inoperable tumour had just been diagnosed. We only talked for a couple of minutes. But like my 7/6 library book, I would not have exchanged that moment for the world.


JILLY COOPER, 1994










Preface


It is now possible to describe a place, a situation or a person as ‘very Barbara Pym’. She is one of that small band of writers who have created a self-contained world, within which her characters move freely. This she achieved through her own personal, idiosyncratic view of life, expressed in a unique style. The development of that view and that style can be seen in the diaries, letters and notebooks which she left behind her, an incidental and eloquent commentary. After Barbara’s death in 1980, her sister Hilary and I (as her literary executor) received many requests for biographical information from scholars, in Britain and the United States, who were engaged in critical studies of her work, and it became apparent that an account of her life would be of value not only to them but also to those of her readers who simply wanted to know what she was like. But a conventional biography could hardly give a complete picture of Barbara; her shyness and reticence concealed much of the variety and complexity of her personality, even from those who had known her for many years. It was with some excitement, then, that we realised, as we went through her papers, that there was ample material for Barbara to tell her own story.


From 1931, with occasional breaks, she kept full diaries, recording the events of her life and her reactions to them. These were written – and certainly preserved – to be read, and are, especially those written in 1943, finished pieces of writing. Everything she wrote was distinctively hers and it is delightful to watch her style develop. Nevertheless, we find in these writings the spontaneity which gives to all diaries their quality of immediacy.


After the war she gave up keeping a formal diary, writing instead in a series of small notebooks, from 1948 until her death in 1980. In them she recorded not only events but random thoughts and ideas for her novels, so that they are, in effect, working notebooks.


She was also an entertaining letter-writer and her correspondence fills in the gaps in the narrative and illuminates various aspects of her work. The zealous preservation of these letters, some written many years ago, by their recipients is some indication of their quality.


From this material, then, we have been able to produce a kind of autobiography, using Barbara’s own words and simply cutting and arranging it to form a coherent and continuous narrative.


The material fell naturally into three parts; the early years, mostly in Oxford – extrovert, full of naive enthusiasms; the more sombre and unhappy war years; and, finally, her life as a novelist, her success, her years of rejection, and her eventual reinstatement. For reasons of space and to avoid repetition, we have only used just over half the material. It is, however, all lodged in the Bodleian Library, Oxford (‘Wouldn’t it be marvellous if you could give all your love letters to the Bodleian and then go and read them 30 years later!’), and with it the manuscripts of her published and unpublished novels.


There are many references in the letters and notebooks to the characters and situations in her novels and parallels with her own experiences as well as her observations upon them. These will, of course, be of interest to scholars; but our main purpose has been to give to all who read and enjoy her novels another book by Barbara Pym.


The diaries will, I believe, come as something of a surprise to those who knew her only in her later life. I myself discovered aspects of her character that I had not known of in nearly 30 years of close friendship. I joined the staff of the International African Institute in 1950 and worked with Barbara for 25 years, for much of that time sharing a small office with her, editing monographs, seminar studies and articles and reviews for the Institute’s journal Africa. It was, in fact, Barbara who taught me the craft of editing.


Though her eyes I saw the whole richness of academic life – the extraordinary quirks and foibles of eccentric personalities and the bizarre quality of the jargon – while her comic extrapolations and inventions (the Indigent Anthropologists’ Food and Wine Fund, for example) made the earnest world of the Africanists a vastly entertaining place to inhabit. She infected me, too, with the fascination of finding out about people, and lunch times were often spent in public libraries, searching for clues in Crockford’s, Kelly’s Directories or street maps.


In the endless afternoons of office life and in our free time, we talked about her books and the characters she had created (what happened after Mildred had married Everard, what the original of Rocky had really been like) so that the world of the novels soon became as much a part of our lives as the real world.


In 1956, Barbara gave me the first draft of A Glass of Blessings to read and asked for my comments. I made some (largely technical) suggestions which she adopted and I read the proofs for her. I did the same for the rest of her novels, and she asked me to be her literary executor. When she realised that she would only just live long enough to complete A Few Green Leaves, she said that she knew that I, with Hilary’s help, would see it through the press for her.


From 1963 until 1977, when her work was not published, we discussed endlessly the reasons for this rejection. Her confidence was shaken and she only partially accepted the reassurances of her friends that it was the times that were out of joint and not her talents. But she never stopped writing, and there are several drafts of novels from this period. Her natural curiosity, her detective work, her ‘research into the lives of ordinary people’ continued, to become (especially in the notebooks) what the keeping of field notes is to an anthropologist.


Throughout these years she had the comfort and stability of a happy life with her sister Hilary, with whom she shared a home for most of her life. The domestic routine of Harriet and Belinda in Some Tame Gazelle gives a foretaste of what life was to be like in Brooksville Avenue or Barn Cottage and the affection and amity of the two sisters in the novel is a loving mirror of their relationship.


Even though she could no longer call herself a published novelist, Barbara had evolved a pleasant life, with her work at the Institute, a life ‘bounded by English literature and the Anglican church and small pleasures like sewing and choosing dress material for this uncertain summer’. But, as she had decided as far back as 1938, that I was not enough. With no real hope that it would ever be published, she wrote Quartet in Autumn ‘to please myself and a few friends’.


But, unlike so much of modern life and literature, there was to be a kind of happy ending. In 1977, both Lord David Cecil and Philip Larkin, writing in The Times Literary Supplement, chose her as one of the most underrated novelists of the century. Her literary reputation was restored, indeed enlarged. She was, and still is, sometimes compared with Jane Austen. Barbara herself regarded this as mildly blasphemous. Of a visit to Jane Austen’s house she wrote in her diary:


‘I put my hand down on Jane’s desk and bring it up covered with dust. Oh that some of her genius might rub off on me!’


She lived long enough to publish three more books and to have the pleasure of being shortlisted for the Booker Prize.


In her later years, Barbara took up the making of patchwork. The analogy with her novels is striking: each patch or incident is not only the best most representative piece of fabric, cut to precisely the right shape and fitted neatly into the whole, but it is also evocative of the source from which it is derived. Here then, in this book, are the original lengths of material from which she fashioned her novels.


Hazel Holt










The Early Life by Hilary Pym


Barbara Mary Crampton Pym was born on 2 June 1913, the first child of Frederic Crampton Pym, solicitor, of Oswestry, Shropshire, and Irena Spenser Pym, who had been married at Oswestry Parish Church on 26 October 1911 when he was thirty-two and she was twenty-five.


Frederic Crampton Pym’s father is stated on the marriage certificate to be Thomas Pym, farmer, deceased, but this is not in fact the case. Frederic was the illegitimate child of Phoebe Pym, Thomas Pym’s daughter, a domestic servant, of Poundisford Park Lodge, Pitminster, Somerset, and no father’s name is given on the birth certificate. (This information only came to light after Barbara’s death in 1980, and, alas, she never knew about it.) The name Crampton, which he in turn gave to his two children, suggests to me that his father’s name was Crampton. The following is a brief summary of my research and speculation up to date:


Poundisford Park, Somerset, was in 1879, the year of Frederic’s birth, the home of Edmund Bourdillon and his family, and Phoebe Pym was presumably a servant in their employ. At Fosgrove House nearby lived the author A. W. Kinglake. He and his friend the Irish author Eliot Warburton, and members of the Bourdillon family, were all at Cambridge and were later called to the Bar. It is quite likely that at Cambridge they would have known members of the Crampton family, also from Ireland and also connected with the legal profession; and it seems not impossible that a Crampton could have been staying at Poundisford Park during the period in question. Phoebe Pym emigrated to Canada (information from her father Thomas Pym’s will) some time before 1900; she had already left Poundisford by 1881 (census returns). Frederic was educated in Taunton and then articled to a firm of solicitors there, through the generosity, I imagine, of public men in Taunton, like the Badcocks and the Whites, who were also friends of the Bourdillon family. He met Irena Thomas on holiday at Ilfracombe in Devon about 1910.


Irena Spenser Thomas was the daughter of Edward Thomas of Oswestry, who founded an ironmongery business in the town in 1865. She was the youngest of ten children. The Thomas family were originally farmers in the border country round Llanrhaeadr-ym-Mochnant and traced their ancestry back to the early Welsh kings and beyond.


I imagine it was the fact that Irena Thomas came from Oswestry that made Frederic Pym decide to set up in practice there, once she had agreed to marry him – and he was already practising in Shropshire, in Wellington and Shrewsbury, when they met – but by a strange coincidence there is an Oswestry connection further back in the Crampton family: in 1857 George Ribton Crampton, barrister-at-law of Dublin, married Helen Roden Croxon, daughter of the banker John Croxon of Oswestry.


