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Chapt er one

Last night | dreanmt | went to Manderley again. It seened to ne | stood
by theiron gate leadingto the drive, and for awhile | coul d not enter,
for the way was barred to nme. There was a padl ock and chain upon the
gate. | called in nmy dreamto the | odge-keeper, and had no answer, and
peering cl oser through the rust ed spokes of the gate | sawthat the | odge
was uni nhabit ed.

No snoke came fromthe chimey, and the little lattice w ndows gaped
forlorn. Then, like all dreaners, | was possessed of a sudden with
supernatural powers and passed like a spirit through the barrier before
me. The drive wound away in front of me, twisting and turning as it had
al ways done, but as | advanced | was aware that a change had cone upon
it; it was narrow and unkenpt, not the drive that we had known. At first
I was puzzl ed and di d not understand, and it was only when | bent ny head
toavoidthel owsw ngingbranchof atreethat | real i zed what had happened.
Nat ure had conme i nto her own againand, littlebylittle, inher stealthy,
i nsi di ous way had encroached uponthe drive withlong, tenaci ous fingers.
The woods, al ways a nmenace even in the past, had triunphed in the end.
They crowded, dark and uncontrolled, to the borders of the drive. The
beeches wi t h white, naked | i nbs | eant cl oseto one anot her, their branches
intermngledinastrange enbrace, nmaki ng a vault above nmy head |i ke t he
archway of a church. And there were other trees as well, trees that |
di d not recogni ze, squat oaks and tortured el ms that straggl ed cheek by
jow with the beeches, and had thrust thensel ves out of the quiet earth,
along with nonster shrubs and plants, none of which I renenbered.
The drivewas aribbonnow, athreadof itsforner self, withgravel surface
gone, and chokedwi t h grass and noss. The trees had t hr own out | owbr anches,
maki ng an i npedi ment to progress; the gnarled roots | ooked | i ke skel et on
claws. Scattered here and again ampngst this jungle growh | would
recogni ze shrubs that had been | andrmarks in our tine, things of culture
and grace, hydrangeas whose bl ue heads had been f ambus. No hand had checked



their progress, and t hey had gone native now, rearing to nonster height

wi t hout a bl oom bl ack and ugl y as t he nanel ess parasites that grewbesi de
t hem

On and on, now east now west, wound the poor thread that once had been
our drive. Sometines | thought it lost, but it appeared agai n, beneath
afallentree perhaps, or struggling onthe other side of anuddi ed ditch
created by the winter rains. | had not thought the way so long. Surely
the mles had nultiplied, even as the trees had done, and this path | ed
but to a | abyrinth, sone choked wi | derness, and not to the house at all.

| came upon it suddenly; the approach nasked by t he unnatural growth of

a vast shrubthat spreadinall directions, and| stood, nmy heart thunping
in my breast, the strange prick of tears behind ny eyes.

Ther e was Mander | ey, our Manderl ey, secretive and silent as it had al ways
been, the grey stone shiningin the noonlight of my dream the nullioned
wi ndows refl ecting the greenlawns and the terrace. Ti ne coul d not weck
the perfect symmetry of those walls, nor the siteitself, ajewel inthe
hol | ow of a hand.

The terrace sloped to the | awns, and the | awmns stretched to the sea, and
turning | could see the sheet of silver placid under the noon, like a
| ake undi sturbed by wind or storm No waves would conme to ruffle this
dream wat er, and no bul k of cloud, w nd-driven fromthe west, obscure
the clarity of this pale sky. | turned again to the house, and though
it stood inviolate, untouched, as though we ourselves had l|eft but

yesterday, | sawthat the garden had obeyed the jungle | aw, even as the
woods had done. The rhododendrons stood fifty feet high, tw sted and
entwi ned wi th bracken, and they had entered into alien marriage with a
host of nanel ess shrubs, poor, bastardthings that cl ung about their roots
as though conscious of their spurious origin. Alilac had mated with a
copper beech, and to bind them yet nore closely to one another the
mal evol ent ivy, always an eneny to grace, had thrown her tendrils about

the pai r and nade t hempri soners. Ivy held prior placeinthis|ost garden,

the long strands crept across the |awns, and soon woul d encroach upon
t he house itsel f. There was anot her plant too, sone half-breed fromthe
woods, whose seed had been scattered | ong ago beneath the trees and t hen
forgotten, and now, marchinginunisonwiththeivy, thrust itsugly form
i ke a giant rhubarb towards t he soft grass where the daffodils had bl own.

Nett| es wer e everywhere, the vanguard of the arny. They chokedtheterrace,
t hey sprawl ed about the paths, they | eant, vul gar and | anky, agai nst the
very wi ndows of the house. They nade indifferent sentinels, for in nany
pl aces their ranks had been broken by the rhubarb plant, and they | ay
wi th crunpl ed heads and | i stl ess stens, nmaki ng a pat hway for the rabbits.

| left thedriveandwent ontotheterrace, for thenettleswerenobarrier

to ne, a dreamer. | wal ked enchanted, and nothing held nme back.

Moonl i ght can pl ay odd tri cks upon the fancy, even upon a dreaner's fancy.



As | stood there, hushed and still, | could swear that the house was not

an enpty shell but lived and breathed as it had |ived before.

Li ght cane fromthe wi ndows, the curtains blewsoftly in the night air,

and there, inthelibrary, the door woul d stand hal f open as we had | eft

it, with nmy handkerchi ef on the tabl e besi de the bow of autumm roses.

The roomwoul d bear witness to our presence. The little heap of library
books mar ked ready toreturn, andt he di scarded copy of The Ti nes. Ashtrays,
with the stub of a cigarette; cushions, with the inprint of our heads
uponthem lollinginthechairs; the charred enbers of our logfirestill

snoul deri ng agai nst t he nor ni ng. And Jasper, dear Jasper, wi th hi s soul ful

eyes and great, sagging jow , woul d be stretched upon the floor, his tail

a-thunmp when he heard his master's footsteps.

Acl oud, hitherto unseen, came upon t he noon, and hovered an instant |ike
a dark hand before a face. The illusion went withit, and the lights in
t he wi ndows were extingui shed. | | ooked upon a desol ate shell, soulless
at | ast, unhaunted, with no whi sper of the past about its staring walls.

The house was a sepul chre, our fear and sufferinglay buriedintheruins.

There woul d be no resurrection. When | thought of Manderl ey i n my waki ng
hours | woul d not be bitter. | should think of it as it m ght have been,

could | have lived there without fear. |I shoul d renenber the rose-garden
insumer, and the birds that sang at dawn. Tea under the chestnut tree,

and the murnur of the sea conming up to us fromthe | awmns below. | woul d
think of theblownlilac, andthe Happy Val | ey. These t hi ngs wer e per nanent ,
they could not be dissolved. They were nmenories that cannot hurt. All

this | resolvedin my dream while the clouds | ay across the face of the
noon, for |ike nost sleepers | knewthat | dreamed. Inreality | |ay nany
hundred m |l es away i n an alien | and, and woul d wake, before nmany seconds
had passed, inthe barelittle hotel bedroom confortinginits very |lack
of atnosphere. | woul d si gh a nonent, stretch mysel f and turn, and openi ng
ny eyes, be bewildered at that glittering sun, that hard, clean sky, so
different fromthe soft noonlight of my dream The day would |ie before
us both, long no doubt, and uneventful, but fraught with a certain
still ness, adear tranquillity we had not known before. W woul d not tal k
of Manderl ey, | would not tell my dream For Manderl ey was ours no | onger.

Mander |l ey was no nore.

Chapter two

We can never go back again, that nmuch is certain. The past is still too
close to us. The things we have tried to forget and put behi nd us woul d
stir again, andthat sense of fear, of furtiveunrest, strugglingat |ength
to blind unreasoning panic - nownercifully stilled, thank God - ni ght
i n sone manner unf oreseen become alivi ng conpani on, as it had been before.
He is wonderfully patient and never conplains, not even when he



remenbers ... which happens, | think, rather nore often than he woul d
have me know.

| cantell bytheway hewi Il | ook | ost and puzzl ed suddenl y, al | expression
dying away fromhis dear face as though swept clean by an unseen hand,

and inits place a mask will form a scul ptured thing, formal and cold,

beautiful still but lifeless. He will fall to snoking cigarette after
cigarette, not bothering to extinguish them and the gl owi ng stubs will

lie around on the ground like petals. He will talk quickly and eagerly
about nothing at all, snatching at any subject as a panacea to pain. |

believe there is a theory that nen and wonen energe finer and stronger
after suffering, and that to advance in this or any worl d we nust endure
ordeal by fire. This we have done in full nmeasure, ironic thoughit seens.

We have both known fear, and. l|oneliness, and very great distress. |

suppose sooner or later inthe life of everyone conmes a nonent of trial.

We al |l of us have our particul ar devil who rides us and tornments us, and
we nust give battle inthe end. W have conquered ours, or so we believe.

The devil does not ride us any nore. W have cone through our crisis,

not unscat hed of course. Hi s prenpnition of disaster was correct from
the beginning; and like aranting actressinanindifferent play, | mght
say that we have paid for freedom But | have had enough nel odrama in
thislife, and would willingly give ny five senses if they could ensure
us our present peace and security. Happi ness is not a possession to be
prized, it is 8 quality of thought, a state of mind. O course we have
our nmonment s of depression; but there are other nmoments too, when tine,

unmeasur ed by the clock, runs oninto eternity and, catching his snile,

| know we are together, we march in unison, no clash of thought or of
opi ni on makes a barrier between us.

W have no secrets now fromone another. Al things are shared. G anted
that our little hotel is dull, and the food indifferent, and that day
after day dawns very much the sane, yet we woul d not have it ot herw se.

We shoul d neet too nany of the people he knows in any of the big hotels.

W both appreciate sinplicity, and we are soneti nes bored - wel |, boredom
is a pleasing antidote to fear. W live very nuch by routine, and | -
| have devel oped a genius for reading al oud. The only tinme | have known
hi mshow i npati ence is when the postnman | ags, for it means we nust wait
anot her day beforethe arrival of our Englishnail. We havetriedwrel ess,

but the noiseissuchanirritant, andwe prefer tostoreupour excitenent;

the result of a cricket match played many days ago nmeans much to us.

Oh, the Test matches that have saved us fromennui, the boxing bouts,

eventhebilliardscores. Finals of school boy sports, dogracing, strange
little conpetitions in the renpter counties, all these are grist to our
hungry mll. Sonetines old copies of the Field cone ny way, and | am

transported fromthis indifferent island tothe realities of an English
spring. | read of chal k streans, of the mayfly, of sorrel growi ngin green



meadows, of rooks circlingabovethe woods as t hey usedto do at Mander| ey.
The snmel | of wet earth comes to ne fromthose thunbed and tattered pages,
the sour tang of noorland peat, the feel of soggy noss spattered white
in places by a heron's droppings.

Once there was an articl e on wood pigeons, andas | readit aloudit seened
to me that once again | was in the deep woods at Manderl ey, w th pigeons
fluttering above ny head. | heard their soft, conplacent call, so
confortabl e and cool on a hot sunmmer's afternoon, and there woul d be no
di sturbi ng of their peaceuntil Jasper cane | opi ngthroughthe undergrowth
to find me, his danp nuzzl e questing the ground. Like old I adi es caught
at their ablutions, the pigeons would flutter fromtheir hiding-place,
shocked into silly agitation, and, naking a nonstrous to-do with their
Wi ngs, streak away fromus above the tree-tops, and so out of sight and
sound. When they were gone a new sil ence woul d cone upon t he place, and
| - uneasy for no known reason - would realize that the sun no | onger
wove a patternontherustlingleaves, that the branches had gr own dar ker,
t he shadows | onger; and back at t he house t here woul d be fresh raspberries
for tea. | would rise fromny bed of bracken then, shaking the feathery
dust of last year's leaves fromny skirt and whistling to Jasper, set
of f towards t he house, despising nyself even as | wal ked for my hurrying
feet, my one swift glance behind.

How strange that an articl e on wood pi geons coul d so recall the past and
make me falter as | read aloud. It was the grey | ook on his face that
made ne stop abruptly, and turn the pages until | found a paragraph on
cricket, very practical and dull - M ddl esex batting on a dry w cket at
t he Oval and pilingupintermni nabl e dreary runs. Howl bl essedthose solid

flannelled figures, for in afewmninutes his face had settled back into
repose, the col our had returned, and he was deri ding the Surrey bow ing
in healthy irritation.

W were saved a retreat into the past, and | had |l earnt my | esson. Read
Engl i sh news, yes, and English sport, politics, and ponposity, but in
future keep the things that hurt to nyself al one. They can be ny secret
i ndul gence. Col our and scent and sound, rain and the | appi ng of water,
even the mists of autumm, and the snell of the flood tide, these are
menori es of Manderley that will not be denied. Sone peopl e have a vice
of readi ng Bradshaws. They pl an i nnuner abl e j our neys across country for
the fun of |inking up inmpossible connexi ons. My hobby is | ess tedious,
if as strange. | ama mne of information on the English countryside.
I know t he nane of every owner of every British noor, yes - and their
tenants too. | know how many grouse are killed, how many partridge, how
many head of deer. | know where trout are rising, and where the sal non
leap. | attend all neets, | follow every run. Even the nanes of those
who wal k hound puppies are famliar to nme. The state of the crops, the
price of fat cattle, the mysterious ail nments of swine, | relishthemall



A poor pastime, perhaps, and not a very intellectual one, but | breathe
the air of England as | read, and canfacethisglittering sky with greater
cour age.

The scrubby vineyards and the crunbling stones' becone things of no
account, forif Il wishl cangivereintomyimgination, and pi ck f oxgl oves
and pal e canpions froma wet, streaking hedge.

Poor whi s of fancy, tender and un-harsh. They are the eneny to bitterness
and regret, and sweeten this exile we have brought upon oursel ves.
Because of theml can enjoy ny afternoon, andreturn, smlingandrefreshed,
tofacethelittleritual of our tea. The order never varies. Two slices
of bread and butter each, and Chi na tea. What a hi de- bound coupl e we nust
seem clingingtocustombecause we di d soin England. Here, onthis clean
bal cony, white and i npersonal with centuries of sun, | think of half past
four at Manderl ey, and the tabl e drawn before the library fire. The door
flung open, punctual to the m nute, and the performance, never-varying,
of the laying of the tea, the silver tray, the kettle, the snow cloth.
Wi | e Jasper, hi s spani el ears a-droop, feignsindifferencetothearrival
of the cakes. That feast was laid before us always, and yet we ate so
little.

Those dri ppi ng crunpets, | can see themnow. Tiny crisp wedges of toast,
and pi pi ng- hot, fl oury scones. Sandw ches of unknown nat ure, nysteriously
flavoured and qui te del ectabl e, and t hat very speci al gi ngerbread. Angel
cake, that nelted in the nouth, and his rather stodgier conpanion,
bursting with peel and raisins. There was enough food there to keep a
starving famly for a week. | never knew what happened to it all, and
the waste used to worry ne sonetines.

But | never dared ask Ms Danvers what she did about it. She woul d have
| ooked at e in scorn, sniling that freezing, superior smle of hers,
and | can i magi ne her saying: ' There were never any conpl ai nts when Ms
de Wnter was alive.' Ms Danvers. | wonder what she is doi ng now. She
and Favell. | think it was the expression on her face that gave nme ny
first feeling of unrest. Instinctively |I thought, 'She is conparing e
to Rebecca'; and sharp as a sword the shadow cane between us ...
Well, it is over now, finished and done with. | ride no nore tormented,
and both of us are free. Even ny faithful Jasper has gone to the happy
hunti ng grounds, and Manderley is no nore. It lies |like an enpty shell
am dst the tangle of the deep woods, even as | saw it in ny dream A
mul ti tude of weeds, a colony of birds. Sonetines perhaps a tranp will
wander there, seeking shelter froma sudden shower of rain and, if he
isstout-hearted, he may wal k therewith inpunity. But your timd fellow,
your nervous poacher - the woods of Manderley are not for him He night
stunbl e upon the little cottage in the cove and he woul d not be happy
beneath its tunbled roof, the thin rain beating a tattoo. There m ght
linger there still a certain atnmosphere of stress... That corner in the



drive, too, where the trees encroach upon the gravel, is not a place in
whi ch to pause, not after the sun has set. Wien the | eaves rustle, they
sound very nmuch i ke the stealthy novenent of a woman i n eveni ng dress,

and when t hey shi ver suddenly, andfall, and scatter away al ongt he ground,

they m ght be the patter, patter, of a woman's hurrying footstep, and
the mark in the gravel the inprint of a high-heeled satin shoe.

It iswhenl| renenber thesethingsthat | returnwithrelief tothe prospect

from our bal cony. No shadows steal upon this hard glare, the stony
vi neyards shimrer in the sun and the bougainvillaeais white with dust.

| may one day | ook uponit with affection. At the noment it inspires ne,

if not withlove, at least with confidence. And confidence is a quality
| prize, although it has come tonme alittlelate in the day. | suppose
it is his dependence upon ne that has nmade nme bold at last. At any rate
| have lost ny diffidence, ny timdity, ny shyness with strangers. | am
very different fromthat self who drove to Manderley for the first tine,

hopef ul and eager, handi capped by a rat her desperate gaucherieandfilled
with an intense desire to please. It was ny | ack of poi se of course that

made such a bad i npressi on on people |i ke Ms Danvers. \What nmust | have
seened | i ke after Rebecca? | can see nysel f now, menory spanni ng t he years
like abridge, with strai ght, bobbed hair and yout hful , unpowder ed f ace,

dressedinanill-fitting coat and skirt and a junper of ny own creation,

trailing inthe wake of Ms Van Hopper |ike a shy, uneasy colt. She woul d
precede ne in to |l unch, her short body ill-bal anced upon tottering, high
heel s, her fussy, frilly blouse a complinment to her |arge bosom and
swi ngi ng hi ps, her new hat pierced with a nonster quill aslant upon her

head, exposing a wi de expanse of forehead bare as a school boy's knee.

One hand carried a gi ganti c bag, the ki ndthat hol ds passports, engagenent

diaries, and bridge scores, while the other hand toyed with that

inevitable lorgnette, the eneny to other people's privacy.

She woul d nmake for her usual table inthe corner of the restaurant, cl ose
to the window, and lifting her lorgnette to her snall pig' s eyes survey
the scene to right and | eft of her, then she would I et the lorgnette fall

at lengthuponits blackribbonandutter alittle exclanation of di sgust:

"Not a single well-known personality, | shall tell the managenent they
must rmake a reduction on nmy bill. Wat do they think | cone here for?
To | ook at the page boys?' And she woul d sumon the waiter to her side,

her voice sharp and staccato, cutting the air |ike a saw

How different the little restaurant where we are today to that vast

di ni ng-room ornat e and ostentati ous, the Hotel Coted' Azur at Mont e Carl o;
and how di fferent ny present . conpani on, his steady, well-shaped hands
peel i ng a mandari n i n qui et, nmethodi cal fashion, | ooki ng up nowand agai n
fromhis task to smle at ne, conpared to Ms Van Hopper, her fat,

bej ewel | ed fingers questing a plate heaped high with ravioli, her eyes
darting suspiciously fromher plate to mne for fear | shoul d have nade



the better choi ce. She need not have disturbed herself, for the waiter,
wi th the uncanny sw ftness of his kind, had | ong sensed ny position as
i nferior and subservient to hers, and had placed before ne a pl ate of
ham and t ongue that sonebody had sent back to the cold buffet half an
hour before as badly carved. Odd, that resentment of servants, and their
obvious inpatience. | renmenber staying once with Ms Van Hopper in a
country house, and the mai d never answered ny timd bell, or brought up
my shoes, and early norningtea, stone col d, was dunped out si de ny bedr oom
door. It was the sanme at the Cote d' Azur, though to a | esser degree, and
sonmetines the studied indifference turned to famliarity, smrking and
of f ensi ve, whi ch nade buying stanps fromthe reception clerk an ordeal
I woul d avoi d. How young and i nexperienced | must have seemed, and how
| felt it, too. One was too sensitive, too raw, there were thorns and
pinpricks in so many words that in reality fell lightly on the air.

I remenber well that plate of hamand tongue. It was dry, unappeti zi ng,
cut in a wedge fromthe outside, but | had not the courage to refuse it.
W ate in silence, for Ms Van Hopper |iked to concentrate on food, and
| couldtell by theway the sauce ran down her chinthat her di sh of ravioli
pl eased her.

It was not a sight that engendered into nme great appetite for ny own cold
choi ce, and | ooki ng away fromher | sawthat the tabl e next to ours, |eft
vacant for three days, was to be occupi ed once nore. The naitre d' hotel,
with the particular bow reserved for his nore special patrons, was
ushering the new arrival to his place.

M s Van Hopper put down her fork, and reached for her I orgnette. | bl ushed
for her while she stared, and t he newconer, unconsci ous of her interest,
cast awanderingeye over t he menu. Then M s Van Hopper f ol ded her | orgnette
with a snap, and | eant across the table to ne, her small eyes bright with
excitenent, her voice a shade too | oud.

"It's Max de Wnter,' she said, 'the man who owns Mander| ey. You' ve heard
of it, of course. He looks ill, doesn't he? They say he can't get over
his wife's death ...'

chapter three

| wonder what ny life would be today, if Ms Van Hopper had not been a
snob.

Funny to think that the course of ny existence hung |i ke a thread upon
that quality of hers. Her curiosity was a disease, alnpbst a mania. At
first I had been shocked, wetchedly enbarrassed; | would feel like a
whi ppi ng boy who nust bear hi s naster's pains when | wat ched peopl e | augh
behi nd her back, | eave a roomhurri edly upon her entrance, or even vani sh
behi nd a Servi ce door on the corridor upstairs. For many years now she
had cone to t he Hotel Cote d' Azur, and, apart frombri dge, her one pastinme
whi ch was notorious by now in Mnte Carlo, was to claimvisitors of
di stinction as her friends had she but seen themonce at the other end



of the post-office. Sonehow she woul d manage to i ntroduce herself, and
before her victi mhad scented danger she had proffered aninvitationto
her suite. Her method of attack was so downri ght and sudden that there
was sel domopportunity to escape. At the Cote d' Azur she staked a cl ai m
upon a certain sofainthelounge, nmdway between the reception hall and
t he passage to the restaurant, and she woul d have her coffee there after
| uncheon and di nner, and al | who cane and went nust pass her by. Soneti nes
she woul d enploy ne as a bait to draw her prey, and, hating ny errand,
I woul d be sent across the lounge with a verbal nessage, the | oan of a
book or paper, the address of sone shop or other, the sudden di scovery
of a mutual friend. It seemed as t hough not abl es nust be fed to her, nmuch
as invalids are spooned their jelly; and though titles were preferred
by her, any f ace once seeninasoci al paper served as wel|l. Nanes scattered
in a gossip colum, authors, artists, actors, and their kind, even the
nmedi ocre ones, as long as she had learnt of themin print.

| can see her as though it were but yesterday, on that unforgettable
afternoon - never m nd how many years ago - when she sat at her favourite

sofa in the | ounge, debating her nethod of attack. |I could tell by her
abrupt manner, and the way she tapped her |orgnette agai nst her teeth,
that she was questing possibilities. | knew, too, when she had m ssed

the sweet and rushed through dessert, that she had wi shed to finish
| uncheon before the newarrival and soinstall hersel f where he nmust pass.
Suddenly she turned to ne, her small eyes alight.

"Go upstairs quickly and find that letter fromny nephew. You renenber,
the one witten on his honeynoon, with the snapshot. Bring it down to
me right away.

| sawthen that her plans were forned, and t he nephewwas to be t he neans
of introduction. Not for the first time | resented the part that | nust
play in her schenmes. Like a juggler's assistant | produced the props,
then silent and attentive | waited on ny cue. This newconer woul d not
wel cone intrusion, | felt certain of that. Inthe little | had | earnt
of himat luncheon, a smattering of hearsay garnered by her ten nonths
ago fromt he dai |l y papers and stored i n her nenory for future use, | could
i magi ne, inspite of ny youth and i nexperi ence of the world, that he woul d
resent thi s sudden burstinginuponhissolitude. Wiy he shoul d have chosen
toconmetothe Cote d Azur at Monte Carl o was not our concern, his probl ens
were his own, and anyone but Ms Van Hopper woul d have understood. Tact
was a qual ity unknown to her, discretion too, and because gossi p was t he
breath of life to her this stranger nmust be served for her dissection.
| found the letter in a pigeon-hole in her desk, and hesitated a noment
bef ore goi ng down again to the | ounge.

It seened to nme, rather senselessly, that | was allowing hima few nore
monent s of secl usion

I wished | had the courage to go by the Service staircase and so by



roundabout way to the restaurant, and there warn him of the anbush.
Conventi on was too strong for nme t hough, nor did | knowhow! shoul d frame
my sentence. There was nothing for it but tosit in my usual place beside
M s Van Hopper whil e she, |ike alarge, conpl acent spider, spun her wi de
net of tedium about the stranger's person.

| had been | onger than | thought, for when | returned to the | ounge |
saw he had al ready | eft the dining-room and she, fearful of |losing him
had not waited for the letter, but had risked a bare-faced i ntroduction
on her own. He was even nowsitting besi de her onthe sofa. | wal ked across
to them and gave her the letter without a word. He rose to his feet at
once, while Ms Van Hopper, flushed wi th her success, waved a vague hand
in nmy direction and nunbl ed nmy nane.

"M de Wnter is having coffee with us, go and ask the wai ter for another
cup,' she said, her tone just casual enough to warn himof my footing.
It meant | was a youthful thing and uni nportant, and that there was no
need to include ne in the conversation. She always spoke in that tone
when she wi shed to be i npressive, and her nmethod of introduction was a
formof self-protection, for once | had been taken for her daughter, an
acute enbarrassment for us both. This abruptness showed that | could
safely be ignored, and wonmen woul d give nme a brief nod which served as
a greeting and a disnissal in one, while nen, with large relief, would
realize they could sink back into a confortabl e chair wi thout offending
courtesy.

It was asurprise, therefore, tofindthat this newoner remai ned st andi ng
on his feet, and it was he who nade a signal to the waiter.
"I"'mafraid | nust contradict you,' he said to her, 'you are both having
coffee with me'; and before | knew what had happened he was sitting in
nmy usual hard chair, and | was on the sofa beside Ms Van Hopper.

For a nonent she | ooked annoyed - this was not what she had i ntended -
but she soon conposed her face, and thrusting her |arge self between nme
and the tabl e she | eant forward to his chair, tal king eagerly and | oudly,
fluttering the letter in her hand.

" You know!| recogni zed you j ust as soon as you wal kedintotherestaurant,'
she said, 'and | thought, "Wy, there's M de Wnter, Billy's friend,
| sinply nmust show hi mthose snaps of Billy and his bride taken on their
honeynoon", and here they are. There's Dora. Isn't she just adorable?
That little, slimwaist, those great big eyes. Here they are sun-bat hing
at Pal mBeach. Billy is crazy about her, you can i nagi ne. He had not net
her of course when he gave that party at Caridge's, and where | saw you
first. But | dare say you don't renenber an old woman |i ke ne?'

This with a provocative glance and a gleamof teeth. 'On the contrary
| remenber you very well,' he said, and before she could trap himinto
a resurrection of their first neeting he had handed her his cigarette
case, andthe busi ness of Iighting-upstalledher for the nonent. 'I don't



think I should care for Pal m Beach,' he said, blowing the nmatch, and
glancing at himl thought how unreal he woul d | ook against a Florida
background. He belongedtoawalledcity of thefifteenthcentury, acity
of narrow, cobbl ed streets, and thin spires, where the i nhabitants wore
poi nted shoes and worsted hose. His face was arresting, sensitive,
medi eval i nsome strange i nexplicabl eway, and| was rem nded of aportrait
seeninagallery, | had forgotten where, of a certain Gentl eman Unknown.
Coul d one but rob himof his English tweeds, and put himin black, with
| ace at his throat and wists, he woul d stare down at us i n our newworl d
froma | ong-di stant past - a past where nmen wal ked cl oaked at ni ght, and
stood in t he shadow of ol d doorways, a past of narrow stairways and dim
dungeons, a past of whispers in the dark, of shimering rapier bl ades,
of silent, exquisite courtesy.

I wished | could renenber the O d Master who had painted that portrait.
It stood in a corner of the gallery, and the eyes foll owed one fromthe
dusky frame ...

They wer e tal ki ng though, and | had | ost the t hread of conversation. ' No,
not even twenty years ago,' he was sayi ng. "That sort of thing has never

anused nme.' | heard Ms Van Hopper give her fat, conplacent |augh. '"If
Billy had a home | i ke Manderl ey he woul d not want to play around i n Pal m
Beach,' she said. 'I'mtoldit's |like fairyland, there's no other word
for it.'

She paused, expecting himto smile, but he went on snoki ng his cigarette,
and | noticed, faint as gossaner, the line between his brows.

"I've seen pictures of it, of course,' she persisted, 'and it |ooks
perfectly enchanting. | renmenber Billy telling me it had all those big
pl aces beat for beauty. | wonder you can ever bear to |leave it.'

H s sil ence now was pai nful, and woul d have been patent to anyone el se,
but sheranonlike a clunsy goat, tranpling and trespassi ng on | and t hat
was preserved, and | felt the colour flood my face, dragged with her as
I was into humliation.

"OfF course you Englishnen are all the sanme about your hones,' she said,
her voi ce becom ng | ouder and | ouder, 'you depreciate themso as not to
seemproud. Isn't thereamnstrels' gallery at Manderl ey, and sone very
val uabl e portraits?' Sheturnedto ne by way of explanation. ' M de Wnter
is so nbdest he won't adnit toit, but |I believe that | ovely home of his
has been in his fam|ly's possession since the Conquest. They say that
mnstrels' gallery is a gem | suppose your ancestors often entertained
royalty at Manderley, M de Wnter?

This was nore than | had hitherto endured, even fromher, but the sw ft
|l ash of his reply was unexpected. 'Not since Ethelred,' he said, 'the
one who was cal |l ed Unready. In fact, it was while stayingwithnm famly
that the nanme was given him He was invariably late for dinner.’

She deserved it, of course, and | waited for her change of face, but



incredible as it may seemhis words were I ost on her, and | was left to
withe in her stead, feeling Iike a child that had been snacked.
"Isthat really so? she blundered. 'I'dnoidea. My history is very shaky
and the ki ngs of England al ways nuddl ed nme. How i nteresting, though. I
nmust wite and tell ny daughter; she's a great scholar.’

There was a pause, and | felt the colour flood into ny face. | was too
young, that was the trouble. Had | been older | would have caught his
eye and sni | ed, her unbel i evabl e behavi our maki ng a bond bet ween us; but
asit was | was strickenintoshanme, and endur ed one of the frequent agoni es
of youth.

| think he realized ny distress, for he leant forward in his chair and
spoke to ne, his voice gentle, asking if | would have nore coffee, and
when | refused and shook ny head | felt his eyes were still on nme, puzzl ed,
refl ective. He was ponderi ng nmy exact rel ati onship to her, and wonderi ng
whet her he nust bracket us together in futility.

"What do you think of Monte Carlo, or don't you think of it at all?' he
said. This including of ne in the conversation found ne at my worst, the
raw ex-school girl, red-el bowed and | anky-haired, and | said sonething
obvi ous and i di oti c about the place being artificial, but beforel could
finish ny halting sentence Ms Van Hopper interrupted.

'She's spoilt, M de Wnter, that's her trouble. Mst girls would give
their eyes for the chance of seeing Mnte.'

