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Part I

Chapter 1. The Dream

It was a broken-down dispirited family that I was born into.

So many had been driven by the same desire, had struggled or been pushed towards the same high purpose and made the same sacrifices. They longed to be great painters and believed passionately in their genius – the very word obsessed them but always the bright bewitching talent withered, was stamped on or just thrown away, and all that came of their eagerness was disappointment.

Either the talent was not great enough, or the circumstances not favourable enough, the character not sound enough or the will and the light behind it not strong enough. But in each generation, as the faith was renewed they tried and failed and tried again, tormenting each other as they came and went. Even my mother with all her brilliance, integrity and strength and born with the same vision, died with her work scattered and her genius unacknowledged.

Chapter 2. Birth and Death

From an early age, she had longed to paint but she had only been discouraged. She was 27 before she sent her work to Hubert von Herkomer, whose art school at Bushey was then famous and when he offered her a three year scholarship – she was able to escape from the family. But it was only for tuition. She had to support herself and she began painting portrait miniatures in her free time. They were accepted by the Royal Academy and clients came to her in Bushey.

One day an old gentleman arrived at the door of her lodgings. And was shown into the room. He was very tall with proud handsome features, wild white hair and a strip of crimson taffeta flung carelessly about his neck which, he explained later, was a piece of his wife’s petticoat that he had purloined and cut up for its colour. He had seen my mothers  miniatures in the Academy and come to be  painted. He was Lord North..

He lodged in the village and afterwards, showed the miniature to his friends and it was he who launched her as a painter of the  Royal Family and aristocracy.

Each year she won the 'Enamel' given to the most talented student and when she left, Herkomer predicted a great career before her. But a new rival passion arose. She longed for marriage and children and, throwing  everything away, she went to Africa.

After the Boer War, many British officers had stayed on in Africa to take up the many management opportunities in mining and farming. In Cape Town she supported herself painting miniatures until she met and married Philip Burrell.

He came from a well-to-do family living in Berkeley Square in London. His brothers held important appointments and his sister was married to a French aristocrat. They were all very proper and respectable

My mother enjoyed  the gay colonial life but after losing her first baby she returned to England when she was pregnant again, leaving her husband to wind up his business and join her.

When the baby was overdue and the doctor told her to climb a lot of stairs and laugh - to bring on labour, she walked down to the Coronet Theatre at Notting Hill Gate, in London, with her mother and one of her brothers to see a play which was advertised as being exceptionally witty and amusing

Galleries then  were boisterous, uninhibited  places and on the way, they bought oranges and bottles of ginger pop and after climbing the interminable stone steps,  settled themselves in the front row    and looked round benignly, determined to be amused by everything.

When the curtain went up they waited for the humour and hilarity but, after a slow start, the play and

the players grew  more and more boring. Desperately,  my mother and her brother began sucking the oranges and swigging at the bottles. Then suddenly they laughed.

Their mother, whose life had been withdrawn and dull, was actually enjoying the play and, at this point, leaning  over the balcony and clasping her hands tragically, oranges  and bottles tumbling onto the heads of the people below, she cried out 'No! No! Stop him! Oh stop him! Oh don't let him do it! The audience  was electrified and the players responded. She went on participating passionately while my mother laughed and laughed and labour began. Then, jolting her out of her transports, they dragged her away.

The atmosphere in the theatre was suspiciously smoky and when they opened the doors into the street, they walked out into thick choking fog. Groping their way, holding onto railings, feeling along walls, bumping and stumbling, my mother often stopping in pain, the short walk  to the top of Campden  

Hill Square took them several hours. When they reached home, I came.

A few weeks later, the news arrived from South Africa that my father had died in the street in Durban from a heart attack while on his way to board the boat which was to bring him home,

Chapter 3. Canada.

As soon as she was strong enough, my mother took up her work again and soon became the leading London miniaturist, painting members of the Royal family and the aristocracy. When tormented by her own family she moved out of her mother's house into lodgings where she received her sitters. Prince Louis of Battenburg called one day, not expected, and finding no one at home, walked in and stuck his visiting card in the butter on the uncleared tea table..

With a child, a nurse and herself to support, the strain of the work began  to tell. She had her first nerve attack and was advised to take six months rest in a dry climate and in 1912 she left for Canada where her cousin, Martin Burrell, was Secretary of State and Minister of Agriculture in Sir Wilfred Laurier's government..

We were soon the heroines of the capital.
The grand rough-diamond society took my mother to its heart instantly and embraced her with all the eagerness  and power of a  Rocky Mountain bear. They thought her so refined, so beautiful  and so clever - and me so cute. They showered presents, flowers and candies upon us and lumber                                                                                                                     kings and railroad kings fell over each other pursuing her The adorable English widow and her dandy paintings convulsed the homes and industries and politics of Canada.

This was all most unexpected and, naturally , she loved it and whether it was the climate or just happiness, she never had another attack although she worked as hard as ever. Her final triumph came

when the Governor General, the Duke of Connaught, commissioned portraits of himself and of his daughter, Princess Patricia and parties at Rideau Hall followed for us both. Although more  inhibited than  the native royalty, the Duke threw off much of his English restraint and let himself go and was hearty and gay - and I was his pet.

The story of my nursemaid Annie.

Martin became my foster-father. We adopted each other at once. He was a sweet little man and something of a local literary figure - and he was full of fun..

One day he took us to the House of Commons while it was in session. The Chamber is an exact replica of Westminster. We crept in behind the Speaker's chair, and giving me a gavel, he said, 'Go round to the

big table in front of the man with the long wig and bang the hammer several times on the table as hard as you can and then shout as loud as you can, 'Order! Order!' I did exactly as I was told.  There was a moment  of silent astonishment and then a roar of laughter. I stood gazing round until the Speaker rose from his chair and came down to me and, smiling gravely, took me by the hand and escorted me out. Martin and my mother were peeping and laughing.

After nearly two years of this felicitous life, my mother grew bored and she was beginning to worry 

about my education. I was six years old and I had only had her lessons. And Miss Morison, my godmother,  was pressing her to return and let me enter her school....When, finally, she decided to leave, Martin and his friends planned a trip round the world - the millionaires paying. Still nothing was too good for the lovely widow.

The jolliest party was formed and at the end of July 1914, without a fear in the world, we rolled serenely across the continent to the Pacific. When we arrived in Vancouver, war was declared. Leaving us there, the rest of the party jumped into the train again and went speeding back to Ottawa. 'Wait here till its over! t hey cried./ 'It won't be long. We'll soon be back and we'll all carry on with out trip!'

We waited. After several weeks it seemed clear that  we had  a\ long ,long time to wait.

Chapter 4. The World War.

We were stranded. If we had to wait until the war ended- and it would have been foolish, even if we had had the money, to travel on straight into it - then Vancouver, my mother decided, was not the place to stay. Victoria, she was told, was a small pleasant city where English people liked to settle. The nurse found a job in Vancouver.

We put up at the best hotel and at once presented  an introduction, sent by Martin, to the most important  person in the place. Sir John Mara had been governor of a colonial territory and, on retirement, had come to live in Victoria with his daughter.

We were invited to tea and, when we arrived, were shown into a stiff, cold colourless room with the blinds drawn to prevent the sun from spoiling the furniture. When Miss Mara at length entered, a tall gaunt, colourless woman, she held out, with distaste, her cold bony fingers for us to shake. There was no doubt about her being an absolute English 'lady'.

The real English maid, the grand English tea (of microscopic cakes) and her apology for her father's inability  to meet us because of all his important engagements. Then, after a few elegantly phrased observations, she came straight to the point
'

'My father' Sir John 'has received your letter asking if you may paint his portrait but I regret to have to tell you that his position   is far too high for him ever to consider anything like that. And as for anyone else' she continued 'I am afraid I cannot help you. Victoria society is very exclusive. In fact, I really must tell you that Victoria doesn't approve of art.

She rose to dismiss us, at the same time making it clear that the best thing we could do would be to leave Victoria  at once.. My mother was rather taken aback although not in the least upset and she laughed  as we walked away down the long imposing English drive.

After that, she exhibited her work in the hotel and waited confidently. But nothing happened.  She arranged  a larger show in a shop window and waited again. There was no response. It was not the war, for Victoria wasn't yet touched by it. Perhaps Miss Mara was right and Victoria ‘did not approve of art’.

Things grew serious for our money was going and then, suddenly, we found ourselves in a large rambling house and my mother became a boarding-house keeper.

After a sinister break-in, we moved to a small timber house, taking Ellen the cook and Andy, the butler, with us. They lived in the basement and the two spare rooms upstairs were let to lodgers. Then Ellen quarrelled with Andy and suddenly left.
For the first time in her life my mother had to cook. A chicken was in the larder for the lodgers and when, oblivious of the fact that it needed drawing, she and Andy put it in the  oven it somehow caught fire and flamed for a long time before  they noticed it. But they scraped it and served it up and although a little charred, it was delicious.. This was the beginning of a close relationship with Andy.

He was an Irishman.  Law hating and law breaking, he lived a busy imaginative life in a world of his own on the outskirts of society. He was immature and untameable but devotedly  loyal to those whom, in his peculiar way, he was fond of. When the lodgers left  for everyone was joining up and my mother could not pay him his wages. He didn't care and night after night he went thieving all over the town for us, returning at dawn with sacks of food and other things. The basement became a veritable receiving den  and my mother was so naive that for a long time she didn't realise how he got them.

When she was out  every day looking for work, he became my nurse and, teaching me how to pick a lock, cut out a window  pane and slip a catch, he took me on many  of his nefarious expeditions.

One day, when I was riding pillion on his stolen motorbike, a troop of mounted police spotted him but instead of making a run for home and cover, he led them a chase all over the city - just for the fun of it. The traffic stopped, people shouted and shook their umbrellas at us and ran in all  directions as we dodged about and the horses came galloping after us. We reached home at last and slipped the bicycle into the basement. It was a hair-raising but exhilarating experience.

Soon, another blow fell. Our money from England stopped. The war, spreading its ravages wider and wider, now swept nearly all my mother's capital away. Even this remote corner quiescent  corner of the world was  daily more involved and as our own lives became ever more precarious, a great fear got into me.

The fear of   my mother's death and that I would be sent to an  orphanage.

There were no lodgers, no portraits and no other work. The rent was unpaid, the creditors were clamouring and bailiffs began investing the house. Andy was away - perhaps he had to disappear for  awhile- and even food ran short. When my mother saw a poor-looking woman in butcher's shop buy an H-bone for a nickel, she followed her out and asked what she did with it.  She fed her whole family on it for a week, she said, and explained how she cooked it. My mother went back and bought one, too.

Then she was struck by a great idea! Near us a camp had been set up and beside it was an unused barn which the owner let her have it. She dug out the manure, whitewashed the walls and put two chairs inside. Then she pinned up a notice, 'Quick portraits - 25 cents! and sat with her paints waiting. After awhile, a shy young soldier appeared. She painted him, he ran back to the camp with it and others came, until they were queuing outside.

I, too, took an interest in the camp. The soldiers fascinated me and I paid them a visit. I made some friends  and went again. They taught me some drill and they talked about England and it was, I think, in the soldiers' huts that my long love affair with England seriously began - so sweet a passion then.

Very soon, I asked my mother for a uniform and, in spite of our poverty, she found a tailor who, for a dollar or two, undertook to cut down a soldier’s tunic to my size.  She made the breeches herself and when it was all finished I put it on, winding the puttees round my legs and fitting the outsize cap on my head and in wildest excitement I set off for the camp.  I was nearly seven years old.

When I entered the hut the soldiers leapt from their bunks with a roar. They crowded round me and lifted me up and one of them ran to the quarter-masters stores and came back with a Sam Browne belt and they put it on me and made me into an officer. Then, fixing a badge in my cap, they told me that I'd joined the regiment and that I would be their mascot. I didn't know what that was but it sounded alright and I trusted my friends

They taught me how to roll my puttees and how to polish buttons and badges and belts and boots. They taught me a lot more drill....and when I'd learnt all that there was to learn about soldiering, they ordered me out on parade.

Polished and groomed I reported for duty on Sunday. The regiment fell into line and then formed fours, the band took up its position and they set me at their  head and with one of my friends beside me and the band  crashing and blaring behind me, we marched through the city to the Garrison Church. Along the route people waved and cheered and some fell in and marched beside us and I felt transported with joy and with pride.

The service was a rousing one and afterwards we lined up for the Colonel's inspection. He looked me solemnly up and down and I felt so confident when I led them back to camp.. And every Sunday I paraded with the regiment. In between, I went about with a recruiting sergeant.

The sergeant with his waxed moustaches. Our props - a Union Jack and a picture of a  bull dog standing on another Union Jack. His barking appeal to all the healthy young fellows to come  and fight for King and Country, for the Mother Country - for England.
For those few months I lived in a state of ecstasy, dreaming  of battles and bravery, inspired by my new consciousness and pride in being English and overflowing with love for my soldier friends.

Then, one day, they told me that they were leaving -going at last to the war. And I polished my buttons and badges, my belt and my boots for the last parade and loaded  with packs and kitbags we marched through the city to the docks. Union Jacks were fluttering everywhere, streamers waved over our heads and the whole population turned out. They waved and they cheered and they clung to the soldiers. The city went mad and, carried away, I felt certain that I was a soldier marching to war and to glory for England.

At the docks we broke ranks and the soldiers swarmed   onto the troop-ship - and I went with them, They massed along the decks and filled the life-boats and climbed up the funnels and the rigging. And I climbed up into the rigging, too. and they held me safe among them. And we looked down on the quay where thousands of people had gathered. And we cheered and they cheered. Then the band played hymns, the voices rose from the harbour and floated over sea and city and then we cheered again. I was sure that I would be forgotten and the ship would sail and when I was remembered it would be too late to turn and bring me back.

Then 'God Save the King' was played and we all tried to stand to attention in the rigging and, being an officer, I had to salute. The ship's whistles blew and all the horns and hooters in the city answered and the soldiers lifted me down, patting me, kissing me and calling their good-byes, lifted me down -and down. My mother was waiting on the quay at the bottom of the gangway and I stood beside her while the ship got under way, and cried and cried for my friends, my heroes, whose glory I would never share and for England in her peril whom I could not serve. Very few of that shipload returned.

When the soldiers left, my mother's main source of income went, too,  although she was now painting some civilians. She had even penetrated high society. Victoria was not so disapproving of art, after all -only rather slow in the uptake.

Mrs Shalcross, who was very high in  high society, was delighted with her portrait and did my mother the honour of inviting her to dinner. My mother then returned the compliment  and invited Mrs Shalcross to dinner and she was pleased to accept.

My mother had become quite a good cook and she and Andy spent many hours preparing the menu. Of course it had to be a typically English meal. I do not know whether Andy was able to come by a nice plump tender chicken and they risked setting it alight again or whether, playing for safety all round, they decided on roast beef and Yorkshire pudding  and bought a sirloin from the butcher..

I feel sure that pastry followed for she was particularly proud of her light hand with the rolling pin. Anyway, by evening all was ready and perfect. Then, she suddenly recollected that she had forgotten to buy  any flowers. Now flowers, as everyone knows, are as important  at an English dinner party  in high society as the beef.

'Andy' she  cried,' I've forgotten the flowers. The shops are all shut but for heavens sake find me some!'

Andy was gone in a flash, roaring away on his bike. He was soon back with an immense quantity of the most  magnificent chrysanthemums. They made the table look gorgeous and gave the whole house, poor common little box that it was, an air of grandeur.

The guests arrived. Andy dressed up in his butler's clothes and served each course with expertise and elan and Mrs Shalcross was impressed. The dinner she whispered   (for it is improper to pass remarks upon the food in high society), was  superb and as for the chrysanthemums  (and here it was permissible to  speak as loudly as she liked), they were marvellous, even better than her own and hers were all prize-winners and reputed  the finest in Canada. My mother promised to let her know afterwards where her butler had bought them.

The guests left at last, enchanted with everything and the doors of Victoria's high society were flung wide open to the charming English artist and her delightful paintings. When they were gone my mother hurried out to the kitchen where Andy was tucking in.

'Andy' she cried, 'where did you get those wonderful flowers? They just made  the party' . With his mouth stuffed full he giggled.

'From Mrs Shalcross' conservatory'

The next day, on the strength of his triumph, he proposed.. He was sure, he said,  that they .ought to marry.. He didn’t care that she was furious but giggled as usual and skipped  merrily away on his business - his business of small-town thief.
My mother had made friends with a roving Scots family who owned a cabin cruiser and when the summer came and we were still waiting for the war to end, she gave up the house and sold the furniture and with enough money to support us for several months, joined up with them and their friends.

We cruised all day among the virgin islands looking for a good camping site. At night we dropped anchor and at dawn sailed on again. Then Jack, our skipper, bellowed to us all as he steered into a small

sandy bay. We rowed ashore and found water, brought the baggage and soon a fine camp arose  with the big living tent in a clearing and the small ones pitched among the trees all round.

Jack's boy, Donny, became my companion. He was ten and I was now seven.. We  swam in the sharp cold sea and fished for the great salmon that lie in those waters. We explored the islands, running the dinghy  up into coves, breaking through the  undergrowth to follow the streams to their sources, climbing the great rock clusters and crawling into caves. We became like young savages barefoot and half naked alive to every sound in the forest, to every sign and track and movement and to the tides and currents and sudden tricks and dangers of the sea
Caught in a squall. Rowing and baling, flung from a crest to a trough and driven close to the rocks.
Once a month, Jack returned to the city for fresh supplies and war news. Even in this Arcadia we could not shut out the war altogether. It lay like a driven-down pain in every mind.

He always brought new people back with him and, one day, he  brought a little fat woman and another small tent was pitched among the trees for her. And that night, after I had gone to bed, an angel voice came down from heaven and floated through the forest. I sat up and listened and then crept  out of bed and followed it through the trees to the big tent and peeped through a slit in the canvas. And there she was, the little fat woman, sitting on a log by the stove - singing to them  all.. Singing old English folk songs. And I sank onto the ground bewitched.

When she stopped I went back to bed and my mother soon came. She was surprised to find me awake and I told her that I'd been listening to the beautiful singing. And that set us talking, as things so often did,  and  we lay in the dark with the forest breathing and sighing around us and talked of the stars, the heavens and of God, or whatever it was that had created them and, finally , of Earth and about ourselves

I changed my allegiance from Donny to the little singing woman. I followed her about and often she sang to me alone and walking with her beneath the monarch trees beside the grey-green waters of the northern Pacific, every song that she sang, however simple and ordinary, sounded to me like a beautiful aria.

One day, we all went on an expedition to one of the big islands and she came, too.. We spent the day exploring and it was dark when we rowed back to camp. The night was still and starry and the sea thick with phosphorus, every little ruffle igniting it, stirring it into white glittering flames. Jack was rowing, hardly making a sound, just a soft soft plash as the oars dipped into the silver fire and pushed us along. I was wedged in the bow, leaning over and trailing my fingers in the water to make it dance. And she was in the stern singing with all her heart. Her bell-like voice hung in the air around us and then floated away over the water to enter and sink and die in the forest.

She did not stay with us long. The night before she left I was allowed to sit up late and I sprawled on the ground in the big tent while she sang to us for the last time. And as I stared at her, devoured her, I became aware of something inside myself - an alluring, disturbing and unrelinqishable burden.

In the morning Jack took her away and the camp was never the same.  The singing of the trees and the winds and the waters could never compare with the singing of the little fat woman from town. At the end of the summer when the nights grew cold, we packed up and left

Winter blizzards in town. Then, when summer came again, a great shack of a house overlooking a beautiful bay. I read the newspapers for the war news and spread mud  over the floor of an  empty room  and creating a  section of the Western Front, placed my lead soldiers into the trenches and 

sending them 'over the top', felt that I was fighting for England.
For  two years we had been waiting  in Victoria for the war to end and my mother grew bored and restless. We saved up and  sold up and boarded a ship for Los Angeles.

Chapter 5. Hollywood and Los Angeles.

We arrived in Hollywood and went straight to one of the big hotels and while my mother was signing the

register I stood beside her staring about.

The desk was at the end of a large lounge which was arranged in a most extraordinary way. Innumerable

deep settees were placed arm to arm in about half a dozen parallel rows. Seen from behind they looked

like a series of hurdles with people sunk in the ditches between them, talking, napping or just sitting. They were irresistible. I took a run  from the desk and jumped over them all.

My mother watched this feat with admiration- and then waited for the storm. But nothing happened. A few of the sunken guests looked up dreamily but most went on talking, napping and sitting and the clerks at the desk and the porters looked utterly blank and  indifferent. My mother was delighted. We 

had certainly come to the right country.

Within a few days, the same jumped-over guests were eagerly waiting their turns to be painted. And soon my mother was out at the film studios painting the stars of the moment. And I always went with her.

One day, after watching a film being shot in a cardboard reconstruction of an English village, we were asked to step into the office to meet someone of importance. The great man was sitting with his feet on the table but he pulled himself up when we entered.

'I sure am pleased to meet you folks' he began genially, holding out a fat hand. We  all sat down smiling

'I gotta swell proposition for you, Ma'am’. My mother was sure that he was going to order a life-size portrait of himself.. 'I wanna make this cute little kiddy of yours into a film star. I gotta contract right here an' all you gotta do is sign it. Why, Momma, this kid'll  be making you a million before you  can 

turn round.'.

My mother was astounded but she did not hesitate a moment.

‘Your offer is very kind' she replied rather primly, 'but I don't really want her to do this - and we shall soon be returning to England'

‘Come, come now, Ma'am’, he went on in a humouring confident tone. 'Maybe you wont never wanna go back to England when this kid's scoopin' up all that dough. Maybe you'll settle down right here'  My

mother got up. 'You jes go right home, Ma'am, an' do some reel hard  thinkin' an' then come back' he said as he squeezed her hand and patted me on the head. We walked away thoughtfully  through all the cardboard shrines of Europe.

She was already disillusioned with Hollywood and not for all the money in the world would she risk the

corruption of my character. We moved to Los Angeles. And she never regretted.

She was now serious about sending me to school, to one of the public or state schools which she heard were so good. When she asked where the best ones were, she was told, They are all best'
We moved into a furnished apartment in a building surrounded by empty lots, brown treeless and dusty. While she was unpacking I went out to look for some children.

I soon found a crowd playing baseball and I stood and watched. Then, the game stopped and they came crowding round me.
'What  chu doin'here? one of them asked.

' I've come to live in the apartment  house in Manning Street'. I sensed hostility. My voice gave me away.

Where you come from?  asked another.

' I'm English'

'English! England's a bum country' I'd never heard that word before but I guessed it was an insult.

'England's a fine country' I answered.

'We beat the English in the War of Independence'  They were all shouting now. 'We threw the tea into Boston harbour. King George was an' ole bum'

I knew nothing about Anglo-American history and I didn’t know what to answer. And the unfriendliness

and rudeness hurt me.

'England's the greatest country in the world' !  was all I could think to retort.

'England's a dirty stinking country'

'It isn’t'

' It is'

One of them had been drawing nearer and nearer and at this moment he flung himself upon me. I had never fought before.

Account 0f fight. I arrived back in the apartment covered in dust, my dress torn and weeping.
The United States had not yet come into the war and the Hearst chain of German-inspired newspapers

were doing their best to keep her out, drenching the country with anti-British propaganda.
My mother knew nothing about the War of Independence so we went to a library and studied the history books...and the next day I went back to re-engage the enemy.