Their first home in Oswestry was 72 Willow Street, where Barbara was born on 2 June 1913. Then they moved to Welsh Walls where I was born in 1916; but the house which was to be our real childhood home was Morda Lodge, a substantial, square red-brick Edwardian house with a large garden on the outskirts of the town on the way to Morda. Next door to it was Scotswood, where the Thomas relations lived, grandmother and Aunts May and Janie. Visiting them (which was often) was just a question of climbing over the garden wall.


It was a happy, unclouded childhood. In those days there was domestic help, two maids who slept in a candle-lit room at the top of the house next to the ‘box-room’, with a picture of an apple-cheeked Victorian child; one of them took the role of Nanny. Our father was extremely good-tempered, undemanding and appreciative. He walked to his office every day in the middle of the town, and came home for lunch. Sometimes we would visit him there, at the Cross, up a narrow flight of stairs to the small book-lined rooms, where he had a clerk and a girl typist. He was not called up in the first world war because he had a stiff knee as a result of an injury while running (in his Somerset days). This didn’t prevent him from becoming a very good golfer later on. Our mother was athletic too – she had been a keen hockey-player in her youth and rather regretted, I think, that neither Barbara nor I showed much enthusiasm for games or energetic things like cycling (though I did well at golf in my teens).


We had a small paddock in which we kept a pony called Mogus, not for riding but for driving in a governess cart. Morda Lodge had a stable (which later became a garage) with a harness room and a loft above it where we used to play games. We kept hens, too, somewhere this region, so there were sacks of what used to be called ‘Indian corn’ and other things.


I can’t remember when Barbara made up nicknames for our mother and father, or why, but they stuck and were soon taken for granted. She was ‘Links’ and he was ‘Dor’. Our favourite Aunt Janie was ‘Ack’. I suppose this could be taken as an early example of an original mind at work! I soon became part of her stories and scenes, perhaps as ‘little fishy’ or ‘a fierce drowdle’. She had a very protective attitude towards me, and an early remark, often quoted later by our mother, was ‘What are you doing to Hilary? Put her down.’


Church was a natural part of our lives because our mother was assistant organist at the parish church of St Oswald, and her family had always been on social terms with the vicar, curates and organists. Having curates to supper was a long-established tradition; and for Barbara and me there were children’s parties at the vicarage. Our father, too, sang bass in the church choir. Barbara and I started our church-going with the children’s service on Sunday afternoons for which our mother would be playing. One might sometimes sit on the organ-stool with her. Music and acting were important to both our parents: they were members of the Oswestry Operatic Society in the 1920s, the heyday of amateur productions of Gilbert and Sullivan, and they both took leading roles. I suppose it was this influence that was responsible for Barbara’s first (publicly recognised) creative work, an operetta called The Magic Diamond, which was performed at Morda Lodge in April 1922. The ‘Morda Lodge Operatic Society’ consisted of us and our Selway cousins. Our mother’s sister Nellie was married to C. J. Selway and lived at Hatch End in Middlesex. Their four children were our favourite cousins and used to come and spend Christmas and Easter with us. Family ceremonials evolved, rituals like the sugar mice on the Christmas cake and celluloid animals in our stockings (nowadays they would be considered too dangerous!).


Apart from Gilbert and Sullivan (which of course we knew by heart) our mother taught us songs like ‘Oh Oh Antonio’, ‘Going to School’ (both quoted in Less Than Angels), ‘The Poodledog’ and the first-world-war song ‘We’re going to tax your butter, your sugar and your tea’. One of her favourite books which she would read to us was The Adventures of a Donkey, a translation of La Comtesse de Ségur’s Memoires d’un Ane. We always liked animals better than dolls. There were also many family jokes and sayings: it was she who encouraged Barbara to write and me to draw, and I’m sure it was her determination that sent us away to a boarding school rather than continue our education in Oswestry. Barbara was twelve when she went as a boarder to Liverpool College, Huyton. I missed her very much, just as I had missed her when she went to her first school and I had (apparently) spent the whole day waiting at the gate for her to come home!


I can’t remember that we ever asked about our father’s family in Somerset – we seemed to have plenty of relations and a very full life. There was a biography of John Pym in the house, with the name ‘Harriet Pym’ on the flyleaf (my father’s grandmother, I think). The story we were told, regarding the name Pym, was that we were descended from the brother of John Pym the Parliamentarian – but I’m sure we never checked it. (I don’t think there’s any evidence that John Pym ever had a brother.) There was one Taunton connection that we did know about: Frank and Mildred White were great friends of our father and one gathered that he had been brought up in their house during part of his youth. Mildred White was my godmother.


At Huyton Barbara had an average career, not being particularly good at anything that counted; but she was chairman of the Literary Society. (The senior English mistress was Helene Lejeune, sister of C. A. Lejeune, the film critic.) During this period she wrote poems and parodies. Huyton was a very disciplined school and there was a lot of local churchgoing – this was before the dedication of the School Chapel, recalled by Mildred and Dora in an episode in Excellent Women – and her friends remember her amusing observations and fantasies about the different clergy and other characters who appeared on the scene. During her school years too, influenced by our family interest in golf and the fact that our cousin N. C. Selway was a Cambridge blue, she started the Hartley Book, a detailed record of the achievements of the two famous golfing brothers, Lister and Rex of the jam-making firm. It goes up to 1931 and includes autograph letters from them both. Meanwhile, her early reading of Edgar Wallace and Kipling (both admired by our father) and a lesser-known sleuth from The Scout, Frank Darrell, ‘the man of many faces’, had given place, when she was sixteen, to poetry and the novels of Aldous Huxley.


In 1931 Barbara went to Oxford to read English at St Hilda’s. From 1932 we have her own account of those days. I followed her there three years later (to Lady Margaret Hall to read classics). Being younger, I was rather in awe of her circle of friends at first, but we gradually began to have friends in common. It was never our particular intention, in spite of the prophetic circumstances of Some Tame Gazelle, which she had started in 1934, to live together, but it somehow turned out that from about 1938 right up until the time of her death in 1980 we were never apart for more than a year or so at a time. In 1946, when I left my husband Sandy Walton, we started sharing a flat in London, then in 1961 we bought a house, and eventually, in 1972, a country cottage in Oxfordshire.


We didn’t necessarily do everything together – our different jobs after the war (Barbara worked at the International African Institute and I was already in the BBC) gave us a variety of interests and friends and holidays – but the bond between us was strong enough to keep us always on good terms. As we both got older, our lives did come together more. There never seemed to be too much argument about who did what in our domestic round: we both genuinely liked housework, but Barbara was by nature better at cooking and planning meals (a fact borne out by the interest in food in her books). I never got the feeling that she shut herself away to write, as she always seemed to be available and enjoyed social life and entertaining. I suppose I was in some ways more practical and down-to-earth; I also earned more money, but this never caused difficulties or came between us. As our salaries were the only money we had, it was there to be used.


We had a saying that Barbara used to make things happen by writing about them. It seemed to become increasingly true, and could sometimes work in reverse. Or it might produce rather alarming results, as for example when a church that she had brought into a book might become redundant or be demolished. Not so with the shared life of ‘Belinda and Harriet’, which started well and ran a good course.










Part I


OXFORD










1932–1939


To a young girl coming straight from boarding school, Oxford in the early 1930s must have seemed like total freedom – a room of one’s own, no more timetables, self-expression in one’s clothes and the opportunity, after living in a one-sex community, to meet Men. The old chaperone rules had gone and the remaining restrictions (signing the book if you wanted to be out after 10.30 and never being allowed to entertain men in your room) seemed negligible. Barbara went up to Oxford in 1931 eager for a lively social life as well as for academic achievement. 


She planned a whole new wardrobe of clothes (an abiding passion), many of which she made herself, and evolved a decorative scheme for her room at St Hilda’s which featured checked gingham and a doll called Wellerina, of a kind then very fashionable. 


Her cushions were embroidered SANDRA, which was the name she had given herself, and the name she often uses in her diaries to indicate the more dashing aspects of her character. This name may have been (as her friend Robert Liddell suggests) short for Cassandra, but it seems possible that it was simply a name she considered glamorous and sophisticated, being short for Alexandra and thus having overtones of Russian and Central European aristocracy. 


She was a tall, good-looking girl, very extrovert and entertaining, and she had many admirers – the ratio of women undergraduates to men being quite disproportionate. These early diaries are written with a kind of breathless vivacity and a vibrant enjoyment of everything that Oxford had to offer, both intellectual (her love of ‘our greater English poets’ – a source of comfort as well as pleasure in later years – was born here) and social. There was an endless round of dinners, tea parties, sherry parties (a newly fashionable form of entertainment), theatres and, above all the cinema, to which she went several times a week and even, amazingly, on Christmas Day. 