"Woul dn' t that rather defeat the purpose?' he said, smling. She shrugged
her shoul ders, blowing a great cloud of cigarette snpbke into the air.
| don't think she understood himfor a monent. 'I'mfaithful to Monte,'
she told him 'the English winter gets me down, and ny constitution just
won't stand it. Wat brings you here? You're not one of the regulars.
Are you going to play "Cheny", or have you brought your golf clubs?
"I have not made up ny mind,' he said; '|I came away in rather a hurry.'
Hi s own words nust have jolted a nenory, for his face cl ouded agai n and
he frowned very slightly. She babbl ed on, i npervious. ' Of course you m ss
the fogs at Manderley; it's quite another matter; the west country nust
be delightful inthe spring.' He reached for the ashtray, squashing his
cigarette, and | noticed the subtle change in his eyes, the i ndefinabl e
sonething that |ingeredthere, nonmentarily, and | felt | had | ooked upon
sonet hing personal to hinself with which | had no concern.

"Yes,' he said shortly, 'Manderley was | ooking its best.' Asilence fell
upon us during a nonent or two, a silence that brought sonething of
di sconfort inits train, and stealing a glance at hi ml was reni nded nore
than ever of my Gentleman Unknown who, cloaked and secret, wal ked a
corridor by ni ght. M s Van Hopper' s voi ce pi erced ny dreaml i ke anelectric
bel | .

"I suppose you know a crowd of people here, though I nust say Monte is
very dull this winter. One sees so few well-known faces. The Duke of



M ddl esex i s here in his yacht, but | haven't been aboard yet.' She never
had, to ny know edge. ' You know Nel I M ddl esex of course,' she went on.
"What a charner she is. They al ways say that second childisn't his, but
| don't believe it. People will say anything, won't they, when a woman
is attractive? And she is so very lovely. Tell me, is it true the
Caxton-Hysl op marriage i s not a success?' She ran on, through a tangl ed
fringe of gossip, never seeing that these names were alien to him they
meant not hi ng, and that as she prattl ed unaware he grew col der and nore
silent. Never for a nmonent did he interrupt or glance at his watch; it
was as t hough he had set hi nsel f a st andar d of behavi our, sincetheoriginal
| apse when he had nade a fool of her infront of ne, andclungtoit grimy
rat her than offend again. It was a page-boy in the end who rel eased him
with the news that a dressnmaker awaited Ms Van Hopper in the suite.

He got up at once, pushing back his chair. 'Don't |let ne keep you,' he
sai d. ' Fashi ons change so qui ckly nowadays they may even have altered
by the tinme you get upstairs.'

The sting did not touch her, she accepted it as a pleasantry. 'It's so
delightful to have run into you like this, M de Wnter,' she said, as
we went towards the lift; '"now |'ve been brave enough to break the ice
| hope | shall see sonething of you. You nmust cone and have a dri nk sone
timeinthe suite. | nay have one or t wo peopl e comi ng i ntonorroweveni ng.

Wiy not join us? | turned away so that | should not watch hi msearch
for an excuse.

"I"'mso sorry,' he said, "tomorrow | amprobably driving to Sospel, |I'm
not sure when | shall get back.'

Reluctantly she left it, but westill hoveredat theentrancetothelift.

"I hope they've given you a good room the place is half enpty, so if
you are unconfortabl e mi nd you make a fuss. Your val et has unpacked for
you, | suppose?' Thisfamliaritywas excessive, evenfor her, and| caught
a glinpse of his expression.

"I don't possess one,' he said quietly; 'perhaps you would like to do
it for me?'

This tinme his shaft had found its mark, for she reddened, and | aughed
alittle ankwardly.

"Way, | hardly think...' she began, and t hen suddenl y, and unbel i evably,
she t urned upon ne, ' Per haps you coul d nake your sel f useful toM de Wnter,
if he wants anything done. You're a capable child in many ways.'
Ther e was a nonent ary pause, whil el stoodstricken, waitingfor hisanswer.
He | ooked down at us, nocking, faintly sardonic, a ghost of a smile on
his |ips.

" A charmng suggestion,' he said, "but | cling tothe famly notto. He
travel s the fastest who travel s al one. Perhaps you have not heard of it.'
And wi t hout waiting for her answer he turned and | eft us. 'What a funny
thing,' said Ms Van Hopper, as we went upstairs inthe lift. 'Do you



suppose that sudden departure was a form of hunour? Men do such

extraordinary things. | remenber a well-known witer once who used to
dart down the Service staircase whenever he saw ne comning. | suppose he
had a penchant for nme and wasn't sure of hinsel f. However, | was younger
t hen."'

The lift stoppedwith ajerk. We arrived at our fl oor. The page-boy fl ung
open the gates. 'By the way, dear,' she said, as we wal ked al ong the
corridor, '"don't think | mean to be unkind, but you put yourself just
a teeny bit forward this afternoon. Your efforts to nonopolize the
conversation quite enbarrassed me, and | ' msure it did him Mn | oat he
that sort of thing.'

| said nothing. There seened no possible reply. 'Ch, cone, don't sulk,"

she | aughed, and shrugged her shoul ders; 'after all, | amresponsible
for your behavi our here, and surely you can accept advice froma wonman
ol d enough to be your nother. Eh bien, Blaize.je viens..."' and hunm ng

a tune she went into the bedroom where the dressnaker was waiting for
her .

| knelt on the w ndow seat and | ooked out upon the afternoon. The sun

shone very brightly still, and there was a gay high wind. In half an hour
we shoul dbesittingtoour bridge, thew ndows tightlyclosed, thecentral
heating turned to the full. | thought of the ashtrays |I would have to

clear, and how t he squashed stubs, stained with |ipstick, would spraw
i n conpany with di scarded chocol ate creans. Bridge does not cone easily
to a mind brought up on Snap and Happy Fam |ies; besides, it bored her
friends to play with ne.

I felt my yout hful presence put a curb upon their conversation, nmuch as
aparlour-maiddoesuntil thearrival of dessert, and they coul d not fling
t hensel ves so easily into the nelting-pot of scandal and insinuation.
Her nmen-friends woul d assune asort of forced heartiness and ask ne j ocul ar
questions about history or painting, guessing | had not |ong | eft school
and that this would be nmy only form of conversation.

| sighed, and turned away fromt he wi ndow. The sun was so full of prom se,
and t he sea was whi pped white with a merry wind. | thought of that corner
of Monaco which | had passed a day or two ago, and where a crooked house
| eant to a cobbl ed square. Hi gh upinthe tunbl ed roof there was a wi ndow,
narrowas a slit. It m ght have held a presence nedi eval ; and, reaching
to t he desk for pencil and paper, | sketched in fancy with an absent m nd
aprofile, pal eandaquiline. Asonbre eye, ahigh-bridgednose, ascornful
upper lip. And | added a pointed beard and | ace at the throat, as the
pai nter had done, long ago in a different tine.

Soneone knocked at the door, and the lift-boy caneinwith anoteinhis
hand. 'Madame is in the bedroom' | told himbut he shook his head and
saidit was for ne. | opened it, and found a singl e sheet of note-paper



inside, with a fewwords witten in an unfamliar hand.

"Forgive me. | was very rude this afternoon.’' That was all. No si gnature,
and no begi nni ng. But ny nanme was on t he envel ope, and spelt correctly,
an unusual thing.

"I's there an answer?' asked the boy.

| 1 ooked up fromthe scraw ed words. "No,' | said. 'No, there isn't any
answer .’

When he had gone | put the note away i n nmy pocket, and turned once nore
to my pencil drawi ng, but for no known reason it did not please ne any
nore; the face was stiff and |ifeless, and the | ace coll ar and t he beard
were |ike props in a charade.

chapter four

The norning after the bridge party Ms Van Hopper woke with a sore t hroat
and a tenperature of a hundred and two. | rang up her doctor, who cane
round at once and di agnosed the usual influenza. 'You are to stay in bed
until | allow you to get up,' he told her; 'I don't like the sound of
that heart of yours, and it won't get better unless you keep perfectly
qui et and still. | should prefer', he went on, turning to ne, 'that Ms
Van Hopper had a trai ned nurse. You can't possibly lift her. It will only
be for a fortnight or so.'

| thought this rather absurd, and protested, but tony surprise she agreed
with him | think she enjoyed the fuss it would create, the synpathy of
peopl e, the visits and nessages fromfriends, and the arrival of flowers.
Monte Carl o had begun to bore her, and this little illness would nake
a distraction.

The nurse woul d give her injections, and a |light nassage, and she woul d
have adiet. | | eft her quite happy after the arrival of the nurse, propped
uponpillows with afalling tenperature, her best bed-jacket round her
shoul ders and be-ri bboned boudoir cap upon her head. Rather ashaned of

my light heart, | tel ephoned her friends, putting off the small party
she had arranged for the evening, and went down to the restaurant for
I unch, a good half hour before our usual time. | expected the roomto

be enpty - nobody | unched generally before one o' clock. It was enpty,
except for the table next to ours. This was a contingency for which
was unprepared. | thought he had gone to Sospel. No doubt he was | unchi ng
ear|y because he hoped to avoi d us at one o' cl ock. | was al ready hal f - way
across the room and could not go back. | had not seen him since we
di sappearedinthe lift the day before, for wi sely he had avoi ded di nner
in the restaurant, possibly for the sane reason that he lunched early
NOW.

It was a situation for which | was ill-trained. | wi shed | was ol der,
different. | went to our table, looking straight before ne, and
i mredi ately paid the penalty of gaucherie by knocki ng over the vase of
stiff anenones as | unfol ded nmy napkin. The water soaked the cloth, and



ran down on to ny lap. The waiter was at the other end of the room nor
had he seen. I n a second though ny nei ghbour was by my side, dry napkin
i n hand.

"You can't sit at a wet tablecloth,' he said brusquely; "it will put you
of f your food. Get out of the way.'

He began to nop the cloth, while the waiter, seeingthe disturbance, cane
swiftly to the rescue.

"l don't mind," | said, 'it doesn't matter a bit. I'mall alone.’

He said nothing, and then the waiter arrived and whi pped away t he vase
and the sprawing flowers.

'Leave that,' he said suddenly, 'and lay another place at ny table.

Madenoi selle will have | uncheon with ne.

| looked up in confusion. "OCh, no," | said, 'l couldn't possibly."’
"Why not?' he said.

| tried to think of an excuse. | knew he did not want to | unch with ne.
It was his formof courtesy. | should ruin his nmeal. | deternined to be
bol d and speak the truth.

'"Please,' | begged, 'don't be polite. It's very kind of you but | shal
be quite all right if the waiter just wi pes the cloth.'

"But |' mnot beingpolite,' heinsisted. '| would!ikeyoutohaveluncheon
with nme. Even if you had not knocked over that vase so clunsily | should
have asked you.' | suppose ny face told hi mmy doubt, for he sniled. ' You
don't believe ne,' he said; 'never mnd, cone and sit down. We needn't
talk to each other unless we feel like it.'

W sat down, and he gave ne the nmenu, leaving nme to

choose, and went on wi t h hi s hors d' oeuvre as t hough not hi ng had happened.
H's quality of detachment was peculiar to hinself, and | knew that we
m ght continue thus, w thout speaking, throughout the neal and it woul d
not matter. Ther e woul d be no sense of strai n. He woul d not ask ne questi ons
on history.

"What' s happened to your friend?' hesaid. | toldhimabout theinfluenza.
"I"'mso sorry,' he said, and then, after pausing a nonent, 'you got ny
note, | suppose. | felt very much ashamed of nyself. My manners were
atrocious. The only excuse | can make i s that |'ve becone boorish through
living alone. That's why it's so kind of you to lunch with ne today.'
"You weren't rude,' | said, 'at | east, not the sort of rudeness she woul d
understand. That curiosity of hers - she does not nean to be of fensi ve,
but she does it to everyone. That is, everyone of inportance.

"l ought to be flattered then,' he said; 'why should she consi der ne of
any i nmportance?'

| hesitated a nonent before replying. 'l think because of Manderl ey,
| said. He did not answer, and | was aware again of that feeling of
di sconfort, as though I had trespassed on forbi dden ground. | wondered
why it was that this hone of his, known to so many peopl e by hearsay,



evento nme, should soinevitably silence him making as it were a barrier
bet ween hi m and ot hers.

W ate for a while without tal king, and | thought of a picture postcard
| had bought once at a village shop, when on holiday as a child in the
west country. It was the painting of a house, crudely done of course and
hi ghly col oured, but even those faults could not destroy the symetry
of the buil ding, the wi de stone steps before the terrace, the green | awns
stretching to the sea. | paid twopence for the painting - hal f nmy weekly
pocket noney - and then asked the wrinkl ed shop woman what it was neant
to be. She | ooked astonished at mny ignorance.

"That' s Manderl ey,' she said, and| renenber com ng out of t he shop feeling
rebuffed, yet hardly w ser than before.

Perhaps it was t he menory of this postcard, | ost | ongagoinsone forgotten
book, that nmade nme synpathize with his defensive attitude. He resented
M's Van Hopper and her |ike

wi ththeir intrudi ngquestions. Maybe t here was sonet hi ng i nvi ol at e about
Manderl ey that nade it a place apart; it would not bear discussion. |
coul d i magi ne her tranping through the roons, perhaps payi ng sixpence
for adm ssion, ripping the quietude with her sharp, staccato | augh. Qur
m nds nust have run i n the sane channel, for he began to tal k about her.
"Your friend,' he began, 'sheisvery nuchol der thanyou. I sshearelation?
Have you known her long?' | saw he was still puzzled by us.
"She'snot reallyafriend,' | toldhim 'she's anenployer. She's training
me to be athingcalleda conmpani on, and she pays ne ni nety pounds a year.'
"I did not know one could buy conpanionship,' he said; 'it sounds a
primtive idea. Rather |ike the Eastern slave market.'

"l | ooked up the word "conpani on" once in the dictionary,' | admtted,
"and it said "a conpanion is a friend of the bosont.'

"You haven't nuch in conmon with her,' he said.

He | aughed, | ooking quite different, younger sonehow and | ess det ached.
"What do you do it for?' he asked ne.

"Ninety pounds is a lot of noney to ne,' | said.

'Haven't you any famly?'

'No-t hey're dead.'

"You have a very lovely and unusual nane.'

"My father was a lovely and unusual person.'

"Tell ne about him' he said.

| 1 ooked at himover ny glass of citronade. It was not easy to explain
ny father and usual | y | never tal ked about him He was my secret property.
Preserved for ne al one, nuch as Mander| ey was preserved f or ny nei ghbour.
| had no wish to introduce himcasually over a table in a Monte Carlo
restaurant.

There was a strange air of unreality about that |uncheon, and | ooking
back upon it nowit is invested for nme with a curious gl anour. There was



I, so nuch of a schoolgirl still, who only the day before had sat with
Ms Van Hopper, prim silent, and subdued, and twenty-four hours
afterwards ny fam |y history was mne no longer, | shared it with a nan
| did not know. For sone reason | felt inpelled to speak, because his
eyes followed nme in synpathy |ike the Gentleman Unknown.

My shyness fell away fromne, | oosening as it didso ny reluctant tongue,
and out they all canme, the little secrets of chil dhood, the pleasures
and the pains. It seemed to ne as though he understood, from ny poor
description, sonething of the vibrant personality that had been ny
father's, and sonething too of the I ove my nother had for him naking
itavital, livingforce, with a spark of divinity about it, so nmuch t hat
when he di ed t hat desperate wi nter, struck down by pneunoni a, shelingered
behi nd hi mfor five short weeks and stayed no nore. | renenber pausi ng,
alittle breathless, alittle dazed. The restaurant was filled noww th
peopl e who chatted and | aughed to an orchestral background and a cl atter
of plates, and glancing at the clock above the door | saw that it was
two o'clock. W had been sitting there an hour and a half, and the
conversation had been m ne al one.

| tunbled downintoreality, hot-handed and sel f-consci ous, with ny face
af | ame, and began to stamrer ny apologies. He would not listen to ne.
"I toldyou at the begi nning of |unch you had a | ovel y and unusual nane, '
he said. 'I shall go further, if you will forgive nme, and say that it
becones you as wel |l as it became your father. |'ve enjoyed this hour with
you nore than | have enjoyed anything for a very long tine. You' ve taken
me out of nyself, out of despondency and introspection, both of which
have been ny devils for a year.'

| 1 ooked at him and believed he spoke the truth; he seenmed | ess fettered
t han he had been before, nmore nodern, nore human; he was not henmed in
by shadows.

"You know,' he said, 'we've got a bond in common, you and |. W& are both
alone inthe world. Ch, |'ve got a sister, though we don't see nuch of
each other, and an anci ent grandnot her whom| pay duty visits to three
times a year, but neither of themmake for conpani onship. | shall have
to congratul ate Ms Van Hopper. You're cheap at ninety pounds a year.
"You forget', | said, 'you have a hone and | have none.'

The monent | spoke | regretted ny words, for the secret, inscrutabl el ook
canme back in his eyes again, and once again | suffered the intolerable
di sconfort that floods one after |ack of

tact. He bent his headtolight acigarette, anddidnot replyimredi ately.
"An enpty house can be as lonely as a full hotel,' he said at |ength.
"Thetroubleisthat it islessinpersonal.' Hehesitated, and for a nonent
| thought he was going to tal k of Manderley at | ast, but sonething held
hi m back, sonme phobia that struggled to the surface of his m nd and won
supremacy, for he blewout his match and his flash of confidence at the



sane tine.

"So the friend of the bosomhas a holiday? he said, on a level plane
agai n, an easy camaraderi e between us. 'What does she propose to do with
it?

I thought of the cobbled square in Monaco and t he house with the narrow
wi ndow. | coul d be of f therebythreeo' cl ockw thnysketchbook and pencil,

and | toldhimas much, alittleshyly perhaps, Iikeall untal ented persons
with a pet hobby.

"I'll drive you there in the car,' he said, and would not listen to
prot ests.

| renmenbered Ms Van Hopper's warni ng of the ni ght before about putting
mysel f forward and was enbarrassed t hat he mi ght thi nk my tal k of Monaco
was a subterfuge towinalift. It was so blatantly the type of thing
t hat she woul d do hersel f, and | did not want hi mto bracket us together.

| had already risen in inportance fromny lunch with him for as we got

up fromthe table the little mattre d' hotel rushed forward to pull away
my chair. He bowed and snmiled - a total change fromhis usual attitude
of indi fference - pi cked up ny handkerchi ef that had fall en on the fl oor,

and hoped ' madenvoi sel | e had enj oyed her | unch'. Even t he page- boy by t he
swi ng doors gl anced at ne wi t hrespect. My conpani on acceptedit as natural,
of course; he knew nothing of the ill-carved hamof yesterday. | found
t he change depressing, it nade ne despi se nysel f. | renenbered ny fat her

and his scorn of superficial snobbery.

"What are you t hi nki ng about ?* We were wal ki ng al ong the corridor tothe
| ounge, and | ooking up | saw his eyes fixed on nme in curiosity.

' Has sonet hi ng annoyed you?' he said.

The attentions of the maitre d hotel had opened up a train of

t hought, and as we drank coffee | told hi mabout Bl ai ze, the dressnaker.

She had been so pl eased when M's Van Hopper had bought three frocks, and
I, taking her tothelift afterwards, had pictured her worki ng upon t hem
i n her own smal | sal on, behindthe stuffylittle shop, with a consunptive
son wasting upon her sofa. | could see her, with tired eyes, threading
needl es, and the floor covered with snippets of material.

"Wl | ?' he said smling, 'wasn't your picture true?

"l don't know,' | said, 'I never found out.' And | told himhow | had
rung the bell for the lift, and as | had done so she had funbl ed in her

bag and gave nme a note for a hundred francs. 'Here,' she had whi spered,

her tone intimte and unpleasant, 'l want you to accept this small

conmi ssion in return for bringing your patron to nmy shop.' Wen | had
refused, scarlet with enbarrassment, she had shrugged her shoul ders
di sagreeably. 'Just as you like,' she had said, 'but | assure youit's
qui te usual. Perhaps you would rather have a frock. Cone along to the
shop sone tine wi thout Madane and | will fix you up without charging you
a sou.' Sonehow, | don't knowwhy, |I had been awar e of that sick, unheal t hy



feeling | had experienced as a chil dwhen turningthe pages of a forbi dden
book. The vision of the consunptive son faded, and in its stead arose
the picture of nyself had | been different, pocketing that greasy note
wi t h an under st andi ng snil e, and perhaps slipping round to Bl ai ze's shop
on this nmy free afternoon and com ng away with a frock I had not paid
for.

| expected himto laugh, it was a stupid story, | don't knowwhy | told
him but he | ooked at nme thoughtfully as he stirred his coffee.

"I think you' ve made a big mstake,' he said, after a nonent.

"In refusing that hundred francs?' | asked, revolted.

'No - good heavens, what do you take me for? | think you' ve made a ni st ake
inconmng here, injoining forces with Ms Van Hopper. You are not nade
for that sort of job. You' retooyoung, for onething, andtoo soft. Bl aize
and her commi ssion, that's nothing. The first of many simlar incidents
fromother Blaizes. You will either have to give in, and becone a sort
of Bl aize yourself, or stay as you are and be broken. Who

suggested you took on this thing in the first place? It seened natural
for himto question nme, nor did | mnd. It was as though we had known
one another for a long tine, and had net again after a | apse of years.
'Have you ever thought about the future? he asked ne, 'and what this
sort of thing will |ead to? Supposing Ms Van Hopper gets tired of her
"friend of the bosoni, what then?'

| smled, and told himthat | did not m nd very much. There woul d be ot her
M's Van Hoppers, and | was young, and confident, and strong. But even
as he spoke | renenbered those adverti sements seen often in good cl ass
magazi nes where a friendly soci ety demands succour for young women in
reduced circunstances; | thought of the type of boarding-house that
answers the advertisenent and gives tenmporary shelter, and then | saw
nysel f, usel ess sketch-book i n hand, w thout qualifications of any ki nd,
stamrering replies to stern enploynment agents. Perhaps | should have
accepted Bl aize's ten per cent.

'How ol d are you?' he said, and when | told himhe | aughed, and got up
fromhis chair. 'lI knowthat age, it's a particularly obstinate one, and
a thousand bogi es won't make you fear the future. Apity we can't change
over. Go upstairs and put your hat on, and1' || have the car brought round."
As he watched me into the lift | thought of yesterday, Ms Van Hopper's
chattering tongue, and his cold courtesy. | had ill-judged him he was
nei ther hard nor sardonic, he was already ny friend of nany years, the
brot her | had never possessed. M ne was a happy nood t hat afternoon, and
| remenber it well. | can see the rippled sky, fluffy with cloud, and
t he white whipped sea. | can feel again the wind on ny face, and hear
ny | augh, and his that echoedit. It was not the Monte Carl o | had known,
or perhaps the truth was that it pleased me better. There was a gl anour
about it that had not been before. | nust have | ooked upon it before with



dul | eyes. The harbour was a dancing thing, with fluttering paper boats,
and the sailors on the quay were jovial, smling fellows, nerry as the
wi nd. We passed t he yacht, bel oved of Ms Van Hopper because of its ducal
owner, and snapped our fingers at the

glistening brass, and | ooked at one anot her and |aughed again. | can
renmenber as though | wore it still ny confortable, ill-fitting flannel
suit, and howthe skirt was |ighter than the coat through harder wear.
My shabby hat, t oo broad about the bri m and ny | ow heel ed shoes, fastened
with asinglestrap. Apair of gauntlet gl oves clutched in a grubby hand.
| had never | ooked nore youthful, | had never felt so old. Ms Van Hopper
and her i nfl uenza di d not exi st for me. The bri dge and t he cocktail parties
were forgotten, and with themnmy own hunble status. | was a person of
i nportance, | was grown up at last. That girl who, tortured by shyness,
woul d stand out si de the sitting-roomdoor tw sting a handkerchief in her
hands, whil e fromwi t hi n cane t hat babbl e of confused chatter so unnervi ng
to the intruder - she had gone with the wind that afternoon. She was a
poor creature, and | thought of her with scorn if | considered her

at all.

The wi nd was too high for sketching, it tore in cheerful gusts around
the corner of ny cobbled square, and back to the car we went and drove
| know not where. The long road clinbed the hills, and the car clinbed
withit, andwecircledintheheightslikeabirdintheair. Howdifferent
hi s car to Ms Van Hopper' s hirelingfor the season, asquare ol d-fashi oned
Dai m er that took us to Mentone on placid afternoons, when |, sitting
onthelittle seat with nmy back to the driver, nust crane ny neck to see
the view This car had the wings of Mercury, | thought, for higher yet
we clinbed, and dangerously fast, and the danger pl eased nme because it
was new to ne, because | was young.

| remenber | aughi ng al oud, and the | augh being carried by the wi nd away
fromnme; and | ooking at him | realized he | aughed no | onger, he was once
nor e si |l ent and det ached, t he man of yesterday wrappedinhis secret self.
| realized, too, that the car could clinb no nore, we had reached the
summ t, and bel ow us stretched t he way that we had cone, precipitous and
hol | ow. He stopped the car, and | could see that the edge of the road
bordered a vertical slope that crunbled into vacancy, a fall of perhaps
two t housand f eet. W got out of t he car and | ooked beneat h us. Thi s sobered
me at last. | knew that but half the car's length had | ain between us
and the fall. The sea, |like a crinkled chart, spread to the horizon, and
| apped t he sharp outline of the coast, whil e the houses were white shells
in a rounded grotto, pricked here and there by a great orange sun. W
knew anot her sunlight on our hill, and the silence made it harder, nore
austere. A change had cone upon our afternoon; it was not the thing of
gossaner it had been. The wi nd dropped, and it suddenly grew col d.
When | spoke ny voice was far too casual, the silly, nervous voice of



sonmeone ill at ease. 'Do you know this place?" | said. 'Have you been
here before?' He | ooked down at ne wi thout recognition, and | realized
withalittle stab of anxiety that he nust have forgotten all about ne,
per haps for sone considerable tine, and that he hinmself was so lost in
the labyrinth of his own unquiet thoughts that | did not exist. He had
the face of one who wal ks in his sleep, and for a wild nonent the idea
came to nme that perhaps he was not normal, not altogether sane. There
wer e peopl e who had trances, | had surely heard of them and they fol | owed
st range | aws of whi ch we coul d knownot hi ng, t hey obeyedthetangl ed orders
of their own subconscious m nds. Perhaps he was one of them and here
we were within six feet of death.

"It's getting late, shall we go hone?' | said, and ny carel ess tone, ny
little ineffectual smle would scarcely have deceived a child.

| had m sjudged him of course, there was nothing wong after all, for
as soon as | spoke this second tine he cane cl ear of his dreamand began
to apol ogize. | had gone white, | suppose, and he had noticed it.

'That was an unforgivable thing for nme to do,' he said, and taking ny
arm he pushed ne back towards the car, and we clinbed in again, and he
sl amred the door. 'Don't be frightened, the turnis far easier than it
| ooks,' he said, and while |, sick and gi ddy, clung to the seat with both

hands, he nmanoeuvred the car gently, very gently, until it faced the
sl opi ng road once nore.
"Then you have been here before?" | said to him ny sense of strain

departing, as the car crept away down the twi sting narrow road.
"Yes,' he said, and then, after pausi ng a nonent, ' but not for many years.
| wanted to see if it had changed.' 'And has it?' | asked him 'No,' he
said. "No, it has not changed.' | wondered what had driven himto this
retreat into the past, with ne an unconsci ous wi tness of his nmood. \What
gul f of years stretched between himand that other tine, what deed of
t hought and action, what difference in tenperanent? | did not want to
know. | wi shed | had not cone.

Down t he tw sting road we went wi thout a check, without a word, a great
ri dge of cloud stretched above the setting sun, and the air was col d and
cl ean. Suddenly he began to tal k about Manderl ey. He said nothing of his
life there, no word about hinsel f, but he told me howthe sun set there,
on a spring afternoon, |eaving a gl ow upon the headl and. The sea woul d
| ook like slate, cold still fromthe long winter, and fromthe terrace
you could hear the ripple of the comng tide washing inthelittle bay.
The daffodils wereinbloom stirringinthe evening breeze, gol den heads
cupped upon | ean stal ks, and however many you m ght pick there woul d be
no thinning of the ranks, they were massed |i ke an arny, shoulder to
shoul der. On a bank bel owt he | awns, crocuses were pl ant ed, gol den, pink,
and mauve, but by this tine they woul d be past their best, droppi ng and
fading, like pallid snowdrops. The prinrose was nore vul gar, a honely



pl easant creature who appeared in every cranny like a weed. Too early
yet for bluebells, their heads were still hidden beneath |last year's
| eaves, but when they cane, dwarfing the nmore hunbl e vi ol et, they choked
the very bracken in the woods, and with their col our nade a chall enge
to the sky.

He never woul d have themin the house, he said. Thrust into vases they
becane dank and listless, and to see themat their best you must wal k
i nthewoodsinthenorning, about twel ve o' cl ock, whent he sunwas over head.
They had a snoky, rather bitter snmell, as though awild sapranintheir

stal ks, pungent and juicy. People who plucked bl uebells fromthe woods
were vandal s; he had forbidden it at Manderley. Sonetines, driving in
the country, he had seen bicyclists with huge bunches strapped before
them on the handl es, the bl oom al ready fadi ng

fromthe dyi ng heads, the ravaged stal ks straggling naked and uncl ean.

The prinrose did not mind it quite so nmuch; although a creature of the
wilds it had a | eaning towards civilization, and preened and smled in
ajamjar insone cottage wi ndoww thout resentnent, living quite a week
if given water. No wild fl owers cane in the house at Manderley. He had
special cultivated flowers, grown for the house alone, in the walled
garden. A rose was one of the few flowers, he said, that | ooked better

pi cked than growing. ' A bow of roses in a draw ng-roomhad a depth of

col our and scent they had not possessed in the open. There was sonet hi ng
rat her bl ousy about roses in full bloom somrething shall ow and raucous,

likewonenwithuntidy hair. Inthe housethey becane nmysteri ous and subt| e.
He had roses in the house at Manderley for eight months inthe year. Did
I like syringa, he asked nme? There was a tree on the edge of the | awn
he coul d snel | fromhi s bedroomw ndow. Hi s si ster, who was a hard, rather
practical person, used to conplain that there were too many scents at

Mander | ey, they nmade her drunk. Perhaps she was right. He did not care.

It was the only formof intoxication that appealed to him His earliest

recol | ecti on was of great branches of lilac, standinginwhite jars, and
they filled the house with a wistful, poignant snell.

The littl e pathway down the valley to the bay had clunps of azal ea and
rhododendron planted to the left of it, and if you wandered down it on
a May evening after dinner it was just as though the shrubs had sweat ed
intheair. Youcoul d stoop down and pick afallenpetal, crushit between
your fingers, and you had there, in the hollowof your hand, the essence
of athousand scents, unbearabl e and sweet. Al froma curl ed and crunpl ed
petal. And you cane out of the valley, heady and rather dazed, to the
hard white shingle of the beach and the still water. A curious, perhaps
too sudden contrast...

As he spoke t he car becane one of many once agai n, dusk had fal | en wi t hout

ny noticingit, and we wereinthe mdst of |ight and soundinthe streets
of Monte Carlo. The clatter jagged on ny nerves, and the |lights were far



too brilliant, far too yellow. It was a swift, unwel cone anticlinax.