'What you said about England was wrong'  I shouted  as I tore  into the middle of their game. 'You didn’t beat the English. It was  mercenaries  you  beat, hired  soldiers from some inferior country. And England 

didn’t want America any more. She was sick and tired of such a troublesome lot and so silly and wasteful, throwing  all that good tea into the sea.'

I waited to see the effect, expecting another fight but they were not listening - they had lost all interest

'Gee, kid, when yer gonna quit talkin'?  drawled my enemy at last with a bored expression as, good naturedly, he pushed his bat into my hands. 'C'mon, yer can bat'  The next moment we were far away from Boston Harbour and all that, completely absorbed in the game.

This was my first real fight for England.
My mother was soon aware that we had settled in the wrong quarter and  among the 'worst schools and we moved and kept on moving until we arrived in one of the best residential districts and I entered one of the best schools.

My mother's genius for home-making. The Saratoga trunk full of pictures and beautiful things. Her

English home in a trunk.
West Adams street,  where we were now settled in a bright little apartment house, was the western arm of a  broad  main road running across the city  and ending at the coast. All along it stood large houses occupied by wealthy  businessmen and in the roads leading off it, were smaller ones  in which mostly

professional families lived. And  not far from us was Orchard Street and it was there as one of the 'Orchard Street kids' that  I now entered upon another rapturous period of living.

Before I was accepted there was another fight. These children  would not have been infected with propaganda by their parents but they picked it up at their schools.
My new school  was unique  in having  a children’s orchestra consisting of four musicians, of which it was very proud.... and it was here because it was so musical, no doubt, that I learnt to sing the 'Stars and Stripes'  so well....

But very soon my mother learnt from  her wealthy sitters that private and most exclusive schools also existed in this egalitarian country and soon I found myself in  the most ultra exclusive of them all.
Description of the school. Its grand  rooms, the snobbish , silly mistress and of how I absconded

one morning. And did not go back.
Before I left a curious thing happened.. During the rainy season the deeply sunk gutters , along the high flood pavements, became like raging rivers. Plank bridges, tied to the lamp-posts, were flung over them

for pedestrians and it was customary for motor cars to stop and give lifts over the impassable places.

One morning, I had reached  the cross-roads - West Adams and Figuroa Streets- enjoying the fun of it, but there I  could  get  no further. I went to a place where I could get picked up and a car soon stopped.. A particularly unpleasant type of man opened the  door and told me to get  in. This was not the custom and I had been warned never to get into a car for the kidnapping of children was a common crime. Rich children for the ransome and little girls for the brothels.  They were whisked over the Mexican border and never heard of again. . My mother lived in fear of this.

I told him I would stand on the running boa-rd, that everybody crossed like that. But he wouldn’t hear of it. I would not be safe, he said, and he didn't want me to get drowned. And why couldn’t  I get in and sit

beside him?  Where was the harm? he asked. He made me feel so foolish and ungrateful and only some residue of my mother' warnings and  my own distrust of the man, enabled me to withstand him. I stayed  where I was keeping well out of his reach.

'If you don’t get in I wont take you' he then shouted angrily  and I came out of his spell. My will was my own again.

‘I’m staying here. I shan’t fall off!’ I repeated firmly now.

' I'm not taking you! Get off' he yelled slamming the door and driving on. I was so upset and so afraid of

all other cars that I  went home, missing school that day.

After leaving the millionaires' school  I stayed at home for awhile. I had plenty of interests and my life with the Orchard Street kids was enthralling. Every afternoon when they came home from school  I tore

across the road to join them..

Sammy was our leader. He was 12 years  old, short and broad and tough with a broken front tooth, freckled face, small light enigmatic eyes and an aloof taciturn nature. I never thought much of his looks nor his charms but as a leader he was splendid: wild as wild and brave as brave. I was then  nine .

He was constantly in trouble with  the police and often locked up, his father bailing him out in the evening. Once he was left all night in a cell in the hope of cooling him down. But it did no good. Gaols did not scare him.
Story of  how, one day, he stole a motor car and took all the kids for a joy-ride to the coast.
The time came when he decided to put himself and all of us on trial. It was not a struggle for supremacy for he was already our acknowledged leader, but just a testing of the gang, a marathon obstacle race up one side of Orchard Street and down the other. We scrambled over high fences, shinned up trees, dropped onto garage roofs, clambered over sheds and galloped through  peoples' gardens.

The next day he made the course stiffer.
Description of the second test.
But this was not the end. We gathered once more for the final trial - for the conquest of the Kingdom itself. At the end of the elimination course he ran up to the bole of the Great Tree.

Standing in the middle of Orchard Street, like a lone giant, was an immense tropical tree which grew erect and tapering into the sky. Secretly we worshipped it. It was our totem pole.

No one had ever climbed it. It was believed to be unclimable and my mother had forbidden me ever to try. We stood at its base and looked up through the thick dark maze of its branches - and I was appalled

We took off our shoes.

Description of the struggle to reach the first branch, to conquer the base and begin. Four then set out to conquer the tree.

We looked up and studied the way, then Sammy moved. At first the branches were thick and widely spaced and our progress was slow - and I was the last. Through the dark lower reaches we climbed silently, withdrawn into a shaft of powerful and mysterious beauty whose living steps led up and up into a blissful light and moving tenuous reality which drew us on, but still we could not see. About a third of the way we could feel the tree's movement and the breeze sift through the outer wall of leaves and hear the branches scraping and ringing. Sammy climbed faster and I pressed for a moment and passed one of the others

Halfway, the tree was swaying and light was reaching through to us and vignettes of the outer world kept appearing, sliding, changing, vanishing and reappearing as the thick sprays and heavy clusters moved in the wind. I looked down but the ground had gone, we seemed to have left the earth and to be swinging free in the sky like a bird in a cage held by an invisible chain let down from the heavens above. The one below I could no longer see and the one above was climbing more slowly.

Three quarters of the way  the tree swayed frighteningly and I waited  in alarm. Sammy went on. The others had stopped and when I moved again, Sammy and I were climbing alone.

With each wide swing it felt as if the tree would fall. I didn't dare look up or down or out but kept my eyes fixed on the soft brown trunk, clinging to the branches almost in despair. Then, suddenly, just when it seemed there was no end to this, Sammy spoke and I looked up- and there we were at the green and waving pinnacle.

The tree was swinging violently now, the houses looked like little boxes, the kids staring up at us like dolls and the other trees like bushes and I remembered that my mother had forbidden me ever to climb 

it. And she was always right, right about everything and so would she be right about this I wondered, in wildest panic? Would I ever get down, had I climbed the tree, climbed to the top - and climbed to my end?  I gripped the tree - gripped by my terror.

But after awhile, sitting together in the sparkling crown with the leaves and branches humming in the wind, I got used to the rocking of the cradle and we began to talk. We looked down upon the city spreading in all directions, upon the desert beyond it stretching golden brown until the mountains rose and stopped. We looked for buildings that we knew and for the palm groves sheltering the old Spanish Mission Houses  and,  in the west, we could see the blue Pacific.
Sammy humiliated by his father. So brave and brilliant. How mean of him, I thought.
We were rather close now but I had no inkling of anything like love until the kids announced our wedding.
They built a honeymoon house, resembling a Bedouin tent, on the roof of a garage and  stocked it

with the wedding feast - two ice-cream cones melting onto a piece of newspaper, a bag of popcorn 

and two cigarettes and a box of matches - and  lay on the ground below listening and waiting for

us to come out and jump down - and hurl ourselves  into a game.
It was a great life in Orchards Street. We must have been the scourge of the neighbourhood yet there was no hostility between the householders and the children. It was, indeed, the country of the children.

As well as this exciting outer life  I was now developing a lively inner one.
My problems, my moods and my anxieties. The story of George Washington and the cherry tree and his little axe, whose moral perfection I could never equal. Jesus Christ stretched upon the Cross and my cowardice  in facing pain.
Then something momentous happened. I had a vision - that is what I called it. I was playing alone one day when everything around me vanished. I left my present self and leapt forward into the future where I

could see myself raised up and looking down upon the world. And the figure that I saw was a military hero, a valiant English soldier, a colonel, riding on a horse and leading a great column of men while below me were my friends, grown no bigger, still playing the same childish games and as I passed I looked down on them proudly and pityingly. And riding on, I seemed to grow and grow in strength until I was filled with a marvellous  power and there was nothing that I could not do, I could lift, I could lead, I could rescue the world.
I wrote my first poem and lived in a state of exaltation for a long time. Another family genius was launched and I spent the next 15 years looking for the road which my vision had marked out for me.
The war and my days with the soldiers in Victoria first aroused my love for military heroes and putting on a uniform myself first transformed me into a man and inspired me with a desire for martial glory. But this transposition  into the masculine sex I believe had other, more complex reasons.

I had become very conscious of the inferiority  of my sex. I was always noticing that boys were thought more of than girls and, in all the books that I read and stories I was told, the heroes were all men, the great deeds  were performed by men - never by women. This put me in a very difficult position. I wanted to perform great deeds myself but according  to all the records and the prevailing evidence, this was physiologically impossible.
That is why in my vision I saw myself as a man to whom achievements were permitted and from this dilemma I could see no way out. I would somehow have to change my sex.
Chapter 6. Money, Motor cars and Gangsters.

A letter and a present, from my godmother on my Baptismal Day.
As well as my  entrancing life in Orchard Street, I led another with my mother and her friends. By this time she was moving busily and gaily in and out  of two quite different worlds  - the millionaires and the bohemians  and in between, belonging to no distinct group, she had many quaint or exotic friends.

On a rise to the west of the city  was a row of mansions and one of them,  red brick neo-Georgian, we came to know very well. The best feature of the whole palatial property, so far as I was concerned, was the swimming pool.. Inside,  were countless awe-inspiring rooms.
Chandeliers and cabinets, golden chairs and tables, brocades and silken hangings, carpets as soft as the ground of heaven, exquisite beds - and marvellous bathrooms
The creators of all this sumptuousness were my mother's  patrons and friends - Virginia and Russell Taylor.

Their story. A life of active indolence beneath the cheerful and seductive Californian sun.
The magnetic centre of Bohemia was a lively, gregarious little man called William Rust. He lived and worked and entertained in a long, low one-roomed shack built on the edge of a ravine, shaded from the sun by eucalyptus and pepper trees. Here, once a week, people gathered, bringing their own food and pooling it on arrival. He had no money. He was a writer.

In the long room and out on the veranda the guests split up into small groups and passionate talk about art and life went on half the night with the happy host moving among them. From time to time the groups broke up, flowed for awhile and then reformed and, always sooner or later there was music....

And over the house the leaves of the trees glistened and their scent was heavy.  I adored these nights.

When the hot months came and our friends had all left for cooler places and we  had no money to go away, one of the Bohemians invited us out to his shack on the coast  William Swift Daniel  was the most terrible painter but the kindest of men.
Story of the bathing-beauty project, the burning sun , the Pacific rollers and the quicksand.
Jimmy North and his wife first came for their health and then stayed on in California. He was something of a  philosopher and would hold forth, Edith and my mother joining in occasionally and I stretched on the floor listening.

Los Angeles is a city of the quick or the dead, he would exclaim and then travel away through all the

countries and continents of the globe and on and out through all the systems and beliefs to the boundaries  of the universe and knowledge itself and then return abruptly to 'this hell-bent, crazy country

of  money, motor cars and gangsters'.  They lived old-fashioned English lives with books, needlework and a few like-minded friends. We loved them. They were like grandparents.

Charles Lummis was a poet and historian and one of the leading authorities on the indigenous races of north and south America. He had lived for years among the Indians, recording their folk tales and songs and for his work in restoring the old Spanish Mission Houses, he had been decorated by the King of Spain.

Wrenching the rock out of the desert he had built his own house and continually added to it.
The house - covered with tangled, flowering creepers, pushing out of the  sand and scrub and cactus-a ragged bulbous form dominating the plain.
I remember two of the rooms: the tower, reached by a winding stone staircase, with windows on all sides from which, while he worked, Mr Lummis kept watch on the surrounding expanses. And the refectory, thrusting out like an arm from the centre, with a cloister on one side.
The interior. A mingling of Indian and Spanish styles, patrician and orderly. Outside tribal. Indian women, shy and withdrawn darting about, peeping and staring. Dark babies crawling and tumbling about among the hens and goats. Everything untidy and untouched, moving, variegated and beautiful

My mother went to this desert out-post to paint Mr Lummis. She was taken up to the tower room where she waited until, suddenly and silently, he came. He had strong features, a proud grave expression and the mark of a bullet wound in his cheek

'Can you work in this room?  he asked her.

'Yes. If I may draw the curtains where the sun comes in.

He went from window to window swinging the curtains together

When he sat down she looked at the different angles of his face

'I want to do you three-quarter view' she said at last

'Be sure to do the side with the bullet hole' and he smiled then.

She was using oils as a medium now. They paid better and were less of a strain. While she was preparing her things he recounted the story of how he was shot. When she was ready she looked him

critically up and down again.

What clothes would you like me to paint you in? she asked him

'What I've got on will do.'

'Underclothes?' He looked vaguely down at himself in vest and pants.

'They're so ugly. I don't want to paint them.

'Alright I'll go and put something else on'  And he left the room as silently as he came in his soft moccasin shoes.

He returned looking most remarkable. He had flung on a home-spun shirt which reached to his bare knees, a leather jacket and, round his neck, the decoration given him by the King of Spain.

'Will this do?

'Yes. That’s lovely. Most paintable,

She went several times and when the picture was finished he hung it among the treasures and relics of American history and his own adventurous life in that high desert watch-room in which it was painted.. And whenever she returned she took me.

Charles Lantz, the humble little Jewish lawyer, lived alone in a large tasteless house in Figuroa Street and as soon as he met my mother he became her adoring and selfless slave, expecting nothing, never showing his feelings, hardly ever speaking - content just to be in her presence.

For years, ever since my birth, in fact, she  had never for long stopped painting. Every day, for many hours, she sat over her drawing board, often with an exacting sitter in front of her, turning out, like a machine delicate sensitive little portraits . She never knew their value and charged so little. She was always afraid of over-charging and so she found it hard to save. She could seldom do more than just keep us going and she daren't stop. The strain was enormous and when our second summer came her nerve attacks came on again.

Mr Lantz understood all this and every evening, until she had saved enough to take us away, he drove us out into the country rent-collecting. It was cooler outside the city as, with the windscreen down we 

circled and crossed the arid dusty plain, cut and disfigured by straight rough roads and hideous houses. And whenever he stopped at one of these squalid little boxes we waited outside in the car. They all

had an impermanent look as if pitched there by some abominable nomads who threw tin cans and severed parts of automobiles about and then moved on when the ground became too foul to tread on.

Mr Lantz had a pale, sombre face and he wore rimless glasses. To the tenants he must have seemed an incongruous , sinister figure in his black lawyer's clothes with receipt book and pen in his hand. He would walk briskly up to each house and rap on the door. . Sometimes it opened promptly but often it didn’t and then he would rap again, louder, and listen for sounds inside. If it still didn’t open he would disappear  round the back, peeping through the windows as he passed. But whether his reception was good or bad  he always returned to the car silent and expressionless.

Before we went away, my mother became involved in a sensational court case. and Mr Lantz acted as her prosecuting attorney, underwriting all the costs.

Mr Rust died suddenly and his son, from whom he had been estranged for many years, descended upon the shack and emptied it of everything, including my mother's oil-colour portrait of his father which was on show in the long room. And he refused to give it up. She had to prove that Mr Rust had neither bought it nor been given it, that it had only been lent to him and was still her property. She was very upset for she did 

not want to lose this picture and no one knew how the case would go.

Then, Mr Lantz did a very smart thing. From the deceased's lawyer he managed to obtain possession of it for two days and, concealing it carefully, rushed it after dark to my mother who copied it and then substituted  the copy for the original. After that, the affair became a joke.

The case of the dead man's portrait was given a lot of publicity and on the day of the hearing t he court was packed, not only with Mr Rust's friends and admirers, but with the general public as well

My mother went into the witness-box and was questioned by her own counsel. Then, counsel for the defence rose to examine her.

A shortened version of the long proceedings follows.
After questioning her savagely, he stopped, turned round and picked up a  large leather-bound book from the table behind him.

Do you recognize this book?

.Yes' said my mother smiling, ' It is Mr Rust's Visitors Book'

'Exactly!  answered counsel sarcastically, ' the book in which his friends recorded their names, their addresses and other items of information when they went to visit him, I am mighty pleased that you remember it. And do you remember entering your own name in this book?

' I must have written my name in the book many times'.

'Ah ha!  I am mighty pleased that you remember.

This book  was  one of the jokes of Mr Rust’s house. All his guests wrote  their names in it  and such flattering , witty or talented  phrases and drawings  as they could invent on the spur of the moment or think up beforehand. And as they struggled ever more eagerly to  display their brilliance its pages grew ever more

extravagant…and my mother competed to the best of her ability.

‘The book is full of nonsense’  she said as the questioning went on.

.Ah  ha! Full of nonsense!  Is that what you are going to say? Do you remember attending a party given by

the deceased on February 14 of this year?

.I cant remember dates. I may have been at that party. There were many  parties.

‘A very large party.

‘I was probably there’

‘Since you have forgotten whether you were at this party, since, I suggest  that you prefer to forget I shall

now help  you to remember. I shall show you that you surely were there , that you were the 28th entry

and I shall read out what you wrote. On February 14 you wrote your name and beside it your address…

maybe you’re  beginning to remember?  And here he swept his eyes round the courthouse and paused for

effect,  ‘and the address which you wrote…wrote down in this book was…the Red  Light District’

There was a moment of astonished silence, then a ripple  of laughter ran round the courthouse. The jurors lent forward in their seats, the public gallery became charged with expectancy and the reporters smiled knowingly at each other. Even  the judge seemed more attentive.

Throughout the turbulent proceedings the portrait of Mr Rust, freshly copied, stood propped upon a table beneath the judge’s bench staring out upon the wranglers.

When other entries in the book had been cited for their obscenity, all the witnesses had been called and my mother denounced  as a common prostitute, Counsel for the Defence waved the book dramatically at the 

judge and at the jury and brought his case to a  lurid and noisy climax.

‘Your Honour! He shouted. ‘Members of the Jury! He yelled. This book has proved to you the kind of people, the low shameless folk who visited the house of the deceased  [It did not trouble him that the picture was of the deceased and his client’s father] and I suggest to you, Members of the Jury, that a woman  who comes from the Red Light District is not the kind who does anything for nothing and I suggest that she painted the deceased and rendered other services and was paid – was paid for them.’

At this point  Prosecuting Counsel  rose to  protest but was shouted down by Counsel for the Defence who never paused in  his tirade

‘And now , with the eyes of the world upon her, and the glaring lights of publicity searching out the truth and the voice of American Democracy , your voice, Members of the Jury, demanding justice: with all these decent honest folk and social forces catching her up – what can she do but pretend and pretend  that she was never paid for the picture?

‘Members of the Jury, I ask you, I appeal to your consciences, would it be right to take this picture away from the man who  is its rightful owner, the son of the deceased, who long ago broke with his father and his way of living and chose instead, the life of  an honest American business-man  with a clean pure  woman, a decent American wife beside him and little innocent kiddies around him? Would it be right, I ask you, to take it away from  him and hand it over to this woman, this loose, light, self-confessed harlot who is not even an American citizen, who comes from England and declares she is soon  returning there. And would it be right, I ask you again, to cause shock and pain to  simple virtuous folk everywhere and to give advantage and satisfaction  to that small, very small I am glad to say, filthy  bunch of libertines – poets, painters and musicians – calling themselves Bohemians?

Members of the Jury, I implore you, I entreat you in the name of Liberty, Fraternity and Equality, in the  name of American decency, to give  this picture to the man who owns it and deserves it.

He swung abruptly round towards the judge. ‘Your Honour, my case is now concluded’

In spite of this great performance the judge, in his summing up, directed  the Jury not to take the evidence of the Visitors Book too seriously and he remarked decisively that he did not have the impression that the plaintiff was at all the type of woman that the Defence sought to prove her. When the Jury returned their verdict was in my mother's  favour.

There were celebrations in Bohemia that night. And when, as his reward, Mr Lantz was given the  copy which, in fact, was as good as the original picture, for an instant he showed his feelings – his delight.

Chapter 7. A Melting Pot of Children.                          

When the case was over we went  away. My mother had planned and saved up for this holiday many months before and chosen the most beautiful and exclusive resort on the Pacific coast – Carmel.. We travelled northwards through the dry desert plain between the coast range and  the mountains of Nevada, excited to be on the move again.

After a few hours the train stopped in the middle of a wilderness, and in the windless, scorching heat we waited

Story condensed. Eventually we were told that a tunnel had collapsed on the train in front of ours and that our train would be re-routed and we would have to change…We jumped out onto the  track, at a halt in the Mojave desert and found ourselves in a frontier hotel among   cowboys, spittoons and corpse-cluttered fly-papers…..When we reached  Carmel we tumbled into a furnished two-room shack and  the next day, with a load of pictures ,  went to the hotel They were placed in a prominent place, enquiries came at once and my mother started work. Even here she could not stop and she daren’t waste any time. Our  margin of money was so small. The better climate, the beautiful place, new, interesting people and picnics and bathing in the afternoons were her refreshment – as much of a holiday as she could take.

Her clients were people from the east. New Yorkers and Bostonians and she was very excited by them.

‘I do like Mrs So-and-So’ she would burst out when the sitting was over and I was back from the beach…How  different these people are – so much more cultured. If the war goes on much longer we’ll save up and go and live in New  York. I’d get  plenty of work there. I might even put my prices up and we’d  be halfway to England.

She was thoroughly tired of waiting and wandering and longing for England,  for a settled home and the security of her own country

The story of the artist in the next shack with a skunk under the floorboards and bats in the roof and the rain coming in everywhere.

When we returned to  Los Angeles, one of my mother’s wealthy friends lent us her chauffeur’s bungalow…I had no difficulty in finding the local gang. The empty lots all round were swarming with children of all nationalities and baseball and marbles were their games. I was 10 years old now and very tough and when my voice betrayed me (and we took endless trouble to preserve its obnoxious tone) – I had to fight for England again.

‘You must not arrive at Miss Morison’s school with an American accent’ my mother would say and the deeper we got into American life, the more English  we became.

It was at this time that I became conscious of my relationship with my mother and I marvelled at her understanding  and clever way of handling me. And I listened to her stories of her own mismanaged and unhappy childhood. And at this period, too, I discovered another remarkable thing about her.

When I first became conscious of the inferiority of my sex I had feared that for all her great love for me she must be sorry  that I was a girl and not a boy and  now I tackled her directly on the subject.

‘When you  were waiting for me to be born, did you  hope all the time that I would be a boy. Were you very disappointed that I wasn’t?

‘Of course not’ she burst out. ‘I  didn’t care which I was going to have All I wanted was a baby and I adored you as soon as I saw you. All babies are lovely and girls are just as lovely as boys – and women are just as fine as men.’

I believed her implicitly. I knew now that she was not pretending and that she loved me without one grain of regret  and, against all the  world’s evidence, had shown me that another deeper truth existed. I would not need to change my sex.

We had not been long in the bungalow when the Armistice was signed. For us, the news was overwhelming. England, the beloved country, had survived and was again victorious. Misty, green and beautiful. England – our England, was still there for us to come to. Noble, brave and righteous, sweet exquisite island  anchored in  a crystal sea, wrapped in clouds of  poetry and pageantry like no other place on earth.  The long long wait  was over.