All these activities she recorded with enthusiasm but also with style. There is no doubt that she was a born writer. The fluency of her writing, the vividness of her descriptions and the sharp observation of comic detail are all present from the beginning. The style had to be polished and the craft learned, but the fundamentals were there, bright and true. Her first attempt at novel writing, Young Men in Fancy Dress (1929), was dedicated ‘to a perceptive friend who kindly informed me that I had the makings of a style of my own’.


After her meeting with Henry Harvey (Lorenzo), a deeper, sadder theme develops and the writing becomes more mature and introverted. 


She had always had a passion for ‘finding out’ about people who interested or attracted her. Tracking people down and looking them up were part of her absorbing interest (that continued all her life) in ‘research into the lives of ordinary people’. Her researches ranged from looking people up in Who’s Who, Crockford or street directories to the actual ‘tailing’ of the object of her investigation. She was very resourceful at this and often said that she would have made a good detective. Her powers of observation and research were certainly of great benefit to her as a novelist.


Barbara noticed Henry Harvey at lectures and in the Bodleian Library and had thoroughly investigated him (tracking him around Oxford and asking a friend to look at his pile of books in the Bodleian to find out his name) long before she actually got him to speak to her. Henry was two years older than she, and he and his friend Robert Liddell (Jock), who was then working on the staff of the Bodleian, seemed very much her intellectual superiors. ‘I was inclined to be rather aggressive in my “lowness”, talking about dance music etc. I think I did this because I felt intellectually inferior to them.’ 


In 1934 she went on a National Union of Students’ tour of Germany and in Cologne she met Hanns Woiscknick and Friedbert Gluck, who were officially entertaining the student party. Both young men were attracted to her and she and Friedbert had a love affair which continued for several years, both by letter and when Barbara visited Germany again in 1935 (when they went to Prague together) and in 1937. These were the early days of National Socialism but Barbara was far more concerned with the language, poetry and the general romanticism and Stimmung of Germany than the politics, which interested her not at all. She was really rather naive:


There was much merriment – shouting and singing too – English and German songs. We sang God Save the King and Deutschland Uber Alles – that rather worried Friedbert, although I couldn’t understand why. He and Hanns had an animated talk about it in German.


She found Friedbert glamorous (‘The Germans are glorious to flirt with’) and good for her self-confidence (‘The Germans appreciate me even if the English [i.e. Henry Harvey] don’t). 


In 1934 Henry Harvey took up an appointment at the University of Helsingfors and in 1937 he married a Finnish girl, Elsie Godenhjelm. Barbara was badly hurt, though characteristically, she wrote them lively, satirical letters (some in the styles of Ivy Compton-Burnett and Stevie Smith) and even some to ‘My darling sister Elsie’. 


She divided her time between Oswestry and Oxford, with occasional visits to her relations at Hatch End, living on a very small allowance from her family. ‘I wrote home [from Oxford] for some books to try to sell them’ and ‘I want so terribly to go to Germany again and I am 12/10d overdrawn.’ At that period there was no pressure on girls to take up any sort of job or career, many of her social class simply remained at home until they married or as ‘the daughter at home’ if they did not. Barbara already knew that she was going to be a writer. In 1934 she wrote: 


Sometime in July I began to write a story about Hilary and me as spinsters of fiftyish. Henry and Jock and all of us appeared in it. I sent it to them and they liked it very much. So I am going on with it and one day it may become a book.


This was Some Tame Gazelle, ‘my novel of real people’. It was, in fact, the only one of her novels whose characters were taken directly from life: Belinda was Barbara herself, Harriet was Hilary, Henry was Henry Harvey, Agatha was Alison West-Watson, Lady Clara Boulding was Julia Pakenham, John Akenside was John Barnicot, Dr Nicholas Parnell was Robert Liddell, Edith Liversidge was Honor Tracy and Ricardo Bianco was Count Roberto Weiss.


She finished the novel, revised it and had it typed by November 1935 and sent it to Chatto and to Gollancz, both of whom rejected it. She then sent it to Cape. In August 1936 she had a letter from Jonathan Cape himself, saying that if she would make certain minor alterations ‘I may be able to offer to publish it.’ She made the alterations and returned the manuscript but in September it was sent back to her with a letter from him.


It is with very great regret that I do not find myself in a position to make you an offer to publish your novel. There is not here the unanimity of appreciation of the book’s chances that I feel is essential for successful publication. Personally I like your novel, but fear that if I were to offer to publish it, we should be unable to give it all the care and attention which I feel are necessary if it is to be successfully launched.


This rejection distressed her very much, and she put the novel aside. 


(After the war she revised it and sent it to Jonathan Cape again. This time he ‘read it with interest and pleasure’. It was accepted and published in 1950.) 


Some Tame Gazelle, even in its earliest form, was a considerable achievement. It was unusual enough for a girl of twenty-two to choose to make her heroine fifty years of age, but to have created such a believable middle-aged world was quite remarkable. The observation and language were already mature, the cadences of speech were idiosyncratic and the handling of character wholly assured.


In December 1937 she had a very consciously Romantic encounter in Oxford with a young undergraduate six years her junior. ‘Oh how absurd and delicious it is to be in love with somebody younger than yourself! Everybody should try it.’ 


This theme, the love of a woman for a younger man, occurred again later in her own life and she used the experiences with great delicacy in several of her novels, The Lumber Room (an unfinished novel started in 1938), The Sweet Dove Died and An Unsuitable Attachment.


In August 1938, realising she had to leave Oxford, she went to Poland to teach English to the daughter of Dr Michal Alberg in Katowice, but she had to return to England after only a few weeks because of the worsening political situation. She enjoyed the experience and noted, as always, the unusual: 


Went into the town by myself. Saw a large animal like a wolf hanging up outside a provision shop. After supper a Polish cavalry officer and his wife came in. They were sitting drinking tea and eating Kuchen. A lovely picture.


Went to Czestochowa by car with Mme A. Forests and barefoot peasants. Saw a wonderful church – turquoise marble, pink, grey, white fawn, green crochet work around the pulpit and altars in green and puce. Virgin Mary portrait with doors sliding over it.


Went into a dark romantic forest (belonging to the Prince of Pless). Had tea at a deserted Beergarden – great Stimmung. Walked in the forest and visited a Golf Club. Very nice clubhouse, all notices written in English.


Back in England she and Hilary, who was now taking a secretarial course, moved into rooms in London in Upper Berkeley Street (‘Hilary paid £1.5s. 2d. for my rooms’). Hilary got a job as a secretary with the BBC and Barbara worked hard at her writing. 


The war was coming nearer. There were ‘territorials, with rifles but no uniforms, in the streets’ and she met again Dr Alberg and his family, now refugees from Poland. ‘One almost thinks how comforting to be in the obituaries . . . “in her 93rd year”.’ 


In July she returned to Oswestry to make black-out curtains and help to prepare the house to receive six evacuees from Birkenhead.


H.H.










1932


15 January. A new term in a new year – a golden opportunity to get a peer’s heir – a worthy theological student – or to change entirely! But Oxford really is intoxicating.


26 April. Today was an important day. I went to tea with Rupert Gleadow in George Steer’s sitting room – it was littered with books and we had tea off a table covered with a skin – on his sofa were lovely leopard skins. We ate a large tea and talked much. We got on amazingly well – Rupert was far more human than I’d thought. It surprised me when he put his hand on mine – and when he asked me to kiss him I was even more amazed but I refused! Went to the Union in the evening too sleepy to realise the brilliance of Philip Guedalla’s speech.


28 April. Was in the Bodleian with Mary Sharp – coming out at lunchtime we met Rupert at the corner of Catte St. Neither of us knew quite what to say – a bad sign – or good. In the afternoon I had a letter from him in green ink, which cheered me up, as I was in the middle of a foul Sidney–Spenser essay. I saw him just before tea and he came back into St Hilda’s with me. After tea I returned to the Bod. – tried to finish my essay – but naturally I was thinking about Rupert the whole time.


29 April. I met Rupert at Carfax at 10.15. We went into Stewart’s and had coffee – then we wandered down the Banbury Road and thereabouts in the pouring rain. When we were thoroughly wet we went to 47 and drank some sherry. I remember putting my arms round him and loving him, because he was very wet and shivering and looked at me so sweetly.