Soon we woul d cone to the hotel, and | felt for nmy gloves in the pocket
of the car. | found them and ny fingers cl osed upon a book as wel I, whose
slimcovers told of poetry. | peeredtoreadthetitle as the car sl owed
down before the door of the hotel. 'You can take it and read it if you
like," he said, his voice casual and indifferent nowthat the drive was
over, and we were back again, and Manderl ey was nmany hundreds of niles
di stant.

| was glad, and held it tightly with nmy gloves. |I felt | wanted sone
possessi on of his, now that the day was fini shed.
"Hop out,' he said. 'l nust go and put the car away. | shan't see you

intherestaurant this eveningas!|'mdiningout. But thank you for today.'
| went up the hotel steps al one, with all the despondency of a chil d whose
treat i sover. My afternoonhadspoilt nefor the hoursthat still renai ned,
and | thought how |l ong they woul d seemuntil ny bed-tinme, howenpty too
my supper all alone. Sonehow | could not face the bright inquiries of
the nurse upstairs, or the possibilities of Ms Van Hopper's husky
interrogation, sol sat down in the corner of the | ounge behind a pillar
and ordered tea.

The wai ter appear ed bored; seeing ne al one there was no need for himto
press, and anyway it was that dragging tinme of day, a fewm nutes after
hal f past five, when the nonnal tea is finished and the hour for drinks
renot e.

Rat her forlorn, norethanalittle dissatisfied, | | eant back in my chair
and took up the book of poenms. The volunme was wel |l worn, well thunbed,
falling open automatically at what nust be a much-frequented page.

| fled Hm down t he ni ghts and down t he days; | fled H m down t he arches
of the years; | fled Hm down the | abyrinthine ways &' my own ni nd; and
in the mdst of tears | hid fromH m and under running | aughter.

Up vistaed sl opes | sped

And shot, precipited

Adown Titanic gloonms of chasnmed fears, From those strong feet that
foll owed, followed after.

| felt rather |i ke soneone peering through the keyhol e of a | ocked door,
and a little furtively | laid the book aside. Wat hound of heaven had
driven himto the high hills this afternoon? | thought of his car, with
hal f alength betweenit and that drop of two t housand feet, and t he bl ank
expressi on on his face. Wiat foot st eps echoed i n his m nd, what whi spers,
and what nenories, and why, of all poens, nust he keep this one in the
pocket of his car? | wi shed he were | ess rempote; and | anything but the
creature that | was in ny shabby coat and skirt, ny broad-brimed
school girl hat.

The sul ky wai ter brought ny tea, and while | ate bread-and-butter dull
as sawdust | thought of the pathway through the vall ey he had descri bed



to me this afternoon, the snell of the azal eas, and the white shingle
of the bay. If he loved it all so much why did he seek the superficial
froth of Monte Carl o? He had told Ms Van Hopper he had nade no pl ans,
he cane away i nrather ahurry. And | pi ctured hi mrunni ng downt hat pat hway
in the valley with his own hound of heaven at his heels.

| picked up the book again, and this tinme it opened at the titl e-page,
and| readthededi cation. ' Max- fromRebecca. 17 May', witteninacurious
slanting hand. Alittle blob of ink marred the white page opposite, as
though the writer, ininpatience, had shaken her pen to make the ink fl ow
freely. And then as it bubbled through the nib, it came alittle thick,
so t hat t he nane Rebecca stood out bl ack and strong, the tall and sl opi ng
R dwarfing the other letters.

| shut the book with asnap, and put it away under ny gl oves; and stretchi ng

to a nearby chair, | took up an ol d copy of VIIlustration and turned the
pages. There were sone fine photographs of the chateaux of the Loire,
and anarticleaswell. | readit carefully, referringtothe photographs,

but when | finished | knew!| had not understood a word. It was not Bl ois
withitsthinturretsandits spiresthat stared up at ne fromthe printed
page. It was the face of Ms Van Hopper in the restaurant the day before,

her smal | pig's eyes darting to the nei ghbouring table, her fork, heaped
high with ravioli, pausing in md-air.

"An appal ling tragedy,' she was saying, 'the papers were full of it of

course. They say he never tal ks about it, never nentions her nane. She
was drowned you know, in the bay near Manderley ...'

chapter five

| amglad it cannot happen twi ce, the fever of first love. For it is a
fever, and a burden, too, whatever the poets may say. They are not brave,

t he days whenwe are twenty-one. Theyarefull of littlecowardices, little
fears w t hout foundati on, and oneis soeasily bruised, sosw ftly wounded,
onefallstothefirst barbedword. Today, wappedinthe conmpl acent ar nour

of approaching niddl e age, the infinitesinmal pricks of day by day brush
one lightly and are soon forgotten, but then - howa carel ess word woul d
Iinger, becomingafierystignma, and howa | ook, a gl ance over a shoul der,

branded t hensel ves as t hi ngs eternal . Adeni al heral dedthethricecrow ng
of a cock, and an insincerity was |i ke the kiss of Judas. The adult m nd
canliew th untroubl ed consci ence and a gay conposure, but inthose days
even a snal | deception scoured the tongue, | ashi ng one agai nst the st ake
itself.

' What have you been doi ngt hi s norni ng?' | can hear her now, propped agai nst

her pillows, with all the small irritability of the patient who is not

really ill, who has lainin bed too long, and |, reaching to the bedside
drawer for the pack of cards, would feel the guilty flush form pat ches
on ny neck.

"I've been playing tennis with the professional,' | told her, the fal se



wor ds bringi ng ne to panic, even as | spoke, for what if the professional
hi msel f should come up to the suite, then,

that very afternoon, and bursting in upon her conplainthat | had m ssed
my | esson now for many days?

"The troubleiswithmelaiduplikethis you haven't got enough to do,"
she sai d, mashing her cigarette in a jar of cleansing cream and taking
the cards in her hand she mi xed themin the deft, irritating shuffle of
the inveterate player, shaking themin threes, snapping the backs.

"I don't know what you find to do with yourself all day,' she went on;
"you never have any sketches to show nme, and when | do ask you to do sone

shoppi ng for me you forget to buy nmy Taxol. Al | can say is that | hope
your tenniswill inprove; it will be useful toyoulater on. Apoor player
is a great bore. Do you still serve underhand?' She flipped the Queen
of Spades into the pool, and the dark face stared up at ne |i ke Jezebel .
"Yes,' | said, stung by her question, thinking howjust and appropriate
her word. It described nme well. | was underhand. | had not played tennis
with the professional at all. | had not once played since she had lain

in bed, and that was a little over a fortnight now. | wondered why it
was | clungtothis reserve, and why it was | did not tell her that every
morning | drove with de Wnter in his car, and lunched with him too,
at his table in the restaurant.

"You nust cone up to the net nore; you will never play a good gane until
you do,' she continued, and | agreed, flinching at my own hypocri sy,
covering the Queen with the weak-chi nned Knave of Hearts.

| have forgotten nuch of Monte Carl o, of those norning drives, of where
we went, even our conversation; but | have not forgotten how ny fingers
trenbl ed, cramming on nmy hat, and how | ran al ong the corridor and down
the stairs, too inpatient to wait for the slowwhining of the lift, and
so out si de, brushing the swi ng doors beforethe conm ssionaire coul d help
ne.

He woul d be there, inthe driver's seat, readi ng a paper whil e he wait ed,
and when he saw nme he would snmile, and toss it behind himin the back
seat, and open the door, saying, 'Wll, howis the friend-of-the-bosom
t hi s norni ng, and where does she want to go?' |f he had driven round in
circlesit would not have mattered to ne, for | was in that first flushed
stage when to clinb into the seat beside him and |lean forward to the
wi nd-

screen huggi ng ny knees, was al nost too nuchtobear. | was likealittle
scrubby school boy wi th a passi on for a sixth-formprefect, and he ki nder,
and far nore inaccessible.

"There's a cold wind this norning, you had better put on ny coat.'

I renenber that, for | was young enough to wi n happi ness in the wearing
of hi s clothes, playingthe school boy agai nwho carries his hero's sweater
and ties it about his throat choking, with pride, and this borrow ng of



his coat, wearing it around ny shoul ders for evenafewm nutes at atine,
was a triunph in itself, and nmade a gl ow about ny norning.

Not for nme the | anguor and the subtlety |I had read about in books. The
chal | enge and t he chase. The sword- pl ay, the swift gl ance, thestinulating
smle. The art of provocation was unknown to ne, and | would sit with
his map upon ny lap, the wind blowi ng ny dull, |anky hair, happy in his
silence yet eager for his words. Wether he tal ked or not made little
di fference to ny nood. My only eneny was t he cl ock on t he dashboar d, whose
hands woul d nove relentlessly to one o' clock. W drove east, we drove
west, amidst the nyriad villages that cling like linpets to the
Medi t erranean shore, and today | renenber none of them

Al | renenber is the feel of the | eather seats, the texture of the map
upon ny knee, its frayed edges, its worn seans, and how one day, | ooking
at the cl ock, | thought tonysel f, ' Thi s monment now, at twenty past el even,
this must never be lost,' and | shut ny eyes to nake t he experience nore
| asting. Wien | opened ny eyes we were by a bend i nthe road, and a peasant
girl in a black shawl waved to us; | can see her now, her dusty skirt,
her gleanmi ng, friendly smle, and in a second we had passed t he bend and
could see her no nore. Already she belonged to the past, she was only
a nmenory.

| wanted to go back again, to recapture the nonent that had gone, and
thenit canetone that if we did it would not be the sane, even the sun
woul d be changed i n t he sky, casting anot her shadow, and t he peasant girl
woul d trudge past us along the road in a different way, not waving this
time, perhaps not even seeing us. There was sonmething chilling in the
t hought, sonething a little nelancholy, and | ooking at the

clock | sawthat five nore m nutes had gone by. Soon we woul d have reached
our tinme Iimt, and nust return to the hotel.

"If only there could be aninvention', |I saidinpulsively, '"that bottled
up a nenory, |ike scent. And it never faded, and it never got stale. And
t hen, when one wanted it, the bottle coul d be uncorked, and it woul d be
like living the nonment all over again.' | |ooked up at him to see what
he woul d say. He did not turn to me, he went on watchi ng the road ahead.
"What particular nonents in your young life do you wi sh uncorked?' he
said. | could not tell fromhis voice whet her he was teasing me or not.
"I"'mnot sure,' | began, and then blundered on, rather foolishly, not
t hi nki ng of ny words, '1'dliketo keep this nonent and never forget it.'
"I's that neant to be a conplinent to the day, or to ny driving? he said,
and as he | aughed, |ike a nocking brother, | becane silent, overwhel ned
suddenly by the great gulf between us, and how his very kindness to ne
wi dened it.

| knew then that | would never tell Ms Van Hopper about these norning
expedi tions, for her sml|e wuld hurt me as his | augh had done. She woul d
not be angry, nor woul d she be shocked; she woul d rai se her eyebrows very



faintly as though she di d not al toget her believe ny story, and then with
a tolerant shrug of the shoul der she would say, 'My dear child, it's
extrenmely sweet and kind of himto take you driving; the only thing is
- are you sure it does not bore himdreadfully? And then she woul d send
me out to buy Taxol, patting ne on the shoul der. \What degradation |ay

in being young, | thought, and fell to tearing my nails.
"I wish," | said savagely, still mndful of his laugh and throw ng
discretiontothew nd, 'I wishl| was a woman of about thirty-six dressed

in black satin with a string of pearls.'

"You would not be inthis car with me if you were,' he said; 'and stop
biting those nails, they are ugly enough already.'

"You'll think meinpertinent and rude | dare say,' | went on, 'but | would
like to know why you ask nme to cone out in the car, day after day. You
ar e bei ng ki nd, that's obvi ous, but why do you choose ne for your charity?'
| sat up stiff and straight in ny seat and with all the poor ponposity
of youth.

"l ask you,' he sai d gravely, 'because you are not dressed i n bl ack satin,
with a string of pearls, nor are you thirty-six.' Hs face was w t hout

expression, | could not tell whether he |laughed inwardly or not.
"It'sall very well," | said; 'you knoweverythingthereis to knowabout
me. There's not much, | adnit, because | have not been alive for very

| ong, and not hi ng nuch has happened to me, except peopl e dying, but you
-1 know not hing nore about you than | did the first day we net.'

"And what did you know t hen?' he asked.

"Why, that you lived at Manderl ey and - and that you had | ost your wife.'
There, | had said it at last, the word t hat had hovered on ny tongue for
days. Your wife. It cane out with ease, w thout reluctance, as though
the nere mention of her nust be the nost casual thing in all the world.
Your wife. The word lingered in the air once | had uttered it, dancing
bef ore me, and because he received it silently, naking no coment, the
word magni fied itself into sonething hei nous and appal | i ng, a forbi dden
word, unnatural to the tongue. And | could not call it back, it could
never be unsaid. Once again | sawthe inscriptiononthe fly-1eaf of that
book of poens, and the curious slanting R | felt sick at heart and col d.
He woul d never forgive nme, and this woul d be the end of our friendship.
| renmenber staring straight in front of me at the w ndscreen, seeing
not hi ng of the flying road, ny ears still tinglingwth that spoken word.
The si |l ence becane m nutes, and the m nutes becane nmiles, and everything
is over now, | thought, | shall never drive with hi magain. Tonorrow he
will go away. And Ms Van Hopper will be up again. She and | will walk
alongtheterrace as we did before. The porter will bring down his trunks,
| shall catch a glinpse of themin the luggage |ift, with new pl astered
| abel s. The bustleandfinality of departure. The sound of the car changi ng
gear as it turned the corner, and then even that sound nerging into the



common traffic, and being lost, and so absorbed for ever.

| was so deep in ny picture, | even sawthe porter pocketing his tip and
goi ng back through the swi ng-door of the hotel, saying sonething over
hi s shoul der tot he conmi ssionaire, that | didnot noticethe sl ow ng-down
of the car, and it was only

when we st opped, drawi ng up by t he si de of the road, that | brought nysel f
back to the present once again. He sat notionless, |ooking without his
hat and with his white scarf round his neck, nore than ever |ike sonmeone
nmedi eval wholivedw thinafrane. Hedidnot belongtothebright | andscape,
he shoul d be standi ng on the steps of a gaunt cathedral, his cl oak flung
back, while a beggar at his feet scranbled for gold coins.

The friend had gone, with his kindliness and his easy camaraderie, and
the brother too, who had nocked nme for nibbling at nmy nails. This man
was a stranger. | wondered why | was sitting beside himin the car.
Then he turned to ne and spoke. "Alittle while ago you tal ked about an
i nvention,' he said, 'sone schene for capturing a nenory. You woul d | i ke,
youtold ne, at a chosen nonent tolivethe past again. |'mafraid | think
rather differently fromyou. Al nenories are bitter, and | prefer to
i gnore them Sonethi ng happened a year ago that altered ny whole life,
and | want to forget every phase in ny existence up to that tinme. Those
days are finished. They are blotted out. | nust begin living all over
again. The first day we nmet, your Ms Van Hopper asked nme why | cane to
Monte Carl o. It put astopper onthosenenori esyouwoul dliketoresurrect.
It does not always work, of course; sonetinmes the scent is too strong

for the bottle, and too strong for me. And then the devil in one, like
a furtive peeping Tom tries to drawthe cork. | did that inthe first
drive we took together. Wien we clinbed the hills and | ooked down over
the precipice. | was there sone years ago, with ny wife. You asked ne
ifit was still the sane, if it had changed at all. It was just the sang,
but - | was thankful torealize- oddlyinpersonal. There was no suggesti on

of the other tinme. She and | had |l eft norecord. It nay have been because
you were with nme. You have blotted out the past for ne, you know, far
nore effectively than all the bright lights of Monte Carlo. But for you
| should have left | ong ago, gone on to lItaly, and Greece, and further

still perhaps. You have spared ne all those wanderings. Danm your
puritanical little tight-lipped speech to ne. Damm your idea of ny
ki ndness and ny charity. | ask you to cone with ne because | want you
and your

conpany, and if you don't believe ne you can | eave the car now and find
your own way honme. Go on, open the door, and get out.'

| sat still, ny hands in ny | ap, not know ng whet her he neant it or not.
"Wl l,' he said, 'what are you going to do about it?

Had | been a year or two younger | think I should have cried. Children's
tears are very near the surface, and cone at the first crisis. As it was



| felt themprick behind ny eyes, felt the ready col our flood ny face,
and cat chi ng a sudden gl i npse of nmyself in the gl ass above t he wi ndscreen
sawinfull the sorry spectaclethat | nmade, withtroubl ed eyes and scarl et
cheeks, lank hair flopping under broad felt hat.

"I want to go home,' | said, my voice perilously near to trenbling, and
wi thout a word he started up the engine, let in the clutch, and turned
the car round the way that we had cone.

Swiftly we coveredthe ground, far tooswiftly, | thought, far tooeasily,
and t he cal | ous countrysi de wat ched us with i ndi fference. W cane to the
bendintheroadthat | had wishedtoinprisonas anenory, andthe peasant
girl was gone, and the col our was fiat, and it was no nore after all than
any bend in any road passed by a hundred notorists. The gl anmour of it
had gone wi t h my happy nood, and at t he t hought of it ny frozenface qui vered
into feeling, nmy adult pride was lost, and those despicable tears
rejoi cingat their conquest well edintonyeyes and strayed upon ny cheeks.
| could not check them for they cane unbi dden, and had | reached in ny
pocket for ahandkerchi ef he woul d have seen| nust | et themfal | unt ouched,
and suffer thebitter salt uponnmny lips, plunbingthedepths of hum liation.
Whet her he had turned his head to | ook at nme | do not know, for | watched
the road ahead with blurred and steady stare, but suddenly he put out
hi s hand and t ook hol d of mi ne, and kissed it, still saying nothing, and
t hen he t hrewhi s handker chi ef on ny I ap, which | was t oo ashaned t ot ouch.
| thought of all those heroines of fiction who | ooked pretty when they
cried, and what a contrast | must make with bl otched and swol | en face,
and red rims to ny eyes. It was a disnmal finish to ny norning, and the
day that stretched ahead of nme was

long. | had to lunch with Ms Van Hopper in her roombecause the nurse
was goi ng out, and afterwards she woul d make nme play bezique with all
the tirel ess energy of the conval escent. | knew | should stifle in that

room There was sonet hi ng sordi d about the tunbl ed sheets, the spraw i ng
bl ankets, and the thunped pillows, and that bedside table dusty with
powder, spilt scent, and nelting |liquidrouge. Her bed woul d be littered
wi t h t he separ at ed sheets of the daily papers fol ded anyhow, whil e French
novel s wi th curling edges and the covers torn kept conpany with American
magazi nes. The mashed stubs of cigarettes | ay everywhere - in cl eansing
cream in a dish of grapes, and on the floor beneath the bed. Visitors
were lavishwith their flowers, and t he vases stood cheek-by-jow in any
fashion, hot-house exotics cranmed beside ninbsa, while a great
beri bboned casket crowned themall, with tier upon tier of crystallized
fruit. Later her friends would cone in for a drink, which | nust m x for
them hating my task, shy andill-at-easein ny corner henmed in by their
parrot chatter, and | woul d be a whippi ng-boy again, blushing for her
when, excited by her little crowd, she nust sit up in bed and talk too
| oudly, aughtool ong, reachtothe portabl e granophone and start arecord,



shruggi ng her |l arge shoulderstothe tune. | preferred her irritable and
snappy, her hair done up in pins, scolding ne for forgetting her Taxol.
Al'l this awaited ne in the suite, while he, once he had left ne at the
hot el , woul d go away sonmewhere al one, towards t he sea perhaps, feel the
wi nd on his cheek, followthe sun; and it m ght happen t hat he woul d | ose
hi nsel f i nthose nenories that | knewnot hing of, that | coul d not share,
he woul d wander down the years that were gone.

The gulf that |ay between us was wi der now than it had ever been, and
he stood away fromne, with his back turned, on the further shore. | felt
young and snall and very rmuch al one, and now, in spite of my pride, |
found hi s handkerchi ef and bl ew my nose, throw ng ny drab appearance to
the winds. It could never matter.

"To hell withthis,' he said suddenly, as though angry, as though bored,
and he pulled ne beside him and put his armround ny shoul der, still
| ooki ng strai ght ahead of him his right

hand ont he wheel . He drove, | renenber, evenfaster thanbefore. '| suppose
you ar e young enough t o be ny daughter, and | don't knowhowto deal with
you,' he said. The road narrowed then to a corner, and he had to swerve

to avoid a dog. | thought he would rel ease nme, but he went on hol di ng
me besi de hi m and when t he corner was passed, and t he road cane strai ght
againhedidnot l et nego. 'Youcanforget all | saidtoyouthis norning,'

he said; '"that's all finished and done with. Don't let's ever think of
it again. My famly always call ne Maxim |'d |like you to do the sane.
You' ve been formal with me | ong enough.' He felt for the bri mof ny hat,
and took hold of it, throwing it over his shoul der to the back seat, and
t hen bent down and ki ssed the top of my head. ' Proni se ne you wi || never
wear black satin,' he said. | smiled then, and he | aughed back at ne,
and t he norni ng was gay agai n, the norning was a shining thing. Ms Van
Hopper and the afternoon did not matter a flip of the finger. It would
pass so qui ckly, and there woul d be toni ght, and anot her day tonorrow.
| was cocksure, jubilant; at that nmonent | al nost had t he courage to cl ai m

equality. | saw nmyself strolling into Ms Van Hopper's bedroomrat her
|ate for my bezique, and when questioned by her, yawning carel essly,
saying, 'l forgot the tine. |'ve been lunching with Maxim'

I was still child enough to consider a Christian nane |like a plunme in

t he hat, though fromthe very first he had cal | ed me by m ne. The norni ng,
for all its shadowed nonents, had pronoted neto anewl evel of friendship,
| did not lag so far behind as | had thought. He had ki ssed me too, a
nat ural business, conforting and quiet. Not dramatic as in books. Not
enbarrassing. It seemed to bring about an ease in our relationship, it
made everyt hing nore sinple. The gulf between us had been bridged after
all. I was to call himMaxim And that afternoon playing bezique with
M s Van Hopper was not so tedi ous as it m ght have been, though ny courage
failed me and | sai d not hi ng of my norni ng. For when, gat hering her cards



toget her at the end, and reaching for the box, she said casually, 'Tell

me, is Max de Wnter still in the hotel? | hesitated a nmonent, like a
diver on the brink, then | ost ny
nerve and ny tutored self-possession, saying, 'Yes, | believe so - he

cones into the restaurant for his neals.’

Soneone has tol d her, | thought, soneone has seen us together, the tennis
prof essi onal has conpl ai ned, the nanager has sent a note, and | waited
for her attack. But she went on puttingthecards backintothebox, yawni ng
alittle, while | straightened the tunbled bed. | gave her the bow of
powder, the rouge conpact, and the lipstick, and she put away the cards
and took up the hand glass fromthe table by her side. 'Attractive
creature,' she said, 'but queer-tenpered | should think, difficult to
know. | thought he mi ght have nade some gest ure of aski ng one to Mander| ey
that day in the |ounge, but he was very close.'

| said nothing. | watched her pick up the lipstick and outline a bow upon
her hard nmouth. 'I never saw her,' she said, holding the glass away to
see the effect, 'but | believe she was very | ovely. Exquisitely turned
out, and brilliant in every way. They used to give trenendous parties
at Manderley. It was all very sudden and tragic, and | believe he adored
her. | need t he darker shade of powder with this brilliant red, my dear:
fetch it, will you, and put this box back in the drawer?

And we wer e busy then with powder, scent, and rouge, until the bell rang
and her visitors canein. | handedthemtheir drinks, dully, sayinglittle;

| changed the records on the granophone, | threw away the stubs of
cigarettes.
' Been doi ng any sketching lately, little lady?" The forced heartiness

of an ol d banker, his nonocl e dangling on a string, and ny bright snmle
of insincerity: 'No, not very lately; will you have another cigarette?
It was not | that answered, | was not there at all. | was following a
phant omi n ny m nd, whose shadowy f or mhad t aken shape at | ast. Her features
were blurred, her colouring indistinct, the setting of her eyes and the

texture of her hair was still uncertain, still to be reveal ed.
She had beauty t hat endured, and a sm | e t hat was not forgotten. Sonewhere
her voice still lingered, and the nmenory of her words. There were pl aces

she had visited, and things that she had touched. Perhaps in cupboards
there were clothes that she had worn, with the scent about themstill.

In my bedroom

under ny pillow, I had a book that she had taken i n her hands, and | coul d
see her turningtothat first white page, smlingas she wote, and shaki ng
the bent nib. Max fromRebecca. It nmust have been his birthday, and she
had put it anbngst her other presents on the breakfast table. And they
had | aughed t oget her as hetore of f the paper andstring. Shel eant, perhaps,
over hi s shoul der, whil e heread. Max. She cal l ed hi mMax. It was fam | i ar,

gay, and easy onthe tongue. The fam |y coul d cal | hi mMaxi mif they | i ked.



Grandnot hers and aunts. And people like myself, quiet and dull and
yout hful, who did not matter. Max was her choice, the word was her
possession; she had wittenit with so great a confidence onthe fly-I eaf
of that book. That bold, slanting hand, stabbing the white paper, the
synbol of herself, so certain, so assured.

How many ti nes she must have wittento hi mthus, i n howmany vari ed noods.
Little notes, scrawl ed on hal f-sheets of paper, and | etters, when he was
away, page after page, intimate, their news. Her voi ce, echoi ng t hrough
t he house, and down t he garden, careless and fanmliar like the witing
in the book.

And | had to call him Maxi m

chapter six

Packi ng up. The naggi ng worry of departure. Lost keys, unwitten | abel s,
ti ssue paper lying on the floor. | hate it all. Even now, when | have
done so nuch of it, when | live, as the saying goes, in ny boxes. Even
t oday, when shutting drawers and flingi ng wi de an hot el wardrobe, or the
i mper sonal shel ves of afurnishedvilla, isanethodical matter of routine,
| am aware of sadness, of a sense of loss. Here, | say, we have |ived,
we have been happy. This has been ours, however brief the

ti me. Though two ni ghts only have been spent beneath a roof, yet we | eave
sonet hi ng of ourselves behind. Nothing naterial, not a hair-pin on a
dressing-tabl e, not anenpty bottl e of Aspirintabl ets, not a handkerchi ef
beneath a pillow, but sonething indefinable, a nmonent of our lives, a
t hought, a nood.

Thi s house shel tered us, we spoke, we | oved within those walls. That was
yest erday. Today we pass on, we see it no nore, and we are different,
changed i n sore i nfinitesi mal way. W can never be quite the .sane again.
Even st oppi ng for | uncheon at awaysi deinn, andgoingtoadark, unfam|liar
roomt o wash ny hands, the handl e of t he door unknown to ne, the wal | paper
peeling in strips, a funny little cracked mrror above the basin; for
this noment, it is mine, it belongs to ne. We know one another. This is
the present. There is no past and no future. Here | amwashi ng ny hands,
and the tracked mirror shows ne to nysel f, suspended as it were, intineg;
this is me, this nonent will not pass.

And then | open the door and go to the di ning-room where he is sitting
waiting for ne at a table, and I think howin that moment | have aged,
passed on, how | have advanced one step towards an unknown desti ny.
We smile, we choose our |lunch, we speak of this and that, but -1 say to
nmysel f -1 amnot she who left himfive mnutes ago. She stayed behind.
| am anot her woman, ol der, nore mature...

| sawin a paper the other day that the Hotel Cote d' Azur at Monte Carlo
had gone t o new nanagenent, and had a di fferent name. The roons have been
redecorated, and the whole interior changed. Perhaps Ms Van Hopper's
suite on the first floor exists no nore. Perhaps there is no trace of



the smal | bedroomthat was mine. | knew !l shoul d never go back, that day
| knelt on the floor and funbled with the awkward catch of her trunk.
The epi sode was finished, with the snapping of the lock. | glanced out
of the window, and it was |like turning the page of a photograph al bum
Those roof -t ops and t hat sea were m ne no nore. They bel ongedt o yest er day,
to the past. The roons already wore an enpty air, stripped of our
possessi ons, and there was sonet hi ng hungry about the suite, as though
it

wi shed us gone, and the new arrivals, who would cone tonorrow, in our
pl ace. The heavy | uggage st ood ready strapped and | ocked i n the corri dor
outside. The snaller stuff woul d be finished | ater. Wast e- paper baskets
groaned under litter. Al her half enpty nedicine bottl es and di scarded
face-creamjars, withtorn-upbillsandletters. Drawers intabl es gaped,
the bureau was stripped bare.

She had flung aletter at ne the norni ng before, as | poured out her cof fee
at breakfast. 'Helen is sailing for New York on Saturday. Little Nancy
has a threatened appendi x, and they've cabled her to go home. That's
decided ne. We're going too. I'mtired to death of Europe, and we can
come back inthe early fall. Howd' you | i ke t he i dea of seei ng New Yor k?'
The t hought was wor se t han pri son. Sonet hi ng of my m sery nust have shown
in my face, for at first she | ooked astoni shed, then annoyed.

"What an odd, unsatisfactory child you are. | can't make you out. Don't
you realize that at home girls in your position without any noney can
have the grandest fun? Plenty of boys and excitenent. Al in your own
class. You can have your own little set of friends, and needn't be at
nmy beck and call as nuch as you are here. | thought you didn't care for
Mont e?'

"I've got used to it,' | said lanmely, wetchedly, my mnd a conflict.
"Well, you'll just have to get used to New York, that's all. W're going
to catch that boat of Helen's, and it nmeans seei ng about our passage at
once. Go down to the reception office right away, and make that young
cl erk show sone sign of efficiency. Your day will be so full that you
won't have tinme to have any pangs about |eaving Mnte!' She | aughed
di sagreeably, squashing her cigarette in the butter, and went to the
tel ephone to ring up all her friends.

| couldnot facetheofficeright anay. | went i ntothe bathroomand | ocked
t he door, and sat down ont he cork mat, ny head i n ny hands. It had happened
at last, the business of going away. It was all over. Tonorrow evening
| should beinthetrain, holdingher jewel case and her rug, |ike a nmaid,
and she in that nonstrous new hat with the single quill, dwarfed in her
fur-coat, sitting opposite nme in the wagon-lit. We would

wash and clean our teeth in that stuffy little conpartnent with the
rattling doors, the spl ashed basin, the danptowel, the scapwithasingle
hair onit, the carafe half-filled with water, the inevitable notice on



the wall 'Sous | e | avabo se trouve une vase', while every rattle, every
throb andjerk of the screamingtrainwouldtell methat themles carried
me away fromhim sitting alone in the restaurant of the hotel, at the
table | had known, reading a book, not minding, not thinking.

| should say goodbye to himin the | ounge, perhaps, before we left. A

furtive, scranmbl ed farewel |, because of her, and t here woul d be a pause,
and a smle, and words |ike 'Yes, of course, dowite', and 'l've never
t hanked you properly for being so kind', and 'You must forward those
snapshots', 'What about your address?" "Well, I'Il havetolet you know'

And he would Iight a cigarette casually, asking a passing waiter for a
[ight, whilel thought, ' Four and a half nore minutes to go. | shall never
see himagain.'

Because | was goi ng, because it was over, there woul d suddenl y be not hi ng
nore to say, we would be strangers, neeting for the last and only tine,
whi Il e ny mi nd cl anoured pai nfully, crying'l I oveyousonuch. |"mterribly
unhappy. Thi s has never cone to ne before, and never will again.' My face
woul d be set in a prim conventional snmile, nmy voice would be saying,

"Look at that funny old rman over there; | wonder who he is; he nust be
new here.' And we woul d waste the | ast nonents | aughing at a stranger,
because we were al ready strangers to one another. 'l hope the snapshots
cone out well,' repeating oneself in desperation, and he ' Yes, that one

of the square ought to be good; the light was just right.' Having both
of us gone into all that at the tinme, having agreed upon it, and anyway
| would not care if the result was fogged and bl ack, because this was
the last monent, the final goodbye had been attai ned.