My mother brought a small stock of children’s classics away with her and I knew them all by heart. They had merged to create a fairy-like landscape of such innocence and delicacy and beauty  that I  longed to walk through the sweet green meadows and climb the little stiles and meet all those lovely graceful children, those almost-human animals and feel all about me the presence of those stately kings and queens and goodly knights.

The war was over but we could not travel at once. Mines  were still drifting in the Atlantic and ships were still sinking – and we had to save up. So,  when the first excitement was over, we went on as before – but not as before. We could plan and look forward.

The Japanese children never joined in our games. They hovered on the edge in a mute trancelike way with inward-looking eyes. A little girl with long  sleek black hair attracted my interest. It was her hair that fascinated me. I stared and stared and then went up to her and touched it and after that, I was seized  by an irresistible desire to chop it all off.

I invited her into my garden and sat her down under a  tree, then ran into the house for some scissors.

‘I am going to bob your hair’ I said gently when I came back, trying not to frighten her. ‘Everybody has bobbed hair [except myself]   ‘It will look much nicer’.  She didn’t speak or change her expression.  She was the perfect victim.

I picked  up a handful of the lank black stuff – and chopped. The sensation was marvellous.. A chunk slid down her arm onto the ground. I picked up  the next section and chopped again. Then, my passion reaching its climax I clutched the top of her head with my left hand to keep it steady and ran the scissors all the way round, hearing and feeling the silky crunch as they sliced it away and seeing the chopped ends falling about. It didn’t take long.

‘There’ I exclaimed when I’d finished, looking at my work with satisfaction and thinking how  well  I had done it. ‘You look lovely. Much better than before.’

That evening there was a gentle knock on  our front door.  Outside the flyscreen stood the father and child. Only then did I see that her hair was all jags.

He was not angry – only grieved. He just came to make a formal complaint and to parade the damaged object of my barbarism. He was a very civilised man. He owned the local greengrocers shop. My mother gave him some money to have the child’s trimmed and the episode ended in smiles.

A little Mexican girl, a most talented child who sang and danced like a professional now persuaded me to join her in a raid on her school. We climbed in one night, she led the way up to a class-room, prised open the stationery  cupboard and cleared the shelves, dropping the things into two large sacks which we heaved onto our shoulders. It was eerie and frightening when we set off downstairs  again but I am sure that if I had done more of this I would have gained plenty of confidence and taken up burglary with the same enthusiasm  that I took up everything else. Her family were all thieves, my mother told me.

My mother was working so hard now, earning the money to take us home that she couldn’t listen so well to my  daily prattle and I didn’t confide in her so much – and with George Washington away, I led my own rich unguided life.

Billy Sunday’s Revivalist Meeting.  A big tent went up on an empty lot and on the night I crawled under the canvas and peeped from behind the platform, then slipped out, scoured the ground for pebbles , looped up my skirt, filled it and crawled back, then tossed handful after handful  over the back of the platform onto his head. There was pandemonium as I slipped out once more and ran home.

It was 1919. The savings in the bank were mounting and my mother reckoned that by the autumn we could travel and the seas would be safe. She had no money to spare for a holiday that year but an opportunity arose of getting away.

Shortened story of the blind girl and her mother.  The portrait of the girl was such a success that her mother wanted to be painted, too, and she devised a delightful plan.. Mr and  Mrs Crindlewood  owned a summer residence at Coronada and they invited us to visit them, my mother would paint the portrait and then take a rest.. We were given sumptuous rooms, taken for bracing drives and given gorgeous food    and when the day for the sitting came, the painter and the subject sat down together.. At the end of the morning when the picture was finished, Mrs Crindlewood jumped up excitedly to look. A gasp! When she rushed from the room my mother stood back from the picture to see what was wrong. She had painted a devil! She tried again the next day but did not show it. On the third day she was blind to it but it seemed alright, it was pretty  and gaudy and grand but when the woman rushed at it,  seized it and stamped on it and then attacked my mother, we packed   our bags hurriedly and fled.

When we  returned to Los Angeles my mother was told the story.

Their only child was born blind but grew up unusually attractive and intelligent and the father adored her. Blaming  him for the affliction, the mother grew more and more jealous until, one day, she was caught creeping up to the child with a knife in her hand. After that, she was sent away to be brought up by relatives in the east, returning from time to time to visit her parents.

We spent the last evening with the Norths, the dearest of all our Californian friends and because we couldn’t sleep that night for excitement we got up very early, before it was light, and walked back to their house. But we did not wake them We just sat on their .porch and then slipped away and took a taxi to the station.

While we were there, watching our last golden sunrise, a man darted out from behind some trees on the other side of the road and padded rapidly along the side-walk in rubber shoes clutching something that bulged inside his coat. We shrank down behind the balustrade, for those who knew too much, or saw too much, were so easily shot. When he had gone, my mother said passionately, ‘Thank God that we are leaving

We reached Quebec and boarded the boat. The hawsers were cast off, the horns and whistles blew, the tugs churned the water at their sterns and the liner moved slowly out into midstream and then down with the current towards the open sea.

We came away for six months – we stayed away for seven years. After so much wandering and working and growing up in other countries, we  were going home, going home to England at last

Part II

Chapter  1. London.

Amy met us at the station when we arrived in London and our first meeting was with my grandmother. The Campden Hill house had been  sold and she was living in a  hotel.  The next was the visit to  Miss Morison.

We took a bus to Westminster. When we came in sight of the school, I had a shock. The smoke-grimed building with a public house opposite and dingy little working-class cottages all round looked more like a workhouse than the fashionable school – the girl’s Eton.

A grey-faced seedy-looking porter opened the door and left us  while he went to fetch Miss  Morison’s secretary. She led us up the main staircase then, through an ante-room to some steep steps, Looking up I  saw her  at the top waiting to greet us.

She was short and plump and dressed in black. Her hair was black, too, parted in the middle, looped and held by combs each side, then coiled into a pancake at the back. Her face was grey-white and her grey eyes were set wide apart. Her  mouth seemed wide, too…On her bosom was a small black button from which hung her pince-nez which she pulled out and in.

She and my mother shook hands warmly then, as I advanced, she rushed at me, lifted me off my feet and, hugging me tightly whirled me round and round…I landed back on the floor quite breathless.

‘P darling’ she then burst out bending forward and  staring into my face, ‘to think that you are here at last! And she clapped her hands and seemed to dance up and down.

I was astounded by all this emotion. I didn’t know what to say or do, so I just  smiled. Then she seized my hand and dragged me to a sofa.

‘Come and sit beside me, darling. I want to hear all about your life in California and I want to tell you all about my school. You are going to be so happy here. You don’t know how lucky you are….I’ve been thinking of all  the wonderful things we are going to do together. Your old godmother still has a lot of life in her.’ And she laughed in a strained humourless way.

I wriggled away from her but I could not free my hand. Eventually she calmed down and talked normally to my mother. She had decided everything. I was to start school at once. Although the term was half gone the circumstances were exceptional…

I was appalled. I wanted to drift about with my mother for awhile as I always did, getting used to a new life I was in no hurry to start. In fact, now that I had seen the place and met my godmother, I didn’t want to start at all.

As we rose to leave she talked about her forthcoming journey to Palestine, ‘To visit the Holy Land, to follow  in Our Lord’s  footsteps has been the great ambition of my life and now, at last, I am to realise it. We shall  spend Holy Week in Jerusalem [she was taking Amy with her]  she turned to me. ‘P, darling what a lot I shall have to tell you when I return’.

‘Why must I start school at once?’ I burst out when we left.

‘Because I shall be house-hunting and I couldn’t drag you round with me’

‘I always came before and it never took long. I could help you. I’d love it. I don’t want to start school yet’

‘But everything is harder here, my love, and takes longer.  I know its horrid  starting but you’ll soon make friends. And the mistresses are all so kind. They know that you are new to everything here’  I saw how keen she was for me to go and so I submitted.

I was taken to an empty class-room and soon Miss Kiddle came in with some long  sheets of paper in her hand. I liked her but when she told me that I  had to do the entrance examination, I nearly fainted with fright. Although  I was nearly 12 years old  I had never done an examination and I knew how ignorant I was.

I stared at the huge sheet covered with questions and at the pile of blank ones on which they had to be answered – and froze. I wanted to jump up and run away. But I couldn’t. I was committed to all these people and to this dreadful building.  I could no longer  do things for things were being done to me all the time  I didn’t belong to myself any more. I was trapped before I was born in an old and dismal world that had seized me as soon as I came and was holding me tight in a grasp that was sweet and yet cruel, holding me down  in a dark disciplined place., I stared at those horrible papers not knowing what would become of me. Then the door opened and  Miss  Morison  came in.

She gathered up the papers.  ‘There’s no need for Philippa to do the entrance. She can go straight into your form’ And at that moment I loved her. The next day I started school in the lower-third

Bells were ringing all the time and scuffling feet could be heard all the time as upstairs and downstairs we trailed. I felt all wrong in my American clothes and not even my hair was my own any more. I was told to put it into plaits. I sat at my  desk and  gazed out of a window, paying no attention to anyone.

The lower ones were of frosted glass, Only the upper ones were plain and through one of these I could see a small patch of sky and when a cloud moved across  it or a bird flashed by, I nearly cried. I thought of the sun and the sea and the trees and the wild rough games – my freedom, my absolute freedom and I felt like a prisoner sentenced for life.

I opened my first essay with the sentence, ‘England is  a prison and this school is a prison within a prison’ I couldn’t laugh  or  even smile and I didn’t  make friends with the children

Day  after day my mother trudged about  the streets of Westminster until, her determination  rewarded, she found a small Georgian house near the school which, because it was so dilapidated and depressing, had been overlooked. It had been used as a brothel during the war. She had  £500 of capital left. She paid a premium to the Westminster Estate for a short lease and the rest went to the builders for doing it up.

When the Campden Hill house was sold, the contents were divided  by lot and now my mother arranged for the delivery of her share and  in January 1920,   on my twelfth birthday,  we moved into our English home.

Chapter  2. A Depressing Year.

My mother wanted our house to be gay and tasteful, the wallpapers lively and the drawing-room very dignified and grand. But not much of all this gaiety and grandeur was going to be ours.. The fine rooms on the top floor and those on the ground floor were designated for lodgers. We had to  squeeze into the floor between them, into  the grand drawing-room and the  small bedroom behind it.

She was quite sure that .our worst trials were over. Her efforts and anxieties had often been much worse abroad, when we were so alone.  She felt very secure and confident  now that she was home and among friends. She admired Miss Morison, she thought the school was wonderful,  full of aristocratic   children and she was sure that I would  settle down  and progress from one success to another as I forged a brilliant place for myself in the society of opportunity and consequence to which I belonged..

Miss Morison’s  long ecstatic letters describing first the wonders of Egypt and then, all her ineffable experiences in the land of the Bible  arrived regularly.. When I replied    I told her how well I was getting on at school and the mistresses’  reports were equally satisfactory. They had all taken to me. I was obedient and subdued and kept all the rules. I was a paragon of a child.

Before the term ended, however, the excitement over the Boat Race  momentarily  stirred me out of my apathy.  The children were all personally and passionately involved, professing a fixed family allegiance to one or other of the crews. Not knowing which to choose, I sported a light blue rosette, feeling  it to be a senseless and dishonest posture.

Before the day of the race, so great was the excitement that I was carried away myself and jumping  onto a table, shouted to the crowd in the dressing-room to  divide into factions, then charge and fight each other. I then leapt into the swaying mass just as a whistle blew and several   irate mistresses rushed upon the scene. The instigator of this disgraceful behaviour was ordered to own up. When I put up my hand they were shocked to know that the little paragon was the culprit.

I was not  punished on the grounds that I did not understand  public school ways and I sank back  into my usual state of  quiescence and popularity.

After Easter, the travellers returned and our reunion was ecstatic. Miss Kiddle relinquished her burden and Miss Morison resumed her weekly New Testament lessons, inspired now  by her recent pilgrimage..

I had had so little education, yet catching up had not been very difficult. The only really baffling subject was religion. I knew quite a lot about Jesus but nothing about God, In the world  that I had lived in He no longer existed. But here He still did. If, like all the other children, I had encountered Him early in life and grown up with Him, enjoyed years of familiarity with Him,  I am sure I would have accepted Him as they did,  in a dull incurious way. But I would have missed all the excitement of a surprise meeting. For the  sudden bombardment of His personality in lessons and daily services, had a portentous effect upon me..

It was like coming face to face with a new monstrous character in the world and a close relative, a father, and I tried my hardest  to understand Him. Yet, although His appearance, disposition, occupation, habitat and commandments were all minutely described  to me, I could never make out exactly who and what and where He was. I was sure that this bafflement was due to my own stupidity and that everyone else understood Him perfectly and I was afraid  of giving myself  away and for a long time pretended that I did, too.. Then, when my curiosity became more than I could bear, I plucked up the courage to ask the awful question.

‘Who is God’ I burst out to Miss Morison soon after she came back.

‘God is Love’ she replied instantly and went on with the lesson.

I wanted to ask then, ‘What is  love?  How can love be a man? How can a man be  equated with a feeling?

However much I tried to personify love , I couldn’t manage it and in the end I gave it up   and God became for me, the vague shelved paradox that he was for  everybody else.

.The mistresses were all basically  the same, frumpish, solemn and joyless or artificially frisky:  sad freakish shades of the  vast dark under world of European history. Although I accepted them because I had to, I always felt as if I was associating with people from another planet. And when I caught the virus of social snobbery, I looked down on them as well.

However indifferent to competitive games these women really   were, they had to subscribe to the cult of organized sport and Miss Morison, with  an eye always on Eton, followed  all the sporting events of the school year with excitement. The climax came in the summer term with the athletic events  on the Richmond playing-fields and the swimming competitions in Westminster baths.

I put my name down for the high-jump and the 100 yards race. I simply did what everyone was doing.

When I arrived at Richmond I was surprised to see a large crowd of distinguished-looking people, the parents, and as I watched the mistresses fluttering about with flags and tapes and the children talking in animated groups, I half rose to the excitement and  half recoiled from it.

A big crowd gathered to watch the high-jump. When we cleared the rope there was clapping and cries of, ‘well jumped!’ When someone failed and fell out there were groans and sympathetic calls of, ‘bad luck’. When only two of  us were left the excitement ran high.

Cynthia, the girl that I was left jumping with,  was a shy  sweet child and I was pleased each time she cleared the rope. I never thought about winning. I didn’t know that we were competing  for a prize and I smiled at her and didn’t jump against her but  against the rope and when  she won I didn’t care a bit. Then the crowd cheered and clapped  and pressed round us, thumping us both on our backs. And Miss Morison was watching.

When I entered for these sports,  I thought that we were going to jump and run  with each other just for the fun of it. I could never have imagined that the natural, joyful actions  of children could be transformed into anxious straining competitions marked by so much pride and pain and  into something so important that hundreds of busy, eminent grown-ups could travel to Richmond and spend the afternoon clapping  and cheering and getting so excited. The winner of each contest immediately  became a heroine and the meeting had almost the standing of a national event. I hated it. But by the worked-up glamour of it all I was already infected.

After my race when  I came in second again, I had nothing more to bother about and I strolled round with the crowds. It was not the athletics – but the parents that I watched. They  fascinated me – especially the fathers. They wore such lovely clothes and some were tall and  handsome but many were not, yet they all possessed the same subtle indefinable qualities:  a cool , unconscious poise, a casual fastidiousness, a nonchalance  that paired  with a look of gravity and authority. I knew that I was seeing and studying the English gentleman.. My mother’s brothers were  all bounders. But my  father had been a gentleman, I was quite sure of that and I wondered now if he had looked like all these splendid men. And I wished he had not died. I wished that I, too, had a father that I could walk beside.

Towards the end of the afternoon, a table was set out in front of the pavilion and  chairs were arranged each side and when Miss Glenday, the games mistress, was seen laying out the cups and prizes, the excitement ran high. When the parents began filling the chairs I joined the group of prize-winners.

Miss Morison and a good-looking father with a military moustache sat down behind the table and Miss Glenday,, with the list, sat  slightly apart.. Then, Miss Morison stood up.

‘My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen’ she began. I was taken aback by this. It had never occurred to me  that some of the fathers whom  I had been examining so closely and admiring so much, were Lords..’Once again’

she went on,  ‘I have had the great pleasure of attending, as headmistress, this important event – our annual school sports day. As I walked about the field this afternoon watching the many exciting contests, it seemed to me that the athletic standard was higher  than it has ever been [applause and ‘hear, hear’ from the rows of parents] and that  the sporting spirit was more evident than ever before .[still louder applause]. As you all know only too well, my Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, it is the school’s policy to concentrate, not only on academic studies, but on the equally important educational activity of sport. For while the one develops the mind, the other develops character and some would say that character  is the more important of the two.. But however that may be I think we can all congratulate ourselves upon what has taken place today. On occasions such as this I make no attempt to conceal my pride in the school [applause]. And now, My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, I am going to call upon that old and loyal friend of the school, Major General Sir Horace  Dawson, to give away the prizes. Nothing makes me more happy than when he is among us. [loud applause]. During these last remarks  she turned graciously towards Sir Horace who rose as she sat down.

‘Miss Morison, my Lords, Ladies and  gentlemen’. He addressed himself primarily to her at first. ‘You have described me as an old friend of the school, and that is very proper for I began attending  its functions when my children first entered as kindergarten pupils before the war and I have attended them ever since, even during the darkest days of the long struggle when the school  carried on so valiantly and I was able to escape for a pleasant hour or two from my duties on  the General Staff. [loud applause]. And so, knowing the school so well, I can certainly agree with everything Miss Morison has just said. The athletic achievements which I have watched today with so much delight are quite remarkable [applause] and for girls …most remarkable [more applause] and the sporting spirit is also…quite remarkable. With such a spirit running so strongly  through the school nothing can ever go wrong and before presenting  the awards for so much brilliant effort, I feel I must congratulate Miss Morison who, without any doubt is responsible for these wonderful achievements and for the wonderful spirit which distinguishes the school [loud applause] He turned towards her again. ‘On behalf of the parents may I thank you most warmly, Miss Morison, for the great example which you set, for the confidence which you inspire and for the brightly shining results which we see springing out from this great trust [loud applause]. ‘And now, I am to have the pleasure of giving away all these  fine cups and prizes to the winners and the runners-up who so well deserve them’. (Prolonged applause.)

Miss Morison stood up again and at a signal from her, Miss Glenday began reading out the names and the children walked up one by one to receive their prizes from the genial hands of Sir Horace. It was a new experience to walk between a row of such fine, important people… .Generals and Lords and ladies….all applauding me.

My two second prizes increased my prestige and that evening,  Amy dropped in to congratulate me and to bring a message from Miss Morison , to say how proud she was of me and to ask me to go out with her the next day which was a Saturday. When we met she  was ecstatic about my successes.

I still could not understand how so much fuss could be made over such trivial little feats of running and jumping. I pondered over the speeches and although I could understand the bits about character [I had so often worried about my own character]I could not see the connection with sport. If I participated in the sports once a year and swam in a few matches, how could my character be improved? And what was the sporting spirit?  I only felt, obscurely, that something simple and joyous had been turned into an elaborate ritual of winners and losers, the chosen and the rejected, with a high priestess officiating, assisted by an adoring band of believers and a large mixed chorus.

At the same time, I was now very much aware of the society in which the school  played an important part. Suddenly, I had a clear vision of the high privileged world to which it was linked, the world that my mother had talked about and coveted for me, my father’s world of kings and queens and pageantry, of ancient offices  and ruling orders, the fabulous world of empire and tradition, the England of heroic poetry and history. And for the sake of all this I found myself accepting the school. It appeared to me now, like a long unpleasant avenue through which one had to pass in order to arrive at the fine, fantastic world beyond. And the trees in the avenue were generals and lords, gentlemen and ladies egging one on and applauding, as one walked miserably but hopefully between them.

When  I won my races at the swimming sports a few weeks later, I was established in the world of sport. I had become a pillar of the structure I so disliked.

The school broke up for the summer holidays and I came home with my report for the year. On the work side, my marks were average. But the square reserved for the headmistress’ remarks was filled with quite incredible  reading matter. Miss Morison must have been hard put to it to find words  adequate to describe all my perfections – the excellence of  my disposition, my notably good influence. my  blameless record and splendid  public-school and sporting spirit. I was surprised to learn that I actually possessed this spirit without even knowing it.

We went to visit some cousins in Scotland and were joined by my mother’s old friend, Dame Florence Leach.. She had been Commandant of the Womens Army Auxiliary Corps during the war. She was very tired, divorcing her husband and needing seclusion.

They gave us the coachman’s house, put some sticks of furniture into it and we camped comfortably.

I was given an old kilt and I ran about the fields and woods, read books about the Jacobites and  wished that I were Scottish and not English. And by the end  of the holiday the paralysing blanket of depression lifted                                          and  my zest for living returned.

Chapter 3. Prison within a Prison.

It was my new school clothes which made the return to school bearable. Miss Morison had given me a smart navy  blue gym tunic and some white viyella  blouses. For a year I had worn  my American dresses and I loathed them and so my new  uniform gave me great satisfaction. Now I looked like everybody else and it helped   me to feel like them as well. And recovered from my paralysis , I lived with intensity once more and

naturally, was attracted to the most lively children Betty was  one of them. We tore all  over her house and at week-ends, she dressed up and went out with boys. And Rachel, the flibbertygib,  was another.

At school, my altered behaviour was noted at once and with the gravest concern. Miss Bullen, the Latin mistress stopped me in a corridor. 

I want to speak to you’ she snapped. ‘You have always been  admired for your dignity and seriousness. But this term you have changed. You are always smiling. You are smiling now. Why?  There is nothing to smile about. In future, I shall expect you to stop smiling’

I didn’t know that I went about smiling, and if I did – why shouldn’t I? After that, whenever I saw her coming I switched to a glum expression.

Then,  one day, Miss Kiddle asked me to stay  behind after school. She took me to an empty class-room 

‘You race along the corridors and run up the stairs, breaking  the rules , and your whole bearing has become frivolous and undignified We are very concerned about you and feel sure that you have come under a bad influence. ‘You must have nothing more to do with Betty’

I was shocked and dazed. I knew it was her class that they were down on. If she had been a peer’s daughter ,they would have  tolerated her  flirting and our friendship. When I recovered I  carried on exactly as before rollicking about with my friends – and with Betty, too, and nothing more was said.

My mother  was still unable to get much portrait work   and the lodging-house business was not going well. She could  never  get a good enough cook and the lodgers kept complaining of the food and leaving. The house was like a hotel  now with people moving in and out, often with no cook at all, my mother struggling in the kitchen herself with a tweeny, a little 14 year old orphan, to carry up the trays and make the beds.

One  day, I picked up a pound note . ‘Keep it’ she hissed as she snatched it. ‘The world has done us down so much we need to get something back sometimes’

Before the  war, Miss Morison’s Shakespeare productions  had been big events and now she revived them. She told me that I was to be one of the fairies in ‘A Midsummer Night’s Dream and rehearsals began at once.

On the first night I peeped from behind  the curtains. The big hall was noisy with talk and laughter and scraping chairs. I could see row upon row of starched and bejewelled persons. Half the nobility of England had come to watch us, plus the  Cabinet, the General Staff, at least one Primate, the whole  bench of bishops and  countless lesser divines from the  Sees of York and Canterbury.