2 June. My 19th birthday. I worked – or rather tried to – in the Bod. till 12, when Rupert came for me. He was wearing his purple subfusc coat. We went out to Elliston’s and he bought me a heavenly scarf. Royal blue and orange. We went into St Hilda’s, sat on a seat, and because of the ever-present and watchful eyes, behaved very well. Dinner at Stewart’s with Miles and Rupert. Then Frankenstein at the Super – Miles laughed so I couldn’t be terrified. I loved stealing surreptitious glances at Rupert’s profile – and was very thrilled by him.


5 June. A fine morning – I went with Rupert up to Boars Hill – we went into a wood and sheltered from the showers under trees. He was very Theocritean and loving. I got a wee bit sick of it – but tried to please him as I was determined to treat him as kindly as possible as he’d Schools on the 9th.


7 June. In the evening we had a last do before Schools – Miles came too and it was great fun. Dinner at Stewart’s plus liqueurs, then The Case of the Frightened Lady at the Super. I felt sad but happy saying goodbye to Rupert. Sad because I thought I wasn’t going to see him for ages – so I thought – happy because I liked him so much.


13 June. I had a note from Rupert and Miles asking me to go to the flicks. I dashed to Carfax at 7.30 and we went to Goodnight Vienna at the Queener. It was lovely, and somehow appropriate. We sat at the back in the corner and I had two arms around me for the first time in my history. The flick was over at 10, so we stopped at the coffee stall by Cowley Place on our way back. We drank to each other in chocolate Horlicks.


15 June. In the afternoon went on the river with Rupert and Miles. We had tea at the Cherwell tea gardens. Much semi-nakedness to be seen on the river. We landed at a bank and Rupert dropped his watch in the water. He had to undress and fish for it – but didn’t get it.


16 June. Had my report in the morning, and a letter from R. on Air Squadron paper. The former amused me much – keen, etc. – I seem to give rather a good impression of myself! In the afternoon it was Rupert and Miles’ Viva. In the evening I met R. at the corner of the Turl and he told me the joyous news that they’d both got Firsts, and gave me a letter which he was bringing, written in all different coloured inks and pencils. I was overjoyed!


19 June. In the morning Sharp and I went to the University sermon – Dr Alington. It was somewhat dull I thought and full of blaa and waffle. We prayed for Trinity a good deal – as he came from there. Went on the river in the afternoon. I found it thoroughly depressing, as it was crowded with townspeople, all of whom seemed to have gramophone records of ‘Ain’t it grand to be blooming well dead’.


20 June. Rupert and I drank chocolate at the Queener – and went on to 47. Oh blessed George Steer and his lovely leopard skins – I hope he gets a First! This kind of a Private Lives love scene was far better in reality than in anticipation. A somewhat hurried meal at Elliston’s – for at 2.15 we were taking George Steer and Geoffrey Grimwood to Ramsden in R.’s car. Both men are very typical of the House – particularly G.G. – in voice and dress. R. and I were very staid and sober. After we’d dropped them we drove on all over the place – Great Tew – Charlbury, where we had tea at a pub. Then we went back into Oxford plus the two Christ Church men and met Miles at 47. After drinking sherry we went to Stewart’s and the Super. I just got in for 10 o’clock.


21 June. Rupert came for me and we wandered about talking in broken English. We went into Trinity and Rupert telephoned Prof. Griffith. He kissed me in the telephone box, having heard that a man was progged for a similar offence!


22 June. We dined at Stewart’s (upstairs) and I felt in a v. sentimental, sad mood – mainly because the radio (or whatever it is) played ‘Auf Wiedersehen’. Then we went to 47 – finished up George Steer’s port. We all behaved rather appallingly and I was escorted back to St Hilda’s by 10. I felt very lonely as all my friends had gone down – and I was sleeping in my new room – which seemed very large and infested with moths!


23 June. Rupert and I went to buy some things for lunch – as we intended to take it with us on the river. We then took Miles up to Boars Hill as he had to see Prof. Griffith. Rupert and I went to a pub to get some gin and then waited for Miles in the car. There it was that Rupert said to me Marvell’s ‘To his Coy Mistress’ and ‘Definition of Love’. And I had never heard them before. The more one talks with him the more one realises that he really is brilliant – in all sorts of ways. Then on to the river, from the Cherwell Arms, where we drove in the car. Getting into the punt I half fell in – and Miles got his trousers entirely wet trying to rescue me. We had an amusing time getting dry. I lay on my tummy in the middle of the punt – Rupert punted and Miles sat at the other end with his trousers on the end of a paddle. I rushed back to St Hilda’s and changed, then we met at 131 Iffley Road and decided to dine out of Oxford. We went to the Spreadeagle at Thame – Lovely! Before dinner we wandered about in the charming garden – the flowers seem to grow at random but it is very well planned. Then we ate a marvellous dinner – at which everything ordinary (i.e. fish) tasted extraordinarily good. We finished with yellow Chartreuse – Rupert laughed at me because it made me cough.


24 June. Rupert and Miles came and we went off for lunch. In Stewart’s they played ‘Wien du Stadt meiner Träume’ – I heard it for the first time there. At the station I held Miles’ and Rupert’s hands tightly and gazed into their blue and brown eyes respectively. Then we said goodbye and I settled down to a sober journey home. A marvellous ending to a marvellous term.


July. The Long Vacation. Oswestry. At first I was bored but gradually settled down – letters from Rupert and Miles helped things considerably. On 8 July I went to Huyton for the weekend – it was fun seeing people again – but tiring having to look and be somewhat sophisticated and there was rather a lot of chapel. On 19 July Rupert sent me The Weekend Book most charmingly inscribed – and a long letter – one of the nicest I’ve ever had from him. He has bought an aeroplane.


15 September. On this day Rupert came. I went to meet him at 3.23, wearing a summer frock and a yellow jersey (it was a hot day) – feeling very excited. He arrived in his white shorts and not as disreputable as he said he’d be. I was pleased to find him about 20 times nicer looking than his photo.


16 September. We walked up to Llynclys Hill, and when up by Jacob’s Ladder found a convenient resting place and had our lunch there. Rupert had some beer (which I tasted) and I had Dry Ginger. We walked up again to the hill and made ourselves comfortable in the sun. We lay half asleep with our faces close to each other for a long time. We laughed out of sheer happiness. Had supper alone, which was lovely, we were both feeling excited and happy. Went to the flicks and saw Marie Dressier in Emma.


17 September. Went out to Pant on the 2 bus and up on to the hill. Seeing me run down a hill Rupert gave me the name Atalanta. I think we managed to behave fairly well thro’ supper, but I was still feeling ridiculous, and drank some beer out of a cup.


21 September. We talked a lot – or rather Rupert did and I listened – about his father and Trinity and lots of things. Before we went out he had made the suggestion that we should go to bed – we had much fun and a fight over that. It was a very cold evening and I felt very tired, but we went down Weston Lane and looked at the stars. I said that the happiness one got out of love was worth any unhappiness it might (and generally does) bring. I can’t remember what Rupert said but he wasn’t so sure about it not having had the experience I suppose.


22 September. I helped Rupert to pack – he went in a hat and looked about 17! I would have loved to go to the Lakes with him and Miles. It was seriously rather awful parting from him, we’d had such a heavenly week together. I’d never imagined it would be so good. I actually wept a bit!


Michaelmas Term 


9 October. Met Rupert in New College Lane at 12, and went back with him to his digs. Then we met Miles in Stewart’s and had lunch. A happy reunion – it was marvellous.


13 October. Went to the Bod. On the way back met Rupert in dark suit and white tie – he persuaded me to have lunch at the Randolph with his mother and brother Edmund. I was, of course, terrified, but my fur coat gave me some confidence! Mrs G. is very nice and talkative, not like Rupert in any way. Edmund is vaguely like him – uglier – but he has ‘personal magnetism’. We trailed into the Sheldonian where I explained various things such as the Proctor’s Walk. Miles was also having his degree – he and Rupert were the handsomest men there, as far as I could see. Then, when the ceremony was over, and we had admired their white fur, we adjourned to Fullers for tea. Edmund was funny and kept putting things into my hand (sugar, pennies) when I stretched it out in my characteristic way.


15 October. Today I must always remember I suppose. I went to tea with Rupert (and ate a pretty colossal one) – and he with all his charm, eloquence and masculine wiles, persuaded . . . [Here several pages have been torn out.]


23 October. I went to see Rupert in the morning and stayed to lunch. We had a delightfully domesticated time over the fire and nearly went to sleep – then we had to go just before tea, as he was having it with Professor Myres. I went and had tea with my female friends, and went to St Mary’s in the evening.


3 November. Rupert called for me and we went for a long and energetic walk it being such a fine afternoon. I was hatless and Atalantesque in blue.