"Wl l," ny dreadful smle stretchingacross ny face, 'thanks nost awful |y
once again, it's beensoripping..." usingwrds | had never used before.
Ri ppi ng: what did it mean? - God knows, | did not care; it was the sort
of word that schoolgirls had for hockey, wildly inappropriate to those
past weeks of msery and exultation. Then the doors of the |ift would
open

upon M's Van Hopper and | woul d cross the | ounge to neet her, and he woul d
stroll back again to his corner and pick up a paper.

Sitting there, ridiculously, on the cork mat of the bathroomfl oor, |
livedit all, and our journey too, and our arrival in NewYork. The shrill
voi ce of Hel en, a narrower edition of her nother, and Nancy, her horrid
little child. The col |l ege boys that Ms Van Hopper woul d have nme know,
and t he young bank cl erks, suitableto my station. 'Let's nake Wednesday
ni ght adate.' 'D you |like Hot nusic?' Snub-nosed boys, with shiny faces.
Having to be polite. And wanting to be alone with ny own thoughts as |
was now, | ocked behind the bathroom door..

She cane and rattled on the door. 'What are you doi ng?'

"All right - I"msorry, I'mcom ng now,' and | nade a pretence of turning
on the tap, of bustling about and folding a towel on a rail



She gl anced at ne curiously as | opened the door. 'Wat a tinme you' ve
been. You can't afford to dreamthis norning, you know, there's too nuch
to be done.'

He woul d go back to Manderl ey, of course, in afewweeks; | felt certain
of that. There woul d be a great pile of letters waiting for himin the
hal I, and m ne anongst them scribbledontheboat. Aforcedletter, trying
to amuse, describing nmy fell owpassengers. It would |ie about inside his
bl otter, and he woul d answer it weeks | at er, one Sunday norninginahurry,

before | unch, having conme across it when he paid sone bills. And then
no nore. Nothing until the final degradation of the Christnmas card.

Manderl ey itself perhaps, against a frosted background. The nessage
printed, saying 'A happy Christmas and a prosperous New Year from
Maxi mlian de Wnter.' Gold lettering. But to be kind he woul d have run
his penthroughtheprinted naneandwittenininkunderneath'fromMaxinm,
as asort of sop, andif therewas space, a nessage, '| hope you ar e enj oyi ng
New York'. A lick of the envel ope, a stanp, and tossed in a pile of a
hundred ot hers.

‘"It's too bad you are leaving tonorrow,' said the reception clerk,

tel ephone in hand; 'the Ballet starts next week, you

know. Does M's Van Hopper know?' | dragged nyself back from Chri st mas
at Manderley to the realities of the wagon-lit.

M's Van Hopper lunched in the restaurant for the first tinme since her
influenza, and | had a pain in the pit of nmy stomach as | foll owed her
into the room He had gone to Cannes for the day, that nuch | knew, for
he had warned nme the day before, but | kept thinking the waiter mnight

conmit anindi scretionandsay: 'WII| Madenoi sel | e be di ni ngwi t h Monsi eur
tonight as usual ?' | felt alittle sick whenever he came near the tabl e,

but he said not hing.

The day was spent i n packi ng, and i nthe eveni ng peopl e canme t o say goodbye.

W dined in the sitting-room and she went to bed directly afterwards.

Still | had not seen him | went down to t he | ounge about hal f past nine
on the pretext of getting luggage | abel s and he was not there. The odi ous
receptionclerk smledwhenhe sawne. 'If you are | ooki ng for M de Wnter
we had a nessage fromCannes t o say he woul d not be back bef ore ni dni ght .

"I want a packet of luggage labels,' | said, but I saw by his eye that

he was not deceived. So there would be no | ast evening after all. The
hour | had | ooked forward to all day nust be spent by myself alone, in
my own bedroom gazing at nmy Revel ati on suit-case and the stout hold-all.

Perhaps it was just as well, for | should have nade a poor conpani on,

and he nmust have read ny face.

| know! criedthat night, bitter youthful tears that coul d not come from
me today. That kind of crying, deepinto a pillow does not happen after
we are twenty-one. The throbbing head, the swollen eyes, the tight,

contracted throat. Andthe wild anxiety inthe norningto hideall traces



fromthe world, sponging with cold water, dabbi ng eau-de- Col ogne, the
furtive dash of powder that is significant in itself. The panic, too

that one m ght cry again, thetears swellingw thout control, and a f at al
trenbling of the nouth | ead one to disaster. | renenber openi ng wi de ny
wi ndow and | eani ng out, hoping the fresh norni ng air woul d bl ow anay t he
tell-tale pink under the powder, and t he sun had never seened so bri ght,
nor the day so full of promi se. Monte Carl o was suddenly ful | of ki ndliness
and charm the one place in the world that held sincerity. |

loved it. Affection overwhelnmed ne. | wanted to live there all ny life.
And | was leaving it today. Thisis thelast time | brush ny hair before
the | ooki ng-gl ass, the last time | shall clean nmy teeth into the basin.
Never again sleep in that bed. Never nore turn off the switch of that
electric light. There | was, padding about in a dressing-gown, making
a slough of sentinent out of a comonpl ace hotel bedroom

"You haven't started a cold, have you?' she said at breakfast.

"No," | toldher, 'I don't think so,' clutchingat astraw, for this night
serve as an excuse later, if | was over-pink about the eyes.

"I hat e hangi ng about once everythingis packed,' she grunbl ed; ' we ought
to have decidedontheearlier train. Wcouldget it if wenadetheeffort,
and then have longer in Paris. Wre Helen not to neet us, but arrange
anot her rendezvous. | wonder' - she glanced at her watch - '| suppose
they coul d change the reservations. Anyway it's worth trying. Go down
to the office and see.'

"Yes,' | said, a dummy to her nmoods going into my bedroomand flinging
off ny dressing-gown, fastening ny inevitable flannel skirt and
stretchi ng my hone- nade j unper over nmy head. My i ndi fferenceto her turned
to hatred. This was the end then, even ny norni ng nmust be taken fromne.
No | ast hal f-hour on the terrace, not even ten minutes perhaps to say
goodbye. Because she had fini shed breakfast earlier than she expected,
because she was bored. Wl | then, | woul d flingaway restraint and nodesty

| would not be proud any nore. | slammed the door of the sitting-room
and ran along the passage. | did not wait for the lift, | clinbed the
stairs, three at atime, uptothethird floor. | knewthe nunber of his

room 148, and | hammered at the door, very flushed in the face and
br eat hl ess.

"Conme in,' he shouted, and | opened t he door, repenting al ready, ny nerve
failing me; for perhaps he had only just woken up, having been | ate | ast

ni ght, and would be still in bed, tousled in the head and irritable
He was shavi ng by t he open wi ndow, a canel -hair jacket over his pyjanas,
and | in ny flannel suit and heavy shoes felt

clumsy and over dressed. | was nerely foolish, when | had felt

nysel f dramatic.

"What do you want?' he said. 'lIs sonmething the matter? '1've cone to

say goodbye,' | said, 'we're going this



nor ni ng. '

He stared at ne, then put hi s razor down ont he washst and. ' Shut t he door, '
he said.

| closed it behind nme, and stood there, rather self-conscious, ny hands
hangi ng by ny side. 'Wat on earth are you tal king about?' he asked.

"It's true, we're |leaving today. W were going by the later train, and
now she wants to catch the earlier one, and | was afraid | shouldn't see
you again. | felt | nust see you before | left, to thank you."'

They tunbl ed out, the idiotic words, just as | had i magi ned them | was
stiff and awkward; in a norment | shoul d say he had been ri pping.

"Way didn't you tell me about this before? he said.

' She only decided yesterday. It was all done in a hurry. Her daughter
sails for New York on Saturday, and we are going with her. W' re joining
her in Paris, and going through to Cherbourg.'

'She's taking you with her to New York?'

"Yes, and | don't want to go. | shall hate it; | shall be mserable.’
"Way in heaven's nanme go with her then?

"I have to, you knowthat. | work for a salary. | can't afford to | eave
her.' He picked up his razor agai n, and took the soap off his face. 'Sit
down,' he said. 'l shan't be long. I'll dress in the bathroom and be

ready in five nminutes.'

He took his clothes off the chair and threw themon the bat hroomf| oor,
and went inside, sl anm ng the door. | sat down on t he bed and began biting
ny nails. Thesituationwas unreal, andl| felt |ikealay-figure. | wondered
what he was t hi nki ng, what he was going to do. | glanced round the room
it was the , roomof any man, untidy and i npersonal. Lots of shoes, nore
t han ever were needed, and strings of ties. The dressi ng-tabl e was bare,
except for alarge bottle of hair-wash and a pair of ivory hair-brushes.
No phot ographs. No snapshots. Nothing

like that. Instinctively | had | ooked for them thinking there would be
one phot ogr aph at | east besi de hi s bed, or i nthe m ddl e of t he mant el pi ece.
One large one, in a leather frame. There were only books though, and a
box of cigarettes.

He was r eady, as he had proni sed, infivem nutes. ' Conedowntotheterrace
while | eat my breakfast,' he said.

| | ooked at ny watch. '|I haven't tine,' | told him 'l ought to be in
the office now, changing the reservations.'
‘"Never m nd about that, |'ve got to talk to you,' he said.

We wal ked down the corridor and he rang for thelift. He can't realize,
| thought, that .the early train |l eaves in about an hour and a half. Ms
Van Hopper will ring up the office, in a nonment, and ask if | amthere.
We went down inthe lift, not talking, and so out to the terrace, where
the tables were laid for breakfast.

"What are you going to have?' he said.



"I've had nine already,' | told him "and | can only stay four ninutes
anyway. '

"Bring me coffee, a boiled egg, toast, nmarnal ade, and a tangerine,' he
saidtothe waiter. And he t ook an emery board out of his pocket and began
filing his nails.

'So M's Van Hopper has had enough of Monte Carlo,' he said, 'and now she
wants to go honme. So do|. She to New York and | to Manderl ey. Wi ch woul d
you prefer? You can take your choice.’

"Don't nake a joke about it; it's unfair,' | said; "and | think | had
better see about those tickets, and say goodbye now. '

"If youthink|'mone of the peoplewhotryto be funny at breakfast you're
wong,' he said. '"I'minvariably ill-tenpered in the early norning.
repeat to you, the choice is open to you. Either you go to America with
M's Van Hopper or you come honme to Manderley with nme.'

‘Do you nean you want a secretary or sonething?

"No, |I'masking you to marry ne, you little fool.'

The waiter came with the breakfast, and | sat with ny hands in ny |ap,
wat chi ng whil e he put down the pot of coffee and the jug of mlKk.
"You don't understand,' | said, when the waiter had gone; 'I'mnot the
sort of person nen marry.'

"What the devil do you nean?' he said, staring at nme, laying down his
spoon.

| watchedaflysettleonthe marnal ade, and he brushedit away i npatiently
"I"'mnot sure,' | said slowy. 'l don't think | know howto explain. |
don't belong to your sort of world for one thing.'

"What is ny world?

"Wl |l - Manderley. You know what | nean.

He picked up his spoon again and hel ped hinself to narnal ade.

"You are al nost as i gnorant as Ms Van Hopper, and just as unintelligent.
What do you know of Manderley? |' mthe person to judge that, whether you
woul d bel ong there or not. You think | ask you this on the spur of the
nmonent, don't you? Because you say you don't want to go to New York. You
think | ask youto marry nme for the sane reason you believed | drove you
about inthe car, yes, and gave you di nner that first evening. To be ki nd.
Don't you?'

"Yes,' | said

' One day,' he went on, spreading his toast thick, 'you may realize that
philanthropy is not ny strongest quality. At the nonent | don't think

you realize anything at all. You haven't answered ny question. Are you
going to marry ne?

| don't believe, even in ny fiercest nonents, | had considered this
possibility. | had once, when driving with himand we had been sil ent

for many mles, started a ranbling story in ny head about hi mbei ng very
ill, delirious I think, and sending for me and | having to nurse him



| had reached the point in ny story where | was putting eau-de-Col ogne
on his head when we arrived at the hotel, and so it finished there. And
another tinme | hadimaginedlivinginalodgeinthe grounds of Manderl ey,
and how he woul d visit me sonetimes, and sit in front of the fire. This
sudden tal k of marriage bewi |l dered me, even shocked me | think. It was
as though the Ki ng asked one. It did not ring true. And he went on eating
hi s marmal ade as t hough everyt hing were natural. In books nmen knelt to
woren, and it woul d be noonlight. Not at breakfast, not like this. 'MW
suggestion doesn't seemto have gone too well,' he said.

"I"'msorry. | rather thought you loved ne. Afine blowto nmy conceit.'
"I doloveyou,' | said. 'I loveyoudreadfully. You' ve nmade ne very unhappy
and |'ve been crying all night because | thought | shoul d never see you
again.'

When | saidthis | renenber hel aughed, and stretched his hand to ne across
t he breakfast table. 'Bless you for that,' he said; 'one day, when you
reach t hat exal ted age of thirty-six which youtold ne was your anbition,
["lI'l remind you of this nonent. And you won't believe ne. It's a pity
you have to grow up.'

| was ashaned al ready, and angry with himfor | aughi ng. So wonen di d not

make those confessions to nen. | had a lot to |earn.
'"So that's settled, isn't it?" he said, going on with his toast and
mar mal ade; 'instead of bei ng conpani onto Ms Van Hopper you becon® ni ne,

and your duties will be al nost exactly the same. | also like newlibrary
books, and flowers in the drawi ng-room and bezi que after dinner. And
soneone t o0 pour out my tea. Theonly differenceisthat | don't take Taxol,
| prefer Eno's, and you nmust never let nme run out of my particul ar brand
of toothpaste.'

| drummed with nmy fingers on the table, uncertain of nyself and of him
Was he still laughing at me, was it all a joke? He | ooked up, and saw
the anxiety on ny face. 'I'mbeing rather a brute to you, aren't 1?' he
said; '"thisisn't your i dea of aproposal. W ought tobeinaconservatory,
you in a white frock with a rose in your hand, and a violin playing a
waltz in the distance. And | should nake violent |ove to you behind a
pal mtree. You woul d feel then you were getting your noney's worth. Poor

darling, what ashane. Never mind, |'l| take youto Veni cefor our honeynoon
and we' || hold hands in the gondol a. But we won't stay too | ong, because
I want to show you Manderl ey.'

He want ed t o show ne Manderley ... And suddenly | realized that it would
all happen; | would be his wife, we would wal k i n the garden toget her,

we woul d stroll down that pathinthe valley tothe shingle beach. | knew
how!| woul d stand ont he steps after breakfast, | ooki ngat t he day, throw ng
crunmbs to the

birds, and | ater wander out in a shady hat with | ong sci ssors i n ny hand,
and cut flowers for the house. | knew now why | had bought that picture



postcard as achild; it was a prenonition, a blank stepinto the future.
He wanted to show nme Manderley... My nind ran riot then, figures cane
beforene and pictureafter picture- andall thewhileheatehistangerine,
giving me a piece now and then, and watching nme. W would be in a crowd

of people, and he would say, 'I don't think you have net ny wife.'" Ms
deWnter. | woul dbe MsdeWnter. | consi dered ny nane, and t he si gnature
on cheques, to tradesnmen, andinletters aski ng peopleto dinner. | heard

nysel f tal king on the tel ephone: 'Wiy not cone down to Manderl ey next
weekend?' People, always a throng of people. 'Ch, but she's sinply
charm ng, you nust neet her -' This about ne, a whisper on the fringe
of a crowd, and | would turn away, pretending | had not heard.

Goi ng down to the | odge with a basket on ny arm grapes and peaches for
the ol d | ady who was si ck. Her hands stretched out to me, "The Lord bl ess
you, Madam for bei ng so good,' and ny sayi ng, 'Just send up to t he house
for anything you want.' Ms de Wnter. | would be Ms de Wnter. | saw
the polishedtabl einthedining-room andthelongcandl es. Maxi msitting
at the end. Aparty of twenty-four. | had a flower in ny hair. Everyone
| ooked towards ne, holding up his glass. 'W nust drink the health of
the bride,' and Maxi msayi ng afterwards, '| have never seen you | ook so
| ovely.' Great cool rooms, filled with flowers. My bedroom with afire
i nthew nter, soneone knocki ng at t he door. And a wonan cones in, smling;
sheis Maxim s sister, and sheis saying, 'It'sreally wonderful howhappy
you have made him everyone is so pl eased, you are such a success.' Ms
de Wnter. | wuld be Ms de Wnter.

"The rest of the tangerine is sour, | shouldn't eat it,' he said, and
| stared at him the words going slowy to ny head, then | ooked down at
the fruit on my plate. The quarter was hard and pale. He was right. The
tangerine was very sour. | had a sharp, bitter taste in ny nouth, and
| had only just noticed it.

"Am | going to break the news to Ms Van Hopper or are you?' he said.
He was fol di ng up hi s napki n, pushing back his plate, and | wondered how
it was he spoke socasual |y, asthoughthe nmatter was of littl e consequence,
a nere adj ustnent of plans. Wiereas to ne it was a bonmbshel I, expl odi ng
in a thousand fragnents. 'You tell her,' | said; 'she'll be so angry.'
W got up fromthe table, | excited and flushed, trenbling already in
anticipation. | wonderedif hewouldtell thewaiter, takeny armsmilingly
and say, 'You nmust congratul ate us, Madenviselle and | are going to be
married.' And all the other waiters woul d hear, would bowto us, would
smle, and we woul d pass into the | ounge, a wave of excitenent follow ng
us, a flutter of expectation. But he said nothing. He left the terrace
wi thout a word, and | followed himto the |ift. W passed the reception
desk and no one even | ooked at us. The clerk was busy with a sheaf of
papers, he was tal ki ng over hi s shoul der to his junior. He does not know,
| thought, that | amgoing to be Ms de Wnter. | amgoing to live at



Manderl ey. Manderley will belong to me. We went up in the lift to the
first floor, and so along the passage. He took ny hand and swung it as
we went along. 'Does forty-two seemvery old to you?' he said.

"Ch, no," | told him quickly, too eagerly perhaps. 'I don't |ike young
nen. '

"You' ve never known any,' he said. W cane to the door of the suite. 'l
think I had better deal with this alone,' he said; '"tell me sonething
- do you mi nd how soon you nmarry ne? You don't want a trousseau, do you,
or any of that nonsense? Because t he whol e t hi ng can be so easily arranged
in a fewdays. Over a desk, with a |licence, and then off in the car to
Veni ce or anywhere you fancy.

"Not in achurch? | asked. '"Not in white, with bri desmids, and bells,
and choir boys? Wat about your relations, and al

your friends?

"You forget,' he said, 'l had that sort of weddi ng before.
We went on standing in front of the door of the suite, and | noticed t hat
the daily paper was still thrust through the | etterbox. W had been too

busy to read it at breakfast.

"Wll?' he said, 'what about it?

"OF course,' | answered, 'l was thinking for the nmonment we

woul d be married at hone. Naturally | don't expect a church, or people,
or anything like that.'

And | smiled at him | nmade a cheerful face. 'Wn't it be fun?' | said.
He had turned to the door though, and opened it, and we were inside the
suite in the little entrance passage.

"I's that you?' called Ms Van Hopper fromthe sitting-room 'Wat inthe
name of M ke have you been doing? |'ve rung the office three tinmes and






| was seized with a sudden desire to laugh, to cry, to do both, and I
had a pain, too, at the pit of my stomach. | wi shed, for one wild nonent,
that none of this had happened, that | was al one somewhere going for a
wal k, and whi stling.

"I"'mafraidit's all my fault,' he said, going into the sitting-room
shutting the door behind him and | heard her exclamation of surprise.
Then | went into nmy bedroomand sat down by the open wi ndow. It was |ike
waiting in the ante-roomat a doctor's. | ought to turn over the pages
of a magazi ne, | ook at photographs that did not matter and read articl es
| shoul d never renenber, until the nurse cane, bright and efficient, all
humanity washed away by years of disinfectant: 'It's all right, the
operationwas quite successful. Thereis noneedtoworryat all. | should
go home and have sone sl eep.'

Thewal | s of thesuitewerethick, | coul d hear no humof voi ces. | wonder ed
what he was saying to her, how he phrased his words. Perhaps he said,
"I fell inlove with her, you know, the very first tine we net. W've
been seei ng one anot her every day.' And she i n answer, 'Wiy, M de Wnter,
it's quite the nost ronmantic thing |'ve ever heard.' Romantic, that was
the word | had tried to renenber comng upinthelift. Yes, of course.
Romantic. That was what people would say. It was all very sudden and
romantic. They suddenly decided to get married and there it was. Such
an adventure. | smledto nyself as | hugged nmy knees on t he wi ndow seat,
t hi nki ng howwonderful it was, howhappy | was goingto be. | wasto nmarry
the man | loved. | was to be Ms de Wnter. It was foolish to go on having
that paininthe pit of nmy stomach when | was so happy. Nerves of course.
Waiting like this; the doctor's ante-

room |t would have been better, after all, nore natural surely to have
gone intothe sitting-roomhandin hand, | aughi ng, smling at one anot her
and for himto say 'W're goingto be nmarried, we're very nuch in | ove.'
Inlove. He had not sai d anyt hi ng yet about beinginlove. Notine perhaps.
It was all so hurried at the breakfast table. Marmal ade, and cof fee, and
that tangerine. No tine. The tangerine was very bitter. No, he had not
sai d anyt hi ng about being in |love. Just that we would be married. Short
and definite, very original. Oiginal proposals were nuch better. Mre
genui ne. Not |ike other people. Not |ike younger nmen who tal ked nonsense
probably, not nmeaning half they said. Not |ike younger nen being very
i ncoherent, very passionate, swearing inpossibilities. Not |ike himthe
first time, asking Rebecca... | nmust not think of that. Put it away. A
t hought forbi dden, pronpted by denons. Get thee behind ne, Satan. | mnust
never think about that, never, never, never. He loves ne, he wants to
show me Manderl ey. Wul d they ever have done with their tal king, woul d
they ever call ne into the roon?

There was t he book of poens | ying besi de ny bed. He had forgotten he had
ever lent themto ne. They could not nmean nmuch to himthen. 'Go on,'



whi spered the denon, 'open the title-page; that's what you want to do,
isn't it? Openthetitle-page.' Nonsense, | said, |I'monly going to put
the book with the rest of the things. | yawned. | wandered to the table
besi de the bed. | picked up the book. | caught nmy foot in the flex of
t he bedsi de | anp, and stunbl ed, the book falling frommy hands on to the
floor. It fell open, at thetitle-page. 'Max fromRebecca.' She was dead,
and one nmust not have t houghts about the dead. They sl ept in peace, the
grass bl ewover their graves. Howalive was her witing though, howfull
of force. Those curious, slopingletters. The bl ob of i nk. Done yest er day

It was just as if it had been witten yesterday. | took ny nail scissors
fromthe dressing-case and cut the page, |ooking over nmy shoul der |ike
a crimnal

| cut the page right out of the book. | left no jagged edges, and the
book | ooked white and cl ean when t he page was gone. A new book, that had
not been touched. | tore the page upin many little fragnents and t hrew

theminto the waste-paper

basket. Then | went and sat on the wi ndow seat agai n. But | kept thinking
of the torn scraps in the basket, and after a nonent | had to get up and
| ook in the basket once nore. Even nowthe i nk stood up on t he fragnents
thick and bl ack, the witing was not destroyed. | took a box of matches
and set fire to the fragnents. The flanme had a | ovely light, staining
t he paper, curling the edges, nmaking the slanting witing inpossibleto
di stinguish. The fragments fluttered to grey ashes. The letter Rwas t he
last to go, it twisted in the flane, it curled outwards for a nonent,
becomni ng | arger than ever. Then it crunpled too; the flame destroyed it.
It was not ashes even, it was feathery dust... | went and washed nmy hands
inthe basin. | felt better, nmuch better. | had the clean new feeling
t hat one has when the cal endar is hung on the wall at the begi nning of
the year. January the 1st. | was aware of the sane freshness, the sane
gay confidence. The door opened and he cane into the room

"All's well,' he said; 'shock nmade her speechless at first, but she's
begi nning to recover, so |'m going downstairs to the office, to nmke
certainshew |l catchthe first train. For a moment she wavered; | think
she had hopes of acting witness at the wedding, but | was very firm o
and talk to her.'

He sai d not hi ng about bei ng gl ad, about bei ng happy. He did not take ny
armand gointothe sitting-roomw th ne. He sm | ed, and waved hi s hand,
and went of f down the corridor al one. | went to Ms Van Hopper, uncertain,
rat her sel f-conscious, |ike a mai d who has handed i n her notice through
a friend.

She was st andi ng by t he wi ndow, snoking a cigarette, an odd, dunmpy little
figure | should not see again, her coat stretched tight over her |arge
breasts, her ridicul ous hat perched si deways on her head.

"Well,' she said, her voice dry and hard, not the voice she woul d have



usedtohim 'l supposel'vegot tohandit toyoufor adouble-tineworker.

Still waters certainly run deep in your case. How did you manage it?
| did not knowwhat to answer. | did not like her snile. "It was a | ucky
thing for youl had theinfluenza,' shesaid. 'I realize nowhowyou spent

your days, and why you were so

forgetful. Tennis lessons ny eye. You night have told ne, you know.'

"I"'msorry,' | said.

She | ooked at ne curiously, sheran her eyes over ny figure. 'And hetells
me hewantstomarry youinafewdays. Lucky agai nfor youthat you haven't

a fanmily to ask questions. Well, it's nothing to do with me any nore,
I wash my hands of the whole affair. |I rather wonder what his friends
will think, but | suppose that's upto him You realize he's years ol der
t han you?'

"He's only forty-two,' | said, "and |'"'mold for ny age.'

She | aughed, she dropped cigarette ashonthe floor. 'Youcertainly are,'
she said. She went on |l ooking at nme in a way she had never done before.
Appr ai si ng me, runni ng her eyes over ny points like a judge at a cattle
show. There was sonmething inquisitive about her eyes, sonething
unpl easant.

"Tell me,' shesaid, intimate, afriendtoafriend, 'have you been doi ng
anyt hi ng you shoul dn't?’

She was | i ke Bl ai ze, the dressmaker, who had of fered ne that ten per cent.
"I don't know what you nean,' | said.

She | aughed, she shrugged her shoul ders. 'Ch, well ... never nind. But
| al ways sai d Englishgirlsweredark horses, for all their hockey-pl ayi ng
attitude. So |' msupposed to travel to Paris alone, and | eave you here
whil e your beau gets a nmarriage |icence? | notice he doesn't ask ne to
t he wedding."'

"I don't think he wants anyone, and anyway you woul d have sail ed,' | said.
"Hm h'm' she said. She took out her vanity case and began powderi ng
her nose, | suppose youreally do knowyour own m nd,' she went on; 'after
all, the whol e thing has been very hurried, hasn't it? Amatter of a few
weeks. | don't suppose he's too easy, and you'll have to adapt yourself
to his ways. You' ve |l ed an extrenely sheltered life up to now, you know,
and you can't say that |'ve run you off your feet. You will have your
work cut out as mistress of Manderley. To be perfectly frank, ny dear,
| sinply can't see you doing it.'

Her words sounded |ike the echo of ny own an hour before.

'You haven't the experience,' she continued, 'you don't

know that mlieu. You can scarcely string two sentences together at ny
bridge teas, what are you goingto say to all his friends? The Manderl ey
parti es were fanmous when she was alive. O course he's told you all about
t henf’

| hesitated, but she went on, thank heaven, not waiting for my answer.



"Natural |l y onewant s youto be happy, and| grant youhe'savery attractive
creature but - well, I'msorry; and personally | think you are making
a big nmistake - one you will bitterly regret.’

She put down t he box of powder, and | ooked at e over her shoul der. Per haps
she was being sincere at last, but |I did not want that sort of honesty.

| did not say anything. | | ooked sullen, perhaps, for she shrugged her
shoul ders and wandered to the | ooking-glass, straightening her little
mushroomhat. | was gl ad she was going, glad | shoul d not see her again.

| grudged the nmonths | had spent with her, enployed by her, taking her
noney, trotting in her wake |i ke a shadow, drab and dunb. O course |
was i nexperienced, of course | was idiotic, shy, and young. | knew all
that. She did not havetotell nme. | suppose her attitude was deli berate,
and for sone odd feninine reason she resented this marri age; her scale
of val ues had received a shock.

Well, | would not care, | would forget her and her barbed words. A new
confi dence had been born in nme when | burnt that page and scattered the
fragnments. The past woul d not exist for either of us; we were starting
afresh, he and|. The past had bl own away | i ke t he ashes i nt he wast e- paper
basket. | was goingto be Ms de Wnter. | was goingtolive at Manderl ey.
Soon she woul d be gone, rattling alone in the wagon-lit w thout nme, and
he and | woul d be together in the dining-roomof the hotel, |unching at
the sane tabl e, pl anni ngthe future. The bri nk of a bi gadventure. Perhaps,
once she had gone, he would talk to ne at |ast, about |oving ne, about
bei ng happy. Up to now there had been no tine, and anyway those things
are not easily said, they must wait their moment. | | ooked up, and caught
her reflection in the |ooking-glass. She was watching nme, a little
tolerant smle on her lips. | thought she was goi ng to be generous after
all, hold out her hand and wi sh ne | uck, give

me encouragenment and tell nme that everything was going to be all right.
But she went on sniling, twisting a stray hair into place beneath her
hat .

"Of course,' she said, 'you know why he is marrying you, don't you? You
haven't flattered yourself he's inlove with you? The fact is that enpty
house got on his nerves to such an extent he nearly went off his head.
He adm tted as nmuch before you cane into the room He just can't go on
living there alone...'

chapter seven

We cane to Manderl ey inearly May, arriving, so Maxi msaid, withthe first
swal | ows and the bl uebells. It woul d be the best norment, before the full
flush of sunmer, andinthe valleythe azal eas woul d be prodi gal of scent,
and t he bl ood-red rhododendrons i n bl oom W notored, | remenber, | eaving
London i nthe norninginaheavy shower of rain, com ngto Manderl ey about
five o'clock, intine for tea. | can see nyself now, unsuitably dressed
as usual, although a bride of seven weeks, in atan-col oured stockinette



frock, a small fur known as a stone nmarten round nmy neck, and over all
a shapel ess macki ntosh, far too big for ne and dragging to nmy ankl es.
It was, | thought, a gesture to the weather, and the | engt h added i nches
tony height. I clutched a pair of gauntlet glovesinny hands, and carried
a large | eat her handbag.

"This is London rain,' said Maxi mwhen we left, 'you wait, the sun wll
be shi ning for you when we cone to Manderl ey'; and he was right, for the
clouds left us at Exeter, they rolled away behind us, |eaving a great
bl ue sky above our heads and a white road in front of us.

| was glad to see the sun, for in superstitious fashion |I |ooked
upon rain as anonmen of ill-will, and the | eaden ski es of London had nmade
nme silent.

"Feeling better? said Maxim and | smiled at him taking his hand,
t hi nki ng how easy it was for him going to his own home, wandering into

the hall, picking up letters, ringing a bell for tea, and | wondered how
much he guessed of ny nervousness, and whether his question 'Feeling
better? neant that he understood. 'Never nmind, we'll soon be there. |

expect you want your tea,' he said, and he | et go ny hand because we had
reached a bend in the road, and nust sl ow down.