I had never seen people in such fine evening  dress. My mother could never look  like that although she was just as beautiful as any of them, I thought, and just  as distinguished looking.. I had no idea that when men dressed up at night they wore black suits with satiny collars and white  cardboard shirts….And the jewels that flashed on the women, necks, the  simplicity yet regality of their dresses and their  wonderful hair styles and the way they took their seats, the way the men bent and bowed and looked after  them, lifted off their fur coats so deferentially, the way they all arranged themselves and sat smiling and talking – all  so self-assured.

At the end of the performance the ovation was deafening. Speeches followed and everyone was praised and congratulated, especially the brilliant producer   ‘that  splendid  lover of Shakespeare’ who had worked selflessly that our girls might live inside and love the noble lines and characters of the great dramatist and carry away with them for life,  not only the memory of these performances but something of the sublime spirit of the Bard himself.

We could not get away for the Christmas holidays for we had no money and my mother could not leave the house.. She spent her days preparing meals for the lodgers  and her evenings writing letters  to stave off her creditors.. And the bailiff became a regular caller.

On Christmas Eve, two servants arrived at our house, literally loaded with presents from Miss Morison…and with them came a letter.

Dearest Louie,

I send these few things with my love hoping that they will make Christmas a little happier for you both. I am  so sorry for you. I only wish I could help more to relieve your terrible situation. There is only one thing that I can think to do, one offer that I can make  which will perhaps lessen the weight of your worries. If the worst comes to the worst and you have to leave your home, I will take Philippa into the boarding-house and pay for her and care for her. You need never worry about her future which, out of my great friendship for you  and love for her I will  always ensure. I sincerely hope, dear Louie, that this solemn promise will make Christmas, the festival of the birth of  our dear Lord,  a more joyful occasion for you  both.  Ever your loving friend.         Amy  and I leave for Bournemouth  this afternoon. I am utterly exhausted.

My mother was very quiet after  she read this, not as joyful as she was expected  to be.

Chapter 4. The Crisis

When we all met again on the first day of the new term – Betty was missing. I sensed that it had something to do with me and I wanted to go to her but I heard that she had been sent  away to a boarding-school and when the holidays came again, my own life was so troubled that I never went – never went  to assure her of my loyalty.

My mother never opened  the front door  now without peeping from a window first and every time the bailiff caught her with his superior wile and pushed the Summons into her hand, it was if he had struck her and depression settled on us both  And on the heels of the bailiffs came the dealers.

Chairs and cabinets were lifted out, the mirrors came down from the walls,  the porcelain disappeared from the mantlepiece, the room gradually emptied until all the colour and richness  and  fine beauty were gone- all my great-grandfathers’ treasures.

After each sale we both felt wonderfully relaxed. She paid up the  summonses, bought  a few essential things, I could ask her for the fare to Richmond where we played games on Saturdays – and then it would all begin again.. She went on engaging cooks but most were incompetent, dirty and dishonest. Then, everything changed.

Condensed story of Batten – our mad maid.

She came with her cat, Tippoo, passed on to us by a cousin because she didn’t get on with her other maids and her eccentricities were very harmless. She was a marvellous cook, the house sparkled and the lodgers were satisfied.

Every day, she walked to Buckingham Palace with a bunch of flowers for the  Queen and every morning when a detachment of the Guards marched past the house with band playing, she stood at the front door taking the salute – and my mother guessed who she was. A bastard but a princess of the House of Battenburg. She  had  painted Prince Louis and Prince George and she recognised the face.

There was peace and delight but still, my mother could not pay the bills and she decided to divide the house and let the lower half as a furnished flat at a rent far above what the lodgers paid and free of the troublesome business..

Deferentially she gave Batten notice and she was out every day interviewing prospective mistresses.. Then, one morning when my mother was washing something at the sink, she turned as Batten came in and  caught a devilish expression on her face and she wondered, after that, how she was going to give her a reference and if we would ever get rid of her.

When the flat was let she had to occupy a room with a  temporary partition wall, through which she could be heard talking to her cat and one night , the words coming through were frightening.

‘Yes, Tippoo darling, that’s what I’ll do. Yes.  That’s what I’ll do,  my darling. I’ll lift my ‘and to ‘er. I’ll lift my ‘and to ‘er an’ it’ll ‘ave an ‘ammer in it, yes an ‘ammer in it, an’ I’ll give ‘er such a crack on  the ‘ead, such a crack on the ‘ead,  my beautiful  boy. Oh Tippoo, my beautiful boy…’

We barricaded our room that night but in the morning she was gone. She had fled in the night and my mother did not have to go to the police And that was the end of our royal maid – so mad, so murderous and 

So pitiful.

We were living rent free now but unless  my mother earned, we still did not have enough to live on. Then, she was inspired again.

Beauchamp Place, once a very ordinary little street, had recently been invaded  by all sorts of intrepid people, many of them ‘the new poor ‘ trying out new  ways of surviving. And the new traders soon transformed it into a fashionable shopping centre.

Attracted herself, my mother wandered up and down gazing into the rich sophisticated windows and wondering  if she, too,  could not participate  in this revival. Finally, she stopped before the smart door of  The Merchant Adventurers, interior  decorators, the ‘new poor’ teaching the ‘new rich’ how to look as if they were the ‘old rich’.

She went in and made them a startling proposal. She asked if she could sit in their window and paint  quick portraits.  The idea surprised them but true to their name, they grasped its publicity value and agreed to let her try..

The next day, a list of the royalties she had painted, a card with her fee, five guineas, a sample sketch and two chairs were placed in the window. One of the shop women was glad to start things going and they both sat down.

A crowd collected outside. A queue formed and at the head of it was Mrs Stanley Baldwin. And soon, with a waiting list, she settled  down to a regime of two a day. The shop took no  commission, content with the publicity and pleased at her success.

Suddenly, she was earning £50 a week!  Relief and joy flooded into our lives, everything seemed to lighten and expand, England seemed less of a dreary prison and even my school  less of a ‘prison  within a prison’. Miss Morison watched all this and professed to be overjoyed at the improvement in our affairs.

Chapter 5. Godmother’s Triumph.

The big event of the spring term every year was Prize-Giving Day. And this year Princess Mary came to honour the school. A dais was built for her and tiers of benches , reaching to the ceiling were constructed for us  and extra chairs were hired for the parents and friends

All dressed in white, we climbed onto our benches and, stacked  together we must have looked like a massed choir of angels – or  bank of monstrous tropical flowers. The ecclesiastical programmes fluttered in the parents’ hands and the roar of their talk came up to us.

The Princess passed along  the  red carpet and the moment she put her foot on the dais, Mr Bates, our singing master, waved his baton and we led the great assembly in God Save the King.

One after the other, all the great personages got up and praised the school and quoted the motto, ‘That our daughters may be as the polished corners of the  Temple’, expanding it, getting lyrical about it and stuck in it, each ending with a heartfelt tribute to the  headmistress. I still admired the men who made the speeches, their expressionless but handsome faces and arrogant upper-class voices.

Colonel Wigram was always to the fore on these occasions. He was one of the King’s  Equerries  and a member of the  School Council. Short and square, he was particularly pompous. But he covered it over with a genial fatherly manner, emanating that same ruling, authoritative  ‘something’ which so intrigued and attracted me

The Princess gave away the prizes and I was sorry that I had not won a prize for, more and more, I liked to be  one of the elect. We stood up on our cloud and sang  Blake’s ‘Jerusalem. And how I loved that song. I could have gone on singing it to the Princess, to the fathers, to   that grand glittering  world and to myself 

forever and ever. I could no longer hear that the walls mocked the words that we sang

That year I won the Victor Ludorum and Miss Morison took me  out to celebrate my triumph. She wanted me to spend part of the holidays with her. She would take me abroad but I told her that I could not  leave my mother. I thought that I had got through the year very well.  I had been admonished for  minor misdemeanours, for my smile and for my friendship with Betty but I felt successful and pleased with myself. Then, before the term ended, running up the stairs two steps at a time, I was caught by a prefect and reported to Miss  Morison  At 4 o’clock I went cheerfully to her door.

‘Come in’ she called. She was busy writing at her  desk. Removing her pince-nez she turned and looked at me for a second and then put them  on again and went on writing. ‘I’ll attend to you in a minute’ she said coldly. Sit there And she pointed to a chair. I sat down and waited and soon began to fidget. I wanted to get home. At last she put her pen down, took off her pince-nez again and let them spring back to her bosom and turned to me.

‘I have something very important to say to you, Philippa. You are now 13 years old, you have been nearly two years here, quite long enough to have learnt all the rules and the high code of behaviour, to have discovered  and made part of yourself the spirit of the school. You have distinguished  yourself in sport, you have become a leader that  everyone  looks up to, and for this I am proud of you. But a leader must set an example in every way. Success in sport is not enough. The right spirit must  go with it and this, I am sorry to say, you do not have.

It has been  reported to me that you were seen running up the main staircase two steps at a time.  You know perfectly well, the rule is one step at a time. And it is an important rule and this is not the first time that you have broken it  I have called you here to tell you that, in future, I shall expect you to observe this rule and to alter the spirit  inside you which governs your behaviour It makes me sad to have to say these things to you.

She got up and I thought the interview was over and I murmured something  about being sorry. But instead of dismissing me, she moved two chairs into the middle of the room.

‘Sit there’ she said, pointing to one of them and when I did. She sat down on the other, facing me, and so close that our knees were almost touching. Then, for a long time she just stared into my face. And  I stared back into hers. Then she spoke again. But now her voice was different. The note was low and there were hardly any pauses, she talked on and on in a monotonous, repetitive  way gazing into my eyes  all the time.

‘You run up  the stairs two steps at a time breaking an important rule and letting the school down…why do you hurt me so….you don’t appreciate this splendid school my school your godmother’s school….you go running up the stairs two steps at a time letting me down….why do you hurt me so  I had such hopes of you that you would love my school love the spirit that pervades  my  school but you are failing me running up the stairs two steps at a time letting the school down letting me down….you do not understand the spirit of  my school you refuse the gift that I am trying so hard to give you and you will grow up  without it and grow into a useless and unhappy  woman….you are failing me running up the stairs two steps at a time….

I stared into that white face and I could not understand why such a trivial thing like running up the stairs was such a dreadful sin, why it hurt her so and why I was such  a failure. Then, as the monologue  continued, I  felt something happening to me, I was  getting weak, I was nearly crying and I couldn’t think why, for I didn’t feel sorry or sad. I hardly heard her words any longer, just the sound of her voice and then a question…

Why don’t you speak?  Why don’t you say something?’

But I couldn’t speak. If I had I would have cried, She was closer to me now, bending forward, her face getting nearer and nearer to mine and although I strained to hold myself together, I was trembling and tears were running down my cheeks And   a strange look was coming into her eyes, a glittering, wild, triumphant look which frightened  me

…running up the stairs, breaking the most  important rule letting the school down letting me down why do you hurt me so…why don’t you speak…why don’t you say something..

And then I broke. I dropped my face into my hands and wept uncontrollably and at that moment she flung herself upon me and clasped me in her  arms, crying out again and again, ‘my darling, my darling, oh my  darling’. Then  she lifted me onto my feet and wiped my face with her handkerchief, smiling at me…and then she kissed me, bent  down and kissed me all over my face and on my lips. I stopped crying. I was now stiff all over, hating this even more than the other and  I stood pressed  against her bosom hard and resistant. But it didn’t discourage her and she went on kissing me  and calling me endearing names until, at last, she drew me to the door which led onto the back staircase.

‘Go and wash your face before anybody sees you and then go straight home’  I stumbled down the steps to the wash-place and stayed there a long time trying to recover. When I came out her door was shut and I went down to the cloakroom. There was no one about and I put on my hat and coat and slipped out of the front door.

I was longing to tell my mother all that had happened to me but when I reached home, I couldn’t. I still felt stunned and  ashamed of my  own weakness and I didn’t know what to tell her, how to describe it. I could make no sense of it myself, so how could I make sense of it to her  She would just think that her dear friend had been reprimanding me for some little  thing and then consoling me afterwards with her godmother’s love. And it wasn’t just that. But what it was I didn’t know  and so I said nothing. I just told her that I’d had a row at school and she didn’t even ask what it was about

No.  It wasn’t just that.  Not a godmother’s love  but a sadistic  illicit love.

When the term ended my mother was quite worn out. Painting in that window was a great strain and she had had to give the whole thing up. For three months we had been rich but now the game was over. But she didn’t worry. She had given her address to all her sitters and she was sure that there would be a steady  flow of work which she could carry out in her own home. We packed up  and went away together to enjoy a summer’s respite from it all

Chapter 6. Sir Vincent Caillard.

When we returned she began  painting at once, extending her reputation among the Beauchamp place people and  getting known in  the school as well – for the two worlds were the same. Rachel’s family were one of the first to be interested and she was asked to paint Augustine Birrell – their favourite uncle.

He had been Chief Secretary for Ireland in Mr Asquith’s government and, as one of the last of the nineteenth century  scholar-politicians, was well known  as a poet and man-of-letters.

When my mother arrived by appointment and was shown into the library, the large untidy figure crouching  in an armchair behind a table on which was a pile of books and papers, did not move

‘How do you do’ she said , advancing towards the scowling white-haired lion, ‘I’m afraid  I’m interrupting your work’  There was a grunt as the lion rose for an instant to shake hands and then sank down again  And she looked about the room.

I hate disturbing you but the only place that I shall be able to see you will be the near the window’  At that he shrank still deeper into his chair.

‘I’m very busy. I don’t want to be painted. Its my niece’s idea , not mine’

‘Oh, I am sorry’ said my mother sympathetically. ‘I didn’t know that. Well, look here,, you needn’t move at all. Go on with your work and let me paint you just as you are, hunched up in your chair, lit by the lamp, with your books and your work all round you. You needn’t keep still, you needn’t take any  notice of me, you’ll hardly know I’m here. And I shall enjoy it much more’  and she gazed at the corner in which he was sitting: the books, the old prints on the wall above the fireplace, the shaft of dull light from the window behind, the rays falling from the lamp onto the table and in the middle, the splendid old man with the shaggy white hair and fine [still scowling] face.

Not another word came from him. She unpacked her paints and  went to the kitchen to get her water jar filled. When she came back she fetched a chair from the corner of the room.

He went on watching  as she took command, not in the least mollified by these painless arrangements, if anything,  even more resentful at being caught so completely in her toils.

Everything was ready and she sat down. As she did so, her legs flew into the air, she turned a backwards somersault and crashed onto the floor. At that, he leapt from his chair and plunged to her rescue.

‘Are you hurt? I hope  you’re not hurt ? he asked in alarm

‘What happened?’ she gasped, half laughing, from the floor.

‘That chair only has three legs’  he replied as he helped her up. ‘I am so sorry. I do hope you’re not hurt’.

‘I’m alright’ she said and they both laughed. He roared with mirth as he carried two sound chairs over to the window and  then helped her with  her paints. He talked and enjoyed the sitting.

My mother now received a commission to paint Sir Vincent Caillard, one of the great industrial leaders of the day. He was in his seventies, tall and good-looking but not the bland, well tailored handsomness that I admired in the parents.. His face was intelligent and sensitive and the just perceptible Jewishness gave it subtlety and depth.

He ordered a life-size portrait of himself, to be done in his country house at weekends and they arranged to travel down to Wiltshire together.

The work went well and when Lady Caillard learnt that my mother had left a  child at  home, she pressed her to bring me with her the following week-end.  I had stayed in the boarding house and hated it and I scrambled through the week at school, not caring about anything, for the visit was before me.

Chapter 7. Love and Sir Vincent.

I was given a lovely chintzy room and I ran round it looking at everything and then went down with my mother to the drawing-room for tea.

How commanding he was and yet how sensitive. He could have been a priest, a  high-priest – a pope.  He was ,in fact, a musician. After a single cup of tea he rose and muttering something about his work, left us for the lonely mountain top.

I put on  my party dress for dinner and people told my mother afterwards how beautiful I  looked. But such remarks then I thought foolish. The  next morning, Sir Vincent and my mother shut themselves up together, the  other guests disappeared and I was left to myself. I walked about the garden and then came in. I did not want to read any of the  books in my room but I had seen one  that I liked – in the lavatory.

The lavatories were just as splendid as all the other rooms. They were very large, the polished mahogany  seats stretched from wall  to wall and were very comfortable to sit or lie on. There were heavy pile carpets, rich damask curtains,  period wallpapers and, in every one – a small library.

Ours was particularly well stocked and I went  straight there and chose my book. But I didn’t  take it away. I believed these books were put there for a purpose, to while away the time of constipated visitors and should never be removed. And so, it was there that I spent most of my time on my first visit to Wingfield House

I dressed for dinner again and without waiting for my mother, strolled out of my room, along the  gallery and down the main staircase. When I reached  the  angle of the stairs and turned, I saw Sir Vincent at the bottom. He was looking up at me and smiling. Then, to my amazement, he held out his arms and stood as if waiting to embrace me.

   I stopped. I was instantly filled with emotion. ‘A father! A father!’  was my one thought,  ‘more wonderful than any of them!’ I wanted to leap into his  arms and cry for joy. But I was afraid of giving  myself away, the great longing that was in me.  I  walked down and when I reached the bottom  he took me in his arms and kissed me on the forehead.. There were sounds of people approaching and he let me go. Several  times, during dinner I caught his eye and I knew it was not just by chance – and I marvelled at what had  happened to me.

The next morning, he and my mother were shut away together again. When I saw him  at lunch I knew that he had not forgotten me.  He was going to Washington and for the final  touches the portrait would have to wait for his return. When we left for the station, the house-party crowded to the door to see us off.

‘The portrait is going splendidly’ Sir Vincent said and Lady Caillard effused as well. ‘We are all looking forward to your next visit. ‘And be sure to bring Philippa with you’ he called out as the car moved away.

The next day, I was back at school. But  everything was different for I had a father like everyone else. I half imagined that I had a family, too, and position and security, that I was one of  ‘them’ – that I belonged.

Chapter 8. Success and Disappointment

We spent Christmas with Miss Morison in her new country cottage, of which she was very proud. When we arrived she showed us all over it, and then after unpacking in our rooms, we went down to the jolliest of teas.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    .

She was at her very best, vibrating with fondness for us both,  a forced sort of humour and a heavy sort of charm.. And how attractive she could be. There were times when I was powerfully magnetized, when love swept through me and I responded to her jokes, her flattery and her arch antics.  But never for long always I recoiled and the seeds of infatuation which had sprouted for an instant, died when the cold came back.

We knew that we were  going to do a little painting but we didn’t know that we were expected to decorate the whole house.  We set off the next morning to buy paint and brushes. She knew nothing about such things, nor could she cook and my mother had to do that, too.

On Christmas Day, I went with her to Morning  Service. My mother did not accompany us. Miss Morison had long accepted   that she was a  heretic. But with me it was different. I was her godchild, she had captured me in time, my mother’s light and empty influence was heavily outweighed and I would never follow in her  sad and barren path. She would see that I followed the right road, the Church’s road.

Stiff and strained but intimate, sharing  something that my mother could not reach, we followed the good people of Southwold and the bells. My mother stayed cheerfully in the cottage, cooking the Christmas dinner

A few days later, Mrs Just arrived. Now  that she had the cottage, Miss Morison was anxious to give holidays to all her friends and servants. And poor Mrs Just  was so in need of a rest. She worked so hard, she had a  ne’er-do-well drunkard  of a husband and two children and lived in the deep dark school basement and never got away. Now was her chance to give her a real treat and show how grateful she was for all the years of her devoted service.

After cooking 100 school lunches and 30 boarding-house suppers every day, just cooking for us would be nothing, Miss Morison said. She would be able to rest the whole time, go to bed early and get up late, put her feet up and feel absolutely free.

Mrs Just was a large heavy  woman, the stone floors had given her flat feet and she was stone deaf’ She could lip-read enough to  understand simple things, but most of the time  she lived in a quiet closed world, communicating  only with her sympathetic  smile. She adored Miss Morison and was steadily wearing herself out in her  service.

She cooked the supper when she arrived and the next  day, rose at her usual time and brought us early morning tea in bed.

‘Dear Mrs Just’ cried Miss Morison from her pillows, ‘you shouldn’t  be doing this. I told you to stay in bed late. But it is sweet of you. You know how much I love it’ And the early cups continued.

After breakfast she put on her hat and coat and with a basket over her arm, came to  ask Miss  Morison for the shopping list.  

‘Here it is’ she said, handing her a carefully prepared document ‘And while you are in  the town, please buy me some stamps at the Post Office and, it won’t take you a minute, do drop into the drapers and get me a reel of blue cotton and some pins. I want to begin sewing the curtains. Oh! and just one more thing, it won’t take you much out of your way, do call at the plumbers and tell them that one of the bathroom taps is dripping. That’s all, that’s really all, dear Mrs Just and when you get back you must put your feet up and have a good rest’. With a grateful smile, Mrs Just set off When she returned with all the groceries, there was a conference in the kitchen

‘Where will you put all these things? In these cupboards?’ asked Miss  Morison as she opened some doors. ‘Oh dear!  How dirty they are. Before you go to rest, it won’t take you a moment, do give them a scrub out and, at the same time, you might just do the floor, too. Then the kitchen will be fit to  use’ She turned to go, then stopped. ‘I’ve just remembered something very  important Before you do the kitchen, dear Mrs Just, could you help me unpack  that case of china? If we do it  together it won’t take long. You’ll have the whole afternoon to rest. There won’t be a  thing more to do. I can manage myself. I’ll even get  the tea.’. Mrs Just followed her out of the room and very soon she was unpacking the  case alone  Miss Morison having skilfully removed  herself.

Mrs Just was kept toiling from morning till night. The sea air and the change may have done her good and living in such intimacy with the mistress she adored may have warmed and satisfied her heart, but so far as physical rest went, she would have done better at home.

My mother marries again To John Moore, the widower. Shortened account.

We arrived very early at the Church, taking the little dog which Miss Morison had given me and when she left me, I settled myself in a pew, tucked him underneath and told  him not to move.

When Miss Morison and Amy arrived they joined me in the same pew, fell to their knees in prayer and then sat back and waited.. Miss Morison was in a good mood for she was pleased about this marriage, sure that it would detach me from my mother and drive me nearer to her. Then, deciding suddenly that her umbrella was in her way, she bent forward and pushed it under  the pew and at that moment, caught sight of the dog. And exploded in horror.

‘How could you do such a thing,  Philippa. You know that dogs are not  allowed in  Church. It’s  sacrilege! You must take him out at once, And you’ll have to stay outside with him , You can’t come back’ And with a lot of scuffling and commotion we squeezed past them   out of the  pew and walked down the  aisle and out of the big door. When John arrived and the ceremony began, I opened the door a crack and peeped.  And that was how I attended my mother’s wedding.

It lasted six months and then he left her. And she talked to me.

‘I should never have done it. I wasn’t in love with him  I wanted a man to look after me. I was tired of fighting the world alone. He  had a good civil  service salary and I wanted his money. He never loved me I was just a passable widow with a comfortable house and behind me, he believed, a comfortable income.  He married me for my money! That’s what makes it so comic.’ And she laughed in a bitter way.