5 November. Guy Fawkes day. In the evening we ventured out – first we went along to Norham Gardens to call for some Bradfordians. (I was with Mary Sharp and Dorothy Pedley.) We took a bus and it nosed its way thro’ the Corn – which was very crowded. We took many buses and then plucked up courage to walk down the Broad where it met the Corn. We saw a lot of drunks though – one being carried in the Broad – shouting ‘Blast you, you bloody fools – you’re busting my braces!’ – also (when we had ventured into the Corn by Woolworth’s) one who called me Charlotte – two propping themselves up in the middle of the road. Nothing thrilling happened – people rushed about in crowds – everyone followed but it always seemed to be a false alarm. Very few fireworks were thrown. We were back by 11.10.










1933


17 January. Nichol Smith’s lecture on Swift and Pope at Schools. Lorenzo was there. Found a letter from Rupert awaiting me – he called in the afternoon, and I found myself remarkably glad to see him. After tea we went out and Rupert bought a B. A. gown. Sharp, Pedley and self went out with the intention of seeing Grand Hotel, but we found the queue so long that we abandoned our efforts. We had a coffee at Stewart’s, and then went to a show at the New Theatre – Variety – but Jack Payne too! The variety was bearable – all the jokes extremely vulgar – they were applauded uproariously by the largely undergraduate audience! Jack Payne and band were heavenly – they played mostly things one knew, and did a lot of comedy stuff. I liked the ‘rendering’ of ‘We Just Couldn’t Say Goodbye’ – also ‘Round the Bend of the Road’ and of course ‘Love is the Sweetest Thing’!


18 January. A full day of lectures. Percy Simpson at 12 was singularly amusing – he read some priceless letters of the 17th Century describing a masque where everyone was tight. Lorenzo was there. I’m convinced that he hates me. Our gazes meet, and he half smiles – but it is a cynical sort of smile. His affectation intrigues me.


25 January. This diary seems to be going to turn into the Saga of Lorenzo. In P. Simpson he sat next but one to me – so that I was able to observe him. He has beautiful hands – rather too beautiful but eminently the right thing for him. He has twinkling (but not pleasantly twinkling) hazel-brown eyes, like a duck’s I think. And what a mouth! He is able to curl it in the most fascinatingly repulsive sneering smile. He walks swiftly in his effortless yet affected manner. His writing is very small and mingy – the lines sloping upwards to the left (he uses plain paper).


26 January. I didn’t see Lorenzo at all until the evening in the Bod. at about 4.50. I sat nearly opposite him – not on the same row. He doesn’t like being observed but often looks at you in his malicious way. (I hope I may be wrong – but I’m not optimistic about it.) He had with him his nice herring-boney grey tweed overcoat – also the pathetic green scarf and little brown leather gloves – lined with lambs-wool. He had lots of books out spread over the desk next to him as well as his own. He had a book I wanted, I believe, but my courage failed when it came to asking him – in fact I couldn’t really consider it at all. He was writing a lot, sprawling over his desk and tilting his chair in his peculiar manner, evidently he had a tutorial – he seemed in a hurry because he actually ran. He seemed to have a cold (his nose was a little red) – and coughed several times – also a vaguely hectic flush – or was it my over-solicitous imagination? At about 7 coming past Magdalen I saw him in the lodge – looking lovely and rather flushed. Oh dear!


29 January. During this week Lorenzo – whose real name is Henry Stanley Harvey – has been much in my thoughts – in spite of being very conscious of each other, nothing seems to happen!


12 February. Bod. in the afternoon, but I did no work. Lorenzo was there – all hectic finishing an essay. We went back to the Bod. at 6. Lorenzo was still there – even more dishevelled than he had been 2 hours previously. He rushed out to his tutorial, wearing a hat (brown) and looking very sweet. We progress not at all.


11 February. Lorenzo was at the Christ Church play. So was I. He was with Robert Liddell – what a long neck Lorenzo has. Black flannel bags and a curious striped coat.


12 February. A very nice intimate tea party with Mr H. H. Harker, St John’s. He gives me so much enjoyment.


13 February. I love Lorenzo – I mean love my peculiar way. And I had thought I was getting over it. I don’t think he cares a damn about me – but sometimes vague and marvellous doubts arise – I went to the Dictionary and looked up a word – (an entirely fatuous word) becoz he was there – i.e. ‘Pentatremite – an echinoderm of the genus Pentatremites belonging to the extinct class Blastoidea, allied to the Crinoids’ – Is that a definition of me – Lorenzo – or both of us?


1 March. Yesterday a delightful lunch party at Trinity. Barbara Flower and Cordelia Wintour, Rupert, Frederic Wells and Hal Summers. Wells is sweet, but too intellectual – the girls were too intellectual and didn’t have the compensation of being of the opposite sex.


Vacation. March–April. Oswestry. 


The weather has been perfect – and this is my favourite season of year. It has been very right for all this Lorenzo business. Chestnut trees just coming out – pale, almost-too-good-to-be-true green – blue skies, daffodils and best of all cherry trees in half and full flowers. My attitude to Nature is 18th century I know. But oh marvellous days!


Trinity Term 


21 April. Good to be back again! Bought a lovely fat book at Blackwell’s to write my novel in (plain paper). In the evening – after dinner Rosemary and I went along to Laurence Whistler’s rooms – but he wasn’t in. I amused myself by looking at his books – and read some poems by James Bramwell – bad!


27 April. I saw my darling Lorenzo today. Just a fleeting glimpse of his profile – but so divine. His hair is more auburn, and his skin lovely, pale brown with a faint flush.


29 April Oh ever to be remembered day. Lorenzo spoke to me! I saw him in the Bod. and felt desperately thrilled about him so that I trembled and shivered and went sick. As I went out Lorenzo caught me up – and said – ‘Well, and has Sandra finished her epic poem?’ – or words to that effect. He talks curiously but very waffily – is very affected. Something wrong with his mouth I think – he can’t help snurging. I was almost completely tongue-tied. I said ‘Er – No’. He asked me if I was still keeping up the dual personality idea – he had caught me out. ‘But you don’t know who I am’ I said. ‘Of course I do’ replied Lorenzo. ‘Everybody does’. Oh Misery or the reverse! Then I said ‘By the way I hope you don’t mind my calling you Lorenzo – it suits you you know’. ‘Oh does it – how awfully flattering!’ He snurged and went on up the Iffley Rd while I walked trembling and weak at the knees into Cowley Place.


30 April I was very happy thinking about Lorenzo and the funny way he talked and everything. I had that kind of gnawing at the vitals sick feeling if that describes it at all – that is so marvellous. In the afternoon I went out to tea with Rosemary and Laurence at 105 The High. Laurence is charming. We ate a lot and listened to Stravinsky’s Sacre du Printemps. I couldn’t think of anything intelligent to say about it. I was dressed all in grey with a blue and white check blouse. Anthony Baines had lots of peculiar cigarettes – French Woodbines and Spanish ones that you have to roll yourself. He has a grandfather living in Oxford who is a bit potty – and spits on the floor. We left at about 6. I couldn’t eat any supper – but drank a glass of water – amazing what love will do!


10 May. After tea I went to the Bod. and it was sultry sort of weather – one expected it to thunder at almost any moment. I wasn’t looking awfully beautiful. I was wearing a brown check skirt, yellow short sleeved jersey – yellow suede coat – brown hat and Viyella scarf – flesh coloured fishnet stockings, brown and white ghillie shoes (blue celanese trollies – pink suspender belt – pink kestos – white vest) – brown gloves – umbrella. I sat down opposite where Lorenzo usually sits. In a minute or two he came along and sat in his usual place. We took no notice of each other – but of course I couldn’t resist staring. At 10 to 7 they rang the bell and we stayed a bit. I walked out before Lorenzo. We got to the bottom of the stairs – just by the door I felt someone catch me up – I looked up – Lorenzo stood by my side – saying would I like a lift anywhere? I accepted and walked with him to his car YR 4628. I commented on the fact that I’d seen him in another car – he said ‘I sometimes hire a car’. Said he shared YR with ‘The man with the presumably false moustache’, i.e. John Barnicot. He said he liked me and my sense of humour and thought me quite mad. We went to the Trout and got a room to ourselves, where there was a pingpong table. We played till it was time to eat – he generally beat me. We ate mixed grill and drank beer – he’s fussy so I had to pick out all the least greasy of the fried potatoes for him. Over supper we talked of general things – but everything he said seemed so marvellously significant. I think I must have told him quite a lot about how I felt for him. Oh cruel Lorenzo. We finished eating – I can see the romantic surroundings – now dusk – falling water – the wistaria on the Trout. I picked some. Lorenzo said ‘It will wither’. It did too – although I put it in water – my char threw it away. I put on Barnicot’s mac. Driving back we talked strictly practical things – 18th century literature – the Wartons – Young’s conjectures on original compositions – ‘Think you this too bold?’ . . . We got back to Oxford. I was still almost in a daze. Outside St Hilda’s I kissed his bitten cheek.