I knew t hen that he had m staken ny silence for fatigue, and it had not
occurredto himl dreaded this arrival at Manderl ey as nuch as | had | onged
for it intheory. Nowthe nonent was upon ne | wi shed it del ayed. | wanted
to draw up at sone wayside inn and stay there, in a coffee-room by an
i mpersonal fire. | wanted to be atraveller onthe road, a bride in |ove
wi th her husband. Not nyself coming to Manderley for the first tinme, the
wi f e of Maxi mde Wnter. We passed many friendly vill ages wherethe cottage
wi ndows had a kindly air. A woman, holding a baby in her arnms, smled
at me froma doorway, whil e a man cl anked across aroadtoawell, carrying
a pail.

| wi shed we coul d have been one with t hem perhaps their nei ghbours, and
that Maxi mcoul d | ean over a cottage gate i nthe eveni ngs, snoki ng a pi pe,
proud of a very tall hollyhock he had grown hinself, while | bustled in
ny kitchen, clean as a pin, laying the table for supper. There woul d be
an al armcl ock on the dresser tickingloudly, and arowof shining pl ates,
whil e after supper Maxi mwoul d read hi s paper, boots on the fender, and
| reach for agreat pileof mendinginthe dresser drawer. Surely it woul d
be peaceful and steady, that way of living, and easier, too, demandi ng
no set standard?

"Only two miles further,' said Maxim 'you see that great belt of trees
on the brow of the hill there, sloping to the valley, with a scrap of
sea beyond? That's Manderley, in there. Those are the woods.'

| forced a snile, and did not answer him aware now of a stab of panic,
an uneasy sickness that could not be controlled. Gone was ny glad
exci tenent, vani shed ny happy pride. | was like a child brought to her



first school, or alittle untrained maid who

has never left home before, seeking a situation. Any neasure of
sel f-possession | had gained hitherto during the brief seven weeks of
marriage, was like a rag now, fluttering before the wind; it seenmed to
me that even the nost el enentary know edge of behavi our was unknown to
me now, | should not know nmy right hand fromny left, whether to stand
or sit, what spoons and forks to use at dinner.

"I should shed that macki ntosh,' he said, glancing down at ne, 'it has
not rai ned down here at all, and put your funny little fur strai ght. Poor
lanb, |'ve bustled you down here |like this, and you probably ought to
have bought a I ot of clothes in London.'

"It doesn't matter to nme, as long as you don't mind,' | said.

' Most woren t hi nk of not hing but cl othes,' he said absently, and turning
a corner we canme to a crossroad, and the beginning of a high wall.
"Here we are,' he said, anewnote of excitenent i nhisvoice, and| gri pped
the |l eather seat of the car with ny two hands.

The road curved, and before us, on the left, were two high iron gates
besi de a | odge, open wide to the | ong drive beyond. As we drove through
| saw faces peering through the dark w ndow of the |odge, and a child
ran round fromthe back, staring curiously. | shrank back agai nst the
seat, ny heart beating qui ckly, knowi ng why the faces were at t he wi ndow,
and why the child stared.

They wanted to see what | was like. | could i magi ne them now, talking
excitedly, laughinginthelittle kitchen. ' Only caught sight of the top
of her hat,' they woul d say, 'she woul dn't show her face. Onh, well, we'll
know by tomorrow. Word will conme fromthe house.' Perhaps he guessed
sonet hi ng of ny shyness at | ast, for he took my hand, and ki ssed it, and
|l aughed a little, even as he spoke.

"You nmustn't mind if there's a certain anount of curiosity,' he said;
"everyone wi I | want to knowwhat you are | i ke. They have probably tal ked
of nothing el se for weeks. You've only got to be yourself and they wil|
al | adore you. And you don't have to worry about the house, Ms Danvers

does everything. Just leave it all to her. She'll be stiff with you at
first, | dare say, she's an extraordi nary character, but you nustn't | et
it worry

you. It's just her manner. See those shrubs? It's |ike a blue wall al ong
here when the hydrangeas are in bl oom'

| didnot answer him for | was thinking of that self who | ong ago bought
apicturepostcardinavillage shop, and cane out intothe bright sunlight
twistingit inher hands, pl eased wi th her purchase, thinking "This wll
do for ny al bum "Manderley", what a |ovely nanme.' And now | bel onged
here, this was ny hone. | would wite letters to peopl e saying, ' W shall
be down at Manderley all the summer, you nust come and see us,' and |
woul dwal k al ong thisdrive, strange andunfam |iar tome now, wth perfect



know edge, consci ous of every tw st and turn, nmarki ng and approvi ng where
t he gar dener s had wor ked, here acutting back of the shrubs, thereal oppi ng
of abranch, callingat thelodgebytheirongatesonsonefriendyerrand,

saying, 'Wll, how sthelegtoday? whiletheoldwonan, curious nol onger,
bade me wel conme to her kitchen. | envied Maxim carel ess and at ease,

and the little smle on his |lips which neant he was happy to be com ng
hone.

It seemed rempte to nme, and far too distant, the time when | too should
smle and be at ease, and | wished it could conme quickly; that | could
be ol d even, with grey hair and sl owof step, having lived here many years
- anything but the tinmid, foolish creature |I felt nyself to be.

The gates had shut to with a crash behind us, the dusty high road was
out of sight, and | becane aware that thi s was not the drive | had i magi ned
woul d be Manderl ey's, this was not a broad and spaci ous thi ng of gravel,

flanked with neat turf at either side, kept snooth with rake and brush.

This drive twi sted and turned as a serpent, scarce wi der in places than
a pat h, and above our heads was a great col onnade of trees, whose branches
nodded and i nterm ngl ed wi t h one anot her, naki ng an archway for us, |ike
the roof of a church. Even the midday sun would not penetrate the
interlacing of those green | eaves, they were too thickly entw ned, one
with another, andonly littleflickering patches of warmli ght woul d cone
inintermttent waves to dapple the drive with gold. It was very silent,

very still. On the high road there had been a gay west wind blowing in
ny face, making the grass on the hedges dance in unison, but here there
was no wi nd. Even the engine of

the car had taken a newnote, throbbing | ow, quieter than before. As the
drive descended to the vall ey so the trees cane i n upon us, great beeches
with lovely smooth white stens, lifting their nyriad branches to one
anot her, and other trees, trees | could not name, coning cl ose, so cl ose
that | could touch themw th ny hands. On we went, over a little bridge
t hat spannedanarrowstream andstill thisdrivethat wasnodrivetw sted
and turned li ke an enchanted ri bbon through the dark and sil ent woods,

penetrating even deeper to the very heart surely of the forest itself,

and still there was no clearing, no space to hold a house.
The l ength of it beganto nag at ny nerves; it nust bethisturn, | thought,
or round that further bend; but as | leant forward in ny seat | was for

ever di sappoi nted, there was no house, no field, no broad and friendly
garden, nothing but the silence and deep woods. The | odge gates were a
menory, and the hi gh road sonet hi ng bel ongi ng to anot her tine, another
wor | d.

Suddenly | saw a clearing in the dark drive ahead, and a patch of sky,
and in a nonent the dark trees had thinned, the naneless shrubs had
di sappeared, and on either side of us was a wall of col our, bl ood-red,
reachi ng far above our heads. W were anongst the rhododendrons. There



was somret hi ng bewi | deri ng, even shocki ng, about t he suddenness of their
di scovery. The woods had not prepared nme for them They startled ne with
their crinson faces, nassed one upon t he other in incredible profusion,
showi ng no | eaf, no tw g, nothing but the sl aughterous red, |uscious and
fantastic, unlike any rhododendron plant | had seen before. | gl anced
at Maxim He was smling. 'Likethen? hesaid. | toldhim'Yes," alittle
breat hl essly, uncertain whether | was speaking the truth or not, for to
me a rhododendron was a homely, donmestic thing, strictly conventional,
mauve or pink in colour, standing one beside the other in a neat round
bed. And these were nonsters, rearingtothe sky, massed | i ke abattalion,

too beautiful | thought, too powerful; they were not plants at all.
We were not far fromthe house now, | sawthe drive broaden to the sweep
| had expected, and with the blood-red wall still flanking us on either

side, we turned the |ast corner, and so

came to Manderley. Yes, there it was, the Manderl ey | had expected, the
Mander | ey of ny picture postcard | ong ago. A thing of grace and beauty,
exqui site and faultless, lovelier even than | had ever dreamed, built
inits hollowof snmooth grassland and nossy | awns, the terraces sl opi ng
to the gardens, and the gardens to the sea. As we drove up to the wi de
stone steps and stopped before the open door, | saw through one of the
mul I'i oned wi ndows that the hall was full of people, and | heard Maxi m
swear under his breath. 'Dann that woman,' he said; 'she knows perfectly
well | did not want this sort of thing,' and he put on the brakes with
a jerk.

"What's the matter?' | said. 'Wo are all those people? 'I'mafraid you
will have to face it now,' he said, in irritation. 'Ms Danvers has
col | ected t he whol e dammed staff i nthe house and on the estate t o wel cone
us. It's all right, you won't have to say anything, I'll do it all.’
| funmbled for the handl e of the door, feeling slightly sick, and cold
nowtoo fromthe long drive, and as | funbled with the catch the butler
cane down the steps, followed by a footnman, and he opened t he door for
ne.

He was old, he had a kind face, and | smled up at him hol ding out ny
hand, but | don't think he could have seen, for he took the rug i nstead,
and my snal | dressing-case, and turned to Maxi m hel ping ne fromthe car
at the sane tine.

"Well, here we are, Frith,' said Maxim taking off his gloves. 'It was
rai ni ng when we | eft London. You don't seemto have had it here. Everyone
wel | ?'

"Yes, sir, thank you, sir. No, we have had a dry nonth on the whole. d ad
to see you honme, and hope you have been keeping well. And Madamtoo.'
"Yes, we are both well, thank you, Frith. Rather tired fromthe drive,
and wanting our tea. | didn't expect this business.' He jerked his head
to the hall.



"Ms Danvers' orders, sir,' said the man, his face expressionless.

"I mght have guessed it,' said Maxi mabruptly. 'Conme on' -he turned to
me-"it won't takel ong, andthenyoushall haveyour tea.' W went toget her
up the flight of steps, Frith and the

footman following with the rug and nmy nacki ntosh, and | was aware of a
little pain at the pit of ny stomach, and a nervous contraction in ny
t hroat .

| can close nmy eyes now, and | ook back on it, and see nyself as | nust
have been, standi ng on the threshol d of the house, aslim awkward fi gure
inny stockinette dress, clutching in ny sticky hands a pair of gauntl et
gl oves. | canseethe great stone hall, the wi de doors opentothelibrary,

the Peter Lelys and the Vandykes on the walls, the exquisite staircase
leadingtothe mnstrels' gallery, and there, ranged one behi nd t he ot her
in the hall, overflowing to the stone passages beyond, and to the
di ni ng-room a sea of faces, open-nmouthed and curious, gazing at ne as
t hough they were the watching crowd about the block, and | the victim
wi th my hands behi nd ny back. Soneone advanced fromthe sea of faces,

soneone tal | and gaunt, dressedi n deep bl ack, whose proni nent cheek- bones
and great, holl oweyes gave her a skull's face, parchrment-white, set on
a skeleton's frane.

She came towards ne, and | hel d out ny hand, envying her for her dignity
and her conposure; but when she took ny hand hers was |inp and heavy,

deathly cold, and it lay in nmne like a lifeless thing.

"This is Ms Danvers,' said Maxi m and she began to speak, still |eaving
that dead hand in mne, her holl ow eyes never |eaving ny eyes, so that
ny own waver ed and woul d not neet hers, and as t hey di d so her hand noved
in mne, the life returned to it, and | was aware of a sensation of
di sconfort and of shane.

| cannot renenber her words now, but | knowthat she bade ne wel cone to
Manderl ey, in the nane of herself and the staff, a stiff, conventiona

speech rehearsed for the occasi on, spokenin avoice as coldandlifel ess
as her hands had been. Wen she had fini shed she waited, as though for
areply, and | renenber bl ushing scarlet, stamering sone sort of thanks
in return, and dropping both ny gloves in ny confusion. She stooped to
pi ck themup, and as she handed themto ne | sawa little smle of scorn
upon her i ps, and | guessed at once she consideredneill-bred. Sonet hi ng,
i n the expression of her face, gave ne a feeling of unrest, and even when
she had stepped back, and

t aken her pl ace anpngst the rest, | coul d see that bl ack figure standi ng
out al one, individual and apart, and for all her silence | knew her eye
to be upon me. Maximtook ny armand nade a little speech of thanks,
perfectly easy and free fromenbarrassnent, as though the nmaking of it
was no effort to himat all, and then he bore ne off to the library to
tea, closing the doors behind us, and we were al one again.



Two cocker spaniels came fromthe fireside to greet us. They pawed at
Maxi m their | ong, silken ears strained back with affection, their noses
questing his hands, and then they left himand cane to nme, sniffing at
my heel s, rather uncertain, rather suspicious. One was t he nother, blind
i n one eye, and soon she had enough of nme, and t ook herself with a grunt
to the fire again, but Jasper, the younger, put his nose into ny hand,
and | ai d a chi n upon ny knee, his eyes deep wi th neani ng, his tail a-thunp
when | stroked his silken ears.

| felt better when | had taken ny hat off, and nmy wetched little fur,
and t hrown t hembot h besi de nmy gl oves and ny bag on to t he wi ndow seat.
It was a deep, confortabl eroom withbooksliningthewallstotheceiling,
the sort of rooma man woul d nove fromnever, did he |live al one, solid
chairs beside a great open fireplace, baskets for the two dogs i n which
| felt they never sat, for the hollows inthe chairs had tell-tal e marks.
The | ong wi ndows | ooked out upon the | awns, and beyond the lawns to the
di stant shi mer of the sea.

There was an ol d qui et snmell about the room as though the air init was
little changed, for all the sweet lilac scent and the roses brought to
it throughout the early sumer. Watever air canme to this room whether
fromthe garden or fromthe sea, would loseits first freshness, becom ng
part of the unchanging roomitself, one with the books, nmusty and never
read, one with the scrolled ceiling, the dark panelling, the heavy
curtains.

It was an anci ent nossy smel |, the snmell of a silent church where services
are sel domhel d, where rusty | i chen grows upon the stones andivytendrils
creep to the very windows. A roomfor peace, a roomfor neditation.
Soon t ea was brought tous, astatelylittle performance enacted by Frith
and the young footman, in which | played no part until they had gone,
and while Maxi m gl anced through his

great pile of letters | played with two dri pping crunpets, crunbl ed cake
wi th my hands, and swal |l owed ny scal ding tea. Now and agai n he | ooked
up at me and sniled, and then returned to his letters, the accunul ation
of the last nonths | supposed, and | thought how little | knew of his
life here at Manderl ey, of howit went day by day, of the peopl e he knew,
of his friends, nmen and worren, of what bills he pai d, what orders he gave
about hi s househol d. The | ast weeks had gone so swiftly, and | - driving
by his side through France and Italy -thought only of how !l |oved him
seeing Venice with his eyes, echoing his words, asking no questions of
t he past and future, content withthelittle glory of theliving present.
For he was gayer than | had thought, nore tender than | had dreaned,
yout hful and ardent in a hundred happy ways, not the Maxim|l had first
met, not the stranger who sat al one at thetableintherestaurant, staring
before him wapped in his secret self. My Maxi ml aughed and sang, threw
stonesintothewater, took ny hand, wore no frown bet ween hi s eyes, carried



no burden on his shoul der. | knewhimas alover, as afriend, and during
those weeks | had forgotten that he had a life, orderly, nethodical, a
I'i fe which nmust be taken up again, continued as before, naki ng vani shed
weeks a brief discarded holiday.

| watched himread his letters, sawhimfrown at one, snile at anot her,
di sm ss t he next wi thno expression, and but for the grace of God | thought,
my letter would be lying there, witten fromNew York, and he woul d r ead
it in the same indifferent fashion, puzzled at first perhaps by the
signhature, and then tossing it with a yawn to the pile of others in the
basket, reaching for his cup of tea. The know edge of this chilled ne;
how narrow a chance had stood between nme and what m ght - have- been, for
he woul d have sat here to his tea, as he sat now, continuing his hone
life as he would in any case, and perhaps he woul d not have thought of
me much, not with regret anyway, while I, in New York, playing bridge
with Ms Van Hopper, would wait day after day for a letter that never
cane.

| I eant back in ny chair, glancing about the room tryingtoinstil into
mysel f some nmeasure of confidence, some genuine realization that | was
here, at Manderl ey, the house of the picture postcard, the Manderl| ey t hat
was fanmous. | had to

teach nyself that all this was nine now, nine as nuch as his, the deep
chair | was sitting in, that mass of books stretching to the ceiling,
the pictures on the walls, the gardens, the woods, the Manderley | had
read about, all of this was mne now because | was married to Maxi m

We shoul d grow ol d here together, we should sit like this to our tea as
ol d people, Maximand I, with other dogs, the successors of these, and
the library woul d wear the sanme ancient nmusty smell that it did now It
woul d know a period of glorious shabbi ness and wear when the boys were
young - our boys - for | sawthemsprawl i ng on the sofa wi th nuddy boot s,
bringing with them always a litter of rods, and cricket bats, great
cl asp- kni ves, bows-and-arrows.

On the table there, polished now and plain, an ugly case would stand
containing butterflies and noths, and another one with birds' eggs,
wrapped in cotton wool. '"Not all this junk in here," |I would say, 'take
themto the schoolroom darlings,' and they would run off, shouting,
calling to one another, but the little one staying behind, pottering on






My vision was di sturbed by the opening of the door, and Frith canme in
with the footrman to clear the tea. ' Ms Danvers wonder ed, Madam whet her
you woul d li ke to see your room' he said to ne, when the tea had been
taken away.

Maxi m gl anced up fromhis letters. 'Wat sort of job have they made of
the east wing? he said.

"Very nice indeed, sir, it seens to me; the nmen nade a nmess when they
were working, of course, and for a tine Ms Danvers was rather afraid
it woul d not be finished by your return. But they cl eared out | ast Monday.
| shoul d i magi ne you woul d be very confortable there, sir; it's a lot
lighter of course on that side of the house.'

'Have you been nmaking alterations? | asked.

" Ch, nothing much,' said Maxi mbriefly, 'only redecorating and pai nting
the suite in the east wing, which | thought we woul d use for ours. As
Frith says, it's much nore cheerful on that side of the house, and it
has a |l ovely view of the rose-garden. It was the visitors' w ng when ny
not her was alive. |'ll just finish these letters and then I'Il conme up
and join you.

Run al ong and make friends with Ms Danvers; it's a good opportunity.'
| got up slowy, nmy ol d nervousness returning, and went out intothe hall.
| wished | could have waited for him and then, taking his arm seen the
roons together. | did not want to go alone, with Ms Danvers. How vast
the great hall | ooked nowthat it was enpty. My feet rang on the fl agged
stones, echoing to the ceiling, and | felt guilty at the sound, as one
does in church, self-conscious, aware of the same constraint. My feet
made a stupid pitter-patter as | wal ked, and | thought that Frith, with
his felt soles, nust have thought nme foolish.

"It'sverybig, isn't it? | said, toobrightly, too forced, a school girl

still, but he answered nme in all solemity.

'Yes, Madam Manderley is a big place. Not so big as some, of course,
but bi g enough. This was the ol d banqueting hall, inolddays. It is used
still on great occasions, such as a big dinner, or aball. And the public
are admtted here, you know, once a week.'

"Yes,' | said, still aware of ny | oud footsteps, feeling, as | foll owed

him that he considered ne as he woul d one of the public visitors, and
| behaved like avisitor too, glancingpolitely toright andleft, taking
intheweaponsonthewall, andthe pictures, touchingthecarved staircase
with my hands.

A black figure stood waiting for ne at the head of the stairs, the holl ow
eyes watching ne intently fromthe white skull's face. | | ooked round
for thesolidFrith, but he had passed al ong the hall and into the further
corridor.

I was al one nowwi th Ms Danvers. | went up the great stairs towards her,
and she waited notionl ess, her hands fol ded before her, her eyes never



| eaving ny face. | sumoned a snile, which was not returned, nor did I
bl ame her, for there was no purpose tothe snile, it was a silly thing,
bright and artificial. 'l hope | haven't kept you waiting,' | said.
"It's for you to make your own tine, Madam' she answered, 'I'mhere to
carry out your orders,' and then she turned, through the archway of the
gallery, tothe corri dor beyond. W went al ong a broad, carpet ed passage,
and then turned | eft, through an oak door, and down a narrow flight of
stairs and up a corresponding flight, and so to another door. This she
flung

open, standing aside to let nme pass, and | cane to a little anteroom
or boudoir, furnishedw th asofa, chairs, and witing-desk, which opened
out to a | arge doubl e bedroomwi th wi de wi ndows and a bat hroom beyond.
I went at once to the wi ndow, and | ooked out. The rose-garden | ay bel ow,
and the eastern part of the terrace, while beyond the rose-garden rose
a snoot h grass bank, stretching to the near woods.

"You can't see the sea fromhere, then,' | said, turning to Ms Danvers.
"No, not fromthis wing,' she answered; 'you can't even hear it, either.
You woul d not know the sea was anywhere near, fromthis wng.'

She spoke in a peculiar way, as though sonething | ay behi nd her words,
and she |l aid an enphasis on the words "this wing', as if suggesting that
the suite where we stood now held sonme inferiority.

"I"'msorry about that; | like the sea,' | said. She did not answer; she
just went on staring at me, her hands fol ded before her.

'However, it's a very charming room' | said, 'and |' msure | shall be
confortable. | understand that it's been done up for our return.’
"Yes,' she said.

"What was it |ike before? | asked.

"It had a mauve paper, and di fferent hangi ngs; M de Wnter did not think
it very cheerful. It was never much used, except for occasi onal visitors.

But M de Wnter gave special orders in his letters that you woul d have
this room'

"Then t hi s was not hi s bedroomoriginally? | said. ' No, Madam he's never

usedtheroominthiswngbefore." "Ch,' | said, "hedidn't tell nmethat,"

and | wandered to the dressing-tabl e and began conbi ng ny hair. M things
wer e al ready unpacked, ny brushes and conb uponthetray. | was gl ad Maxi m
had gi ven ne a set of brushes, and that they were | aid out there, upon
the dressing-table, for Ms Danvers to see. They were new, they had cost

noney, | need not be ashaned of them

"Alice has unpacked for you and will | ook after you until

your naid arrives,' said Ms Danvers. | smiled at her again. | put down
the brush upon the dressing-table.

"I don't have a naid,' | said awkwardly; '"I'"msure Alice, if sheis the

housemaid, will look after ne all right.'



She wore the sanme expression that she had done on our first

meeting, when | dropped ny gloves so gauchely on the fl oor.
"I"'mafraid that would not do for very long,' she said; "it's

usual, you know, for ladies in your position to have a persona

mai d. '

| flushed, and reached for my brush agai n. There was a sting in her words
| understood too well. "If you think it necessary perhaps you woul d see
about it for nme,' | said, avoiding her eyes; 'sone young girl perhaps,
wanting totrain.' 'If youw sh,' shesaid. 'It's for youto say.' There
was silence between us. | w shed she woul d go away. | wondered why she
must go on standing there, watching ne, her hands fol ded on her bl ack
dress.

"l suppose you have been at Manderl ey for many years,' | said, naking
a fresh effort, 'longer than anyone el se?

"Not so long as Frith,' she said, and | thought how lifel ess her voice
was, and cold, |like her hand when it had lain in mne; '"Frith was here
when the old gentleman was |living, when M de Wnter was a boy.'

"I see,'" | said; '"so you did not cone till after that?" 'No,' she said,
"not till after that.'

Once nore, | glanced up at her and once nore | nmet her eyes, dark and
sonbre, in that white face of hers, instilling into ne, | knew not why,
a strange feeling of disquiet, of foreboding. | triedtosmle, and could
not; | found nmyself held by those eyes, that had no light, no flicker

of synpathy towards ne.

"l came here when the first Ms de Wnter was a bride,' she said, and
her voice, which had hitherto, as | said, been dull and tonel ess, was
harsh now with unexpected animation, with Iife and nmeani ng, and there
was a spot of colour on the gaunt cheek-bones.

The change was so sudden that | was shocked, and a little scared. | did
not knowwhat to do, or what to say. It was as t hough she had spoken words
t hat were forbi dden, words that she had hi dden within herself for along
time and now woul d be

repressed no longer. Still her eyes never | eft ny face; they | ooked upon
me with a curious mxture of pity and of scorn, until | felt nyself to
be even younger and nore untutoredtothe ways of lifethan | had believed.
| could see she despised ne, narking with all the snobbery of her cl ass
that | was no great | ady, that | was hunbl e, shy, and diffident. Yet there
was somet hi ng besi de scorn in those eyes of hers, sonething surely of
positive dislike, or actual nmalice?

| had to say something, | could not go on sitting there, playing with
nmy hair-brush, letting her see how nmuch | feared and mi strusted her.
'"Ms Danvers,' | heard nyself saying, 'l hope we shall be friends and

come t o under st and one anot her. You nust have pati ence with nme, you know,
because this sort of lifeis newto ne, I've lived rather differently.



And | do want to nmake a success of it, and above all to nmake M de Wnter
happy. | knowl can | eave al | househol d arrangenents to you, M de Wnter
said so, and you nust just run things as they have al ways been run; |
shan't want to nake any changes.'

| stopped, a little breathless, still uncertain of myself and whet her
| was saying the right thing, and when | | ooked up again | sawthat she






"Very good, ' shesaid; '|I hopel shall do everythingtoyour satisfaction.
The house has been i n nmy charge nowfor nore than a year, and M de Wnter
has never conplained. It was very different of course when the late Ms
deWnter was al i ve; therewas al ot of entertainingthen, al ot of parties,
and t hough | managed for her, she liked to supervise things herself.’
Once again | had the i npressi on that she chose her words with care, that
she was feeling her way, as it were, into ny m nd, and watching for the
ef fect upon ny face.

"I would rather leave it to you,' | repeated, 'much rather,' and into
her face cane t he sane expression | had noticed before, when first | had
shaken hands with her inthe hall, alook surely of derision, of definite
contenpt. She knew that | would never wi thstand her, and that | feared
her too.

"Can | do anythi ng nore for you?' she said, and pretended to gl ance round

the room 'No,' | said. "No, | think |I have

everything. | shall be very confortabl e here. You have nmade t he roomso
charmng' - thislast afinal crawingsoptow nher approval . She shrugged
her shoul ders, and still she did not smle. 'l only followed out M de

Wnter's instructions,' she said.

She hesitated by the doorway, her hand on the handl e of the open door.
It was as t hough she still had sonmethingto say to nme, and coul d not deci de
upon the words, yet waited there, for me to give her opportunity.

| wi shed she would go; she was |i ke a shadow standi ng there, watching
nme, appraising ne with her holl ow eyes, set in that dead skull's face.
"If you find anything not to your liking youwill tell me at once?' she
asked.

"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, of course, Ms Danvers,' but | knew this was not
what she had neant to say, and silence fell between us once again.
"If M de Wnter asks for his bigwardrobe,' she sai d suddenly, 'you nust
tell himit was inpossible to nove. We tried, but we could not get it
t hrough t hese narrow doorways. These are smal |l er roons than those in the
west wing. If he doesn't |ike the arrangenent of this suite he nust tell
me. It was difficult to know how to furnish these roons.'

"Pl ease don't worry, Ms Danvers,' | said. '"I'msure he will be pl eased
with everything. But |'msorry it's given you so nuch trouble. | had no
i dea he was having roons redecorated and furni shed. He shouldn't have
bothered. I'msure | should have been just as happy and confortable in
the west w ng.'

She | ooked at ne curiously, and began twi sting the handl e of the door.
"M de Wnter said you would prefer to be on this side,' she said, 'the
roons i nthe west wing are very old. The bedroominthe bigsuiteistwce
as large as this; a very beautiful roomtoo, with a scrolled ceiling.
The tapestry chairs are very val uabl e, and so i s the carved mant el pi ece.
It's the nost beautiful roominthe house. Andthe wi ndows | ook down acr oss



the lawns to the sea.’

| felt unconfortable, a little shy. | did not know why she nmust speak
wi t h such an undercurrent of resentnent, inplying as she did at the sane
time that this room where | found nyself

to be installed, was sonething inferior, not up to Manderl ey standard,
a second-rate room as it were, for a second-rate person.

"I suppose M de Wnter keeps the nost beautiful roomto show to the
public,' | said. She went on twi sting the handle of the door, and then
| ooked up at nme agai n, watchi ng ny eyes, hesitating before replying, and
when she spoke her voice was quieter even, and nore toneless, than it
had been before.

' The bedroons are never shown to the public,' she said, 'only the hall
and the gallery, and the roombel ow.' She paused an instant, feeling ne
with her eyes. "They used to live in the west wi ng and use those roons
when Ms de Wnter was alive. That big room | was telling you about,
that | ooked down to the sea, was Ms de Wnter's bedroom'

Then | saw a shadow flit across her face, and she drew back agai nst the

wal |, effacing herself, as a step sounded outside and Maxi m canme into
the room

"Howis it? he said tonme. "Al right? Do you think you'll like it?
He | ooked round wi t h ent husi asm pl eased as a school boy. ' | al ways t hought
this a npost attractive room' he said. 'It was wasted all those years
as a guest-room but | always thought it had possibilities. You' ve made
a great success of it, Ms Danvers: | give you full narks.'

"Thank you, sir,' she said, her face expressionl ess, and t hen she t urned,
and went out of the room closing the door softly behind her.

Maxi mwent and | eant out of the window. '| | ove the rose-garden,' he sai d:
"one of the first things | renenber is wal king after my nother, on very
snmal |, unsteady | egs, whil e she picked of f the dead heads of the roses.

Ther e' s sonet hi ng peaceful and happy about this room andit's quiet too.

You coul d never tell you were within five m nutes of the sea, fromthis
room'

"That's what Ms Danvers said,'" | told him

He canme away fromt he wi ndow, he prow ed about t he room touchingthings,

| ooki ng at the pi ctures, openi ng war dr obes, fingeringny cl othes, al ready
unpacked.

"How did you get on with old Danvers?' he said abruptly.

| turned away, and began conbing ny hair again before the

| ooki ng-gl ass. 'She seens just alittlebit stiff,' | said, after a nonent

or two; 'perhaps she thought | was going to interfere with the running
of the house.'

"I don't think she would m nd your doing that,' he said. | | ooked up and
saw hi mwat chi ng nmy refl ection in the | ooki ng-gl ass, and then he turned
away and went over tothe wi ndowagai n, whi stlingquietly, under hi s breath,



rocki ng backwards and forwards on his heels.

"Don't mindher,' hesaid; 'she's anextraordi nary character i n many ways,
and possi bly not very easy for anot her woman to get on with. You nustn't
worry about it. If she really nmakes herself a nuisance we'll get rid of
her. But she's efficient, youknow, andw || take all housekeepi ngworries
of f your hands. | dare say she' sabit of abullytothe staff. She doesn't

dare bully ne though. 1'd have given her the sack long ago if she had
tried.’

"I expect we shall get on very well when she knows ne better,' | said
qui ckly; "after all, it's natural enough t hat she should resent nme a bit
at first.'

"Resent you? Wiy resent you? What the devil do you nean?' he said.

He turned fromthe w ndow, frowning, an odd, half angry expression on
his face. | wondered why he shoul d nind, and wi shed | had sai d sonet hi ng
el se.

"I mean, it nust be nuch easier for a housekeeper to | ook after a man

alone,' | said. 'l dare say she had got into the way of doing it, and
per haps she was afraid | should be very overbearing.'
"Overbearing, ny God..."' hebegan, '"if youthink..." andthen he st opped,

and cane across to ne, and kissed nme on the top of ny head.

"Let's forget about Ms Danvers,' he said; 'she doesn't interest ne very
nmuch, |' mafrai d. Cone al ong, and | et ne showyou sonet hi ng of Manderley.'
| did not see Ms Danvers again that evening and we did not tal k about
her any nore. | felt happi er when | had di sm ssed her fromny thoughts,
| ess of an interloper, and as we wandered about the roons downstairs,
and | ooked at the pictures, and Maxi m put his arm around ny shoul der,
| began to feel nore

like the self | wanted to becone, the self | had pictured in ny drears,
who nmade Manderl ey her hone.