I couldn’t tell you all this at the time’ she went on. ‘I didn’t want you to know that I was only marrying to get kept. For that’s not the  way to do it. And he certainly took me in. I was sorry for him. I thought he had  suffered and needed looking after. And I thought he was good and kind. But when he discovered that I had no money, he was horrible to me  It’s not he that  suffered but that  poor woman – his wife

Amy spread the news. Miss Morison was incredulous. Her hopes and plans were  dashed again

We went to Wingfield House again and in the evening I put on the new dress that Miss Morison had given me. And now I wanted to be looked at. I wanted Sir Vincent to admire me . And he did. I could see his  eyes light up when we met at the dining-room door and he put his hand on my shoulder. My birthday had been the week before. I was 14 years old

After dinner we went to the music room to be entertained by Sir Vincent at the organ.. Sitting up on the bench, the hooded light shining down on the keyboard and the stops’ he swayed from side to side. Even  his back was splendid and I watched him without moving. Then he stopped and looked round.

‘I’ll do some practising now and join you later

Lady Caillard rose first and as I followed her to the door I smiled at him. I wanted him to know how much I had enjoyed his performance. He responded with a  quick inviting gesture.

‘Come  and look at the organ, Philippa’  and the next moment I was at the bench beside him. He began  explaining how it worked but when the others had all gone and their voices had receded into the distance, he stopped and twisted round towards me.

‘What a lovely child you  are’  he said staring into my eyes, ‘You make me want to kiss you whenever I see you. He drew me to him, holding me against his body and then, bending down, kissed me on the mouth, so hard that his teeth hurt my  lips and he didn’t stop until, recovering from my surprise, I pulled away and instantly he let me go.

‘Now run away quick, darling, and catch up the others’.

As I hurried upstairs, I could still feel the devouring  pressure on my mouth, his unpleasant breath was still in my nostrils, his body hard against mine. I felt stupefied and when I reached the drawing-room I had something to hide and  I felt  ashamed. I sat down  near my mother, absorbed in the thing that had just happened to me. Thinking I must be tired,  she told me to go to bed and before long, she followed me.

What is the matter with you tonight, my love?

‘When I stayed behind in the music room to look at the organ, he kissed me.

‘I shouldn’t worry about that, darling, He’s such a lovely man, even if he is rather old, and a kiss or two                                                   won’t hurt you’

She thought me so beautiful herself and she was pleased that Sir Vincent thought so, too. She was beginning to be interested in my growing up and the  delicate attentions  of so fine a man  she thought quite harmless. She believed that young girls should learn gradually about life from honourable men.

I couldn’t get to sleep. I still admired him yet there seemed to be a flaw in him, something unpleasant that I now knew about He was not the god I had believed  him to be, not the perfect man and benign  large-hearted father, adopting me as another daughter. He was something that I didn’t understand and didn’t like –an old  man lover. I wept with disappointment.

When we met in the morning  I felt shy of him. But he soon put me at my ease, talking to me as if nothing had happened between us. But something had happened –not only to  me but to him. He was looking at me  all the time now and his eager expression half flattered and pleased me and half frightened me. When I smiled at him now I did so in a careful, closed up way, I was on the defensive but at the same time preparing myself for new adventure.  If I had lost him, or never had him, as a  father, I didn’t want to lose him as a friend and I knew that if I rebuffed him he would dismiss me as a silly child, not worth noticing and talking to. I knew that I  must  suffer  him although I had no idea   of what he really wanted..

There were two more such encounters that week-end. First, when he took me to the library where he worked and let me choose a book – and then embraced me. And later, when I came in from the garden and he drew me into an ante-room  and caught me up violently and  his tongue probed my mouth. And I hated it but did not struggle.

‘Darling’ he said as he released  me, ‘You must come again in the spring when we can walk in the garden together and then you must learn to kiss me properly’

He opened the door a crack and listened, then stepped out and looked up and down,  then he went one way and I the other. I was now engaged in a clandestine  affair.

The following year, the portrait  was  ‘hung on the line’ at the Royal Academy  Summer Exhibition. And in June we went again,

The weather was hot and the garden, which we had only seen in winter, was now bursting with glory. Exotic flowers, vine-covered walks, rose trellises and lily pools and the  air was filled with perfume.

After tea on the terrace, under a striped  awning, the house-party broke up to wander in small groups among the flowers, the blazing quietness acting like some sweet contagion upon  everyone.. When my mother  and Lady Caillard  strolled away together, Sir Vincent turned to me and I went with him, into the deep concealing wilderness of flowers.

He took my hand and without speaking, we walked until we reached a distant arbour thickly covered with honeysuckle and bougainvillaea. Inside it was a wooden seat. We sat down, he put his arm round me and looked at me, looked first into my eyes, then downwards at my body, then back into my eyes.

‘You are a naughty girl’ he  said, ‘to leave me for so long’

‘I couldn’t help it’ I replied, ‘so many things have happened to  us’.

‘I know sweetheart. I didn’t mean that seriously. But I’ve missed you so much. I’ve thought about you every day. Have you ever thought about me? I’m sure you haven’t.

‘Oh, but I have. I’ve often thought about you’ I answered even more childishly.

‘I know how you’ve thought about me. You’ve wanted to ask me about the political situation and to guess where the world is going.’

‘Yes. Yes I have. But not only that. I’ve  thought about you in lots of other ways too. ‘

.Have you, darling?  What other ways? Tell me?

‘I’ve thought  about you playing the organ. I’ve thought about you in that lovely room with all those books round you and…and…

‘Yes? Go, sweetheart’.

‘I’ve thought about you and…..and…me.

At that he swung round and hugging me tightly kissed me with such violence that my head bent backwards and I could hardly breathe. And again I hated it. His breath was rank and there was a sour taste  to his lips and tongue. I felt nothing but repugnance and boredom. But I had to go on, receive his rancid kisses and pretend  I liked them.

He released me at last  and leant back against the seat and, for a few minutes talked about the garden. Then he bent over me  again.

‘I wish you liked me well enough to kiss me  as I kiss you. Won’t you try, darling. Let your little body go and kiss me properly. I know you can. But you don’t try. You still resist me.

I made a weak mechanical attempt to please him but soon stopped and grew inert again.

‘That was a little better’ he said, ‘but not half good enough. My little sweetheart makes love with her big brown eyes and her smile and then stops. She’s a naughty tantalising little thing. I would like to give her a good spanking, only I daren’t, she would be so angry with me.

I tried to make sense of this baby love-talk and, feeling that I had earned the right to change the subject I began asking him political questions. Then, suddenly , I stopped. He was no  longer listening to me. His left arm was  round my  shoulder again and his right hand was travelling slowly over my dress and up my leg…I  waited to understand what he was doing, then took his hand very politely and removed it. He gave way and sat back with an impatient sigh, staring moodily out into the garden. Then he tried again…his hand  moved up to my breast and  I jumped away and roughly pushed him from me.

‘Darling, why are you still so frightened of me? I would never hurt you. I only want to caress your lovely little body.  Why won’t you trust me? I said nothing. I was too bewildered. Then  he looked at his watch and stood up….

We went again to that arbour. He sat down first and held out his arms.

‘Come and sit on my lap, sweetheart.

‘I’m too heavy’

‘Rubbish! I shall think it’s a fairy flown done into my arms., sitting on my knee.

Awkwardly I sank into his lap and he pulled me back and kissed me and then I felt his hand fumble with my dress and petticoat and then creep under them and  up the inside of  my thigh. I jumped out of his arms and stood staring angrily down at  him.

‘There goes my little fairy again,  furiously leaping and fluttering about when she could be so happy if only she would stay quietly in my arms’.

And my week-ends at Wingfield House were always  like that. I learnt how to hold  him away, always hoping that I would do what he wanted but his never-ceasing attempts to explore my body always mystified                   and annoyed me and I was thankful when the amorous days were over. I had lost him as a father but I would not become his Lolita.

Chapter 10. Unlawful and Damnable.

American  children were all brought up on the story of George Washington yet when I was among them I was never aware of his noble example being followed. In England, on  the other hand, one of the first things that I noticed was the George Washington behaviour  of the children. A mistress had only to say, ‘who has done that?’ and the culprit  would own up at once and be punished. But instead of admiring this now, I reacted  against it and when, in time, I realised that the George Washington code and the public-school spirit were one and the same, I was shocked and worried. But as the years passed my conscience became more  insensitive and stoney.

Now, at the age of 14,I had the mind and heart of a criminal. There would be no point to burglary and arson  and all the other crimes of the underworld, I argued to myself, if, as soon as the hunt was on, the criminal walked into a police station and gave himself up.

As the rules and ways of the school were impossible to live with, I continued, I had to break or ignore them. I was obliged to wage a form of covert war upon the school. It was my duty to outwit the mistresses and conceal everything  I could from them for they, from Miss Morison downwards, were the police in a society which I hated and only endured because I had to. I thrust George  Washington out of my mind and marched grimly along my amoral, anti-social road without him.

Miss Morison proposed sending me to another school. With weekend visits and alluring holidays she would rid her school of my bad influence and finally  detach me from my mother.

My mother and I took several  day-trips to look at schools.. They were surrounded by green fields and rolling hills, screened and  shaded by beautiful trees and only bird song disturbed them, they looked clean and pure and peaceful – they looked so boring.

I now preferred the grime and squalor of the city, the sound of traffic, the view of buildings, the living waves of people, the smoky  highly charged stimulating air. My home and the school lay close to the very  heart of Westminster, within a short  walk of St James’s  and a long walk to St Paul’s, shaded not by inanimate  and voiceless trees but by Parliament and  Palace. I had no real friends but I clung to them for their fathers,  the Cabinet ministers and generals, the dukes and  earls  and lords-in-waiting. For the whole  high, vivid world of London I chose to go on suffering. I had become my own gaoler.

Disappointed again, Miss Morison grew frantic and the interviews  became more frequent.  Several times every term we faced  each other on the two chairs and afterwards, struggled  inconclusively  in the adjoining bedroom. I was stronger now and it took her longer to overcome me but, as she felt my resistance growing, so did her madness. After  each frenzy she glowed with delight and I knew  that only if I  could withstand the  first sadistic assault, could I  thwart the ecstasy that followed. And I prayed for the strength.

The autumn term of 1924, when I was 16 years old, I reached the sixth form and the final nightmarish months of my school life. Every day of the week Miss Morison sent for me and we looked into each other’s  eyes and struggled for mastery. In between I went to my classes but  the battle was the only thing that I could concentrate upon. The daily battle was my life.

On  the last day of the term we queued  outside  her  office to say good-bye  and I waited with an easy mind believing that a month’s respite  was before me. But  when my turn came she didn’t hold out her hand.

‘I’m not going to say good-bye to you, Philippa. I want you to come to breakfast tomorrow and we’ll say our good-byes then.

The boarding-house was strangely empty and quiet for the children had all gone home the day before. We hardly spoke during breakfast while the maids were waiting on us. Afterwards, she led the way up to her sitting-room and the fight began all over again.

She had plenty of crimes to roll off,  my very attendance at the school was a scandal and that morning she excelled herself. Everything was remembered  and everything was magnified. She was more forceful, her eyes more mesmeric and devouring. Yet, somehow, on this day, I matched her strength with an equal power. I daren’t speak  but as long as I just looked at her in silence, I could hold her. At last I could hold her. Yet my strength didn’t appear to disconcert her. On the contrary, she seemed more exhilarated and confident than ever – for she had something in reserve.

She didn’t hurry. She let me struggle. She could see how hard it was for me. She pressed, then stopped as if it was over, then pressed and pierced again. On and on, longer than ever before, more desperately than ever before. And then it came, the final stroke, the stroke to end it – the ultimatum!

‘This cannot go  on, Philippa. The school comes before everything, it stands above both of us and its honour lies in my keeping, yet you, you whom I love and have tried so hard to guide into the proper path, my godchild – alone  disgrace it. And when the school is hurt I am hurt. I have been patient with you always hoping that love and tenderness would soften your heart and bring you  to understand how stubborn and mistaken  you were. But now I can see that my patience has been exercised in vain…Unless you can change – you will have to go. I give you three months. If you have not conformed in that time, I shall have to expel you and you know how grave a thing that is. ‘  There was a threatening note in her voice.

As I listened, I knew that I would never change and never conform. I was working for Cambridge and hope  and hopelessness were mixed together in my mind as I went on staring into her white tense face. And now she was sure that I would break. I could see the excitement in her eyes as she waited for it. But I didn’t. In the same moment   when I believed she had destroyed me, I had won at last – for I held and I held and I held her..

Trembling, she stood up and pushed her chair back. I got up, too,  and waited. She came up to me and put her arms round me and held me limply. And neither of us moved. We just stood looking at each other and despair was in her eyes -  and hatred.

She dropped her arms and still without speaking, I left the room, then walked out of the house. I had gone about 50m yards when, without having heard her, she had crept up behind me and was bending and peering round into my face – and she saw that I was crying, that I had broken in the end. With a triumphant smile she turned and walked back  to the house. I went on home, weeping then  with rage.

That night , at about two o’clock, we were woken by three loud raps  of the knocker  on the front door. We jumped out of bed, flung up the window and peered out In the light of the street lamps, we could see the figure of a woman on the door-step. There were three more reverberating crashes. We ran downstairs and my mother opened the door. With her hair hanging down her back and a coat over her nightgown, Miss Morison swayed into the hall. Her eyes were shut and she spoke to my  mother as if she were someone else.

‘Louie will hate me’ she moaned, ‘Louie will hate me. I adore her child. I worship the ground  she treads on’ She repeated these words over and over, swaying all the time. My mother thought she was sleep-walking.

‘Louie won’t mind’ she answered soothingly, using the same third person. ‘Wait here a moment and I’ll get my coat and take you home’. I watched from the window. She returned  in about  half an hour.

‘I put her to bed and then I woke Jessie [her personal maid]. She must be dreadfully worn out to sleep-walk through the streets like that, poor thing. She might have been taken  up by a policemen. But what was rather strange’ she added ‘ was  that when we reached the house, she took the latch-key out of her pocket and told me to take  off my shoes and to be quiet going upstairs so as not to wake the servants. She seemed quite normal then.

Bewildered, she went to her doctor in the morning and I waited nervously. She came home utterly changed.

‘He said it wasn’t sleep-walking but hysteria. He told me things that I didn’t know about and said – that you must  never see her again.    And her love will turn to hate’.  And  my whole soul leapt.

On the first day of the new term at five minutes past nine, the telephone rang.

‘Why isn’t Philippa at school? The voice at the other end screamed.

‘I’m coming round to see you’ was all my mother said.

She went and told  her that I’d left.

 Part  III

Chapter 1. Loneliness  and Street Adventures.

.

Even a prison is a little world and when I escaped  from mine, I was nowhere but I worked hard, with tutors and at Easter spent a week at  Newnham College taking the exams.

I was  back at school. The same notices  and rules pinned up on notice boards, the same clanging bells the same rushing to noisy communal meals, the same society of girls, the same frumpish teachers – the gates locked at  half past ten and no fraternising with the undergraduates, And when I went for my interview with the Head, I sat facing a solemn  grey-all-over disciplinarian.

I  returned to London and told   my mother that whether I passed or failed I did not mean  to go to Cambridge. I  wanted the world as wide and high and free as I could get it.

I had been lonely at school  when surrounded by people. Now, with no friends, no family, no social position and  no money – it was the loneliness of isolation. But these were not disabling privations. A good book was effective in suppressing my needs, but a journey through the streets was better.

I loved  London and I soon had friends in the markets and the pubs, I sat with night-watchmen in their shelters before their braziers and got to know the tramps and buskers and the black-teeth children of Pimlico,

In a draughty echoing arcade beside Trafalgar Square, a violinist played  every night. There was no classical piece that he could not perform  and although the  tone was often atrocious yet,  as the notes soared and sang above the noise of traffic circling the great imperial meeting and marching place, they sounded beautiful to me and his lonely swaying figure pouring music over the meandering, clotted crowded, moved me.

He was not easy to know but one night I  forced myself upon him, hung round him all the evening and when the theatres closed and the crowds were  thinning and he stopped and wrapped his instrument in a piece of silk and walked away – I walked with him. When he  turned into a Lyons Corner  House he invited me to come in, too.

He was soon joined by his busker friends coming in from their stands in the West End. They were professionals of a kind, enjoying steady work and a rough respect and in the warmth of Lyons they relaxed and seemed happy in a grim harsh way. There was a scratchy  quality about them as if the grit of the gutters had got into them.

Soon, I was holding out his money dish and  chasing stingy listeners. He had a woman who always joined him in Lyons but I knew that I could easily displace her in his Kentish Town lodgings and fall into his rich rough street life. When, eventually, I broke away I avoided that sweetly singing corner of Trafalgar Square.

When a bye-election was announced the in East End, I travelled  down to Limehouse to canvas for the Conservative candidate. I knocked on my first door, smiling in a friendly way and an old woman peered out but instead of responding to my sweetness and charm, she lurched out onto the doorstep shaking  her fist in my face. It was people like me, she shouted, who were the cause of all her troubles.

I tried to talk to her but all my beautiful ideas for  rescuing the world were  useless. I was a vapid, inglorious Galahad, falling  at the first encounter. And I approached the next  house warily..

The steps were worn away, the walls  were cracked, the door warped and paintless, the windows broken.  I knocked. A young woman with a baby in her arms then stood before me Her hair was matted, her face dirty and so were the hands that clutched the dirty baby. A horde of thin, chalk-white children peeped from behind. She looked at me for a moment then, with a curse, slammed the door.

I did no more canvassing , but went from  house to house peering through  the curtainless windows into the empty rooms where families lived on the floor and when I saw an open door, I went  in to the  dark stinking hall. The walls were stained and the floorboards soaked with urine ands a mound of excrement was in a corner. When I heard someone moving, I ran.. Staring like a traveller through the underworld I walked all day through streets like these until terror drove me home.

I began attending left-wing meetings and one night, in Hammersmith Town Hall, sitting in the  front row, I waited excitedly for the speakers to take the platform. Then, just before they did, there walked into the hall – a scarecrow!  A hairy , top-hatted down –and-out dressed in a filthy greasy raincoat, carrying  a parcel of old newspapers under one arm and a bundle of rags under the other..

I stared with astonishment and watched him advance towards the platform, walk up to the front row, and then along it until he came  to the empty seat beside me where he stopped, let his bundles slither to the floor and sat down.  There were several empty seat  upon which he could have spread himself, but he chose to squash against me, the skirt of his raincoat falling over my lap, the hard contents of his pockets digging into my side.

My first reaction was to jump up and change my  seat. But I couldn’t hurt his feelings however much provoked and I sat there, choked by the smell of him, not showing my repulsion, surreptitiously pushing his raincoat off my legs and when I had recovered from the first shock, knew that I had wanted him and must have attracted him.  Out of this great crowd, to be singled out for all this stench and discomfort was my good fortune – opportunity dropping, quite literally, into my lap.

He  was utterly unconscious of me and afterwards I followed him out into the street and walked along beside him and when we  came to  a pub, invited him to come in.

We pushed through  the swing doors and I helped him with his parcels when his bulging figure stuck. By the time we were both inside  all eyes were upon us,. We sat down at a table, I ordered beer for us both and he began to talk – and never stopped.

He was a regular Tower Hill speaker with a brilliant, half crazy gift of the gab. He had no particular subject, he must have preached to the crowds about everything, as he preached to me -  from the  abolition of the clergy, the bad manners of bus conductors, the futility of work, the corruption of barbers [he had stopped going to them for this reason], the usefulness of slot machines to ‘fire in the  trousers’  [a phrase from an old Spanish proverb] , he said.

We stayed until closing time and then crossed the Broadway and took the Underground.  When I got out,  he got out too, He clung to me now and gave me his address.  A well-known  doss-house, and asked  for mine. I gave him my telephone number and when, at last, I managed to retreat to the staircase and backed up two or three steps, he followed  me to the bottom and once more dropping his parcels, reached up, clutching the iron handrail and stood there in his battered top hat and his rags  and his face all stubble and  grime, looking up at me  passionately in the pose of the romantic lover. And his peroration  was  one of the  most lyrical, turgid, obscene  and beautiful poems  that I have listened to,  or read. It must  have taken 10 minutes to declare,

These adventures continued, increasing in richness and range until, to refuse any experience would have been a betrayal  of my nature, cowardice, lost opportunity, loss of stored up  power for the future. Sometimes I did turn back to save myself but  always I went close enough to look over the edge and my life became more and more uprooted and unstable.

 But as soon as I became conscious of this wild  scattering  force, I became  conscious of another, the one that preserved me from disintegration, the golden thread – my centre And I saw it now at the start of another stage of the foreshadowed journey.

In the meantime, my mother was grinding away at her portraits, keeping us alive and giving me the time and freedom to  stumble about – waiting.

She was worried about me but she didn’t know what to do and so she just talked about me to everyone she met in the course of her work. And this method of determining my future eventually bore  fruit.

When her husband became Chancellor of the Exchequer and then Prime Minister, Mrs Baldwin decided to patronise  the arts in a bigger  way and she gave commissions to several struggling artists. My mother received orders for life-size portraits of herself, her daughter and her grandson.

By this time, my mother had not only lost  her finest painting powers  but her integrity as well. The problem of my growing up made the need for money greater than ever. She had to launch me, give me a chance to meet young men and marry and when the choice was between me and high artistic standards  - it was the standards that she sacrificed. Occasionally , in a fury she would cut a  canvas up but generally , if it pleased the sitter she would let it go. And most only wanted something grand and life-like. The Downing Street portraits were all like that. But they passed, brought money and brought others.

One day, an official car stopped  before our house and  a beautiful woman accompanied by an important-looking man got out, rang the bell and came in. They were the Prime Minister’s Principal Private Secretary, his PPS, and Mrs Baldwin’s secretary. They had come to talk about a portrait. 

She was about 35, petite, with large, grey,  almond eyes and a slightly aquiline nose. She had an Eton crop  and wore a leopard-skin  coat and her hem-line, even for the prevailing fashion, was well above her knees and she displayed her slim shapely legs with obvious pride. They were a striking pair.. We supposed they were engaged..

The business of the portrait was soon settled and a few days later she returned for her first sitting.

There was an easy uninhibited ‘something’ about her and as the work progressed my mother  was soon talking about me. Miss Chard showed immediate  interest and  I was called in to meet her.. She greeted me like  an old friend and every time she came her friendliness increased. She told us about Downing Street, about all the exciting things that happened there and all the interesting, important people that she met. Her chatter was fascinating. Then, one day,  she arrived with  a proposal.
Her work was so heavy that she and  Colonel Kinko [her pet name  for Sir Ronald] had decided that she needed an assistant. After a lively account  of  her duties with Mrs Baldwin – she turned to my mother.

The  first person that I thought of – was Philippa!’ Then she turned to me. ‘Would you like to come to No 10 as my assistant?’

‘Oh yes, of course I would’ I gasped incredulously. The very idea of working at No 10 Downing Street in daily, intimate  association with this fascinating woman took my breath away. And my mother was as over-come as I was.. Then she addressed her again..

Kinko hopes that you will lunch with us at his flat tomorrow and talk the whole thing over? I do hope you’re not engaged?’
Sir Ronald  lived in a small flat in Shepherd’s Market in Soho, looked after by his old ‘nanny’. The rest of the building , he told her on arrival, laughing, is occupied by prostitutes. They talked about the portrait until Nanny announced lunch. And then discussed the plan for me to work in Downing Street.
‘We can’t bother the PM about this’  said Sir Ronald. ‘Neither he nor Mrs Baldwin would ever be convinced that another secretary is necessary  We  can arrange it as if it was  an official  appointment. I can do any 

explaining that is needed.’  Then Miss Chard went on

‘Philippa will have to learn to type but I’m sure  she’ll pick that up quickly and do as well  as I do. I still only  use two fingers! ‘ And they laughed again.