And so I began to hope – and what a lot of misery was this evening responsible for. But it was wonderful while it lasted.


14 May. Rupert came to see me in the morning but I couldn’t possibly kiss him – because the last mouth to touch mine had been Lorenzo’s.


17 May. Lorenzo came into the Bod. in the morning – wearing a dark green shirt and tie – he walked in very artificially, preoccupied and reading a book. He actually came and spoke to me and showed me two books he’d bought, one the saga of Hrolf Kraki and the other a humorous book in Latin with some funny pictures that he said were like me.


24 May. Got ready for the Keble concert to which we (Sharp and I) were going. I wore my black frock – too charmingly decolleté back and front plus the Pym pearls and my fur coat. Keble quad was covered with striped awnings etc., and there was a red carpet all the way up the steps into the hall. Harlovin and Frank seemed rather bored by the actual concert! Frank said that rooms in Keble are like a very small grave – the kind you get when you’re buried at the public expense! After the concert we had refreshments sitting at a table on the grass in the quad – not in the marquee, where most of the unselect went. Then we passed on to Davies’ rooms which are in Museum Rd. The party consisted of Davies – very chirpy and getting gradually more and more intoxicated – a girl called Angela Camus who sat at the table – silent and sullen (apparently she’d had 5 glasses of sherry). Unfortunately we only had time to swallow a hasty glass of sherry – and as it was we were in St Hilda’s a few minutes after 12, but luckily it was the nice porter.


27 May. This day I went to Cheltenham with Harlovin and Harding. It was very wet – so we all squashed in the front. Harding continues to be very funny and Harlovin was as sweet and charming as ever. They teased me a lot about my appalling reputation! Poor Sandra!


June. About this time we had a terrific heatwave. We sunbathed in the meadows in our gingham sunbathing frocks. Lorenzo lay low – one imagined him walking about naked in the garden of 252 (if it has one).


6 June. Went on the river in the afternoon. Got to know Leslie Fearnehough (Queen’s) and Michael Rabone (Univ.) because we wanted to borrow a match. I hope they didn’t think we were deliberately trying to make a pick up – really I do some unfortunate things but how can you smoke a cigarette without a match? Almost before we’d been in conversation 10 minutes Leslie asked us if we’d go and have tea with them at the Air Squadron. We were amazed – there was something so naif about it! Leslie came for us in his Austin 7 – and we drove to the Air Squadron at breakneck speed. We had tea in rickety canvas chairs under a huge umbrella that needed a lot of adjusting. Leslie seemed to take a fancy to me and suggested that we should go for a ride in his car – ostensibly to fetch a waistcoast that he’d left at a pub in Berkshire. So we went. Finally we arrived at East Leach, a very pretty little place. We wandered about, having found that the people he knew there were out – and looked at some racing stables – lovely horses. We then drank some beer – and I had some port which I didn’t much like. The people at the inn could only give us a very frugal supper – and kept on suggesting that we should go to Lechlade, where we could apparently get anything!


7 June. Wrote a good-luck letter to Lorenzo. Quite prosaic and hearty – but oh – what wouldn’t I have liked to say – still I knew it would be a mistake. Nor did I want Jockie and Barnicot to know any more about the state of my heart!


8 June. Lorenzo’s schools began – and I suppose other people’s too. I felt sick with apprehension for him. I carefully avoided passing the Schools at 9.30 or at 12.30 and spent the morning in the Bod.


9 June. Today I couldn’t resist the lure of the Schools and came out of the Bod. at about 12.15. I met Rupert in the High – so I had an excuse for lingering by Schools. We stood by the Drawda Hall Bookshop and talked. Out poured the masses of people, and at last Lorenzo in his striped suit plus white shirt and tie. I said ‘Have you enjoyed yourself?’ He grinned rather fatuously and waved his square at me and went up the High and turned up Carte St. Rupert thought he was quite beautiful and merely weak looking – not vicious! Then I saw Leslie and lunched with him at the Air Squadron. Coming back to St Hilda’s at a little before 2 – I saw YR by Magdalen College School – coming from the direction of the Iffley Rd. Lorenzo was driving it, and Jockie sitting by him looking prim and proper but v. sweet. I waved and Lorenzo grinned, we all turned round, including Jockie. Then back to St Hilda’s where I was deliriously happy. We put on the gramophone and I danced all over my room – but when we put on ‘Lazy Pete’, I was struck with the fact that Lorenzo was going down, and that I probably wouldn’t see him any more. That tune will always have sad memories – in spite of its general flower-show atmosphere.


17 July. London [staying with Selways at Hatch End]. Visited several shops – Selfridges where we had lunch at an exciting new snack bar with high red leather and chromium plated stools. We ate huge toast sandwiches and drank iced coffee. We had tea at D. H. Evans. I bought some scarlet rouge and lipstick and some scent – also a brown spotted silk scarf.


22 July. Today we went to Stratford-on-Avon to see Romeo and Juliet. Of course I’d seen the theatre before – last September – but I still think it’s marvellous. Romeo (John Wyse) was awfully like Lorenzo sometimes. It was all terribly tragic – both Romeo and Juliet were intensely passionate, especially Romeo. ‘Thinkest thou we shall ever meet again?’ I couldn’t help applying these lines to another case. But my answer was not so sure as Romeo’s!


23 July. On the river in the morning – Sandra punting. I enjoyed it very much – and had a bottle of ginger beer and an ice cream cornet to refresh me in my labours. The river is very pretty in parts and sometimes very much like the ‘upper reaches of the Cherwell’. After lunch Uncle J. dragged us off sightseeing. It was very hot, but I’d put on a cool frock so didn’t mind that unduly. But high heels weren’t comfortable for walking and I got one or two blisters before we’d finished. However we kept our tempers wonderfully. We caught the 6.25 train home and had dinner on it. I was very happy and hilarious, cracking many jokes.


25 July. London. Another very hot day. Went to the flicks: Constance Bennett in Our Betters was very good. At about 3.30 we came out and went to the SF snack bar, where we had iced coffee and sandwiches, very good, cucumber and cheese – banana and jam.


27 July. Oswestry. I was very ‘glad to be back’. I unpacked and made my room tidy. Hilary swapped her yellow bathing costume for my navy blue one – a very satisfactory transaction – it looks lovely with my sunburn.


28 July. Went in the town and bought a Times. My very dearest Lorenzo got a Second – not too bad – I hope he was satisfied with it. In the evening I finished Point Counter Point. It’s quite cheering to remember that at 16 I thought it disjointed, muddled and boring, this time I loved it – although most of the talk was above my head. He still remains far and away the most interesting modern novelist in my opinion. But I don’t really enjoy any of his novels as much as Those Barren Leaves.


29 July. I worked at Old English for about 1½ hours after breakfast – Wulfstan’s address to the English. Really it gave me the pip. After lunch I started to make a summer frock (deep orangey-pink and white check gingham – 5¾d. a yard!) I think it should be rather nice.


31 July. After lunch I took some Yeastvite tablets and continued to take them after tea and supper. A slightly unromantic way of curing lovesickness I admit, but certainly I feel a lot better now. (Hilary is playing ‘Stormy Weather’ incessantly – my theme song I think!) After lunch I read Richard Aldington’s new book, All Men are Enemies – it was rather interesting but intensely depressing. After tea I turned to Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy and began to read about Love Melancholy – but I haven’t yet got to the part where he deals with the cure. Perhaps I’m suffering from the spleen too – in that case I may be completely cured by taking a course of our English poets – which all points to drowning my sorrows in work. I think I shall try to develop a ‘Whatever is, is right’ attitude of mind – and quite honestly I suppose all this is rather good for me – and an affair with Lorenzo probably wouldn’t be!


1 August. In the afternoon Hilary went to tennis at the Blakes – I wasn’t asked thank heaven! I dislike tennis parties – here anyway. Too much small talk with people who are generally bores – sometimes one even dislikes them!


At 8, Mrs Wakelam and Maud came to play bridge. I sat in an armchair like a docile donkey and knitted my dark green jumper. I also ate a lot of sandwiches.