My footsteps no | onger sounded foolish on the stone flags of the hall
for Maxi M s nai | ed shoes nade far nore noi se than mne, and t he pattering
feet of the two dogs was a confortabl e, pleasing note.

| was glad, too, because it was the first evening and we had only been
back alittle while and t he showi ng of the pictures had taken ti ne, when
Maxi m | ooking at the clock, saidit was too | ate to change for dinner,
so that | was spared the enmbarrassnent of Alice, the maid, asking what
| shoul d wear, and of her helping ne to dress, and nmysel f wal ki ng down
that long flight of stairs to the hall, cold, with bare shoulders, in
adressthat Ms Van Hopper had gi ven ne because it di d not suit her daughter.
| had dreaded the fornality of dinner in that austere dining-room and
now, because of the little fact that we had not changed, it was quite
all right, quite easy, just the sane as when we had di ned together in
restaurants. | was confortable in nmy stockinette dress, | |aughed and
tal ked about things we had seen in Italy and France, we even had the



snapshots onthe tabl e, and Frith and t he f oot man wer e i nper sonal peopl e,
as the wai ters had been; they did not stare at me as Ms Danvers had done.
W sat inthelibrary after dinner, and presently the curtains were drawn,
and nore logs thrown on the fire; it was cool for May, | was thankful
for the warmh that came fromthe steady burning | ogs.

It was newfor us to sit together like this, after dinner, for inltaly
we had wander ed about, wal ked or driven, gone into little cafes, |eant
over bridges. Maxi mmade instinctively nowfor the chair on the |l eft of
the open firepl ace, and stretched out his hand for the papers. He settl ed
one of the broad cushions behind his head, and |lit a cigarette. 'This
is hisroutine," |I thought, "this is what he al ways does: this has been
his custom now for years.'

He di d not | ook at ne, he went on readi ng hi s paper, contented, confortabl e,
havi ng assuned his way of living, the master of his house. And as | sat
there, brooding, my chin in ny hands, fondling the soft ears of one of
the spaniels, it cane to

me that | was not the first onetoloungetherein possessionof thechair;
sonmeone had been before ne, and surely left an inprint of her person on
t he cushi ons, and on the armwhere her hand had rested. Anot her one had
poured the coffee fromthat sanme silver coffee pot, had placed the cup
to her lips, had bent down to the dog, even as | was doi ng.
Unconsciously, | shivered as though sonmeone had opened t he door behind
me and |l et a draught into the room | was sitting in Rebecca's chair,
| was | eani ng agai nst Rebecca's cushi on, and the dog had conme to ne and
laid his head upon ny knee because that had been his custom and he
remenbered, in the past, she had given sugar to himthere.

chapter eight

| had never realized, of course, that |ifeat Manderl ey woul d be so orderly
and pl anned. | renenber now, | ooki ng back, howon that first norni ng Maxi m
was up and dressed and witing letters, even before breakfast, and when
| got downstairs, rather after nine o' clock, a little flurried by the
boom ng summons of the gong, | found he had nearly fini shed, he was al r eady
peeling his fruit.

He | ooked up at nme and snmiled. 'You nustn't mind,' he said; '"this is
sonething you will have to get used to. |I've no tine to hang about at
this hour of the day. Running a place |ike Manderley, you know, is a
full-tinme job. The coffee and the hot dishes are on the sideboard. W
al ways hel p oursel ves at breakfast.' | said sonethi ng about my cl ock bei ng
sl ow, about having been too long in the bath, but he did not |isten, he
was | ooking down at a letter, frowning at sonething.

How i npressed | was, | remenber well; inpressed and a little overawed
by the magnificence of the breakfast offered to

us. Therewas tea, inagreat silver urn, and cof feetoo, and onthe heater,
pi pi ng hot, di shes of scranbl ed eggs, of bacon, and anot her of fish. There



was a little clutch of boiled eggs as well, in their own special heater,

and porridge, in asilver porringer. On anot her si deboard was a ham and
a great piece of cold bacon. There were scones too, on the table, and
t oast, and vari ous pots of jam mar mal ade, and honey, whil e dessert di shes,
piled highwith fruit, stood at either end. It seenmed strange to ne t hat

Maxim who in Italy and France had eaten a croi ssant and fruit only, and
drunk a cup of coffee, should sit down to this breakfast at hone, enough
for adozen peopl e, day after day probabl y, year after year, seei ng not hi ng
ridicul ous about it, nothing wasteful

| noticed he had eaten a small piece of fish. | took a boiled egg. And
| wonder ed what happenedtotherest, all those scranbl ed eggs, that crisp
bacon, the porridge, the remains of the fish. Wre there nenials, |

wonder ed, whom | shoul d never know, never see, waiting behind kitchen
doors for the gift of our breakfast? O was it all thrown away, shovel | ed
into dustbins? | woul d never know, of course, | would never dare to ask.

"Thank the Lord | haven't agreat crowd of relationstoinflict uponyou,'

said Maxim 'a sister | very rarely see, and a grandnot her who i s nearly
blind. Beatrice, by the way, asks herself over to lunch. |I half expected

she woul d. | suppose she wants to have a | ook at you.'

'Today?' | said, my spirits sinking to zero.

"Yes, according to the letter | got this norning. She won't stay | ong.
You'll like her, | think. She's very direct, believes in speaking her
m nd. No hunbug at all. If she doesn't like you she'll tell you so, to
your face.'

| found this hardly conforting, and wondered i f there was not sone virtue
in the quality of insincerity. Maximgot up fromhis chair, and lit a
cigarette. |I've a nass of things to see to this norning, do you think
you can anuse yourself?' he said. 'I'd |ike to have taken you round the
garden, but | nmust see Crawl ey, ny agent. |'ve been away fromthi ngs too
long. He'll beinto lunch, too, by the way. You don't mind, do you? You
will be all right?

"OF course,' | said, 'l shall be quite happy.

Then he picked up his letters, and went out of the room and | renenber
t hi nki ngt hi s was not howl! i magi ned nmy first norni ng; | had seen us wal ki ng
together, arns |linked, to the sea, com ng back rather late and tired and
happy to a cold | unch, al one, and sitting afterwards under that chestnut
tree | could see fromthe library w ndow.

| lingered long over ny first breakfast, spinning out the tinme, and it
was not until | sawFrith cone in and | ook at ne, frombehind the service
screen, that | realized it was after ten o' clock. | sprang to ny feet
at once, feeling guilty, and apol ogi zed for sitting there so late, and
he bowed, sayi ng not hi ng, very polite, verycorrect, and| caught aflicker
of surpriseinhiseyes. | wonderedif |I had saidthe wongthing. Perhaps
it did not do to apologize. Perhaps it lowered ne in his estimtion.



wi shed | knew what to say, what to do. | wondered if he suspected, as
Ms Danvers had done, that poise, and grace, and assurance were not
qualitiesinbredinnme, but werethingstobeacquired, painfully perhaps,

and slowy, costing ne many bitter nonents.

As it was, |eaving the room | stunbled, not | ooking where | was goi ng,

catching ny foot on the step by the door, and Frith cane forward to help
nme, pi cki ng up my handker chi ef, whil e Robert, the young f oot man, who was
st andi ng behind the screen, turned away to hide his snle.

| heard the murmur of their voices as | crossed the hall, and one of them
| aughed - Robert, | supposed. Perhaps t hey were | aughi ng about nme. | went

upstairs again, to the privacy of ny bedroom but when | opened t he door
| foundthe housernmi dsintheredoingtheroom one was sweepingthefloor,

the ot her dusting the dressing-table. They | ooked at nme in surprise. |

qui ckly went out again. It could not be right, then, for nme to goto ny
roomat that hour in the norning. It was not expected of ne. It broke
t he househol d routine. | crept downstairs once nore, silently, thankful

of nmy slippers that made no sound on the stone flags, and so into the
library, which was chilly, the wi ndows flung wi de open, the fire laid
but not lit.

| shut the wi ndows, and | ooked round for a box of matches. | coul d not

find one. | wondered what | should do. | did not like to

ring. But thelibrary, so snug and warml ast ni ght wi th the burning | ogs,

was |ike an ice-house now, in the early norning. There were matches
upstairs in the bedroom but | did not like to go for them because it

woul d nmean di st ur bi ng t he housermi ds at their work. | coul d not bear their
noon faces staring at me again. | deci ded that when Frith and Robert had
left the dining-room!| would fetch the matches fromthe sideboard. |

tiptoed out intothe hall and listened. They were still clearing, | could
hear the sound of voices, and the novenent of trays. Presently all was
silent, they nmust have gone through the service doors into the kitchen
quarters, so | went across the hall and into the di ni ng-roomonce nore.

Yes, there was a box of matches on t he si deboard, as | expected. | crossed
t he roomqui ckly and pi cked themup, and as | did so Frith cane back i nto
the room | tried to cramthe box furtively into ny pocket, but | saw
hi m gl ance at nmy hand in surprise.

"Did you require anything, Madan?' he said.

"Ch, Frith,' | said awkwardly, 'l could not find any natches.' He at once
prof f er ed ne anot her box, handing ne the cigarettestoo, at the sanetine.

Thi s was anot her enbarrassment, for | did not snoke.

"No, the fact is,' | said, 'l felt rather cool inthe library, | suppose
t he weat her seens chilly to nme, after being abroad and | thought perhaps
| would just put a match to the fire.'

"The fireinthelibraryis not usually lit until the afternoon, Madam'

he said. 'Ms de Wnter always used the norni ng-room There is a good



fireinthere. O courseif youshouldw shtohavethefireinthelibrary
as well | will give orders for it to be lit.'

"Ch, no," | said, 'I wouldnot dreamof it. | will gointothe norning-room
Thank you, Frith.'

"You will find witing-paper, and pens, and ink, in there, Madam' he
said. '"Ms de Wnter always did all her correspondence and tel ephoni ng
i nthe norni ng-room after breakfast. The house t el ephone i s al so there,
shoul d you wi sh to speak to Ms Danvers.'

"Thank you, Frith,' | said.
| turned away into the hall again, hunming alittle tune to give ne an
air of confidence. | could not tell himthat | had

never seen the norning-room that Maxi mhad not shown it to ne the night
before. | knewhe was standi nginthe entrancetothedining-room watchi ng
me, as | went across the hall, and that | nmust nake some show of know ng
ny way. There was a door to the |l eft of the great staircase, and | went
reckl essly towards it, praying in ny heart that it would take ne to ny
goal, but when | canetoit and openedit | sawthat it was a garden room
a place for odds and ends: there was a table where flowers were done,

there were basket chairs stacked against the wall, and a couple of
macki nt oshes too, hanging on a peg. | cane out, a little defiantly,
gl anci ng across the hall, and saw Frith still standing there. | had not

deceived him though, not for a nonent.

"You go through the draw ng-roomto the norning-room Madam' he said,
"t hrough t he door there, on your right, this side of the staircase. You
go straight through the double drawing-room and turn to your left.

" Thank you, Frith,' | said hunbly, pretending no |onger.

| went through the | ong drawi ng-room as he had directed; a |l ovely room
this, beautifully proportioned, |ooking out upon the | awns down to the
sea. The public would see this room | supposed, and Frith, if he showed
t hemround, woul d know t he hi story of the pictures on the wall, and the
period of the furniture. It was beautiful of course, | knew that, and
those chairs and tabl es probably w thout price, but for all that | had
no wish to linger there; | could not see nyself sitting ever in those
chairs, standi ng before that carved nmant el pi ece, t hrow ng books down on
tothetables. It hadall theformality of aroominanuseum where al coves
were roped of f, and a guardi an, in cloak and hat |ike the guides in the
French chateaux, sat in a chair beside the door. | went through then

and turned to the left, and so on to the little morning-rooml| had not
seen before.

| was glad to see the dogs there, sitting before the fire, and Jasper,
t he younger, cane over to ne at once, his tail wagging, and thrust his
nose into my hand. The old one | i fted her nmuzzl e at ny approach, and gazed
innmy direction with her blind eyes, but when she had sniffed the air
a nonment, and found I was not the one she sought, she turned her head



away with a grunt, and

| ooked steadilyintothefireagain. Then Jasper | eft me, too, and settl ed
hi nsel f by the side of his conpanion, licking his side. This was their
routi ne. They knew, even as Frith had known, that the library fire was
not lit until theafternoon. They cane tothe norni ng-roomfroml ong custom
Sonehow | guessed, before going to the wi ndow, that the rooml| ooked out
upon t he rhododendrons. Yes, there they were, bl ood-red and | usci ous,
as | had seen t hemt he eveni ng bef ore, great bushes of t hem massed beneat h
t he open wi ndow, encroaching on to the sweep of the drive itself. There
was a little clearing too, between the bushes, like a mniature | awn,
the grass a snmooth carpet of npbss, and in the centre of this, the tiny
statue of a naked faun, his pipes to his |ips.

The cri mson rhododendrons made hi s background, and the clearing itself
was like alittle stage, where he woul d dance, and play his part. There
was no musty snell about this room as there had been in the library.
There were no old well-worn chairs, no tables littered with nmagazi nes
and papers, seldomif ever read, but |l eft there fromlong custom because
Maxi mM's father, or even his grandfather perhaps, had wished it so.
This was a woman' s room graceful, fragile, the roomof soneone who had
chosen every particle of furniture with great care, so that each chair,
each vase, each small, infinitesiml thing should be in harnony with one
anot her, andwi t h her own personality. It was as t hough she who had arranged
this roomhad said: "This | will have, and this, and this,"' taking piece
by piece fromthe treasures in Manderl ey each object that pleased her
best, ignoring the second-rate, the nmediocre, |aying her hand with sure
certaininstinct only uponthe best. There was no i nterm ngling of style,
no confusing of period, and the result was perfection in a strange and
startlingway, not coldly formal |ikethedraw ng-roomshowntothe public,
but vividly alive, having sonet hing of the sane gl owand brilliance that
t he rhododendrons had, nmassed there, beneath the wi ndow. And | noticed
then that the rhododendrons, not content with formng their theatre on
thelittlelawn outsidethe wi ndow, had been permttedtotheroomitself.
Their great warm faces | ooked down upon ne fromthe mantel pi ece, they
floated in a bow

upon the table by the sofa, they stood, |ean and graceful, on the
writing-desk beside the gol den candl esti cks.

The roomwas filled with them even the walls took colour fromthem
becom ng rich and gl owi ng i n the nmorni ng sun. They were the only fl owers
inthe room and | wondered if there was sone purpose init, whether the
roomhad been arranged originally with this one end in view, for nowhere
el se in the house did the rhododendrons obtrude. There were flowers in
the dining-room flowers in the library, but orderly and trim rather
in the background, not like this, not in profusion. | went and sat down
at the witing-desk, and | thought how strange it was that this room



so lovely and so rich in colour, should be, at the sane tinme, so
busi ness-1i ke and purposeful. Somehow | shoul d have expected that a room
furnished as this was in such exquisite taste, for all the exaggeration
of the flowers, would be a place of decoration only, |anguorous and
i ntimate.

But this witing-table, beautiful as it was, was no pretty toy where a
worman woul d scribble little notes, nibbling the end of a pen, |eaving
it, day after day, in carelessness, the blotter a little askew. The
pi geon-hol es were docketed, 'letters unanswered', 'letters-to-keep'
"househol d', 'estate', 'nenus', 'mniscellaneous', 'addresses'; each
ticket witten in that sane scraw i ng poi nted hand that | knew al r eady.
And it shocked ne, even startled ne, to recognize it again, for | had
not seen it since | had destroyed the page fromthe book of poens, and
| had not thought to see it again.

| opened a drawer at hazard, and there was the witing once nore, this
time in an open | eat her book, whose headi ng ' Guests at Manderl ey’ showed
at once, divided into weeks and nonths, what visitors had cone and gone,
t he roons t hey had used, the food t hey had eaten. | turned over the pages
and sawt hat t he book was a conpl et e record of a year, sothat the hostess,
gl anci ng back, woul d knowto the day, al nost to the hour, what guest had
passed what ni ght under her roof, and where he had sl ept, and what she
had gi ven hi mto eat. There was not epaper al sointhe drawer, thick white
sheets, for roughwiting, andthe not epaper of the house, withthe crest,
and the address, and visiting cards, ivory white, in little boxes.

| took one out and | ooked at it, unwapped it fromits thin tissue of
paper. 'Ms M de Wnter' it said, and in the corner 'Manderley'. | put
it back in the box again, and shut the drawer, feeling guilty suddenly,
and deceitful, as though | were staying i n sonebody el se's house and ny
hostess had said to nme, 'Yes, of course, wite letters at my desk,' and
| had unforgivably, in a stealthy manner, peeped at her correspondence.
At any nmonent she m ght cone back i nto t he roomand she woul d see ne t here,
sitting before her open drawer, which |I had no right to touch.

And when the tel ephone rang, suddenly, alarm ngly, on the desk in front
of me, nmy heart leapt and | started up in terror, thinking | had been

di scovered. | took the receiver off with trenbling hands, and 'Wo is
it?" | said, 'who do you want?' There was a strange buzzing at the end
of the Iine, and then a voice cane, | ow and rather harsh, whether that
of a woman or a man | could not tell, and 'Ms de Wnter?' it said, 'Ms
de Wnter?'

"I"'mafraid you have made a mistake,' | said; 'Ms de Wnter has been
dead for over a year.' | sat there, waiting, staring stupidly into the

nout hpi ece, and it was not until the nane was repeated again, the voice
i ncredul ous, slightly raised, that | becane aware, with a rush of col our
to nmy face, that | had blundered irretrievably, and coul d not take back



my words. 'It's Ms Danvers, Madam' said the voice. 'I'mspeaking to
you ont he houset el ephone.’ My faux pas was so pal pabl y obvi ous, soidiotic
and unpardonabl e, that to ignore it would showne to be an even greater

fool, if possible, than | was already.
"I'"'msorry, Ms Danvers,' | said, stanmering, ny words tunbling over one
anot her; 'the tel ephone startled ne, | didn't know what | was saying,

| didn't realize the call was for nme, and | never noticed | was speaki ng
on the house tel ephone.’
"I' msorrytohave di sturbedyou, Madam ' she sai d; and she knows, | t hought,

she guesses | have been | ooki ng t hrough t he desk. ' | onl y wonder ed whet her
you wi shed to see ne, and whet her you approved of the nenus for today.'
"Ch," | said. "Ch, I'msure | do; that is, I"'msure | approve of

t he menus. Just order what you |i ke, Ms Danvers, you needn't bother to
ask ne.'

"I't woul d be better, | think, if youreadthelist,' continuedthe voice;
"you will find the menu of the day on the blotter, beside you.'

| searched feverishly about ne on the desk, and found at |ast a sheet
of paper | had not noticed before. | glanced hurriedly throughit: curried
prawns, roast veal, asparagus, cold chocol ate nbusse - was this |unch
or dinner? | could not see; lunch, | suppose.

'"Yes, Ms Danvers,' | said, 'very suitable, very nice indeed.'

"If you wi sh anyt hi ng changed pl ease say so,' she answered, 'and | wll
give orders at once. You will notice | have left a blank space beside
t he sauce, for you to mark your preference. | was not sure what sauce
you are used to having served with the roast veal. Ms de Wnter was nost
particul ar about her sauces, and | always had to refer to her.'

"Ch,' | said. "Oh, well... let ne see, Ms Danvers, | hardly know;, | think
we had better have what you usual | y have, what ever you t hi nk Ms de W nt er
woul d have ordered.'

"You have no preference, Madanf'

"No," | said. "No, really, Ms Danvers.'

"l rather think Ms de Wnter woul d have ordered a wi ne sauce, Madam'
"W will have the sanme then, of course,' | said.

"I"'mvery sorry | disturbed you while you were witing, Madam'

"You didn't disturb ne at all,' | said; 'please don't apol ogize.'
"The post | eaves at nidday, and Robert will cone for your letters, and
stanmp themhinsel f,' she said; '"all you have to do is ring through to
him on the tel ephone, if you have anything urgent to be sent, and he
will giveorders for themto betakenintothe post-officeimediately."'

"Thank you, Ms Danvers,' | said. | listened for a nonent, but she said
no nore, and then | heard a little click at the end of the tel ephone,
whi ch neant she had repl aced the receiver. | didthe same. Then | | ooked

down agai n at t he desk, andt he not epaper, ready for use, uponthe blotter.
In front of ne stared



the ti cket ed pi geon-hol es, and t he words upon them' | etters unanswered',
"estate', 'niscellaneous', were like a reproach to me for ny idl eness.
She who sat here before nme had not wasted her tinme, as | was doi ng. She
had reached out for the house tel ephone and gi ven her orders for the day,
swiftly, efficiently, and run her pencil perhaps through anitemin the
menu t hat had not pl eased her. She had not said 'Yes, Ms Danvers,' and
"OfF course, Ms Danvers,' as | had done. And t hen, when she had fi ni shed,
she began her I etters, five, six, seven perhapstobeanswered, all witten
in that sane curious, slanting hand | knew so well. She would tear off
sheet after sheet of that snooth white paper, using it extravagantly,
because of the |long strokes she nade when she wote, and at the end of
each of her personal letters she put her signature, ' Rebecca', that tall
sloping R dwarfing its fellows.

I drummed with nmy fingers on the desk. The pi geon-hol es were enpty now.
There were no 'letters unanswered' waiting to be dealt with, no bills
to pay that | knew anything about. If | had anythi ng urgent, Ms Danvers
said, | nust tel ephone through to Robert and he woul d gi ve orders for
it to be taken to the post. | wondered how many urgent |etters Rebecca
used to wite, and who they were witten to. Dressnmakers perhaps - 'I
must have t he white sati non Tuesday, without fail,' or to her hairdresser
- 'l shall be coming up next Friday, and want an appoi ntnment at three
o'clock with Mnsieur Antoine hinmself. Shanpoo, mmssage, set, and
mani cure.' No, letters of that type would be a waste of time. She woul d
have a call put through to London. Frith would do it. Frith would say
"I amspeaking for Ms de Wnter.' | went on drumring with ny fingers
on the desk. | could think of nobody to wite to. Only Ms Van Hopper.
And t her e was sonet hing foolish, rather ironical, intherealizationthat
here | was sitting at my own desk in ny own home with nothing better to
do than to wite a letter to Ms Van Hopper, a wonan | disliked, whom
| shoul d never see again. | pulled a sheet of notepaper towards ne. |
took up the narrow, slender pen, with the bright pointed nib. 'Dear Ms
Van Hopper,' | began. Andas | wote, inhalting, | aboured fashi on, saying
| hoped the voyage had been good, that she had found

her daughter better, that the weather in New York was fine and warm |
noticedfor thefirst tine howcranped and unfor med was my own handwr i ti ng;
wi thout individuality, w thout style, uneducated even, the witing of
an indifferent pupil taught in a second-rate school.

chapter nine

When | heard t he sound of the car in the drive |l got up in sudden panic,
gl ancing at the clock, for | knewthat it neant Beatrice and her husband
had arrived. It was only just gone twelve; they were nuch earlier than
| expected. And Maxi mwas not yet back. | wonderedif it woul d be possi bl e
to hide, toget out of the window, intothe garden sothat Frith, bringing
themto the norni ng-room would say, ' Madam nust have gone out,' and it



woul d seemquite natural, they would take it as a matter of course. The
dogs | ooked up inquiringly as | ran to the wi ndow, and Jasper foll owed
me, wagging his tail.

The wi ndow opened out on to the terrace and the little grass clearing
beyond, but as | prepared to brush past the rhododendrons the sound of
voi ces came close, and | backed again into the room They were com ng
to the house by way of the garden, Frith having told themdoubtl| ess that
| was inthe norning-room | went quickly into the big draw ng-room and
made for a door near nme on the left. It led into a | ong stone passage,
and | ran along it, fully aware of ny stupidity, despising nmyself for
this sudden attack of nerves, but | knew!| could not face t hese peopl e,
not for a nonent anyway. The passage seened to be taking nme to the back
regions, and as | turned a corner, coni ng upon anot her staircase, | net
a servant | had not seen before, a scullery-nmaid perhaps; she carried
a nmop and pail in her hands. She stared at nme i n wonder, as though | were
a Vi sion,

unexpectedinthis part of the house, and ' Good norning,"' | said, ingreat
confusion, nmaking for the stairway, and 'Good norning, Mdam' she
returned, her nmouth open, her round eyes inquisitive as | clinmbed the
stairs.

They woul d | ead ne, | supposed, tothe bedroons, and | could findny suite
inthe east wing, andsit uptherealittlewhile, until | judgedit nearly
time for lunch, when good manners woul d conpel ne to cone down agai n.
| must have | ost ny bearings, for passing through a door at the head of
the stairs | caneto along corridor that | had not seen before, simlar
in some ways to the one in the east wing, but broader and darker - dark
owing to the panelling of the walls.

| hesitated, then turned | eft, com ng upon a broad | andi ng and anot her
staircase. It was very quiet and dark. No one was about. |f there had
been housenmai ds here, during the norning, they had finished their work
by now and gone downstairs. There was no trace of their presence, no
lingering dust snell of carpets |lately swept, and | thought, as | stood
t here, wonderi ng whichway toturn, that the sil ence was unusual, hol di ng
sonet hi ng of the same oppressi on as an enpty house does, when t he owners
have gone away.

| opened a door at hazard, and found a roomin total darkness, no chink
of light com ng through the closed shutters, while | could see dimy,
in the centre of the room the outline of furniture swathed in white
dust -sheets. The roomsnelt close and stale, the snell of a roomsel dom
i f ever used, whose ornanents are herded together in the centre of a bed
and |l eft there, covered with a sheet. It mght be too that the curtain
had not been drawn fromthe w ndow si nce sone precedi ng sunmer, and if
one crossed t here nowand pul | ed t hemasi de, openi ngthe creaking shutters,
a dead noth who had been inprisoned behind themfor many nont hs woul d



fall to the carpet and lie there, beside a forgotten pin, and a dried
| eaf bl own t here before the wi ndows were cl osed for thelast tine. | shut
the door softly, and went uncertainly along the corridor, flanked on
ei ther side by doors, all of themclosed, until | canetoalittle alcove,
set in an outside wall, where a broad wi ndow gave ne light at last. |
| ooked out, and | saw bel ow nme the

snooth grass | awns stretchingtothe sea, andthe seaitself, bright green
with white-tipped crests, whipped by a westerly wi nd and scuddi ng from
t he shore.

It was closer than | had thought, nuch closer; it ran, surely, beneath
that little knot of trees belowthe | awns, barely five m nutes away, and
if I listened now, ny ear to the window, |I could hear the surf breaking
on the shores of sone little bay | could not see. | knewthen | had nmade
the circuit of the house, and was standing in the corridor of the west
wi ng. Yes, Ms Danvers was right. You coul d hear the sea fromhere. You
m ght inmagine, inthe winter, it would creep up on to those green | awns
and threaten the house itself, for even now, because of the high w nd,
there was a mi st upon the wi ndow gl ass, as though sonmeone had breat hed
uponit. Amist salt-|aden, borne upwards fromthe sea. A hurrying cl oud
hidthe sunfor anonent as | wat ched, andt he sea changed col our i nstantly,
beconi ng bl ack, and the white crests with themvery pitil ess suddenly,
and cruel, not the gay sparkling sea | had | ooked on first.

Sonehow | was glad ny roons were in the east wing. | preferred the
rose-garden, after all, tothe sound of the sea. | went back to the |l andi ng
then, at the head of the stairs, and as | prepared to go down, one hand
upon t he bani ster, | heard t he door behi nd ne open, and it was Ms Danvers.
W stared at one another for a noment without speaking, and | coul d not
be certain whether it was anger | read in her eyes or curiosity, for her
face becane a nask directly she sawne. Al though she said nothing | felt
gui Ity and ashanmed, as though | had been caught trespassing, and | felt
the tell-tale colour come up into ny face.

"I lost ny way,' | said, 'l was trying to find ny room'

'You have cone to the opposite side of the house,' she said; 'this is
the west w ng.'

"Yes, | know,' | said.

"Did you go into any of the roons?' she asked ne.

"No,' | said. 'No, | just opened a door, | did not goin. Everything was
dark, covered up in dust-sheets. I'msorry. | did not nean to disturb
anything. | expect you like to keep all this shut up.'

"I'f you wish to open up the roons | will have it done,' she

said; 'you have only to tell ne. The roons are all furnished, and can
be used.'

"Ch, no," | said. "No. | did not nean you to think that."’

' Per haps you woul d | i ke me to showyou all over the west wi ng?' she said.



| shook my head. 'No, |'drather not,"' | said. 'No, | nust go downstairs."'
| began to wal k down the stairs, and she canme with nme, by ny side, as
t hough she were a warder, and | in custody.

"Any time, when you have nothing to do, you have only to ask nme, and |
wi I | showyoutheroonsinthe west wing,' she persi sted, maki ng e vaguel y
unconfortable. | knewnot why. Her insi stence struck a chordinny nenory,
reminding ne of avisit toafriend s house, as a child, when the daughter
of the house, ol der than nme, took ny armand whi spered in nmy ear, '| know
where there i s a book, | ocked inacupboard, in my nother's bedroom Shal |
we go and | ook at it?' | renenbered her white, excited face, and her smal |,
beady eyes, and the way she kept pinching ny arm

"I will have the dust-sheets renoved, and then you can see the roons as
t hey | ooked when t hey were used,' said Ms Danvers. '| woul d have shown
you this norning, but | believed you to be witing letters in the
nor ni ng-room You have only to tel ephone through to ny room you know,
when you want ne. It would only take a short while to have the rooms in
readi ness."'

We had conme down the short flight of stairs, and she opened anot her door,
standi ng aside for nme to pass through, her dark eyes questing ny face.
"It's very kind of you, Ms Danvers,' | said. 'I will let you know sone
time.'

We passed out together on to the |anding beyond, and | saw we were at
the head of the mmin staircase now, behind the minstrel's gallery.

"l wonder how you canme to m ss your way?' she said, 'the door through
the west wing is very different to this.'

"I did not cone this way,' | said.

' Then you nmust have cone up the back way, fromthe stone passage?' she
sai d.

"Yes,' | said, not neeting her eyes. 'Yes, | canmethrough a st one passage.'
She went on | ooking at nme, as though she expected nme to tell her why I
| eft the norning-roomin sudden panic, going through the back regions,
and | felt suddenly that she knew, that she must have watched ne, that
she had seen ne wandering perhaps in that west wing fromthe first, her
eye to a crack in the door. 'Ms Lacy, and Major Lacy, have been here
sone time,' she said. 'l heard their car drive up shortly after twelve.'
"Ch!" | said. 'l had not realized that.' "Frith will have taken themto
the norning-room' shesaid: '"it nust be getting on for hal f past twel ve.
You know your way now, don't you?'

'Yes, Ms Danvers,' | said. And | went down the big stairway into the
hal I, knowi ng she was standi ng there above nme, her eyes watching ne.
| knew | nust go back now, to the norning-room and neet Maxinms sister
and her husband. | could not hide in ny bedroomnow. As | went into the

drawi ng-rooml gl anced back, over ny shoul der, and | sawM s Danvers still
standing there at the head of the stairs, like a black sentinel.



| stood for a nonent outside the norning-room wth nmy hand on t he door,
listening to the hum of voices. Maxi m had returned, then, while |I had
been upstairs, bringing his agent with himl| supposed, for it sounded
tonme as if the roomwas full of people. | was aware of the sane feeling
of sick uncertainty | had experienced so often as a child, when sutmoned
t o shake hands wit hvisitors, andturningthehandl e of t he door | bl undered
in, tobenet at once, it seened, with asea of faces and a general sil ence.
"Here she is at last,' said Maxim 'Were have you been hidi ng? W were
t hi nki ng of sending out a search party. Here is Beatrice, and this is
Gles, and this is Frank Crawl ey. Look out, you nearly trod on the dog.'
Beatrice was tall, broad-shoul dered, very handsone, very nmuch | i ke Maxi m
about the eyes and jaw, but not as snart as | had expected, nuch tweedi er;
the sort of person who woul d nurse dogs through di stenper, know about
horses, shoot well. She did not kiss nme. She shook hands very firmy,
| ooki ngme straight inthe eyes, andthenturnedtoMaxim 'Qitedifferent
fromwhat | expected. Doesn't answer to your description at all.'
Everyone | aughed, and | joined in, not quite certain if the | augh was
agai nst me or not, wondering secretly what it was she had expected, and
what had been Maxi m's description.