‘The training  will be invaluable for her’ Sir Ronald continued.  ‘A girl  starting at No 10 can go anywhere – all the prize jobs  will be open to her. If she proves capable  I will guarantee  her future.

‘When can she start?’ asked Miss Chard finally.

‘Whenever you want her to’ replied my mother. ‘She’s not doing anything. She can begin at once.’

‘Good!  Then let her come tomorrow’.

In a whirl of mutual  esteem, satisfaction, excitement and gratitude the little  party broke up – and they returned to Downing Street

Money was never mentioned . My mother would never have dreamed of suggesting anything so mercenary and vulgar. Just the honour and opportunity were rewards enough. She was ready to work on and support me indefinitely so long as I was settled in so splendid  a position with the chance of meeting men of mark and getting married.

When she came home she recounted every word and described everything – Nanny, the flat and the prostitutes.  When I heard that Sir Ronald lived among them in the slightly wicked  neighbourhood of Shepherd’s  Market, I regarded him with even more wonder and interest. And she added something else.

‘From the appearance of the  flat and the way she behaves, I believe they’re lovers.

The next day, on a fine hot summer morning, at the age of 17, with two long pigtails , I walked up to the door of  No 10 Downing Street and read the inscription on the door – Prime Minister First Lord of the Treasury – and rang the bell. The commissionaire opened it and I stepped inside.. I was acutely conscious of 

the moment, that the road  was now clear and straight  and lighted up before me, that I had only to keep on it to fulfil my  high destiny while at the start, to obtain security and  position, a fashionable marriage  would not be difficult to achieve. When the door closed behind me I was taken to my office and I took possession of a huge desk.

Chapter 2. 10 Downing Street

Miss Chard greeted me in her usual animated way and the first hour was spent in friendly talk – that is to say, she did all the talking and I the listening. She told me all that she had done since we last met, passed on the latest gossip about the Baldwin family and when secretaries came into   the room, gave me colourful  accounts of their characters and lives as soon as they were gone.. When at last, she remembered that she had some work to do  and stopped, I was glad for I was longing to begin my job.

She knocked off two or three letters and then began again although this time, in between the lively chatter, she did manage to show me what she wanted  me to do.

She had been Mrs Baldwin’s  secretary for three years but the work had been so overwhelming that she had never had time to do any  filing and, in consequence, all the  correspondence lay in piles upon the floor  along  two entire walls of the room to a height of about two feet.  When she needed to refer to something she had to plunge into the most likely sector in the  long bank of paper, hoping to be lucky. As she seldom was, it was only natural that she should set me to the filing of this dusty buried heap.

She showed me the system and I attacked my task with enthusiasm.. But  after a few days, before I had  had time to make any impression on the bank at all, she decided to accelerate my training. I was to go on with the filing and learn  to type  as well and as soon as I was proficient I could relieve her of this purely mechanical chore.

I was delighted for I was avid for work and responsibility. The only thing that worried me was that I could never do enough for at least half of every morning was taken up in talk

I was too naïve  to see  how much she was enjoying it, boasting and posturing before a callow girl.  I did not know then how insecure and lonely  she really was, why she needed an audience so much and  into what dangerous indiscretions, as well as engaging honesty’s, this weakness could lead her

An entire morning was  given to the story   of her life. She had grown up in poor circumstances and at an early age, had left home with a man-friend and knocked  about from job to job and place to place with one friend after another. It was during the war that she met Sir Ronald.

‘Of course he didn’t have his ‘K’ then, he was plain Colonel Waterhouse. We fell for each other at once and he got me a job as one of his assistants. After the war he went to the Treasury and he got  me in there. But it didn’t last long. There was a blistering row and we had to go. Then, he became equerry to  the Duke of York and I was soon the Duchess’s private secretary. That was a marvellous job. We both had a whale of a time until the King got to hear of us. God! Didn’t he swear. He went purple in the face and nearly had a fit. But he got his way, the old bastard! He had us sacked! But it didn’t bother Kinko. He came on here and when the Baldwins moved in and she needed a secretary, well, naturally, he recommended me!

She filled out the tale with a wealth of rich and racy detail and I sat entranced even if my fingers were fidgeting with the typewriter.

A well-known woman MP was often at No 10. One day, Miss Chard came bouncing back into the room with her eyes flashing.

I ran straight into Fifi  [that was their nickname for her] and she gave me such a look. Of course she’s after Kinko again. She’s mad about him. And he’s just laughing his head off. He can’t  stand her. Old horseface  he calls her. She wears crepe soled shoes and plays golf. She only got her seat because her husband is one of the PM’s best friends  Poor Kinko! He’s having an awful time. I told him he ought to pick her up and spank her.’

She got up from her desk and walked up and  down the room in deep thought., then stopped and looked charitably down at me. ‘When I become the first  woman prime minister you shall be my private secretary’ Then, her  expression changed again ‘I’d better see how Kinko’s getting on. He may need rescuing.’ And she whisked out of the room.

Then, day after day and week after week, I was entertained by the unfolding episodes  of a most startling  and enthralling serial  story. I knew that Sir Ronald had a wife somewhere. I  didn’t know upon what friendly terms they were.

She possessed many valuable jewels and furs which were heavily insured and a plan had been devised between them by which they would be  stolen, their value claimed and the money equally divided.

After receiving an outline of this plot I next heard  that the first part of the operation had been successfully accomplished. Sir Ronald had removed the valuables from his wife’s house to  his flat. Then, I waited  keenly  for the day of the robbery, for an account of the way the thieves had entered through  the unfastened window, for the result of the police investigations, for the lamentations of  the owner and sympathies of everyone in Downing Street. Then, for the arrival of the insurance people,  for their acknowledgement of the claim and maximum pay-out.

The plan and its execution had been perfect. For a few weeks, Sir Ronald’s master mind had been diverted from its normally high preoccupations and its outcome  made them comfortable for life.

It was a fantastic tale but I became so interested and emotionally engaged  that by the end, it seemed quite  a natural happening in the story-telling world in which I was now living.  For, although I caught glimpses of many people and I could feel  the solemn urgent life going on all round me, yet I scarcely ever left the room and I never   got to know anyone beyond it. I was shut away  with this  babbler whose pitiful mind created a whole new teeming underworld that soon enveloped me. I seemed to be in yet another prison, looking out this time through the distorting windows of Miss Chard’s consciousness  onto a high but peculiarly reduced and rather shabby futile world.

In spite of this  intensive extension of my education, I was  soon typing all the  letters and I managed to reduce the pile of papers.

Whenever a different kind of letter had to be written, a decision  made or a problem solved, Miss Chard went at once to Sir Ronald,  coming back with the answer  or the draft which she copied surreptitiously  and then passed to me. I also  guessed that all the standard replies which we used, marked A..B.C.D. etc had, in the first place , been prepared by him. In fact, I knew that she was incapable of writing an accountable letter or  of forming a responsible judgement and  that Sir Ronald was carrying her completely.

When the holiday months came, although I was no longer at school, we left London for 6 weeks. The grandest people travelled north  in August for the grouse-shooting and we decided to do so, too  - not  to shoot but to  be among them.  We were still naïve enough to believe that in a small holiday place some of the barriers  would be down and there would be opportunities for making friends and joining in the summer gaieties. And my mother was always sure that I only had to be seen to succeed – that once they glimpsed me, the young men would pursue me and everybody else would admire me. She had to learn that pretty but impecunious girls were not appreciated for their charms but, on the contrary, were hated, humiliated and quickly driven out. She did not understand the forces that create the gulfs.

This adventure was made doubly exciting when I was invited to spend a fortnight with the Chamberlains in Perthshire. Dorothy  had been my friend at school  and my mother had painted her.

On Sundays in Aboyne, we went to Church. We saw the dukes and lords and lairds take their places in their private pews and read the  Lessons and hand round the Collecting plates, We sang and prayed but even in Church, we did not belong.

But this Highland play, ‘a fragment of society cavorting on the  banks  of Dee’  was so novel,  the individual performances so entertaining, that often I forgot that I wanted to be in it and just enjoyed the watching.

Then, leaving my mother in Aboyne,  I went to Kindrochit House  on the moors at Struan, expecting to see Mr Chamberlain and to talk politics with him. But the day that I arrived , he left and I found myself alone with Dorothy and her mother and little brother.

The  first morning, I was woken by the  sound of bagpipes skirling below my window as an Atholl Highlander marched round and round the house – and I was happy, even without Mr  Chamberlain,  for I belonged. I was a guest of the great and one of them, engaging in everything they did, not just watching.

Every day we set off with picnic baskets walking  or cycling, sometimes driven in a hired car. When we reached some beautiful loch or moor-top, Mrs  Chamberlain would settle down on a rug and take her shoes off, let the pins out of her hair and read or sleep.  Where no one could  possibly  surprise her she could dare to  look undignified and relax. Leaving her, we climbed or fished or bathed. When we passed through a village or approached a crofter’s cottage, she would rouse herself.

‘Those look like new houses’ she would say, or, ‘that cottage must be dreadfully small. I wonder if it has a bathroom?’, and then with all of us behind her she would march up to the door and knock. When it opened and the woman  looked out with surprise, she went on parade and with a charming smile and carefully blended mixture of grandeur and simple friendliness addressed her, using the same words every time.

‘I am Mrs   Neville Chamberlain. My husband is the Minister of Health. May I see your house?, and always without another word spoken, the woman seemed to melt aside and we all tramped in. We went from room to room, poked our heads into  cupboards and peered into every corner while the woman kept up a running apology for the dust and disorder. And we always left with the same speech.

‘As I am sure you know, my husband is keenly concerned about the housing problem and by his policies is encouraging new building all over the country. He will be very interested when I tell him what the houses are like here. Thank you.’

When the husbands came home at night I am certain, very often, they were told  that a very grand lady had called who said she was the wife of a Health Inspector or,  was he a building contractor, anyway, she wanted to see their house and tell him all about it.

I returned to Aboyne. We walked on the  moors and watched the Highland Games – always alone, we never made a friend. In the evenings, when the music from the balls and parties came floating over the river, we sat in our room making up doggerel rhymes about the grandees whom we knew so well – yet didn’t know at all. We were not so awe-struck and downcast that we couldn’t laugh at them and at the same time, admire them. And the time passed and we returned to London.

Chapter 3. The General Strike.

I did not tell  Miss Chard the truth about my holiday. Although we were both  outsiders and social climbers we were not united in adventure. For all her friendliness and her confidences she always kept me at arm’s length, deciding from the start, unconsciously perhaps, that we were rivals – not partners.

The office was in a state of disorder. There were unfiled letters everywhere and a basketful of unanswered ones on her desk. Although she was pleased to see me back there was a hard resentful look behind her smile.

Before I went away, she spent the mornings with her dressmaker, her milliner or her  hairdresser while I did all the work, but received no  salary and could come and go as I pleased. Then, one day, after pacing up and down the room with her hands  behind her back, in one of her Napoleonic moods, she stopped and faced me.

‘Philippa, I’ve  been thinking lately about your training. It seems to have stopped. There’s a lot more for you to learn and many ways in which you could be more useful to me. For one thing, I ought to be dictating. It’s time that you learnt shorthand. It will be to your advantage to become more qualified. I’ve spoken to the   Chief and he agrees.’  The next day, the Chief paid us a visit.

‘Miss Chard  and I have been  discussing your training, that you should now learn shorthand and should you do this, I’ve come to tell you that I would recommend that you then enter for one of the Civil Service clerical  examinations. This would give you proper qualifications, a recognised position, a salary, increasing with  your years of service, a fortnights paid holiday every year and a pension when you retire.

I did not want to learn shorthand or become a civil servant but I trusted Sir Ronald, his knowledge and concern for me and enrolled at a  Pitman school. Then, the chance came to break out of my cage.

Miss Chard came in one morning very excited. Her doctor had  told her that she would have to have her appendix removed. This portion of her intestine was so entrancing! And the importance  of it all and the prospect of spending a fortnight in a nursing home being petted up by everyone, delighted  her. She talked of nothing else and was out every day buying herself a trousseau. When the great day came, she left in the highest of spirits.

I was quite confident about carrying on alone and if faced with any difficulty, I only had to run along to  the Chief, as she did: to that mysterious ‘other side’ of the building where the real work was done, the work of governing a quarter of the world. For a fortnight I had the freedom of Downing Street, power and opportunity.

The next day, I sorted the post and, after  selecting those letters which directly concerned her, went upstairs for the morning interview with Mrs Baldwin.  

When I came in, she greeted me as if there was nothing strange about my coming We discussed  the letters, I took notes and then talked about her programme for the day. After  about a week she gave me the opportunity I longed for.

‘I want you to come to my Thursday receptions., my dear’ she said calmly one morning. ‘You can help me with the people. Look after the lonely ones, hand them cakes and talk to them, introduce them and, when you see that I’ve had enough of someone, take him away. Can you start this week?’

‘Yes, of course, I’d love to. And  I’ll help you all  I can’ was how I answered restrainedly, all excitement inside.

I bought myself a black dress and hat and when Thursday came I made my way upstairs to the reception rooms, reported to her and then turned keenly to my duties. And now, I was not just watching all these interesting Important people but going up to them and talking to them – with a right to be there, a job to do and a place among them.

I visited Miss Chard in the nursing home. Her room  was stacked with flowers but the only thing she cared about and looked at was a bottle, standing on her bedside table. When I came in she snatched it up and held it out for me to see.

‘Look! There it is!  Look at the condition it’s in! Have you ever seen anything like it?

I never had. It was her  appendix preserved in alcohol. She then launched into a long account of everything  she had observed or been able  to find out about the operation  and only when she had exhausted the subject did she ask about the work at  No 10. I gave her all the news and, at the end, mentioned casually, that I was now helping Mrs Baldwin at her receptions, and I could see that she didn’t like this. 

When she came back she brought the bottle with her and she’d   no sooner flung off her hat and coat than she was gone again, clutching it in her hand to show to everyone she met.

When she asked me about my shorthand and I made her absence my excuse for missing my classes, she looked at me suspiciously.

On Thursday afternoon, I changed in the cloakroom and went upstairs – and we met. She had never seen  me dressed  like that before. With a glance she took me in from head to  foot, muttered something, then turned and disappeared. As I stood by Mrs Baldwin I caught sight of her in a distant corner and, suddenly I saw her as she really was.

She was always so confident with  Sir Ronald, with the secretaries and flirts who came into our room, when giving complimentary tickets to her milliner or dressmaker, or when alone with me . But now, among those  high established people, all her confidence had left her. With no presence, style or manners, she had retreated  into a corner with some little nobody like herself, and she looked cheap and pathetic – just a common little street girl. I couldn’t stare but that moment was enough and I went on with my job.

The next morning she came in very late, found fault with me, found something that I had not done – then started talking.

‘Aren’t  those receptions the most boring things on earth? I can’t think why people trouble to go to them. I wouldn’t if I didn’t have to. Of course, they’re  something new to you, you still find them amusing. I’ve had so many  they just give me a pain. You’ll feel the same very soon. You looked smart. Black suits you’. With this remark she shot me a dangerous glance.

After several years of Mr Baldwin’s healing policy and apparent social peace, the country was splitting apart again, constitutional government was being challenged and the old  rumours of revolution were in  the air. It was the summer of 1926 and the long-drawn-out stoppage in the coal fields threatened  to end in a  general 

strike.  When it came,  things changed for me as well.

On the first day, when all public transport had disappeared from the streets, an official car fetched me from my  home in Chelsea and drove me in solitary grandeur to Downing Street. I felt like a Cabinet minister as I sat back in one of the comfortable corners, gliding past the people tramping to work. I had been too young to take part in the war but now I could serve England in a hundred ways  and destiny had  placed me at the centre of it all. When I walked into No 10 I was burning to embrace the high historic hour.

The hall was full of people and there was a tenseness in the air. The doorkeepers and messengers looked at me  with a new responsiveness, a new closeness and my solidarity with Downing Street was absolute.

When I opened the door of our room I was amazed to find it full of women and Miss Chard prancing  from one group to another, inflated with new power and grandiloquence. When I reached my desk through the crowd  she came up to me and explained rapidly  that, inspired by Mrs Baldwin, a women’s  convoy system was being organised and she was in command. Then she frisked away to chatter to the volunteers again . a mixed collection of Whitehall typists, debutantes and her friends. I recognised  her intimates among them, her hairdresser and milliner. A few of them could drive a car.

The women lolled on the sofa, or sat primly on the chairs which had been brought in for them,  or leant against the walls, or propped themselves against our desks – and more  kept coming until the crowding and the talk made the room unbearable. Then, after a trip  upstairs, she addressed the gathering.

‘Ladies’ she began, ‘I have a message for you from Mrs Baldwin. She wishes me to thank you for responding so splendidly to her appeal for volunteers and to tell you how confident she is that this convoy organisation will play  a vital part in breaking the strike and frustrating the attempt to overthrow constitutional government. By taking out the cars and bringing the people  in to work the business of the country will go on. The country will not stop and starve for you, Ladies, have  answered the call. You will keep London working, London moving, keep the great heart beating and while it beats the country and the Empire cannot fall.’   Not much of this was Mrs Baldwin’s.

‘She has put me in command’,  she went on, ‘and I shall work without rest or relief until the Reds are defeated and  victory is ours.  Will you come back tomorrow when I will give you your jobs..

The women  turned towards the door and moved slowly out. I could not tell what they really thought of the speech but upon me its  effect was devastating. Some of my keenness had evaporated  the moment I came into the room, and now it was  gone altogether,  punctured and poisoned by this ridiculous performance. My attitude to the strike was  already ambivalent and now a strong wave of sympathy for the strikers  swept through me – and I froze to my desk.

The next morning the limousine fetched me again and I told the driver to pick up some of the walkers. Fortunately, only about half the women patriots reported for duty. The rest were found wanting at the crucial hour. The Transport Office sent the drivers off on common chauffeuring jobs, some of the others hung about and the rest went home again.

On the third day I was banished from the scene altogether. With a grim expression, Miss Chard conducted  me to my ‘operational post’, and after explaining what  I had to do, left me. And there,  in solitary confinement I stayed until the strike was over.

My ‘post’ was a small  telephone room close to the Cabinet room. In it was a table, a chair and directories of every kind. At first, it felt like another  prison , a miniature one this time, until I realised that it was a secret spying place, for the window looked out onto the Terrace – the famous Downing Street Terrace and at various times every day, the Prime Minister paced up and down, sometimes alone, sometimes with his colleagues. If  I had opened the window a crack  I could have heard what they said.  I enjoyed being hidden there while England was being torn and tested.

My job was to look up  names and numbers in the telephone book and write them down on long sheets of paper. It served no purpose and I was certain that she had shut me in a box with some spurious work just to get me out of the way for the duration.

Although I was now firmly on the side of the strikers yet, as a watcher on the Terrace, I grew more and more detached as the days went by and in the end, I was sitting in the centre, the great play going on all round me, like a mute underground spectator.

When my window life lost its savour and my work became too boring, I took to going home early. When Miss Chard found this out, she stormed into my box.

‘From the very first day’  she shouted, ‘I saw that you lacked the right patriotic spirit and enthusiasm  for the cause and that I couldn’t depend upon your loyalty. I knew that you were not carrying out your task  with the eagerness that I expected of you and now, I find that you are leaving early. It is a pity that  you, alone, in Downing  Street have failed. I didn’t reply. I had heard all this before.

When the strike was over , we settled down again as if nothing had transpired between us. She chattered as in the early days and I decided that everything had been forgotten and that we were making a fresh start.

July was the last month of the London season and the Downing Street  Garden Party was one of the high points. I had become quite an accomplished aide to Mrs Baldwin  and, taking for granted that she would need me, I bought a beautiful lace dress and fashionable hat and looked forward to the event.

I thought it strange that Miss Chard never talked of it and sensing a doubt about my own position, I referred to it casually one day, letting her know that I was coming. She looked at me quickly and then down at her desk – and that look was frightening. Then, the day before the party, a letter came to our house by the early post, telling  me not to come

‘I’ve just spoken to Sir R ‘ she wrote, her spelling  even worse than usual, ‘about your coming to the garden party as he has vews  about too many of the staff turning up at official things and we don’t want to get  a rebuf  from him. The position is a little delicat as he says there is no need for any  staff to be there except in attendance on the PM. In the circs I think it would be better for you not to be there [as there’s nothing to do] but cheiffley because it might cause advers comment. I’m so sorry to disappoint you, this is to catch you in time to prevent your cancelling your shorthand lesson.’

I did not believe any of this and my mother agreed that I could not be stopped like that and we thought up a most extraordinary plan – designed to  prove that I had not received the letter.. She telephoned  her brother, Frank, whom  she hadn’t seen for years and asked if we could come and spend  a night or two with him. We couldn’t waste money on a hotel and we could think of no one else. We packed my party clothes and went to Sidcup and from the Post Office, sent a telegram to Miss Chard regretting that I had been called away from home  the night before but would be back in time for the  Garden Party.

Downing Street was crowded  with cars, taxis, policemen and spectators. I was nervous. I hated playing this trick. But I hated the tricky letter even more.

I was soon moving slowly  with the crowd up the main staircase towards the great drawing-room where the Prime Minister and Mrs Baldwin were receiving. I was half-way up when – I met her! She  was making her way down. I tried to smile naturally but her look of hatred appalled me. Jostled by the people , we  almost touched.

The encounter over, I felt free now to go  on and do my job. I went straight to Mrs Baldwin  and a few moments later, she bent down beneath my hat and whispered, affectionately, ‘tell your mother, my dear,   you’re looking lovely’.  After that, I felt safe and happy. I travelled back to Sidcup in the evening and recounted my adventures.

The next morning I was in the office at my usual time and when Miss Chard arrived, very late, in a cold silent mood, I acted out the next scene of the play, after much rehearsing to myself.

‘It was a great surprise  and shock to me when we returned to Chelsea, to find your letter waiting there’ I said looking her straight in the eye as I lied monstrously. Had I received it in time I would not have come.

‘It didn’t matter. I was able to put it right with the Chief because as soon as I saw you I left and so, when he asked me why you were there, I told him that I had had to leave early and you had come to take my place. I was glad to be able to get away.

The next few days were very strained and the weather made them worse. A heat wave was covering the country and our room, half buried behind the walls, was particularly  airless and oppressive. Miss Chard kept out of it most of the time. Then, after lunch, one day she returned and, spreading  some papers  out upon her desk stayed , hardly moving,  for the rest of the afternoon. But she wasn’t working. She just  stared at the papers and, occasionally, pushed them about. Her silence was as heavy and sultry as the weather.

‘There’ll be a storm tonight’ I said, trying to break the horrible  calm. She started and looked sideways at me for an instant, then down again with a sound that was something like a grunt. I had never seen her sit so still before  or  for so long in one place. I wondered if the heat was affecting her, and I  thought I saw her trembling.

‘Are you alright? There’s no air in here. It’s a wonder we don’t both faint’.

‘I’m not going to faint’ she muttered angrily. I said no more. Every five minutes I looked at my watch, desperate for the moment when I could leave my desk and go. But in that room, even Time had stopped.