27 August. I was reading the diaries I kept when I was 15 and 18, and profoundly depressed by them – I’m glad time goes on. But I mustn’t forget ‘Soir de Paris’ perfume reminds me of John Mott – that ‘Pêche Marie Rose’ was the nicest sweet we ever had – and I shall never be able to smell the fascinatingly sweet smell of Cyclax Special Lotion without being carried back to last term and the Lorenzo atmosphere. As I write this I have a Boncilla beauty mask on my face – tightening my skin – nice if uncomfortable feeling.


4 September. Reading Gertrude Trevelyan’s novel Hothouse. I desperately want to write an Oxford novel – but I must see first that my emotions are simmered down fairly well.


9 September. Reading Acorned Hog. Shamus Frazer is immensely entertaining – he and I might have a little in common I feel. No need for modesty in a diary. Now I want to write something more fantastic about a girl called Gabriella.


Tokalon Biocel Skinfood is just lumps of lard, scented and coloured pink.


10 September. After Oxford I think I must try and get a job abroad, even if the prospect is rather frightening. After all the excitement of life needn’t end when I go down – it’s ridiculous to think of all the thrill being finished when I’m only just twenty-one.


15 September. More work. At lunchtime while I was eating my ham, chicken roll and HP sauce, a band on the wireless was playing the waltz ‘But for You’ from the Lilian Harvey film. The passion came over me in a wave ‘accompanied with an inward sense of melting and langour’. Read More Women than Men by I. Compton-Burnett and saw no point in it – unreal people and not much of a story. Spent the evening variously. I had to decide between giving my face a steam beauty bath and doing ‘Beowulf’. I chose the former, and I think the result justified my choice. After a baked-beans supper I embroidered my red satin blouse and did some knitting.


19 September. Tried to think out an essay on the Puritanism of Spenser and Milton in the morning. Had my hair cut very short and puck-like in the afternoon, and washed it – it looks suspiciously golden.


21 September. Hilary went back to school. We went to Hamilton Square in the car and by train to Central. An exquisite lunch at Bon Marché, after which we went to Huyton with her. Then we did some shopping. I bought a black macintosh – some brown suede shoes and a chaste green linen bedspread. I withstood the temptation to waste money on odds and ends. The place is quiet without Hilary.


26 September. What funny things one does – I finish an essay on ‘The Puritanism of Spenser and Milton’ and then dash off to the Regal with Dor to see 42nd Street which was good – all legs and music.


1 October. Oxford. The 1st day in Oxford and pretty dull – nothing but meals, wandering and lying about wishing for something exciting to happen. A cup of tea at the Town and Gown – Horlicks and sandwiches at Stewart’s – then a quiet evening – except that I spilt a lot of ink on the carpet. I must fall for someone – so as I can forget Lorenzo – and at present I’m pretty bad.


3 October. This morning lunched off steak and kidney pie at Kemp Hall cafeteria. Jockie Liddell came in, wearing a grey suit and navy blue overcoat. He gave me a poisonous look, but I didn’t mind. Then at about 2 o’clock I was walking to St Hilda’s and on Magdalen Bridge I saw Barnicot with an amazing woman – twice as big as him, with a red Eton crop – hearty and not ravishing.


After a solitary tea in the Super, where the band played ‘Young and Healthy’, I went to see The Kid from Spain with funny Eddie Cantor and its marvellous tunes. I wish there’d been more of those.


4 October. In the afternoon I walked a little and changed some gloves at Webber’s – a 3/11½ pair for an 8/11! In the afternoon Harry Harker came and I had tea with him in Elliston’s. We then went to the Bijou wine lounge and I had sherry while he had a Green Goddess – and lots of salted nuts. Feeling thus elated we wandered to St Hilda’s – just between the public lavatory and the Cape of Good Hope we saw Barnicot. I smiled brilliantly but he took no notice – is he afraid, ashamed, or merely short sighted?


5 October. Worked in the morning and had coffee with Harry at Elliston’s. I ordered a copy of Ernest Dowson’s poems in Bodleiana and spent some time in finding appropriate lines and poems. I’m beginning to enjoy my pose of romantically unrequited love. Jockie was in Kemp Hall. I had no tea, and supper in Kemp Hall with Rosemary. Afterwards we went along with Laurence to his digs – 7 Long Wall – and had a lovely time, drinking beer and eating nuts. L. is charming and wore a delightful black hat when he took us home.


6 October. I’m terribly enamoured of my new room, and have it most artistic and aesthetic. Chaste green cover for my bed – check cushions – beautiful pictures – books and bookends – bronze golden chrysanthemums on the table in the window alcove. I hear Magdalen and Merton clocks all the time.


7 October. Went to get some visiting cards printed at Emberlin’s. In burst Rosemary with the news that they’d seen Lorenzo – I was terribly excited and couldn’t eat any tea, although it was nice hearty buns which I usually enjoy. After tea I prepared to go over to Blackwell’s to buy some Shakespeare books – and to find him. I was wearing my grey flannel costume, black polo jersey and no hat. I had an orange marigold stuck in the collar of my jersey. I was coming away from Blackwell’s for the 2nd time when I met Lorenzo and Jockie. There was no escape – we walked towards each other and met about by Trinity. He took off his hat and gave me a marvelous smile – a slightly mocking bow I thought – but it’s difficult to tell with him. I was horribly nervous and grinned I imagine. He was wearing grey bags and the familiar tweed coat. Then I wandered some more until I came upon them by Elliston’s but they didn’t see me. I tracked them down St Michael’s Street but I couldn’t follow because it was so deserted.


8 October. Worked for about 2 hours in the morning, and did a few odd jobs such as writing home and trimming my eyebrows. After lunch we put on the gramophone and I gave my nails a careful manicure and varnished them a becoming shade of rose pink. At 4 o’clock I went to have tea with Harry at Stewart’s – it was hot and full of people. I kept having visions of Lorenzo and they played ‘Isn’t it Heavenly’.


10 October. An amusing lecture in the morning – Professor Tolkien on Beowulf. I bought at Boots some Amami Henna application – but doubt whether I shall have the nerve to use it strongly!


11 October. Having renounced Lorenzo I’m trying to find someone else, but so far no one has specially taken my fancy. In the afternoon I put some henna on my hair – only a little, but it made it quite a nice colour. Next time I must be bolder! JCR meeting – I wore my scarlet satin Russian blouse over a black frock – and had my hair straight, with the short piece hanging down almost into my eyes.


12 October. At the Bodleian – all morning. Barnicot came in – his hair a nice golden corn colour. We stared at each other for a long time. Jockie also came looking rather dissipated – I am intrigued by the way in which he lifts one corner of his mouth in a disdainful sneer. I spent quite a lot of time looking thro’ the stained-glass windows by the Dictionary to see if I could see Lorenzo – but it was not to be. The trouble is that although I’ve renounced him I still love him – or I suppose it’s love. Miss Rooke’s class at 5.30. I showed neither intelligence nor knowledge.


14 October. What happened in Elliston’s this afternoon ought to amuse anybody. I was there with Harry, and it was very full. At about 4.45 Lorenzo came in plus another man and sat down quite close to us. He and I were almost opposite each other. He began the conversation by asking me why I imitated his black macintosh. I replied, ‘Why, because I think it’s so charming’. All the time I answered him in his own vein, although I was feeling somewhat trembly. I don’t know what Harry must’ve thought. Lorenzo was singularly amusing if a little rude – it appears he is staying up to read a B. Litt. He looked very attractive. His skin deliriously smooth and creamy brown – his hair and eyes so nice too.


16 October. Lorenzo was in the English Reading Room in the afternoon – wearing a pale blue shirt, and looking very sweet. He says he’s doing Palaeography – I didn’t know what it was!


17 October. At the Bodleian in the morning I saw Jockie and liked him immensely – funny how I alternate in my feelings for him. He was wearing a dark brown suit which fitted him beautifully – he has a very nicely proportioned little figure – but what I liked was that when he was sharpening his pencil and I was reading in the Encyclopaedia – I happened to look up and see that he was nearly laughing and he looked so sweet. I wish he and I could be friends. I didn’t see Lorenzo – except in the High at about 12, and he gave no sign of recognition.


18 October. Lectures, then to the Bodleian where I talked to Lorenzo for a few minutes which seems to be the highest point of happiness in my life at present. He tells me that he and Jockie are having a flat in the Banbury Road which is at present half-furnished. He asked me to go and see him sometime and said I must go and eat with him one day. I think I should love to go – but probably it mightn’t be wise. Jockie has got a job in the Bodleian.


20 October. Saw Lorenzo waiting for a bus with the red-haired girl – his hair does need cutting – but it looks very decorative all the same. On arriving back at college we made coffee in Sharp’s room – I raved and soliloquised as usual.