And 'This is Gles,' said Maxim prodding ny arm and Gles stretched
out an enor nous paw and w ung ny hand, squeezingthe fingers |inp, genial
eyes sniling from behind horn-rimed gl asses.

"Frank Craw ey,' said Maxim and | turned to the agent, a col ourl ess,
rather thinman wi th a proni nent Adam s appl e, i nwhose eyes | readrelief
as he | ooked upon ne. | wondered why, but | had notine to think of that,
because Frith had cone in, and was offering nme sherry, and Beatrice was
talking to ne again. 'Maximtells me you only got back | ast night. | had
not realized that, or of course we woul d never have t hrust oursel ves upon
you so soon. Well, what do you think of Manderley?

"I'"ve scarcely seen anything of it yet,' | answered; 'it's beautiful,
of course.’

She was | ooking nme up and down, as | had expected, but in a direct,
straightforward fashion, not maliciously like Ms Danvers, not wth
unfriendliness. She had aright to judge ne, she was Maxi m s si ster, and
Maxi mhi nsel f came to nmy side now, putting his armthrough m ne, giving
me confi dence.

"You're | ooking better, old nman,' she said to him her head on one si de,
considering him 'you've lost that fine-drawn | ook, thank goodness. |
suppose we've got you to thank for that?' nodding at ne.

"I'"'malways very fit,' said Maxi mshortly, 'never had anything wongwith
meinnylife. Youinmagi ne everyoneill who doesn't ook as fat as G les.'
'Bosh,' said Beatrice; 'you knowperfectly well you were a perfect weck
si x months ago. Gave ne the fright of ny life when | cane and saw you.
| thought you were in for a breakdown. G les, bear ne out. Didn't Maxim



| ook perfectly ghastly last tinme we cane over, and didn't | say he was
headi ng for a breakdown?'

"Well, | nust say, old chap, you' re looking a different
person,' said G les. 'Very goodthingyouwent away. Doesn't he | ook wel |,
Crawl ey?'

I could tell by the tightening of Maxim s muscl es under nmy armthat he
was trying to keep his tenper. For sonme reason this tal k about his health
was not wel cone to him angered himeven, and | thought it tactless of
Beatrice to harp upon it in this way, making so big a point of it.
"Maxi ms very sunburnt,' | said shyly; "it hides a nultitude of sins.
You shoul d have seen hi mi n Veni ce havi ng br eakfast ont he bal cony, trying
to get brown on purpose. He thinks it nakes himbetter-1ooking.'
Everyone | aughed, and M Crawl ey said, 'It nust have been wonderful in
Venice, Ms de Wnter, this tinme of year,' and 'Yes,' | said, 'we had
really wonderful weather. Only one bad day, wasn't it, Maxin?' the
conversati on draw ng away happily fromhi s health, andsotoltaly, safest
of subjects, and t he bl essed topi c of fine weather. Conversati on was easy
now, no | onger an effort. Maximand G |l es and Beatrice were discussing
the running of Maxims car, and M Craw ey was asking if it were true
that there were no nore gondolas in the canals now, only notor-boats.
| don't think he woul d have cared at all had t here been steaners at anchor
inthe Grand Canal, he was sayingthistohelpne, it was his contribution
tothelittle effort of steering the tal k away fromMaxi mi s heal th, and
| was grateful to him feeling himan ally, for all his dull appearance.
"Jasper wants exercise,' said Beatrice, stirring the dog with her foot;
"he's getting nmuch too fat, and he's barely two years old. Wiat do you
feed himon, MxinP'

"My dear Beatrice, he has exactly the sane routine as your dogs,' said
Maxi m 'Don't show of f and make out you know nore about aninmals than |
do.'

'Dear old boy, how can you pretend to know what Jasper has been fed on
when you' ve been away for a couple of nonths? Don't tell ne Frith wal ks
to the |l odge gates with himtw ce a day. This dog hasn't had a run for
weeks. | can tell by the condition of his coat.'

"I'd rather he | ooked col ossal than hal f-starved |like that hal fwit dog
of yours,' said Maxim

"Not a very intelligent remark when Lion won two firsts at Cruft's | ast
February,' said Beatrice.

The at nosphere was beconing rather strained again, | could tell by the
narrow | ines of Maxim s nouth, and | wondered if brothers and sisters
al ways sparredlikethis, makingit unconfortable for those wholi stened.
I wished that Frith would come in and announce lunch. Or would we be
sumoned by a boom ng gong? | did not know what happened at Manderl ey.
"How far away fromus are you?' | asked, sitting down by Beatrice; 'did



you have to nake a very early start?
"We're fifty nmiles away, nmy dear, in the next county, the other side of
Trowchester. The hunting is so much better with us. You nust come over

and stay, when Maxi m can spare you. Gles will mount you.'
"I"'mafraid | don't hunt,' | confessed. '|I learnt to ride, as a child,
but very feebly; | don't renenber nuch about it.

"You nmust take it up again,' she said. 'You can't possibly live in the
country and not ride: you woul dn't know what to do with yoursel f. Maxi m
says you paint. That's very nice, of course, but there's no exercise in
it, isthere? All very well on a wet day when there's nothing better to
do.’

"My dear Beatrice, we are not all such fresh-air fiends as you,' said
Maxi m

"I wasn't talking to you, old boy. W all know you are perfectly happy
sl oppi ng about the Manderl ey gardens and never breaking out of a slow
wal k.

"I"mvery fond of walking too,' | said swiftly. '"I'"msure | shall never
get tired of ranbling about Manderley. And | can bathe too, when it's
war ner . '

"My dear, youare anoptimst,' saidBeatrice. 'l can hardly ever renmenber
bat hi ng here. The water is far too cold, and the beach is shingle.'
‘"I don't mind that,' | said. 'l love bathing. As long as the currents

are not too strong. Is the bathing safe in the bay?

Nobody answer ed, and | real i zed suddenl y what | had sai d. My heart t hunped,
and | felt ny cheeks go flam ng red. | bent down to stroke Jasper's ear,
i n an agony of confusion. 'Jasper could do with a swim and get sone of
that fat off,' said

Beatrice, breaking the pause, 'but he'd find it a bit too much for him
i nthe bay, woul dn't you, Jasper? Good ol d Jasper. Niceoldnman.' W patted
the dog together, not |ooking at one anot her.

"l say, I'mgetting infernally hungry. What on earth is happening to
| unch?' said Maxi m

"It's only just on one now,' said M Crawl ey, 'according to the cl ock
on the mantel pi ece.’

"That clock was al ways fast,' said Beatrice.

"It's kept perfect tinme now for nonths,' said Maxim

At that nonent the door opened and Frith announced that | uncheon was
served.

"I say, | must have a wash,' said Gles, |ooking at his hands.

We al | got up and wandered t hrough the drawi ng-roomto the hall in great
relief, Beatrice and | a little ahead of the nen, she taking my arm
"Dear old Frith,' she said, ' he al ways | ooks exactly the sanme, and nakes
me feel like a girl again. You know, don't m nd nme saying so, but you
are even younger than | expected. Maxi mtold ne your age, but you're an



absolute child. Tell me, are you very nuch in | ove with hin®
| was not prepared for this question, and she nust have seen the surpri se
in nmy face, for she | aughed lightly, and squeezed ny arm

"Don't answer,' she said. 'l can see what you feel. I"'man interfering
bore, aren't 1 ? Younustn't mindme. |' mdevotedto Maxi m you know, t hough
we al ways bi cker |ike cat and dog when we neet. | congratul ate you again

on his | ooks. W were all very worried about himthis time | ast year,

but of course you knowthe whole story.' W had cone to the dini ng-room
by now, and she said no nore, for the servants were there and the others
had j oi ned us, but as | sat down, and unfol ded ny napki n, | wonder ed what

Beatrice woul d say did she realize that I knew not hi ng of that precedi ng
year, no details of the tragedy t hat had happened down t here, in the bay,

that Maxi m kept these things to hinself, that | questioned hi mnever.

Lunch passed of f better than| had daredt o hope. There were f ewar gunent s,

or perhaps Beatrice was exercisingtact at | ast; at any rate she and Maxi m
chatted about matters concerning

Mander| ey, her horses, the garden, rmutual friends, and Frank Craw ey,

on ny left, kept up an easy patter with ne for which | was grateful, as
it required no effort. Gles was nore concerned with food than with the
conversati on, though now and agai n he renenbered nmy exi stence and fl ung
me a remark at hazard.

' Same cook | suppose, Maxin?' he said, when Robert had of fered himthe
cold soufflé for the second tine. 'l always tell Bee, Manderley's the
only place I eft in Engl and where one can get decent cooking. | remenber
this soufflé of old.'

"I think we change cooks periodically,' said Maxim 'but the standard
of cooking remai ns the same. Ms Danvers has all the recipes, she tells
them what to do.'

" Amazi ng wonan, that Ms Danvers,' said Gles, turningto ne; 'don't you
t hi nk so?'

'She's no oil painting though, is she?" said Gles, and he roared with
| aughter. Frank Craw ey sai d nothing, and | ooking up | saw Beatri ce was
wat chi ng me. She turned away then, and began tal king to Maxi m

'"Do you play golf at all, Ms de Wnter?' said M Craw ey.

"No, |"'mafraidl don't,' | answered, gl adthat t he subj ect had been changed
again, that Ms Danvers was forgotten, and even though | was no pl ayer,

knew not hing of the gane, | was prepared to listen to himas | ong as he
pl eased; there was sonet hi ng sol i d and safe and dul | about golf, it could
not bring us into any difficulties. W had cheese, and coffee, and I

wonder ed whet her | was supposed to make a nove. | kept | ooki ng at Maxi m

but he gave no si gn, andthen G | es enbarked uponastory, rather difficult

to foll ow, about digging a car out of a snowdrift - what had started
the train of thought | could not tell - and |l listened to himpolitely,

noddi ng ny head nowand agai n and smi | i ng, awar e of Maxi mbecom ngrestive



at his end of the table. At |ast he paused, and | caught Maxinl s eye.
He frowned very slightly and jerked his head towards the door.

| got up at once, shaking the table clunsily as | noved ny chair, and
upsetting Gles's glass of port. 'Ch, dear,' | said, hovering, wondering
what to do, reaching ineffectively for ny

napkin, but "Al right, Frithwill deal withit,' said Maxim 'don't add
to the confusion. Beatrice, take her out in the garden; she's scarcely
seen the place yet.'

He | ooked tired, rather jaded. | began to wi sh none of them had cone.
They had spoilt our day anyway. It was too rmuch of an effort, just as
wereturned. | felt tiredtoo, tiredand depressed. Maxi mhad seened al nost
irritabl e when he suggested we should go into the garden. What a foo
I had been, upsetting that gl ass of port.

We went out ontotheterrace and wal ked down onto t he snoot h green | awns.
"I thinkit's apity you cane back to Manderl ey so soon,' said Beatrice,
"it woul d have been far better to potter about inltaly for three or four
nmont hs, and t hen cone back i nt he mi ddl e of the sumer. Done Maxi ma power
of good too, besides being easier fromyour point of view | can't help
feeling it's going to be rather a strain here for you at first.

"Ch, | don't think so," | said. 'l know!l shall cone to | ove Manderl ey.
She did not answer, and we strolled backwards and forwards

on the | awns.

"Tell ne a bit about yourself,' she said at |ast; 'what was it you were
doing in the south of France? Living with sone appal | i ng Aneri can wonan,
Maxi m sai d. '

| expl ai ned about Ms Van Hopper, and what had led toit, and she seened
synpathetic but alittle vague, as though she was thinki ng of sonet hi ng
el se.

'Yes,' she said, when | paused, 'it all happened very suddenly, as you
say. But of course we were all delighted, my dear, and | do hope you wil |
be happy."

"Thank you, Beatrice,' | said, 'thank you very rmuch.
| wondered why she said she hoped we woul d be happy, instead of saying
she knew we woul d be so. She was ki nd, she was sincere, | |iked her very

much, but there was a tiny doubt in her voice that nade ne afraid.
"When Maxi mwrote and told ne,' she went on, taking my arm 'and said
he had di scovered you in the south of France, and you were very young,
very pretty, | must adnmit it gave ne a bit of a shock. O course we al
expected a social butterfly, very

nmodern and plastered with paint, the sort of girl you expected to neet
inthose sort of places. When you cane i nto t he norni ng-roombefore | unch
you coul d have knocked me down with a feather.'

She | aughed, and | |aughed with her. But she did not say whet her or not
she was di sappointed in ny appearance or relieved.



"Poor Maxim' she said: 'he went through a ghastly tine, and | et' s hope
you have made himforget about it. O course he adores Manderley.'
Part of me wanted her to continue her train of thought, totell ne nore
of the past, naturally and easily like this, and sonethi ng el se, way back
inm mnd, did not want to know, did not want to hear

"W are not a bit alike, you know,' she said, 'our characters are pol es
apart. | showeverything onny face: whether | |i ke peopl e or not, whet her
| amangry or pleased. There's no reserve about me. Maximis entirely
different. Very quiet, very reserved. You never knowwhat's going onin
that funny nmind of his. | |ose ny tenper on the slightest provocation,
flare up, and then it's all over. Maximl oses his tenper once or tw ce
in a year, and when he does - ny God - he does lose it. | don't suppose
he ever will with you, | should think you are a placid little thing."'
She sm | ed, and pinched ny arm and | thought about being placid, how
qui et and confortable it sounded, someone with knitting on her I ap, with
cal munruffled brow. Sonmeone who was never anxious, never tortured by
doubt and i ndeci si on, sonmeone who never stood as | did, hopeful, eager,
frightened, tearingat bittennails, uncertai nwhichway to go, what star
to foll ow

"You won't mnd ne saying so, will you?' she went on, '"but | think you
ought to do sonmething to your hair. Wiy don't you have it waved? It's
sovery lanky, isn't it, |like that? Mist | ook awful under a hat. Wy don't
you sweep it back behind your ears?

| did so obediently, and waited for her approval. She |ooked at nme
critically, her head on one side. 'No,' she said. 'No, | think that's
worse. It's too severe, and doesn't suit you. No, al

you need i s a wave, just to pinchit up. | never have cared for that Joan
of Arc business or whatever they call it. Wat does Maxi msay? Does he
think it suits you?'

"l don't know,' | said, 'he's never nentionedit.' 'Ch well,' she said,
"perhaps he likes it. Don't go by ne. Tell me, did you get any cl ot hes
in London or Paris?

"No,' | said, "we had no tinme. Maxi mwas anxi ous to get home. And | can
al ways send for catal ogues.'

"I cantell by the way you dress that you don't care a hoot what you wear, '
she said. | glanced at nmy flannel skirt apol ogetically.

"I do," | said. '"I'"mvery fond of nice things. |'ve never had nuch noney
to spend on clothes up to now. '

"l wonder Maxi mdi d not stay a week or so in London and get you sonet hi ng

decent to wear,' she said. 'l nust say, | think it's rather selfish of
him So unlike himtoo. He's generally so particular.'

"I's he?" | said; 'he's never seened particular to me. | don't think he
notices what | wear at all. | don't think he mnds.' 'Ch," she said. ' (Oh,

wel I, he nust have changed then.' She | ooked away fromme, and whistled



to Jasper, her hands i n her pockets, and then stared up at t he house above

us. 'You're not using the west wing then,' she said. 'No," | said. 'No,
we have the suite in the east wing. It's all been done up.'

"Has it?'" she said. 'l didn't knowthat. | wonder why.' "It was Maxims
idea,' | said, 'he seens to prefer it. | She said nothing, she went on

| ooki ng at t he wi ndows, and whi stling. ' Howdo you get onwi th Ms Danver s?'
she sai d suddenly.

| bent down, and began patting Jasper's head, and stroking his ears. 'l
have not seen very nmuch of her,' | said; 'she scares ne a little. |'ve
never seen anyone quite like her before.' 'l don't suppose you have,'
said Beatrice. Jasper |ooked up at ne with great eyes, hunble, rather
sel f-conscious. | kissed the top of his sil ken head, and put nmy hand over
hi s bl ack nose.

"There's no need to be frightened of her,' said Beatrice; 'and don't |et
her see it, whatever you do. O course |'ve never had
anythingtodow thher, and| don't think | ever want to either. However,
she's al ways been very civil to ne.'

I went on patting Jasper's head.

"Did she seemfriendly?" said Beatri ce.

"No," | said. 'No, not very.'

Beatrice began whistling again, and she rubbed Jasper's head with her
foot. 'l shouldn't have nore to do with her than you can hel p,' she sai d.
"No," | said. 'She runs the house very efficiently, there's no need for

nme to interfere.' ,

"Ch, | don't suppose she'd m ndthat,' said Beatrice. That was what Maxi m
had sai d, the evening before, and | thought it odd that they shoul d both
have t he same opi nion. | shoul d have i magi ned that interference was the
one thing Ms Danvers did not want.

"I dare say she will get over it in tine,' said Beatrice, '"but it may
make t hi ngs rat her unpl easant for you at first. OF course she's insanely
jealous. | was afraid she would be.'

"Why?' | asked, | ooking up at her, 'why shoul d she be j eal ous? Maxi mdoes
not seemto be particularly fond of her.'

"My dear child, it's not Maxi mshe' s thinkingof,' saidBeatrice; 'l think
she respects himand all that, but nothing nore very much.

'No, you see,' - she paused, frowmmingalittle, | ookingat nme uncertainly
- 'she resents your being here at all, that's the trouble.'

"Why?' | said, 'why should she resent ne?'

"l thought you knew,' said Beatrice; 'l thought Maxi mwoul d have told
you. She sinply adored Rebecca.'

"Ch,'" | said. "Oh, | see.'

We both went on patting and stroking Jasper, who, unaccustoned to such
attention, rolled over on his back in ecstasy.
"Here are the nen,' said Beatrice, 'let's have sonme chairs out and sit



under the chestnut. Howfat Gles is getting, he | ooks quite repul sive
besi de Maxim | suppose Frank will go back to the office. What a dull

creature he is, never has anything interesting to say. Wll, all of you.
What have you been discussing? Pulling the world to bits, | suppose.'
She | aughed, and the ot hers strol |l ed towards us, and we stood about. G les
threwatwi g for Jasper toretrieve. W all | ooked at Jasper. M Crawl ey
| ooked at his watch. 'I nust be off,' he said; 'thank you very much for
| unch, Ms de Wnter,'

"You rmust cone often,' | said, shaking hands. | wondered if the others
woul d go too. | was not sure whether they had just conme over for |unch
or to spend the day. | hoped they would go. | wanted to be alone with

Maxi magain, and that it would be like we were inltaly. W all went and
sat down under the chestnut tree. Robert brought out chairs and rugs.

G |l es | ay down on hi s back and ti pped hi s hat over his eyes. After awhile
he began to snore, his nouth open.

"Shut up, Gles,' saidBeatrice. 'I'mnot asl eep,' he nuttered, opening
hi s eyes, and shutting themagain. | thought hi munattractive. | wondered
why Beatrice had married him She coul d never have beeninlove with him

Per haps that was what she was thi nking about nme. | caught her eye upon
me nowand agai n, puzzl ed, reflective, as t hough she was sayi ngto hersel f

"What on earth does Maximsee in her? but kind at the sane tine, not

unfriendly. They were tal king about their grandnother.

"W nust go over and seetheol dlady,' Maxi mwas sayi ng, and ' She' s getting
gaga,' said Beatrice, 'drops food all down her chin, poor darling.'

| listened to them both, |eaning against Maxim s arm rubbing ny chin
on his sleeve. He stroked ny hand absently, not thinking, talking to
Beatri ce.

"That' s what | dotoJasper,' | thought. '1'mbeinglike Jasper now, | eani ng
agai nst hi m He pats ne nowand agai n, when he renenbers, and |' mpl eased,

| get closer to himfor a nonment. He likes neinthe way | |ike Jasper.'

The wi nd had dropped. The afternoon was drowsy, peaceful. The grass had
been newmown; it snelt sweet and rich, |ike sunmer. A bee droned above
Gles's head, and he flicked at it with his hat. Jasper slopedintojoin
us, too warmin the sun, his tongue lolling fromhis nouth. He fl opped
besi de ne, and began licking his side, his | arge eyes apol ogetic. The
sun shone on t he mul I i oned wi ndows of the house, and | coul d see t he green
lawns and the terrace reflected in them Snoke curl ed

thinly fromone of the near chinmmeys, and | wondered if thelibrary fire
had been lit, according to routine.

Athrushflewacross thelawn tothe nagnoliatree outsidethedining-room
wi ndow. | could snell the faint, soft nagnolia scent as | sat here, on
thelawn. Everythingwas qui et andstill. Very di stant nowcane t he washi ng
of the sea in the bay bel ow. The tide nust have gone out. The bee droned
over us again, pausing to taste the chestnut bl ossom above our heads.



"This is what | always i magi ned,' | thought, '"thisis howl hopedit would
be, living at Manderley.'

| wantedtogoonsittingthere, not talking, not listeningtothe others,
keepi ng t he nonment precious for all tine, because we were peaceful, all
of us, we were content and drowsy even as the bee who droned above our
heads. Inalittlewhileit woul dbedifferent, there would cometonorrow,
and t he next day, and anot her year. And we woul d be changed per haps, never
sitting quite Iike this again. Sone of us would go away, or suffer, or
die; thefuturestretchedawayinfront of us, unknown, unseen, not perhaps
what we want ed, not what we planned. This nonent was safe though, this
coul d not be touched. Here we sat together, Maxi mand |, hand-in-hand,
and the past and the future mattered not at all. This was secure, this
funny fragnent of tine he woul d never renenber, never thi nk about agai n.
He woul d not hold it sacred; he was tal king about cutting away some of
the undergrowthinthedrive, and Beatri ce agreed, interruptingw th sone
suggestion of her own, and t hrowi ng a pi ece of grass at Gl es at the sane
time. For themit was just after lunch, quarter past three on a haphazard
afternoon, Ii ke any hour, |ike any day. They di d not want to holdit cl ose,
i mprisoned and secure, as | did. They were not afraid.

"Wel I, | suppose we ought to be off,' said Beatrice, brushing the grass
fromher skirt; 'l don't want tobelate, we'vegot the Cartrights dining."'
"Howis old Vera?' asked Maxim ' Ch, sane as ever, always tal ki ng about
her health. He's gettingvery old. They'resuretoaskall about you both.'
"Gvethemny love,' said Maxim W got up. Gl es shook the dust off his
hat. Maxi m yawned

and stretched. The sun went in. | |ooked up at the sky. It had changed
al ready, a mackerel sky. Little clouds scurryingin formation, |ine upon
I'i ne.

"Wnd's backing,' said Maxim

"I hope we don't run into rain,' said Gles.

"I"'mafraid we've had the best of the day,' said Beatri ce.

We wandered slowy towards the drive and the waiting car.

"You haven't seen what's been done to the east wing,' said Maxim
"Come upstairs,' | suggested; 'it won't take a minute.'

We went intothe hall, and up the bi g staircase, the nen fol |l owi ng behi nd.
It seenmed strange that Beatrice had |ived here for so many years. She
had run down t hese sane stairs as alittlegirl, with her nurse. She had
been born here, bred here; she knewit all, she bel onged here nore than
| should ever do. She nust have many nenories | ocked i nsi de her heart.
| wondered if she ever thought about the days that were gone, ever
renenberedthel anky pig-tailedchildthat she had been once, so di fferent
fromthe woman she had becone, forty-five now, vigorous and settled in
her ways, another person ...

We canme to the roons, and G | es, stooping under the | ow doorway, said,



"Howvery jolly; thisis agreat inprovenent, isn't it, Bee? and 'l say,
ol d boy, you have spread yourself,' said Beatrice: 'new curtains, new
beds, new everything. You remenber, Gles, we had this roomthat tine
you were laid up with your leg? It was very di ngy then. O course Mt her
never had nmuch i dea of confort. And then, you never put peopl e here, did
you, MaxinP? Except when t here was an overfl ow. The bachel ors were al ways
dunped here. Well, it's charming, | nust say. Looks over the rose-garden
too, which was always an advantage. May | powder ny nose?

The nmen went downstairs, and Beatrice peered in the nmirror.

"Did old Danvers do all this for you?' she said.

"Yes,' | said. 'l think she's done it very well.'

' So she shoul d, with her training,' saidBeatrice. '| wonder what on earth
it cost. Apretty packet, | bet. Didyou ask?" 'No, |'"mafraid | did not,"
| said. 'l don't suppose it worried Ms Danvers,' said Beatrice. 'Do

you mind if | use your conb? These are nice brushes. Wddi ng present?
' Maxi m gave themto ne.'

"Hm I |ikethem W nust give you sonet hi ng of course. Wiat do you want ?'
"Ch, | don't really know. You rmustn't bother,' | said. 'M dear, don't
be absurd. I'mnot one to grudge you a present, even though we weren't

asked to your wedding!'

"I hope you did not mind about that. Maxi mwanted it to be abroad.'
"OfF course not. Very sensible of you both. After all, it wasn't as
though ..." she stopped in the nmiddl e of her sentence, and dropped her
bag. ' Damm, have | broken the catch? No, all is well. Wat was | sayi ng?
| can't renenber. Oh, yes, weddi ng presents. We nmust think of sonet hing.
You probably don't care for jewellery.'

| did not answer. 'It's so different fromthe ordi nary young couple,’
she said. ' The daughter of a friend of mine got narried the other day,
and of course they were started off in the usual way, with linen, and
cof fee sets, and dining-roomchairs, and all that. | gave rather a nice
standard | anp. Cost nme a fiver at Harrods. If you do go up to London to
buy cl othes m nd you go to ny wonman, Madane Carroux. She has damm good
taste, and she doesn't rook you.'

She got up fromthe dressing-table, and pulled at her skirt.

'"Do you suppose you will have a | ot of people down?' she said.

‘"I don't know. Maxi mhasn't said.'

"Funny ol d boy, one never quite knows with him At one tine one could
not get a bed in the house, the place would be chock-a-block. |I can't
sonehow see you ..."' she stopped abruptly, and patted my arm ' Ch, wel |,
she said, '"we'll see. It's a pity youdon't ride or shoot, you niss such
a lot. You don't sail by any chance, do you?'

"No," | said.

" Thank God for that,' she said.

She went to the door, and | followed her down the corridor.



"Conme and see us if you feel like it,' she said. 'I always

expect people to ask thenselves. Life is too short to send out

invitations.'

" Thank you very nuch,' | said.

We canme to the head of the stairs | ooking down upon the hall. The nen
were standing on the steps outside. 'Cone on, Bee,' shouted Gles. 'l

felt a spot of rain, so we've put on the cover. Maxi msays the glass is
falling.'

Beatri ce t ook ny hand, and bendi ng down gave ne a swi ft peck on ny cheek.

' Goodbye, ' shesaid; 'forgiveneif |'ve asked you al ot of rude questi ons,

ny dear, and saidall sorts of things | shouldn't. Tact never was ny strong
point, as Maximwi |l tell you. And, as | told you before, you're not a
bit what | expected.' Shel ooked at ne di rect, her | i ps pursedinawhistle,

and then took a cigarette fromher bag, and flashed her lighter.

' You see,' she said, snapping the top, and wal ki ng down the stairs, 'you
are so very different from Rebecca.'

And we cane out on to the steps and found t he sun had gone behi nd a bank
of cloud, alittlethinrainwas falling, and Robert was hurryi ng acr oss
the lawmn to bring in the chairs.

chapter ten

W wat ched t he car di sappear round t he sweep of the drive, and then Maxi m
took nmy armand said, "Thank God that's that. Get a coat quickly, and
cone out. Dacmmtherain, | want awal k. | can't stand this sitting about.'

He | ooked white and strained, and | wondered why the entertaining of

Beatrice and G les, his own sister and brother-in-Iaw, shoul d have tired
hi m so.

"Wait while | run upstairs for nmy coat,' | said.

"There's a heap of mackintoshes in the flower-room get one of them'

he saidinpatiently, 'wormen are al ways hal f an hour when they gototheir
bedroons. Robert, fetch a coat fromthe

flower-room will you, for Ms de Wnter? There nust be half a dozen
rai ncoats hanging there left by people at one tinme or another.' He was
already standing in the drive, and calling to Jasper, ' Cone on, you |l azy
littl e beggar, andtake sone of that fat off.' Jasper ranroundincircles,

bar ki ng hysterically at the prospect of his wal k. ' Shut up, youidiot,'

said Maxim 'Wat on earth is Robert doing?'

Robert cane runni ng out of the hall carrying araincoat, and | struggl ed
intoit hurriedly, funbling with the collar. It was too big, of course,

and too | ong, but there was notine to change it, and we set off together

across the lawn to the woods, Jasper running in front.

"I findalittleof nyfanily goes avery |longway,' said Maxim 'Beatrice
i s one of the best peopleinthe world, but she invariably puts her foot

init.’

I was not sure where Beatrice had bl undered, and thought it better not



to ask. Perhaps he still resented the chat about his health before | unch.
"I liked her very nuch,' | said; 'she was very nice to ne.'

"What did she talk to you about out here, after |unch?

"Ch, | don't know. | think | did nost of the talking. | was telling her
about M's Van Hopper, and how you and | net, and all that. She said I
was quite different fromwhat she expected.'

"What the devil did she expect?

' Sorreone nuch smarter, nore sophi sticated, | i nagi ne. Asocial butterfly,
she said."'

Maxi mdi d not answer for a nonent; he bent down, and threw a stick for
Jasper. 'Beatrice can sonetines be infernally unintelligent,' he said.
We clinbed the grass bank above the | awns, and plunged into t he woods.
The trees grewvery cl ose together, and it was dark. W trod upon broken
twi gs, and | ast year's | eaves, and here and there the fresh green stubbl e
of the young bracken, and the shoots of the bluebells soon to bl ossom
Jasper was silent now, his nose to the ground. | took Maxim s arm
"Do you like ny hair?" | said.

He stared down at me in astonishnment. 'Your hair? he said.

"Why on earth do you ask? OF course | like it. What's the matter with
it?
"Ch, nothing," | said, 'l just wondered.'

'How funny you are,' he said.

W canme to a clearing in the woods, and there were two paths, going in
opposite directions. Jasper took the right-hand path wi thout hesitation.
"Not that way,' called Maxim 'conme on, old chap.'

The dog | ooked back at us and stood there, wagging his tail, but did not
return. 'Wiy does he want to go that way?' | asked.

"l suppose he's used to it,' said Maximbriefly; 'it leads to a small
cove, where we used to keep a boat. Cone on, Jasper, old nan.'

We turned into the | eft-hand path, not saying anything, and presently
| 1 ooked over ny shoul der and saw that Jasper was follow ng us.

"This brings us to the valley |I told you about,' said Maxim 'and you
shal | snell the azal eas. Never mndtherain, it will bringout thescent.'
He seened all right agai n now, happy and cheerful, the Maxi m| knew and
| oved, and he began tal ki ng about Frank Craw ey and what a good fell ow
he was, so thorough and reliable, and devoted to Manderl ey.