At six o’clock I tidied up my desk, drew my handbag and gloves out of a drawer, then crossed the room and took my hat down from a peg. When I turned to say good-bye – the storm broke. Not the storm .outside but the one which had been building up within.

‘Why are you going now? You shouldn’t leave before I do, walk  calmly out like this. I can never trust you. I never know when you’re going to run off home leaving all the work to me. Why did you come to the Garden Party? You had no right to. I never gave you permission. What made you think that you could come  - all dressed up in heavy lace! The Chief was furious and everyone  was pointing you out  and laughing at you. You push your way in everywhere. Isn’t it enough to be working here? What more do you expect? I suppose you’d like to take my place?

 I’ve brought you here and given you this wonderful start, but you aren’t grateful. You show no proper respect for me – your Chief – and you’re always letting me down. You don’t know the meaning of duty and loyalty and team spirit. You’re just working for yourself all the time. You’re  not worth  all my kindness. You’re just a rotten little chit of a girl worth nothing, nothing, nothing!’

She was screaming at the  end of this and her face was red and her whole body was shaking. But before she could recover her breath and start again, I opened the door and left. In the hall, I smiled at my friend, the commissionaire and walked out of No 10 for the last time. A few hours later, a tremendous storm broke over London.

Again, I was virtually expelled as a failure and again I did not really care for I was always so sure of myself and of the golden thread which received me, whenever I fell back. And Miss Chard was right to hate me, for in me she saw herself. There were too many of us in Downing Street.  Someone had to go. And I was bored. So why not me?

Chapter 4. A  Parliamentary Candidate.

I did not waste time. I was 18 and the disease from which I had been suffering for  so long, political schizophrenia, had  reached an advanced stage. I wrote to someone high up in the Conservative Central Office and asked for an appointment. While I waited for the reply  I read Karl Marx’s ‘Capital’ and resumed my walking.

It  was the London markets that I went to now, for in them I found a warmth and simplicity that I had never known and that I loved. I  seemed to understand them, the  stall holders and their customers, and I felt easy and unafraid.

In Walworth Market, one day, I stopped before a bookstall and as I ran my eyes over the titles, the young girl watched me and presently came forward.

‘Is it love yer wants? she asked me.

‘Yes. Love is what  I’m looking for.’  I replied

At that she flung herself upon the books and pulled out one after the other and  handed me some half a dozen. She would have gone on if she had not been concerned for my purse.

‘I’ve read ‘em all. Them’s the best. I’ll keep all the good  ones for yer until yer come again’. 

I paid for them at tuppence each and left them on a bus seat when I travelled  home. And I went  again, for the love that the young girl gave me as we sat together talking in the street.

When the reply came from  the  Central Office I went for the interview and told the important person that I wanted to become a Member of Parliament and would like to work in a constituency to gain experience.

I didn’t say what kind   of Member. I wasn’t too sure myself. But  he was and he took me on at once, quite pleased  by this accession of strength to the Party and the next day introduced me to the woman Member for one of the Hackney Divisions -  another of those gaunt grey disciplinarians. She told me that I would be ‘under her wing’ for training and she arranged for me to work in the agent’s office.

He had decided to modernise his organisation by introducing a card-index system.  The fortuitous arrival of slave labour enabled him to go  ahead with this ambitious project and, shut up in a room alone, I spent long, lonely boring days. When I asked him if  I could go out into the clubs and homes for part of the time, he  told me that all that would  come later, but I must first serve in his office,

It was this character business again. Months of boredom  was their way of testing for backbone, grit, tenacity of purpose, that same  old thing – the proper spirit. I was being schooled again and I wanted to live. After  three months I wrote to the grim grey Member withdrawing myself from under her wing and she replied with a censorious letter, meant to hurt and containing a sting.  But I felt up against the world now, battling for a place in it and what my character was like didn’t matter any more – and politics  didn’t matter either. In  the blank enclosing walls of the agent’s  office I finally learnt  what  I already knew – that politics were not my road and the high fine world I so desired was unattainable.

I would have dropped into a state of despair had I not discovered  at that moment a new, independent way of holding back the void. I shut myself up, hardly  slept or ate and wrote  a novel, pouring into it the lived material  of my own short stormy life.

But when it was finished – I was finished. I was not just nowhere this time, but beyond it in a dark unthinkable dimension where my genius could never be fulfilled, where my task was undiscoverable  - and I stopped trying.

I didn’t read, my  channel closed, I didn’t walk – and I couldn’t see or feel my golden thread. I ate and slept and in between  fell into frenzies of convulsive weeping And this went on for weeks and weeks until, one night I woke and knew that I had to go on trying -  and knew the way. I woke my mother and told her that India was where I had to go. When the morning light came we were laughing and, in our minds, preparing for the journey.

I had neither read nor thought about India but now,  I was suddenly aware of that authentic segment of high society, shuttling back and forth, which  ruled the Orient; aware of the glamour and romance of the great shimmering sub-continent; aware that after  eight hard chilling years of punishment, I could escape from the narrow mean prison that was England; aware that the world was open and made for adventure – and I was certain that my task would be discovered there and that in India hung the loose unrelated  end to join my golden thread to.

We bought clothes.  We  did not mean   to go as dowdy artists. We let the Chelsea house furnished, Mrs Baldwin   recommended my mother to the Viceroy, Lord Irwin, as a painter and meaning to stay away for years living on her  work, we sailed for Bombay in the spring of 1928 when  I was  20.

Simla was our destination and when  we reached Kalka we boarded one of the open cars of the mountain railway  for the exciting zig-zag climb.

The hill-station was built upon a  long tree-covered ridge with spurs leading off it. The single road, the Mall, ran along the middle of this ridge and the buildings clung precariously to the rocky  slopes each side. Only the Viceroy, the Commander-in-Chief and the Governor of the Punjab were allowed   to use their cars. Rickshaws and horses were the general means of locomotion in this yellow-brown township balanced  upon the knife-edge of this mountain top.

Rickshaws pulled us up from the rail-head to the  Mall and then rolled us, one behind the other, to the Cecil.

The  Cecil Hotel was the great social centre of Simla, but when  we  entered we were astonished to find it full of painters perched on  bamboo ladders and armies of servants hanging curtains, laying carpets, cleaning and polishing. We had been misinformed about the date of the annual move to the  hills and had arrived a month too early. This was a shock. Four weeks of high hotel bills, money squandered just on waiting.  And we were already nervous and impatient to begin the great adventure.

We engaged a room in the annexe, checked  the baggage, paid off the coolies and went to the window  - and all our petty worries vanished before the sight that we beheld.  Thick forests rolling up and down, wave upon wave, like a vast undulating sea and beyond them, rising high and sharp and shimmering in the sunlight – the long white, deckle-edged  mass of the Himalayas. And we gazed upon this wonder of the world.

Eventually we dragged ourselves away and went over to the main building , leaving the window open and the wire screen as well, which we  supposed was for flies. When we returned, a great noise was coming up from the room below We hurried to the window and saw things flying out beneath   us, crashing and breaking on the stony slopes. We thought the  occupants  must be quarrelling violently or else had gone mad.  Yet there  were no voices.

We leant out, watching  boots and shoes, coats and hats, silver-backed brushes , mirrors, bottles and boxes being emptied out. At length we telephoned the office. A few moments later we heard voices  and immediately  two small monkeys leapt onto the window-sill and, chittering and chattering, ran down the drain-pipe, scampered over the litter-strewn  clearing and disappeared into the trees. Now we knew what the screens were for.

We had enough money to live in indolence enjoying the new exotic life for two months. After that, if my mother didn’t earn we would have to move to somewhere cheap and squalid and, if still her work did not  catch on, take the next boat home although we had no return  tickets and no money in reserve to buy  them. But we only thought about such things in fleeting frightened moments – and kept the thoughts to ourselves. We   were certain of success and even waiting was exciting.

From the beginning of May when the season officially opened, there were dances at the Cecil twice a week and, on Saturdays, the famous prawn-curry  lunch;  an exotic piece of fun designed , it seemed for the special delectation of the older and most exalted members of the  community – the generals and judges, the princes and pundits, the  high handful  of excellencies and even the Viceroy himself. Once or twice during the season the red carpet was unrolled and into an atmosphere of awesome expectation, he stepped gracefully and grandly to honour some  high host and the worthy purveyors of the crustacean banquet.

From half past twelve onwards, long lines of horses and rickshaws came winding along the Mall from both directions and  converged upon the hotel, causing traffic jams  of  an entangled, turbulent complexity.

The guests and their hosts streamed out of their fine bungalows, their rickshaws embossed with their crests and monograms and painted in their special colours, their coolies dressed in the eastern counterpart  of English livery. Here was high society transplanted to the orient, clinging to this rough  preposterous ridge and raising up upon it all the fine  observances of London.

We watched them take their places at the large oval tables and the smaller round ones, watched them talk and laugh  and drink champagne – and eat the prawns.

Several hours later, when the successes and satisfactions were still being counted, the slips and omissions still being deplored – the prawns began to do their heinous work and by the evening the thudding hoofs of the doctor’s charger could be heard  along the Mall. At least a quarter of the company of gourmets were regularly poisoned.

He was a great big red-faced WAMC Colonel, the jolliest of social companions but in his professional capacity – murderous. People  congratulated themselves each time they got out of his hands alive. And all night long he thundered up and down carrying antidotes for prostrated proconsuls. And  Sundays, too, he worked full time The calls did not abate. Yet no sooner were the victims snatched from death’s door and set upon their feet again than back they came the next week to the high compelling ritual.

By the middle of  May the summer capital was full but still the Viceroy had not come. My mother did not wait. She put her usual notice up  and informed the press and several intrepid people  came to our room to sit. These oil colours were small and cheap just head and shoulder size at £25 each and they made us safe for several weeks. No great rush of people followed as in the old days of the little watercolours. 

When he arrived at last, we presented Mrs Baldwin’s letter. It was answered at once with an invitation to lunch and when the day came we dressed up in all our finery, signalled to  two rickshaws waiting in  a row like taxis, and were whirled away to Viceregal Lodge.

After sipping cocktails in the ADC’s room we were taken  to the high oak-panelled hall where , at the bottom of the great curving staircase, we waited. After a few minutes, punctual to the time-table, we heard muffled footsteps and looking up, saw him coming. Tall and dignified he descended gravely  with an ADC behind him, the  light of the staircase window striking his figure  when he turned at the bend and came down towards us.. Our names were announced, we curtseyed and smiling gently he shook our hands Then, with my mother on his left he led the way into the dining-room where dark –skinned patriarchs  in scarlet coats, golden cummerbunds and white gloves stood behind each chair.

After lunch, he took my mother round the house to show her all the pictures. He knew a lot about art and must have had a fine collection in his Yorkshire home.. He rejoined the other  guests for a few minutes and then disappeared to his work. The next morning, an emblazoned  bearer knocked  on our door and handed  us a letter from the Military Secretary requesting my mother to paint a portrait of His Excellency. We were saved! A future suddenly unrolled before us, secure and rapturous  - for the Viceroy was behind us.!

Within a few hours the news was all  over Simla and my mother was a celebrity. She was interviewed  and  photographed by the press and soon all India knew  that  an important artist had arrived from England – and the commissions flooded in. The Commander-in-Chief asked to be done and the Governor of the Punjab and princes wrote from every part begging her to visit them. She had work which would  keep us  there in comfort and security for years. Suddenly we had status. She was the official painter to the Viceroy with a place on the establishment. We belonged.

And not only commissions but invitations, too. The grandees  angled and contrived to meet her and the hostesses gave lunches and dinners in her honour and included me in all the dances and tennis and gymkhana parties. Night after night I whirled round the ballrooms in the arms of all these gods. I had arrived in high society. We moved into a suite in the main building.

The time came when the sum of all this hospitality had to be counted up and returned and I planned lunches, dinners and dance parties and the  rickshaws came rolling to the Cecil. My mother was a successful hostess now as well as a  celebrated painter. We   rose even higher – and so did the bills.

This leap to the top and drunken giddy balancing upon the heavenly summit lasted about two months and then the whole thing shook, we lost our foothold and looked over the  edge into the void.

My mother’s health broke down. Lord  Irwin’s portrait  was not going  well and so much depended on it. Everything depended upon her. If she failed, we could expect little pity from this high, hard, indifferent world from which we should just drop. And in official India there was no halfway place to fall, no middle station, nothing between the mighty rulers on their thrones and little traders and, after them, the outcasts – the Anglo-Indian half-breeds repudiated by both races, detritus of empire and flung out and down to rot.  The whole adventure was staked  upon her failing powers and even if we both refused to see it, subconsciously we knew it.

The Colonel came galloping along. And the  Viceroy heard and invited us to spend a fortnight at Viceregal Lodge, until  he went on tour again. He hoped the change  and the rest would do her good. We were dropping and he alone, did what he could to save us.  The next day we left the hotel for the supreme experience.

We were each given a suite and  when we walked out onto the balcony we were once again shocked out of ourselves by  the Olympian view of the plains of the Punjab. We gazed down upon  that shimmering, yellow-brown, sun-covered world with the Indus and its tributaries, the Sutlej and Chenab cutting their way through it, tumbling from the roof of the world to flow in winding grandeur through a thousand miles of plain and desert. If we felt like royal guests when we arrived – we  felt like gods now. 

My mother slept at once and ate all that was served her. She was made well by the feeling of protection, she said afterwards

Before our visit  ended and Lord Irwin left Simla, a State banquet and ball  were given – and I danced every dance, even the State Lancers. I flung myself at everything as if I had done it all before, done it in some former life and the glory of return went rioting  to my  heart as the champagne went to my head. A few days later we were back at the Cecil and the Viceroy was on tour again.

During the visit I fell in love with one of the ADC’s, an  auburn-haired Adonis , seconded from the Grenadiers. He held my hand and put his arm limply round me and on the night of the ball, I let him kiss me. When he left and I knew that it was over, my heart collapsed. I did not see  that he was much  too shrewd  and calculating ever to love unwisely.

My mother recovered her health but still had difficulty with Lord Irwin’s portrait. She didn’t finish it before he left and, with relief,  she turned to all the others on the waiting list.

She painted Sir William Birdwood, the C-in-C , again. The first portrait had been so successful that he ordered another to leave in his official residence in Simla.  At the beginning of the season I had been in love with his son and  ADC and we had danced together every night until he left me for a  mousy little girl without  half my allure. Now, an Air-Force officer, mature and deep and   strong arrived  and I fell in love again. I knew he had a wife in England but I was sure he would divorce her but when he received a posting, he loaded up his car and  drove away.

And now, into the Cecil,  before  we left for Delhi, came the ‘backward boys’. They were,  in fact, the bright boys of the army, picked by the selection boards for the Staff College and sent up to Simla for  a months final course  with an examination at the end.

They were scarcely through the door when a handsome gunner major made a rush at me. He was  ardent and in earnest and I fell in love again, abandoning myself to the joys  that he  brought me and the dreams that he inspired.  The pace grew faster every day and my heart’s condition more delirious. I saw myself married and my mother free of me – but at the end of his course, he fled into the examination hall and then was gone.

I had lost them all.  I could attract them – but nothing more.  Yet, when I thought about them afterwards it was not the lightness o f their love  which  really hurt me but the fickleness of my own. That I could love so greatly,  lose, grieve for a little, then love again astonished me and made  me frightened of myself.  I didn’t see that I hadn’t loved a man at  all yet – only men in general and love itself.

We left for Delhi without being able to pay the hotel bill.  All the money that my mother had so hardly earned  and  the remittances  which came from home were not enough to pay for our mad leap and attempt to live beside the rich and mighty of the world.

Chapter 5. The Gordon Highlanders.

The Club was the social centre of New Delhi and for cheapness we lived in tents in the compound.

The Gordon Highlanders were quartered in cantonments in the jungle several miles outside the new city and the officers drove in to the club on the dance nights and gathered for the great drinking   times before dinner every evening

They chased the girls, were stalked by their mothers and set the pace and gave the social life of Delhi its 

spirit and sparkle. And I was chased by Harold and  within a few weeks, got engaged to him.

I did not fall in love with him. He was solid and sincere, likeable and rather boring but in uniform, in his heavy kilt with his sword and red tassel  hanging straight at his side, he was transformed. 
Before we left Simla much of the excitement over my mother’s work had subsided. She had failed to  deliver the Viceroy’s  portrait and in Delhi  had struggled with it again and, in despair, had abandoned it again. And he had lost interest.

People returning from England had other  excitements and the commissions stopped. She painted a third portrait of Sir William Birdwood in full dress.  This one to be hung in Flagstaff House, his official residence in New Delhi – but there was nothing more ahead.

At the end of the season, Harold was due for home leave, planning to return  for our wedding. I saw him off at the station and when I got back to the club, found my mother talking to some new friends. These people were spending a few weeks in India visiting their son, a subaltern in the 4th Huzzars stationed in Meerut. She had picked them up that morning and liked them, and they were joining us for lunch.

They were very   rich and aristocratic and their son, John, with his close grey , apprehensive eyes, sensitive face and beautiful hands – was  the most patrician of  them all. I thought him fascinating and enjoyed the lunch  but I did not expect to see any of them again.

We moved up to Simla again, not to the Cecil, but to one of the cheaper hotels and, alone now, not chained to Harold I could think what I was doing and within a few weeks I broke off   our engagement.

Not long afterwards, walking  along the Mall, I saw John riding towards me. He jumped down and talked. He had just arrived from Meerut on 10 days leave. When he rode on again and I walked on again, I turned to look at him – and he turned ,too. I was in love.

Chapter 7. Simla and John.

I knew that he would never advance and that I would have to do the chasing. He seemed frightened, suspicious and elusive and it was these mysterious things, together with a sad, lonely expression which so attracted me. I had always hated having to make the first advance but as an adventuress I had had to make myself into an attacker  and so, I now disposed all my powers for the pursuit.

I arranged a small party and sent a formal invitation to  John which, to my delight, he accepted but, at lunch-time on the day, he sent a note regretting that , after  all, he could not come. He had been licked by a dog  suspected of rabies and he was leaving  for the Pasteur Institute   at Kasauli for treatment.

There was a lot of rabies about and everyone was scared. I knew that the treatment took several days and that by the time it was finished John’s leave would be over and unless I followed him  to Meerut I might never meet him again.. For a few moments I felt as if my life had collapsed once more Then, I remembered the trick I had played at Downing Street and instantly decided to play it again.

‘I’m going to Kasauli  too’ I said to my mother. ‘I shall  say that  I’ve been licked  by a rabid  dog and when I  meet him there I’ll pretend that I never received his letter, that I left before it came.

She threw herself into the drama and I ordered a car.. While I was packing she telephoned the guests  cancelling the party and explaining what had happened  to me and within half an hour we were on the road to Kasauli. A thousand feet lower in the Simla hills.

It was a very small hill-station but, to my dismay, there were two hotels and it was imperative to stay in the same  one that John was in.  I made a wild guess and led the way to one of them and went up to the desk and asked to see the register. When the clerk placed it in front of me I saw John’s  signature standing out like a magical figure. I pointed to it  and my mother smiled.  I signed my own name. We had tea in the empty lounge then walked out to the car and I watched her drive away. I was alone with my mad adventure.

I unpacked and settled myself in my room and then dressed carefully for dinner, all the time rehearsing the scene to be played. If my acting failed me and John saw through my desperate plot he might well be more frightened of me than the rabies and run from the place at once.
The plot worked. We dined together, drank champagne to celebrate our meeting, then walked out into a marvellous star-crowded night and followed a path which led to the edge of the mountain and I prayed that this mad mountain dream might go on forever.
The path ended in a scrub-covered bank and we peered over it, down on the night-hidden plain. Some lights were just visible far below – beyond them soft brown-black infinity.  Small night  sounds rang sharply out from the jungle slopes all round us. Then I spoke.

‘How long have you been in India?

‘Two years and I’ve another year to go.

‘Do you like it – the country and the life?

‘I hate it. I don’t like the Indians and I don’t like the British in India. The  Indians are stupid weaklings and

the British are stupid up-jumps. Give me the Arabs – they’re the people that I love

‘Arabs? ‘ I said with surprise, ‘Do you know them?’

I was stationed  in Cairo for a year and I learnt Arabic and lived in the desert. They’re men, really men –hard, brave, honourable and loyal. I mean to go back  there. As soon as I can get out of the army I shall join the Sudan Political Service.

You don’t like the army either?

‘No. At least not the 4th Huzzars. I  liked it once  - when  I was in Egypt’

‘But why was it different in Egypt?

‘Because…because I wasn’t in the  4th Huzzars then. I was in the 15th  / 19th  Lancers.

‘Why  did you change regiments?

He didn’t answer. And the expression of agony that was in his eyes and the drawn lines of his face and  the nervous twitching of his mouth, frightened  me.

‘I’ll tell you’ he said at last. ‘I’ve never told anyone but I want to tell you’

‘Please do. I want to hear’.

‘I was married – once. I’m divorced’.   He then told me his  story.

Story condensed.

He was still at Sandhurst when he met a beautiful girl with flaming red hair. He fell madly in love with her and secretly married her ‘You’re not allowed to marry while you’re there, not until you’re a senior subaltern and she only married me for my money’.  When he was gazetted to the 15th/19th and went to Egypt, he could not take her. She wanted to come and followed him, knowing that she would destroy him. He was hauled up before the colonel, his father was informed and he was sent back to England and divorce  proceedings started. Then transferred to the 4th Huzzars and sent to India.
He looked down and seemed to be trembling. I turned and stared  over the bank into the void and told my own little story, of how I had got engaged to Harold without loving him,  then broken it off, but concealing the forces that had pushed   me. 

‘I  love you’ he said when I stopped. ‘I loved you when I first met you and I’ve loved you ever since but I thought you were out of reach’.

In the morning we both went to the Institute, told our mad dog stories and were given the first injection of the 4-day treatment.

I telephoned my mother and told her, discreetly,  that my adventure was succeeding but when I returned and recounted every detail of those four fantastic days, she was overwhelmed. And soon , she loved him too. When his leave ended, I  shut myself  up like a recluse, devoting  all my days and half my nights to writing. My love and my letters became my life.  And John did the same. When his military  duties  were over [and they were not very onerous] he spent his whole time writing.  He had many passionate interests which, together with his new-found love provided  the themes for his letters, until I was familiar with every facet of his mind and the world in which he lived. His hatred of India and the English in India was one of these themes.
Darling, darling little beauty, I cannot bear to think of you in nearness to all the harridans and hoydens  and tarts in that    most terrible of all abominations – an Indian atmosphere. The noxious germ of Indiana enters the human mind insidiously and nothing is more deplorable than the domiciled-in-India Englishman or woman…Oh God! How I am straining at my leash for next year when, together, we shall leave it all behind..
And another : Beloved angel, the days drag on  with their  dry, dusty, uncompromising  heat. I should go raving mad   were it not for the constant  visions of your  sweet face…Not  a damned person in this world has ever cared very much for me…but you really care . All the flesh-pot  huntresses may now be in their graves   for all I care. Mine own, we will smash every difficulty to hell and the thought makes me feel twice the man.
But he would not break the wonderful news to his parents. I knew he was frightened of them and after the  shock and shame  and bother  of his disastrous marriage, they were watchful and suspicious…
‘Darling beloved, I haven’t told my parents yet because my mother has not been well…In my next letter I will tell them. They liked you when they met you. When they know you,  they’ll adore you.
A few weeks later.  ‘My angel one. I haven’t written  to them yet because they’ve been away and I thought it best to break the glorious  news when they came back…
The distasteful business was shelved  again  and then forgotten.