23 October. Work, work . . . Jock is in pale blue socks and suede shoes – Barnicot smiled at me (all jolly together). Lorenzo ignores me – and I ignore him. Oh Sandra, cheer up – you’ll forget one day.


28 October. Harry took me to the Walton St cinema in the evening to see The Virtuous Isidore – a superbly funny French film. Life is difficult, I don’t feel I’m treating Harry fairly – and yet what can I do. I’m sure he knows the position but he never says anything. If only he were more explicit . . . Life would be considerably easier.


1 November. What a bad sign it is to get the Oxford Book of Victorian Verse out of the library.


6 November. Sharp and I went to tea with Frank Harding and a man named Naylor, to the Moorish. I like the Moorish exceedingly – the decorations and the divans and cushions in the corners. Harding is terribly amusing – he told us a good Groups limerick:


There was a young man of Pretoria


Who said ‘Things get gorier and gorier’


But he found that with prayer


And some savoir faire


He could stay at the Waldorf Astoria.


7 November. My Lorenzo is so beautiful – even if he has had his hair cut rather shorter than usual – the shape of his face and the line of his cheek fill me with rapture. He grows more affected – his smile of self-conscious fatuity is sweet – but one day it may seem silly. This afternoon he was in the Bodleian from 2.30 to 3.10. He snurged at me, but said nothing.


11 November. Armistice Day. I went to St Mary’s and everything outside was almost more silent than I’ve ever known it before. In the evening Harry took me to the flicks – Bebe Daniels in The Song You Gave Me – which was bad but amusing. Then to Harry’s rooms where I let him kiss me properly, and so gave up the ‘Lorenzo was the last person who kissed me’ pose – sad, but what’s the use. H. seems to be in love with me if he meant what he said – anyway we got on better than usual. I also had some beer and borrowed a book on Modern Art and some Proust.


14 November. In the afternoon I went to the Bodleian and he was there. My wretched heart was beating so fast I thought I should die or something – in the course of conversation he asked me to go and see him at the flat tomorrow afternoon and I implied that I would. When I got home I wrote him a long letter telling him the position and saying I could not go – it was a great relief to me to be able to pour out some of my griefs etc.


15 November. Found the following note awaiting me: ‘Do come this afternoon. I should very much like to talk to you. Thank you for this morning’s letter but don’t be mean. Try to get there before 3. I am not going anywhere at 5.30’.


I didn’t go – but oh how I wanted to! Can it be that my darling Lorenzo is sorry? Anyway I think still that it will be best if I can forget him.


23 November. Rather a depressing day. I went to the appointments committee and I broke the pencil sharpener in the Bodleian. My foot was bad so that I couldn’t walk properly. I also burnt my fingers on a kettle in the evening.


24 November. I discovered Samuel Butler’s Notebooks in the library which gave me great pleasure. At 5.30 Sharp and I went to the Yacht Club’s bottle party in Michael Rabone’s rooms at Univ. When we arrived Michael hadn’t come, nor was there anyone there that we knew. So we just sat drinking sherry, smoking, and eating salted almonds and potato crisps: feeling rather bored, especially as nobody knew our names to introduce us to anyone! There weren’t many women there and the men had collected into a group and were talking about yachting. When Michael arrived things brightened up a lot. The party had begun in the room adjoining Michael’s but we eventually migrated into Michael’s, where a noisy gambling game was in progress. A pity one always has to come away when things are getting amusing.


25 November. Went out to dinner at the George with Harry, and had the loveliest cocktail I’ve ever had – a sidecar, very iced. Also hock and good food. I wore blue lace – with three real red roses pinned on to the front. Also my long crystal earrings and makeup to match the roses. Very nice!


5 December. This was definitely a good day. In the morning I had 2 telegrams from Hilary saying that she was coming for interviews. That made me so excited that I couldn’t stay in College and work – so I went to the Bodleian. As I was going up the stairs cheerily half-whistling ‘In the Park in Paree in the Spring’ – I met Barnicot coming downstairs – we grinned broadly at each other and both said ‘Hullo’. He is a cheering up sort of person to see. I met Hilary at the cold and dreary LMS station. After taking her to LMH we came along to St Hilda’s and had tea in my room, then took her back again for her interviews. Then we went along with Pedley to the Museum – to see if her results were up. Of course she had got through, as I knew she would. She bought Sharp and me 50 cigarettes to celebrate. Lovely flat tins of Goldflake.


6 December. After tea I paid my Blackwell’s bill and bought a book of Restoration verse – then more Bodleian. After supper I went on a Banbury Road crawl – in spite of great weariness. There was a light in Lorenzo’s bedroom – is he ill, or packing, or was he just there. Anyway it gives me a little hope – and Jockie hasn’t been at the Bodleian for days.


7 December. In the afternoon we went to see Lord Irwin installed as Chancellor. It was a good ceremony – we, the rabble of the University, were consigned to the upper gallery but had a good view. After it, Roland Rahtz – Harry’s friend from Keble – approached me and asked me to tea – I couldn’t very well refuse. We went to Elliston’s – I can’t see any prospect of being interested in him – what shall I do. I don’t want to be unkind. Still there’s all the vac. for him to simmer.


9 December. I wrote a little note saying Goodbye to Lorenzo. A nasty tea all by myself in Hall (a new experience). Then a taxi to the station and into the 4.30. Quite a dull journey – going Paddington way one was able to catch a glimpse of the dreaming spires in the twilight of a December evening – romantic time to leave.


11 December. London, Hatch End. Betse, Aunt Nellie and I went into town at about 11. I wore my fur coat – navy blue skirt and fez, and looked rather Turkish-Parisienne. We went to the Carlton and saw Mae West in I’m No Angel. She is said to be the rage of everywhere. Fat and not attractive – at least I didn’t think so – a purely physical appeal and crude technique. Her clothes were too fluffy and feathery on the whole. The shops are full of the most tempting things. I saw the divinest black velvet dresses in one shop which makes me determined to have one.


13 December. Heard the glad news that Hilary had got into LMH.


14 December. We had a good look round the shops without buying anything. Selfridge’s first – where what I liked almost best was the zoological department. There was the most adorable kangaroo there with eyes like Lorenzo and a long pointed nose. It loved having its neck stroked and closed its eyes in ecstasy. I would have loved to have had it – but it was sold – and anyway what would I have done with it?


22 December. Oswestry. I would love to be able to write a book like Moll Flanders which I’m reading slowly and thoroughly. And then there’s Christmas – Harry has sent me Peter Abelard by Helen Waddell which I’m sure I shall like. He is good to me. Lorenzo can’t even send me a card.


23 December. In the evening I had a card from Lorenzo. It was addressed in Jockie’s writing and inside was the inscription ‘Sandra from Lorenzo’. It was a reproduction of a picture of St Barbara – sweet and quaint – the sort of thing that accords well with Jockie or Lorenzo.


25 December. Christmas Day. A very happy day in all ways – it made more happy by the card from Lorenzo and/or Jockie, a little thing but it helped to make the day perfect.


Hilary and I went to church at 8, where there was the usual large congregation, but we managed things well and managed to get into the first row of communicants. Then home to breakfast and the exciting ceremony of opening the parcels. I had some lovely presents. Besides food I had: From Auntie Nellie a glorious jumper in rich royal blue with white buttons – short sleeved and knitted in thick wool and an intriguing stitch. The welt is very deep and it fits beautifully. Little Annie sent a parcel for the family with pyjama cases for Hilary and me. From Pedley I had some lovely silk stockings and from Sharp a black crêpe de chine evening bag with a quilted front with SANDRA embroidered on it in pale blue silk – lovely. We listened in to a service broadcast from Christ Church, Oxford. Beautiful singing – the way they do the psalms is such a delight. Then Hilary and I went down the road to meet Ack and Winifred and they gave us a lift back. Winifred gave me a nice hankie and an elegant lemon coloured swansdown puff in a georgette hankie. From Ack I had a box of Dubarry bath salts, a painted matchbox and some sweets. We had a lovely Christmas dinner. Sherry to begin with and an 18 lb. turkey done to a turn. The afternoon was spent in laziness and eating, also listening in. I am knitting a most exciting scarf-of-many-colours from all the bits of 4-ply wool I’ve had left over from jumpers etc. After tea we went to the pictures to see Smilin’ Through. Leslie Howard is so lovely. In the evening the second act of The Mikado was broadcast which was great fun, and to end up the evening Henry Hall and the BBC Dance Orchestra gave the best programme I’ve ever heard from them. It included some lovely tunes full of memories sweet and poignant – ‘Stormy Weather’, ‘Won’t You Stay to Tea’.
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