 My mother was painting again in a  desultry way and earning a little but there was no real  need for us to stay in Simla where living was expensive and when the Viceroy went on tour  and the season  ended, we followed the smart world  [as always] to the playgrounds of Kashmir. And John was pleased and when his next leave came through, he joined us in a houseboat on the Dal  Lake.. When he left us we moved to a boat moored to the bund [or bank] which ran all round Srinagar. It was less lonely   and more convenient. We could climb over the bund into the  city.

Chapter 9. The Kashmir Flood.

It was raining heavily in the mountains and the snows  were melting and we heard that the river was rising fast at the head of the valley. Then, we heard that it had overflowed its banks and was flooding  meadows and carrying away peasant dwellings and the bodies of animals  flowed past. Our own river rose and there was a rush on the shops. And still it  rained in the mountains. Then it came to Srinagar.

The current became tremendous and extra ropes were needed to keep the boat from breaking away and all day long, with their punt poles, the men were pushing away  whole trees and  the  bodies, not only of animals, but of people   as they swirled past. And it still rained in the mountains and people asked each other if the bund would go.

Then , nearly  all the banks burst and Srinagar  became an island in the centre of a rushing sea several miles wide, an island with only a small mud bank to hold it against the mighty pushing torrent. And still it rained in the mountains and still the water rose.

Food ran short and an ineffective rationing system was introduced. A watch was kept on the bund although nothing was done to strengthen it and the Maharajah  sailed round and round in his powerful motorboat creating a wash which people  said would weaken it,

We helped the boatmen push away the debris but left them to saw the branches  off the trees when  the boat rose and touched them, but when we went up one night and  there was no one there and the roof was grinding  against a tree, we   stayed up sawing them ourselves. And still it rained  in the mountains and people were certain that the bund would go.

The waters came within a few inches of the top and the waves  from the Maharajah’s boat broke over it. We were lifted up until we floated level with the roofs of the houses. And still it rained  in the mountains and, finally, to save the city, the Maharajah ordered  the cutting of the last piece of unbroken bank above us, the waters flowed still deeper over the meadows engulfing  the few remaining farms, built on higher ground and still holding out. And with this  last release of water came the last gruesome wash of corpses. And the people waited for the city to go.

And then the rain stopped and the waters fell.

This was the great  Kashmir flood disaster of 1929 when  the   ‘Happy Vale’  was turned into a  vale of tragedy.

When my letters stopped and before the news reached the outer world, John grew frantic. ‘Write, darling, write for God’s sake’ And now, at long last, he told his father.

He  was going to the  Cavalry School at Saugor, in Central India and when he received my telegram and  packet of letters wrote:

‘Do come  down, my beloved, before I go to Saugor…Come down…come down.. ..she must come down….come down my queen. All my love…from her ownest  worshipping John.

But  I did not go. The road had been washed away and was  under repair and traffic was restricted. I had no money. To be dragged to  Delhi in the heat just to see him once or  twice was unreasonable.. They were the excuses which I marshalled in my surface mind but the truth was  that I did not want to go because…because I did not care enough. Subconsciously I knew it.

He left Meerut  with a small private army  of orderlies, bearers, syces, horses and forage and it was 10 days before I heard from him again, from the Equitation School. Then, he wrote
‘This is a grand place. It’s like being back at school again, chivvied from pillar to post …I am already busy with a young  remount…Oh, my most beautiful, my darling, how he longs for her…at the first possible moment I will get you down here…the country is beautiful…green undulating hills with tiger and panther jungles…an awfully nice crowd and I’m extremely happy. My only worry is you, my darling. You mustn’t get snowed up…

Snow was now falling heavily in the mountains but we could  not leave  for my mother had at last clinched the order to paint the Maharani and we hoped to go down to the  State Guest House in Jammu,  the winter capital.

Two days later,  he wrote again.

‘My darling, I do want you so badly. Yesterday, I had a spasm of heart which frightened me…I’ve got high blood pressure. I may be boarded out of the army and I’m in a mighty bad mental state. I told you that I’d over spent  myself and was forced to write to my governor for support…his letters have all been hostile and estranged…poor darling I’m terribly sorry to have to tell you all this…I can write no more. On this forlorn day I hate everything…
The news  about his heart was worrying and, as for his father, all the signs there were ominous. Mail took  three weeks to reach England and he would not have received John’s letter yet, breaking the news about us. It might be another month before we should know his reaction. Then a telegram arrived.
In hospital heart groggy desire you come immediately . All love John.

I thought he must be dying and quite frantic with shock and anxiety I hurried to the notice board where people advertised spare seats in cars going down the mountain. A Captain Field was leaving the next  morning with a spare seat. I wired John telling him that I was leaving at once, would travel via Delhi and be with him in four days. I packed my bags, discussed the future with my mother and at five o’clock the next morning, drove away with Captain Field.

I hated  leaving  her so suddenly and alone. My last view of her was pathetic. It seemed as if the impetus  of this great Indian  adventure   was carrying me farther and farther into the unknown and leaving her behind And, as I started on this journey, I was fully conscious that I did not want to take it.

We took two days to reach Lahore in steamy overwhelming heat, the tyres of the car bursting all the time. I travelled on to Delhi  by the night train  and at 8 o’clock the next morning I was met by the stationmaster with a telegram from John. ‘Quite well  again don’t come’

I was frightened before I opened it and stunned when I did. I did not know what to do or where to stay. I had no money for  a hotel. Then I saw Rupert coming towards me. My mother had wired  to the Gordons to meet me. He told me that there was one married couple  in cantonments who might put me up. There were no other women in Delhi. I collected my car and drove out to them and they were bored and  glad to have me.  Cheaply settled, I soon became the Hot-weather Queen of Delhi.

.

‘I am now quite well again. I am terribly sad about the temporary derangement of your plans I did badly need you when I was ill. I thought I was going to kick-the-bucket, but now I would be happier if you would stay in Delhi…I wish you weren’t  living with those beastly Gordons, poodle-fakers of the worst description – but I suppose there is nowhere else….Darling, darling we shall see each soon but  not now…
And a few days later:
‘Do write to me more practically and then you will be a first-class girl.  On this course I have given up thinking  deeply and live as Rome does – and it pays. But the community that you are living in is very different and I fear you will get the wrong ideas if you lash about with that  mob. Oh my darling, cheer up and play the game…You must ride every day without  stirrups…

It was a new shock to hear that I could not go  to Saugor yet. I understood the  reason well enough. The course was intensive and his life was full, My letters didn’t suit the mood of Saugor. He deplored my living with the Gordons but never mentioned the abortive journey  that had landed me  among them. I was to cheer up and play the game, his game. His new life was carrying him away from me already. And how could I ride every day when I didn’t have a horse? My reply was critical.
‘My darling, I have  nothing to say and I can sympathise with you but Saugor  hardens one. The place is most unromantic. I don’t wish to hurt but I have changed  my outlook and you cannot possibly appreciate why…’ Then, with clever illustrations, he  described  the mounting of a raw 4-year old horse. And ended the letter;  ‘I should never have asked   you   to come. The most crazed  thing I have ever  suggested. I suppose I am a creature of moods and deeply deplore every damn thing I do,   Always and forever your  ownest  John with all his tender love….
He ended his letters with the same rapturous phrases but their tone was  different and his apologies were not real. When  he said that the place was unromantic he was really saying  that he cared less for me and I wondered if his love would survive Saugor, survive marriage – or whether it was as weak and unreliable as he himself.

If he had  changed and I did not like it – I had changed too and he must have felt it. But  I did not admit it to myself. If I saw his  weaknesses and was wary and critical of his wild ways, I still believed that I adored him and would take him as he was and love and cherish him forever.  But did I and would I?  Would my  love survive Saugor and marriage any better than his? The hot-weather idyll  was over and neither of us knew it.

In  the meantime, these critical,  hurtful exchanges ended, the  cloud of misgiving dissolved as our lives settled into their new more strenuous patterns. His letters became short, breezy and less regular and mine grew lively and confident.

I wrote to my mother. She had finished the Viceroy’s portrait.

It is wonderful the way you have stuck at it and finished it at last. If you send it to me in a roll I will stretch, varnish and deliver it. To have that money in the end will be fine. I am glad the portrait of the Maharani  is to be small. You will soon go down to Jammu….I have sold everything, the car, the banjulali,  even my old clothes to the soldiers’ wives. The green sequin for Rs8, the dyed peach for Rs2 and the blue coat for Rs 10. So do I scratch for money like a barnyard hen while I reign as Queen of Delhi.

I wrote again.

I’m very worried about John. I’ve not heard from him for  10 days. They are always having accidents there.
Two days later I received a telegram, asking me to meet him for lunch at Maidens Hotel the next day.

Chapter  10. The End of the Mad Mountain Dream.

I was so happy for  my love leapt up as strong and sweet as in the beginning but when I reached Maidens I  was nervous. He was waiting just inside the door and could see me as  I came up the steps and when he jumped up , I saw  at once that something was wrong.

He looked wild, dishevelled – agonised. And so dirty and unshaven that I thought he  must have just come off the train, When he told me that he had arrived early and taken a room for the day – I was shocked. We didn’t embrace or even kiss, just shook hands.

It was Saturday, the great luncheon party day [as at the Cecil] when all the smart people down from Simla and back from England poured in to  entertain each other. When we walked into the dining-room I felt so dowdy and, even with John beside me, suddenly so unsure again  and inferior – and he looked like a tramp. With the gay chatter and laughter rising and exploding round us, we sat detached from it all in a little pool of gloom, not eating, just playing with the food and scarcely speaking.

‘Have you got your car? He asked me presently.

‘Yes’ I had borrowed it back for the day.

‘Then let’s drive to somewhere quiet where we can talk. I can’t stand this,’

Although he couldn’t stand it he didn’t hurry and after coffee and several brandies in the lounge, we walked out to the car and I drove to a road on the outskirts of Delhi which ran along the edge of the jungle and was always utterly deserted..  And slowed down.

‘This will do , won’t it?

‘No . No. We must get off the road – into the jungle. We’ve passed several  tracks.’ I drove on and at the next cutting turned off and we bumped over the rough ground between walls of tangled  scrub  for a  hundred yards and then I stopped again.

‘Can’t you go on a little further’  His tone was desperate now and I tried to help him

‘No, darling’ I answered gently.  ‘We can’t go on and on and I can turn the car here’

He sat staring through the windscreen,  his face set, his  hands clenched. When I stretched  out my hand and touched him, he jerked away.

‘Tell me what all this means? I said desperately.

‘I’ve heard from my  father’

‘I thought it was about time that you did. Is that why you  didn’t  write?

‘He’s furious’ He wrote me a terrible letter’.

‘But you always thought he’d take it badly. That’s why you were so long telling him.

‘If I marry you he’ll cut me off without a penny’

‘That’s just what he would say. And even if he means it, what does it matter. You don’t care about the army which needs money. You can get a job  and so can I. We can stand on our own feet without his bounty and when he sees how independent and happy we are, he’ll change his  tune….

‘We could never do that. I couldn’t keep you. I couldn’t  keep myself in the  way that I’m used to

‘You care for money more than you care for me’

‘And so do you.  That’s just what my father says. It’s not me that you love but my money that you’re after.. If you’d really  loved me you would have come down to Delhi to say good-bye to me before I left for Saugor. You’re a climber and a grasper just like all the others. And your mother’s only an artist. She’s brought you out to India  just to get you married well. In England you’d have no position at all. And when we met  at Kasauli it wasn’t just by chance. You weren’t licked by a mad dog. You made it up. You chased and caught me there.  My father says you did and my father’s always right and I admire and respect him. He’s the only person in the world that  I can trust and  when he tells me not to marry you – I’m not going to’

He was shouting at me now  The sweat was pouring down  his unshaven face into his dirty  crumpled collar and his eyes were wild and cruel. He looked mad..  I started up the engine and  turned the car and drove back  along the track. When we reached the road he leapt out..

 .

‘I can find my own way back’ he shouted angrily, slamming the door and because I was angry too, I turned and drove away. But when I had gone about a quarter of a mile, I looked back. He was walking in the opposite direction, not towards Delhi but out into the country and I noticed, for the first time, that he had no topee. I turned and drove back to him.

‘Don’t be a fool’ I said. ‘Get in and come back with me. You’ll get sunstroke next’

‘I don’t care if I do. I can look after myself.  I’m not coming with you. And he went on walking and I drove away for the second time.

That night I wrote to my   mother:

‘My world has exploded and fallen round me and I give thanks – for I am free and can go on.  John was a man  to love inside a dream but not to  marry in the waking state – and I think I am the same.

The mountain dream had started with a madness, a heaven-lit wild colliding and carried me on and on and down and down into a dark concluding madness  where my golden thread found me and pulled me back.

I joined my mother in the  State Guest House  in Jammu and when the painting was finished we left for England.

Chapter 11.    Life in England.

I wanted to make a life in London, obtain an interesting, remunerative job and my mother hoped for work and a life without stress. I went to agencies and labour exchanges and studied the columns of the newspapers and wrote to all the influential people I had ever touched on. Polite but regretful replies came back and the employment clerks laughed at me, advising me to go away and get myself   some qualifications – shorthand and touch typing for a start. But even then, they said, I would stand little chance of obtaining anything with so much unemployment.  Domestic work, however was still in demand’

I joined political groups and little intellectual societies but I found them all so dull. I wanted to entertain but I had no friends. I ran from one trivial thing to another. It was all just the same as before. Nothing had changed, not even myself and again I hated England where I was always rejected, and I gave up all attempts to conquer a single height or even a low-lying strip of the  meaningless ground of London and, as before, shut myself up  and wrote a book.
Then, Mrs  Baldwin gave us tickets for Roehampton Club and we  went, one day, to watch the polo. The match was between Jaipur State and an English cavalry regiment. Afterwards,  I went up to the Maharajah, an approachable young man and very soon, we were having tea with his tutor and his team.  We talked of India and told him that we’d been there.

‘Why don’t you come again and visit Jaipur?

All the grey,  stunted little lives of London which pressed upon me, disappeared and plains and jungles, great rivers and great mountains, bright sun and a thousand scents and sounds – all the rough primal grandeur of India rose up before me like a sweet sweet vision. That night I decided to return.

 I would go alone and look for a job. I would work. I knew it would be difficult because all the jobs were official. But I didn’t  worry about that. If there was nothing ready-made for me I would create something.

Then the plan changed. After completing several  successful portraits and feeling confident and well, her courage undiminished, my mother said  she would come too.. She hoped to repeat her Simla triumph and to help me. And weakly and foolishly I agreed.

She obtained an introduction to Lord Willingdon,  the new Viceroy and we went first to Jaipur.

Chapter 12.  Life in Jaipur.

A horse was given me and a car  was given to my mother to take her to picturesque sketching places. Banquets and festivities  engulfed us when the Nawab of  Bhopal arrived to play polo. A fabulous camp in the jungle and a tiger shoot  were organised for him and nautch girls and an orgy were prescribed for everybody else while sad eyes peeped from the tower above. Before we left for Delhi he invited us to visit Bhopal and after a fortnight we left for Delhi.

Chapter 13. I find my task.

To advance this new adventure, we should have stayed at Maidens Hotel in Old Delhi, but we couldn’t afford it and so we  took a room in the house of  some Indians nearby, had our meals and spent our days in Maidens, then slipped across the road to  sleep.. And gave Maidens as our address. It was an admirable arrangement for it was so cheap.

With our mode of living settled the next thing was a car. I went to my old garage, was given several  to try out, chose the best and drove away.

With everything organised and the appearances impeccable, even to the use of Maidens notepaper, we presented our letters of introduction to  Lord and Lady Willingdon and were invited to lunch..

They were both very charming and a week later, invited us to dine. They gave us the usual social start but they did not order pictures. In the meantime, I  looked for a job. I talked to people, advertised and wrote to the  press and I was given books to review – unpaid.

I asked advice of Major Metcalfe, the Military Secretary, but the only job he could suggest  was that of companion to a Maharani. Then, my mother fell ill and lay in the bare, bleak room, such food as she could eat brought across the road from Maidens.. And soon I was sure that her malaise was due not only to anxiety but to the place that she was in. The house stood in a hollow surrounded  by thick trees and bushes and our room was airless.  When I moved her to a room in the annexe of Maidens she was better at once – but we couldn’t pay for it.  I had to do  something   If we had had the money I would have sent her home, perhaps gone home myself, for I wondered now why I came. I drifted for a week – then knew what I could do.

I went to Major Metcalfe again and told him that as I could not find  a job I had decided to work for charity [I knew all about the charity racket  in London]  and I told him what I meant to do – make chocolate fudge!

The heavenly stuff you can’t stop eating and everyone would buy’. 

He was a severe humourless man and did not smile but he took me seriously and before I left, gave me a note of introduction to the secretary of the Red Cross – Lady  Willingdon’s  favourite charity. That was all I needed.

She liked neither me nor my project but she gave me permission to use  both the name and the emblem of the Red Cross. I would sell twice as much – and I meant to give her something.

I drove to the bazaar and bought an enormous copper pan, a veritable witches’ cauldron, a dozen flat ones, a long spoon, a powerful paraffin cooker  and a weighing machine. Then, at wholesale prices, a sack of sugar, half a hundredweight of butter, a gross of tins of condensed milk and chocolate powder. And ordered boxes and on each had printed, ‘Philippa’s Fudge – sold in aid of the Red Cross’

All this was carried up to our bedroom. I set up the factory in the bathroom and when the boxes came, began operations. My mother was well enough now to help stir the cauldron and weigh and pack.

Every morning I loaded the car and set off for my selling points – hotels, shops and clubs, replenishing stocks and collecting the money. Every afternoon, with a tray round my neck, I visited the polo ground, the tennis courts and the golf club,

I stood by the pavilion or on the steps of the clubhouse smiling and swaying up to people as they arrived  or I walked along the rows of seated spectators, ‘Won’t you buy a box of fudge sold in aid of the Red Cross?’, I would ask them coaxingly, bending forward with such charm.

They never failed to buy but when I had passed I was quits aware of the quissical , disdainful  looks that followed me and the whispered comments. But this personal  business, however painful, doubled my sales and selling had become a passion -–fudge had taken hold of me. Night and day I dreamed   and  thought of nothing else. It was another madness.

The Saturday luncheons were my best selling hours of the week. Missing lunch myself I dressed  as if I had been  invited to the grandest of the parties and wafting round my loaded table in the entrance hall, I accosted everyone.

As they crowded in, high society and low, tourists, boxwallahs, princes , the whole world passing me, the demonic power that was in my smile, made them buy. My best customers were wealthy Indian businessmen, emerging from rich curry lunches. They were so  pleased to take  their boxes and hand me hundred rupee notes and wave away my weak attempts to give them change.  It was all for the good cause and I was white and  incorruptible and the soft look of a white woman was so pleasing and compelling, the whole thing so cheering  to their self-esteem and national pride.

In Maidens, I became a new institution – a fudge hostess. And throughout Delhi I was soon   notorious.  A freak strain in the ruling race had appeared. A new talented type of charity worker, a fanatical maker of fudge. There had never  been an imperial representative quite like this before and they did not know what to make of me.  When it was not suspect my passion was unseemly.. But when they looked at me now with amazement and scorn and whispered to each other, I didn’t care – for I had changed.

I was timid when I started but when the enterprise succeeded, I found that  I had created a new independent role in the world for myself which,  in spite of its idiosyncrasies, I liked and was proud of..  Then, freed of my sensitivity,  I could go on smiling and swaying and selling with all the confidence of a duchess opening a bazaar.

With success came expansion. I extended the factory into the bedroom, engaged a bearer to help me and worked longer hours myself. But uneasiness came ,too. Nemesis drew near. The Red Cross secretary  began to show too much interest  in the proceeds. I told her how heavy were my overheads and  how little was the actual profit  and I sent her another hundred rupee note . In the first month I cleared £75. But to pay the weekly bill at Maidens and our fares to England,  I needed  more – much  more. I had to keep the mad dishonest business going

I went on sending token sums but I was expecting her to take some action. And Major Metcalfe, too, for his honour was  involved. And the atmosphere in Maidens seemed cooler.  I wondered  how much longer the management would turn a blind eye to the establishment of a fudge factory in one of their bedrooms – even if it served a noble cause. I felt , not only that the avenging forces  were awaiting the moment to close in on me and show  me up for the fraud I was but that everyone, wherever I went, suspected me. I carried my tray about less confidently

I made a lot of money but still not enough to pay our passages home for Maidens was such a drain. We needed to live for nothing again and wait for the next draft from England – and we thought  of Bhopal.

My mother  wrote a gracious letter to the Nawab, reminding him of his invitation and asking if we might come.  But before the reply came, another letter came, the one I was dreading, from the Red Cross secretary asking me to come and see her.  I fixed an appointment for the following week but before the day came and without waiting for the  Nawab’s reply – we fled.

The Nawab was away but after settling comfortably in  a Guest House,, we were told that the Begum would be pleased if we would go to tea with her and we drove to  the long low unpretentious bungalow in which the ruler and his family lived, and were shown into  what might have been an English drawing room. A moment later, Her Highness came in and we were soon talking easily and naturally as if we had known each other all our lives. Later,  the door flew open and the children all came tumbling in – home from school. By the time we left we felt we had come home  ourselves..

We went from bungalow to bungalow  taking tea with all the women of the family. I played games with the children and the girls and boys of my  own age – they were the best of all.

The weeks slipped  timelessly by in this good place.  I had not been so happy  since I was a child and I became  a child again, recovering something of my innocence and simplicity, playing  with  the friends which,  after so much searching, I had found at last in this sweet land.

Then, one night, after they had all gone, I went to bed but instead of falling asleep I became more and more awake,  growing big and powerful  as I did long ago when, as a child,  I had had that vision. A moving screen  then appeared at the foot of my bed and I saw myself upon it, living out again each act and episode of the long blind search for my purpose.  I saw the moment of my first mistake when I chose a vulgar  senseless   goal and slipped on to the  wild, rough, painful road which led me up and down the  world fighting for  vain useless things that I didn’t want: my desires and ambitions , my pleasures, satisfactions and my triumphs. I saw them all, standing out so clearly, all so  insufficient and so foolish . I saw my failures and my falls, my guilt and  all  my pain: I saw my lovely youth corrupted, my mothers art exploited and the genius of my family squandered once again in a sordid sea of ignorance and futility. I watched the horror  that had been my life,  watched the actress play her sad repulsive part  through scene after scene, right up to the moment of awakening.

Then, just before she faded from the screen, I saw my golden thread  again, bright and broad and unbroken, a line of fulfilment  joined to the All and running through my  Centres. And I knew that I would never again loose it and have to be pulled back and back for I had found my road which was – Myself.  

Gigantic, in a field of glory, I danced for the remainder of the night and in the morning  someone else rose from my bed, someone newly  made and different. In the evening I said good-bye to all my friends.

My mother saw the change. She had waited for so long. From the moment I was desired she had sacrificed her talent and now, bound by the persisting forces of the family dream, she devoted the remainder of her life to the furtherance of mine. Of all the characters who moved through that dream she was the finest, her love the greatest – she was the genius.

I was 24 when we returned once more to England. My relationship with her, my country, had been so stormy, so filled with misdirections   and estrangements but in the final landing, there was reconciliation. It was the coming  home of a lover.. 
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