"This is better,' | thought; '"thisislikeit wasinltaly', and | snmiled
up at him squeezing his arm relieved that the odd strai ned | ook on his
face had passed away, and while | said 'Yes,' and 'Real ly?' and ' Fancy,
darling,' ny thoughts wandered back to Beatrice, wondering why her
presence shoul d have di sturbed hi m what she had done; and | thought too
of all she had said about his tenper, howhe lost it, she told ne, about
once or twice a year.

She nust know him of course; she was his sister. But it was not what



| hadt hought; it was not nmy i dea of Maxi m | coul d see hi mnoody, di fficult,
irritabl e perhaps, but not angry as she had inferred, not passionate.
Per haps she had exaggerated; people very often were wong about their
relatives. ' There,' said Maxi msuddenly, 'take a |l ook at that.' W stood
on a sl ope of a wooded hill, and t he pat h wound away before us to a vall ey,
by the side of a running stream

There were no dark trees here, no tangl ed undergrowth, but on either side
of the narrow path stood azal eas and r hododendr ons, not bl ood- col oured
likethegiantsinthedrive, but sal non, white, and gol d, t hi ngs of beauty
and of grace, drooping their lovely, delicate heads in the soft sunmer
rain.

The air was full of their scent, sweet and heady, and it seened to ne
as though their very essence had mngled with the running waters of the
stream and becone onewiththefallingrainandthedankrichnoss beneath
our feet. There was no sound here but the tunbling of thelittle stream
and the quiet rain. Wien Maxi mspoke, his voice was hushed too, gentle
and low, as if he had no wish to break upon the silence.

"W call it the Happy Valley,' he said.

We stood quite still, not speaking, |ooking down upon the clear white
faces of the flowers closest to us, and Maxi m st ooped, and picked up a
fallen petal and gave it to nme. It was crushed and brui sed, and turning
brown at the curled edge, but as | rubbed it across nmy hand the scent
roseto nme, sweet and strong, vividas thelivingtree fromwhichit camne.
Then the birds began. First a blackbird, his note clear and cool above
t he runni ng stream and aft er a nonent he had answer fromhi s fel |l owhi dden
i nthe woods behi nd us, and soon the still air about us was made t ur bul ent
with song, pursuing us as we wandered down into the valley, and the
fragrance of the white petals followed us too. It was disturbing, like
an enchanted place. | had not thought it could be as beautiful as this.
The sky, now overcast and sullen, so changed fromthe early afternoon,
and t he steady i nsistent rain could not disturb the soft qui etude of the
valley; therainandthe rivulet mngledwth one another, and the liquid
note of the blackbird fell upon the danp air in harrmony with thembot h.
| brushed the drippi ng heads of azal eas as | passed, so cl ose they grew
together, bordering the path. Little drops of water fell on to ny hands
fromt he soaked petal s. There were petal s at ny feet too, brown and sodden,
bearing their scent upon themstill, and a richer, ol der scent as well,
the snell of deep npbss and bitter earth, the stens of bracken, and the
twi sted buried roots of trees. | held Maxi M s hand and | had not spoken.
The spell of the Happy

Val | ey was upon ne. This at | ast was the core of Manderl ey, the Manderl ey
| would knowand |l earnto |l ove. The first drive was forgotten, the bl ack,
her ded woods, the gl ari ng rhododendrons, | usci ous and over proud. And t he
vast house too, the silence of that echoing hall, the uneasy still ness



of the west wing, wapped in dust-sheets. There | was an interloper,

wandering i n roons that did not knowne, sitting at a desk and in a chair
that were not nmine. Here it was different. The Happy Valley knew no
trespassers. W cane to the end of the path, and the flowers fornmed an
archway above our heads. W bent down, passing underneath, and when |

stood straight again, brushing the raindrops frommy hair, | saw that
the vall ey was behind us, and the azal eas, and the trees, and, as Maxi m
had descri bed to ne t hat afternoon nany weeks ago i n Monte Carl o, we were
standing inalittle narrow cove, the shingle hard and white under our
feet, and the sea was breaking on the shore beyond us.

Maxi m sni |l ed down at ne, watching the bew | dernent on ny face.

"It's ashock, isn't it? he said; 'no one ever expects it. The contrast
is too sudden; it al nost hurts.' He picked up a stone and flung it across
t he beach for Jasper. 'Fetch it, good man,' and Jasper streaked away in
search of the stone, his long black ears flapping in the w nd.

The enchant mrent was no nore, the spell was broken. W were nortal again

two peopl e playing on a beach. W threw nore stones, went to the water's
edge, flung ducks and drakes, and fi shed for driftwood. Thetide hadturned
and came | apping in the bay. The small rocks were covered, the seaweed
washed on the stones. W rescued a big floating plank and carried it up
t he beach above hi gh-water mark. Maxi mturned to nme, |aughing, w ping
the hair out of his eyes, and | unrolled the sl eeves of nmy mackintosh
caught by the sea spray. And then we | ooked round, and saw t hat Jasper
had di sappeared. We cal |l ed and whistled, and he did not cone. | | ooked
anxi ously towards the mouth of the cove where the waves were breaking
upon the rocks.

"No,"' said Maxi m 'we shoul d have seen him he can't have fal |l en. Jasper,

you idiot, where are you? Jasper, Jasper?'

" Perhaps he's gone back to the Happy Valley?' | said.

'"He was by that rock a mi nute ago, sniffing a dead seagul|,' said Maxi m

We wal ked up t he beach towards the val |l ey once agai n. 'Jasper, Jasper?

called Maxi m

In the distance, beyond the rocks to the right of the beach, | heard a
short, sharp bark. 'Hear that?' | said. 'He's clinbed over this way.'

| began to scranble up the slippery rocks in the direction of the bark

' Cone back,' said Maxi msharply; 'we don't want to go that way. The foo

of a dog nmust | ook after hinself.

| hesitated, |ooked down fromnmy rock. 'Perhaps he's fallen,' | said,
"poor little chap. Let nme fetch him' Jasper barked again, further away
thistine. '"Ch, listen,' | said, 'l nmust get him It's quite safe, isn't

it? The tide won't have cut himoff?

"He's all right,' said Maximirritably; 'why not | eave hi n? He knows hi s
own way back."

| pretended not to hear, and began scranbl i ng over t he rocks t owar ds Jasper.



Great jagged boul ders screened the view, and | slipped and stunbl ed on
the wet rocks, naking nmy way as best | could in Jasper's direction. It
was heartless of Maximto |eave Jasper, | thought, and | could not
understand it. Besides, the tide was com ng in. | came up beside the big
boul der that had hi dden the view, and | ooked beyond it. And | saw, to
my surprise, that | was | ooki ng down i nto another cove, simlar to the
one | had left, but wi der and nore rounded. A snall stone breakwater had
been t hrown out across the cove for shelter, and behind it the bay forned
a tiny natural harbour. There was a buoy anchored there, but no boat.
The beachinthe cove was whiteshingle, |iketheone behindne, but steeper,
shel ving suddenly to the sea. The woods cane right down to the tangle
of seaweed mar ki ng hi gh wat er, encroachi ng al nost totherocksthensel ves,
and at the fringe of the woods was a long | ow building, half cottage,
hal f boat-house, built of the sanme stone as the breakwater

There was a man on the beach, a fisherman perhaps, in |long boots and a
sou' wester, and Jasper was barking at him runni ng round hi min circles,
darting at his boots. The man took no

noti ce; he was bendi ng down, and scraping in the shingle. 'Jasper,' |
shout ed, 'Jasper, cone here.

The dog | ooked up, wagging his tail, but he did not obey nme. He went on
baiting the solitary figure on the beach

| | ooked over ny shoul der. There was still no sign of Maxim | cli nbed
down over the rocks to the beach bel ow. My feet made a crunchi ng noi se
across the shingle, and the man | ooked up at the sound. | saw then that
he had the small slit eyes of anidiot, and the red, wet nouth. He sm | ed
at me, show ng toothl ess guns.

"G day,' he said. 'Dirty, ain't it?

"Good afternoon,' | said. "No. |I'mafraidit's not very nice weather.'
He watched ne with interest, snling all the while. 'Diggin forshell,
he said. 'No shell here. Been diggin' since forenoon.

"Ch," | said, '"I"'msorry you can't find any.'
"That's right,' he said, 'no shell here.’
'Conme on, Jasper,' | said, 'it's getting late. Cone on, old boy.'

But Jasper was in an infuriating nood. Perhaps the wi nd and the sea had
gone to his head, for he backed away fromne, barki ng stupidly, and began

raci ng round the beach after nothing at all. | saw he woul d never fol |l ow
me, and | had no lead. | turned to the man, who had bent down again to
his futile digging.

'Have you got any string? | said.

"Eh?' he said.

'Have you got any string? | repeated.

"No shel | here,' he sai d, shaki ng hi s head. ' Been di ggi n' si nce forenoon.'
He nodded his head at nme, and wi ped his pale blue watery eyes.
"I want sonething to tie the dog,' | said. '"He won't follow ne.'



"Eh?' he said. And he sniled his poor idiot's smile.

"All right," | said; '"it doesn't matter.

He | ooked at e uncertainly, and then | eant forward, and poked nme in the
chest.

"I know that dog,' he said; 'he cones fro' the house.'

"Yes,' | said. 'l want himto cone back with me now.'
"He's M de Wnter's dog,' | said gently. 'l want to take himback to
t he house.'

"Eh?' he said.

| call ed Jasper once nore, but he was chasi ng a f eat her bl own by t he wi nd.
| wondered if there was any string in the boat-house, and | wal ked up
the beach towards it. There nust have been a garden once, but now the
grass was long and overgrown, crowded with nettles. The wi ndows were

boar ded up. No doubt the door was | ocked, and | lifted the | atch wi t hout
much hope. To ny surprise it opened after the first stiffness, and | went
i nsi de, bending ny head because of the |l owdoor. | expected to find the

usual boat store, dirty and dusty with di suse, ropes and bl ocks and oars
upon the floor. The dust was there, and the dirt too in places, but there
wer e no ropes or bl ocks. The roomwas furni shed, and ran t he whol e | ength
of the cottage. There was a desk in the corner, a table, and chairs, and
a bed-sof a pushed agai nst the wall. There was a dresser too, with cups
and pl ates. Bookshel ves, the books inside them and nodels of ships
standing on the top of the shelves. For a monent | thought it nust be
i nhabi ted - perhaps the poor man on the beach |ived here - but | | ooked
around nme agai n and saw no sign of recent occupation. That rusted grate
knewno fire, this dusty floor no footsteps, and the china there on the
dresser was blue-spotted with the danp. There was a queer mnusty snel

about t he pl ace. Cobwebs spunthreads uponthe ships' nodels, makingtheir
own ghostly rigging. No one |lived here. No one cane here. The door had
creaked on its hinges when | opened it. The rain pattered on the roof
wi th a hol |l ow sound, and tapped upon the boarded wi ndows. The fabric of

the sofa-bed had been nibbled by mice or rats. | could see the jagged
hol es, and the frayed edges. It was danp in the cottage, danp and chill.
Dark, and oppressive. | did not like it. |I had no wish to stay there.

| hated the hollow sound of the rain pattering on the roof. It seened
to echointhe roomitself, and | heard the water dripping too into the
rusted grate.

| | ooked about nme for sonme string. There was nothing that would serve
ny purpose, not hing at all. There was anot her door at the end of the room
and | went to it, and opened it, a

little fearful now, alittle afraid, for | had the odd, uneasy feeling
that | mght conme upon sonething unawares, that | had no wish to see

Sonet hing that m ght harmne, that nmight be horrible.

It was nonsense of course, and | opened the door. It was only a boat store



after all. Here were the ropes and bl ocks | had expected, two or three
sails, fenders, a snmall punt, pots of paints, all the litter and junk
t hat goes with the usi ng of boats. Aball of twinelay onashelf, arusted

clasp knife beside it. This would be all | needed for Jasper. | opened
the kni fe, and cut a |l ength of twi ne, and came back i nto t he roomagai n.
The rain still fell upon the roof, and into the grate. | came out of the

cottage hurriedly, not | ooking behind nme, trying not to seethe torn sofa
and t he m | dewed chi na, t he spun cobwebs on t he nodel shi ps, and sot hr ough
the creaking gate and on to the white beach.

The man was not di ggi ng any nor e; he was wat chi ng ne, Jasper at his side.

' Cone al ong, Jasper,' | said; 'come on, good dog.' | bent down and this
time he allowed ne to touch himand pull hold of his collar. "I found
some string in the cottage,' | said to the nan.

He did not answer, and | tied the string | oosely round Jasper's collar.
'Good afternoon,' | said, tugging at Jasper."

The nman nodded, staring at ne with his narrowidiot's eyes. '|I saw ee
go in yonder,' he said.

"Yes,' | said; 'it's all right, M de Wnter won't mnd.'

"She don't go in there now,' he said.

"No,' | said, 'not now.'

'She's goneinthesea, ain't she?' hesaid; 'shewon't cone back no nore?'
"No," | said, 'she'll not cone back.'

"I never said nothing, did I?" he said.

"No, of course not; don't worry,' | said.

He bent down again to his digging, nmuttering to hinself. | went across

the shingle and | saw Maximwaiting for nme by the rocks, his hands in
hi s pockets.

"I"'msorry," | said. 'Jasper would not come. | had to get sone string.'
He turned abruptly on his heel, and nmade towards the woods.
"Aren't we going back over the rocks?' | said.

"What's the point? W're here now,' he said briefly.

W went up past the cottage and struck into a path through the woods.
"I"'msorry | was such atine; it was Jasper's fault,' | said, 'he kept
barking at the man. Who was he?

"Only Ben,' said Maxim 'he's quite harm ess, poor devil. H s old father
used to be one of the keepers; they live near the hone farm Where did
you get that piece of tw ne?

"I found it in the cottage on the beach,' | said.

'Was the door open?' he asked.

"Yes, | pushed it open. | found the string in the other room where the






"Ch,' he said shortly. "Ch, | see,' and then he added, after a noment
or two: "That cottage is supposed to be | ocked, the door has no busi ness
to be open.’

| said nothing; it was not my affair.

"Did Ben tell you the door was open?

"No," | said, 'he did not seemto understand anything | asked him'
'He makes out he's worse than he is,' said Maxim 'He can talk quite
intelligiblyif hewants to. He's probably been in and out of the cottage
dozens of times, and did not want you to know. '

"I don't think so,' | answered; 'the place |ooked deserted, quite
unt ouched. There was dust everywhere, and no footmarks. It was terribly
danmp. I'mafraid those books will be quite spoilt, and the chairs, and

that sofa. There are rats there, too; they have eaten away sone of the
covers.'

Maxi mdid not reply. He wal ked at a trenendous pace, and the clinmb up
fromthe beach was steep. It was very different fromthe Happy Vall ey.
The t rees wer e dark here and cl ose t oget her, there were no azal eas brushi ng
the path. The rain dripped heavily fromthe thick branches. It splashed
on ny collar and trickled down nmy neck. | shivered; it was unpl easant,
like acold finger. My | egs ached, after the unaccustonmed scranbl e over
the rocks. And Jasper | agged behind, weary fromhis wild scanper, his
tongue hanging from his nouth.

'Conme on, Jasper, for God's sake,' said Maxim ' Make him

wal k up, pull at the twi ne or sonmething, can't you? Beatrice was right.
The dog is much too fat.'

"It's your fault,' | said, 'youwal k sofast. W can't keep up with you.'
"If you had listened to ne instead of rushing wildly over those rocks
we woul d have been hone by now,' said Maxim 'Jasper knew his way back

perfectly. | can't think what you wanted to go after himfor.

"l thought he nmight have fallen, and | was afraid of the tide,' | said.
"Isit likely |I should have | eft the dog had there been any questi on of
the tide?" said Maxim 'l told you not to go on those rocks, and now you
are grunbling because you are tired.

"I'"'mnot grunbling,' | said. ' Anyone, evenif they had | egs of iron, woul d
be tired wal king at this pace. | thought you would cone with nme when

went after Jasper anyway, instead of staying behind.'

"Way shoul d | exhaust nyself careering after the damm dog?' he said.

"I't was no nore exhausting careering after Jasper on the rocks than it
was careering after the driftwood on the beach,' | answered. 'You just
say that because you have not any other excuse.

"My good child, what am | supposed to excuse nysel f about?

"Ch, | don't know,' | said wearily; 'let's stop this.'

"Not at all, you began it. What do you nean by saying | was trying to
find an excuse? Excuse for what?



' Excuse for not having cone with nme over the rocks, | suppose,’ | said.
"Wl |, and why do you think | did not want to cross to the other beach?'
"Ch, Maxim how should I know? I'mnot a thought-reader. | know you did

not want to, that's all. | could see it in your face.

'See what in ny face?

|'"ve already told you. | could see you did not want to go. Ch, do let's
have an end to it. I'msick to death of the subject.’

"Al'l wonen say that when they' ve | ost an argunent. Al right, | did not

want to go to the other beach. WII that please

you? | never go near the bl oody place, or that God-dammed cottage. And
if you had my nmenories you would not want to go there either, or talk
about it, or even think about it. There. You can digest that if youlike,
and | hope it satisfies you.'

H s face was white, and his eyes strained and wetched with that dark
| ost | ook they had had when | first met him | put out nmy hand to him
| took hold of his, holding it tight.

"Pl ease, Maxim please,' | said.

"What's the matter?' he said roughly.

"I don't want youtolook likethat,' | said. 'It hurts too much. Pl ease,
Maxim Let's forget all we said. A futile silly argunent. |'m sorry,
darling. I'msorry. Please let everything be all right.'

"W ought to have stayedin ltaly,' he said. 'W ought never to have cone
back to Manderley. Oh, God, what a fool | was to cone back.'

He brushed throughthetreesinpatiently, stridingevenfaster thanbefore
and | had torunto keep pace with him catching at nmy breath, tears very
near t he surface, draggi ng poor Jasper after ne on the end of his string.
At last we cane to the top of the path, and | sawits fellow branching
left to the Happy Valley. We had clinbed the path then that Jasper had
wi shed to take at the begi nning of the afternoon. | knew now why Jasper
had turned toit. It led to the beach he knew best, and the cottage. It
was his old routine

W cane out on to the | awns, and went across themto the house w t hout
aword. Maxim s face was hard, with no expression. He went straight into
the hall and on to the library without |ooking at ne. Frith was in the
hal | .

"W want tea at once,' said Maxim and he shut the library door.

| fought to keep back ny tears. Frith nust not see them He would think
we had been quarrelling, and he would go to the servants' hall and say
to themall, 'Ms de Wnter was crying in the hall just now It |ooks
as though things are not going very well.' | turned away, so that Frith
shoul d not see ny face. He canme towards nme though, he began to help ne
of f with ny nackintosh.

"I"1l put your raincoat away for youinthe fl ower-room Midam' he said.
"Thank you, Frith," | replied, ny face still away from him



"Not a very pleasant afternoon for a walk, | fear, Madam'

"No," | said. "No, it was not very nice.'
" Your handker chi ef , Madan?' he sai d, pi cki ng up sonet hingthat hadfallen
on the floor. 'Thank you," | said, putting it in my pocket.

I was wonderi ng whet her to go upstairs or whether to foll ow Maxi mto t he
library. Frithtook the coat totheflower-room | stoodthere, hesitating,
biting ny nails. Frith cane back again. He | ooked surprised to see ne
still there.

"There is a good fire in the library now, Madam'

" Thank you, Frith,' | said.

I wal ked slowy across the hall to the library. | opened the door and
went in. Maximwas sitting in his chair, Jasper at his feet, the ol d dog
in her basket. Maxrimwas not reading the paper, though it lay on the
armof the chair beside him | went and knelt down by his side and put
my face close to his.

"Don't be angry with me any nore,' | whispered.

He t ook ny face i n hi s hands, and | ooked down at newith histired, strained
eyes. 'I'mnot angry with you,' he said.

"Yes,' | said. 'I've nmade you unhappy. It's the sane as naki ng you angry.
You're all wounded and hurt and torninside. | can't bear to see you like
this. | love you so much.'

"Do you?' he said. 'Doyou? Heheldnmeverytight, and hi s eyes questi oned
me, dark and uncertain, the eyes of a child in pain, a child in fear.
"What is it, darling? | said. 'Wiy do you look like that?

| heard t he door open before he coul d answer, and | sank back on ny heel s,
pretending toreach for alogtothrowonthe fire, while Frith caneinto
the roomfoll owed by Robert, and the ritual of our tea began.

The performance of the day bef ore was repeat ed, t he pl aci ng of the tabl e,
thel ayi ng of the snowwhitecloth, the puttingdown of cakes and crunpets,
the silver kettle of hot water placedonits little flane, while Jasper,
wagging his tail, his ears stretched back in anticipation, watched ny
face. Five m nutes nust have passed before we were al one agai n, and when
| 1 ooked at Maxi m | saw the col our had cone back into his face,

the tired, lost | ook was gone, and he was reaching for a sandw ch.
"Having all that crowd to lunch was the trouble,' he said. 'Poor old
Beatri ce al ways does rub nme up the wwong way. W used to scrap |i ke dogs
as children. 1'mso fond of her too, bless her. Such arelief though that
they don't live too near. Wich remnds nme, we'll have to go over and
see Granny some tinme. Pour out ny tea, sweetheart, and forgive ne for
being a bear to you.'

It was over then. The epi sode was fi ni shed. W nust not speak of it again.
He sniled at me over his cup of tea, and then reached for the newspaper
on the armof his chair. The smle was ny reward. Like a pat on the head
to Jasper. Good dog then, |ie down, don't worry nme any nore. | was Jasper



again. | was back where | had been before. |I took api ece of crunpet and
dividedit betweenthetwo dogs. | didnot want it mysel f, | was not hungry.
| felt very weary now, very tiredinadull, spent way. | | ooked at Maxi m
but he was readi ng his paper, he had folded it over to another page. My
fingers were nessy with the butter fromthe crunpet, and | felt in ny

pocket for a handkerchief. | drew it out, a tiny scrap of a thing,
| ace-edged. | stared at it, frowning, for it was not mne. |I renmenbered
then that Frith had picked it up fromthe stone floor of the hall. It
nmust have fallen out of the pocket in the mackintosh. | turned it over

inm hand. It was grubby; little bits of fluff fromthe pocket clung
toit. It must have been in the macki ntosh pocket for along tinme. There
was a nonogramin the corner. Atall sloping RR with the letters de W
interlaced. The Rdwarfed the other letters, thetail of it ran downinto
the canbric, away fromthe | aced edge. It was only a srmal | handker chi ef,
quite a scrap of athing. It had been rolled in a ball and put away in
the pocket and forgotten.

| must have been the first person to put on that macki ntosh since the
handker chi ef was used. She who had worn the coat then was tall, slim
broader than nme about the shoulders, for | had found it bi g and overl ong,
and t he sl eeves had cone bel owny wrist. Sonme of the buttons were m ssing.
She had not botheredthentodoit up. She had thrown it over her shoul ders
i ke acape, or wornit | oose, hangi ng open, her hands deep i nthe pockets.
There was a pi nk mark upon t he handkerchi ef. The mark of |ipstick. She
had rubbed her lips with the handkerchief, and thenrolled it in a ball,
and left it in the pocket. | w ped ny fingers with the handkerchief, and
as | did so | noticed that a dull scent clung about it still. A scent
| recogni zed, a scent | knew. | shut ny eyes and tried to renmenber. It
was sonet hi ng el usi ve, sonet hi ng faint and fragrant that | coul d not nane.
I had breathed it before, touched it surely, that very afternoon.

And then | knew that the vani shed scent upon the handkerchi ef was the
sane as the crushed white petals of the azaleas in the Happy Valley.
chapter el even

The weat her was wet and cold for quite a week, as it often can be in the
west country in the early sunmer, and we did not go down to the beach
again. | could see the sea fromthe terrace, and the lawns. |t | ooked
grey and uninviting, great rollers sweepingintothe bay past the beacon
onthe headl and. | picturedthemsurgingintothelittle cove and breaki ng
with aroar upon the rocks, then running swift and strong to the shel vi ng
beach. If | stood on the terrace and listened | could hear the murnur
of the sea belowne, lowand sullen. Adull, persistent sound that never
ceased. Andthe gulls flewinlandtoo, driven by the weather. They hover ed
above the house in circles, wheeling and crying, flapping their spread
wi ngs. | began to understand why sone peopl e coul d not bear the cl amour
of the sea. It has a mournful harping note sonetines, and the very



persi stence of it, that eternal roll and t hunder and hiss, plays ajagged
tune upon the nerves. | was glad our roons

were in the east wing and | could | ean out of my wi ndow and | ook down
upon t he rose-garden. For sonetinmes | coul d not sl eep, and getting softly
out of bedinthe quiet night | woul d wander to t he wi ndow, and | ean t here,
nmy arms upon the sill, and the air woul d be very peaceful, very still.
| could not hear the restless sea, and because | could not hear it ny
t hought s woul d be peaceful too. They would not carry ne down that steep
pat h t hrough the woods to the grey cove and the deserted cottage. | did
not want to think about the cottage. | renenbered it too often in the
day. The nenory of it nagged at ne whenever | sawthe seafromthe terrace.
For | woul d see once nore the blue spots on the china, the spun webs on
thelittle masts of those nodel ships, and the rat hol es on t he sof a bed.
I would renenber the pattering of the rain on the roof. And | thought
of Ben, too, with his narrow watery blue eyes, his sly idiot's snile.
These t hi ngs di sturbed ne, | was not happy about them | wanted to forget
thembut at the sane tine | wanted to know why they disturbed ne, why
t hey made nme uneasy and unhappy. Sonmewhere, at the back of ny nmind, there
was afrightenedfurtive seed of curiositythat grewslowy and stealthily,
for all ny denial of it, and | knewall the doubt and anxi ety of the child
who has been tol d, 'these things are not di scussed, they are forbidden.'
| could not forget the white, lost ook in Maxi Ml s eyes when we canme up
the path through the woods, and | could not forget his words. ' Ch, God,
what a fool | was to cone back'. It was all nmy fault, because | had gone
down i nto the bay. | had opened up aroadintothe past again. And al t hough
Maxi mhad r ecover ed, and was hi nsel f again, andwe | ivedour |ives together,
sl eeping, eating, walking, witing letters, driving to the vill age,
wor ki ng hour by hour through our day, | knewthere was a barrier between
us because of it.

He wal ked al one, on the other side, and | nust not cone to him And
became nervous and f earful t hat sone heedl ess word, soneturninacarel ess
conversation shoul d bring t hat expressi on back to hi s eyes again. | began
to dread any nention of the sea, for the sea mght lead to boats, to

accidents, todrowning ... Even Frank Crawl ey, who cane to | unch one day,
put me in alittle fever of fear when he said sonething
about the sailing races in Kerrith harbour, three mles away. | | ooked

steadily at ny plate, a stab of sickness in ny heart at once, but Maxim
went on talking quite naturally, he did not seemto nmnd, while | sat
in a sweat of uncertainty wondering what woul d happen and where the
conversation would | ead us.

It was during cheese, Frith had left the room and | renenber getting
up and going to the sideboard, and taki ng sone nore cheese, not wanting
it, soas not to be at the table with them listening; hunmng alittle
tuneto nyself sol coul d not hear. I was wong of course, norbid, stupid;



thi s was t he hypersensitive behavi our of a neurotic, not the normal happy
self | knew nyself to be. But | could not helpit. |I did not know what
to do. My shyness and gaucheri e becanme worse, too, naking nme stolid and
dunmb when peopl e cane to t he house. For we were cal |l ed upon, | renenber,
during those first weeks, by people who |lived near us in the county, and
the receiving of them and the shaking hands, and the spinning out of
the formal hal f-hour becane a worse ordeal than | first anticipated,
because of this new fear of mne that they would tal k about sonething
that must not be di scussed. The agony of those wheels on the drive, of
that pealing bell, of my own first wild rush for flight to nmy own room
The scranbl ed dab of powder on ny nose, the hasty conb t hrough ny hair,
and then the i nevitabl e knock on the door and the entrance of the cards
on a silver salver.

"All right. I'll be down i medi ately."' The clap of my heels onthe stairs
and across the hall, the opening of the library door or, worse still,
that long, cold, lifeless drawi ng-room and the strange wonman waiti ng

there, or two of them perhaps, or a husband and a wife.

'How do you do? I'msorry; Maximis in the garden sonewhere, Frith has
gone to find him'

"W felt we nust conme and pay our respects to the bride.'

Alittle laughter, alittle flurry of chat, a pause, a glance round the
room

"Manderl ey is | ooking as charming as ever. Don't you love it?

"Ch, yes, rather ..." And in nmy shyness and anxiety to please, those
school girl s' phrases woul d escape fromne agai n, those words | never used
except in monents |ike these, 'Oh,

ripping'; and 'Ch, topping'; and 'absolutely'; and 'priceless'; even,
| think, to one dowager who had carried alorgnette 'cheerio'. My relief
at Maxim s arrival woul d be tenpered by the fear t hey m ght say sonet hi ng
i ndi screet, and | becane dunb at once, a set snmile on ny |ips, ny hands
inny lap. They would turn to Maxi mthen, tal king of people and pl aces
| had not net or did not know, and now and again | would find their eyes
upon ne, doubtful, rather bew | dered.

| could picture themsaying to one anot her as they drove away, ' My dear,
what a dull girl. She scarcely opened her nouth', and then the sentence
| had first heard upon Beatrice's |ips, haunting ne ever si nce, a sentence
| read in every eye, on every tongue - ' She's so different fromRebecca.'
Sonetines | wouldgleanlittlesnatches of informationto addto nmy secret
store. Aword dropped here at random a question, a passing phrase. And,
i f Maxi mwas not with ne, the hearing of themwould be a furtive, rather
pai nful pleasure, guilty know edge learnt in the dark.

I would return a call perhaps, for Maxi mwas punctilious inthese matters
and woul d not spare ne, and if he did not come with ne | nmust brave the
formality alone, and there would be a pause in the conversation while



| searched for sonmething to say. 'WIIl you be entertaining nuch at
Manderl ey, Ms de Wnter?' they would say, and ny answer woul d conme, '|I

don't know, Maxi mhas not said rmuch about it up to the present.' 'No,
of course not, it's early yet. | believe the house was generally full
of peopleinthe old days.' Another pause. ' Peopl e fromLondon, you know.
There used to be trenmendous parties.’' 'Yes,' | would say. 'Yes, sol have

heard.' A further pause, and then the | owered voice that is al ways used
about the dead or i naplace of worship, ' She was so t remendousl y popul ar,

you know. Such a personality.' 'Yes,' | would say. 'Yes, of course.' And
after a noment or so | would gl ance at ny watch under cover of ny gl ove,
and say, 'I'mafraid | ought to be going; it nust be after four.'

"Wn't you stay for tea? W always have it at quarter past.'
"No - No, really, thanks nost awfully. | pronised Maxi m

nmy sentence would go trailing off into nothing, but the
meani ng woul d be understood. W would both rise to our feet,
bot h of us knowi ng | was not decei ved about her offer to tea nor she in
nmy nmention of a promise to Maxim | had sonetinmes wondered what woul d
happen i f convention were deni ed, if, having got into the car and waved

a hand to ny hostess on the doorstep, | suddenly opened it again, and
said, "I don't thinkI'll goback after all. Let's goto your draw ng-room
again and sit down. |'Il stay to dinner if youlike, or stop the night.'

| used to wonder if convention and good county nanners woul d brave the
surprise,' and whether a sm | e of wel cone woul d be sunmpned to the frozen
face, 'But of course! How very delightful of you to suggest it.' | used
towish | had the courage to try. But instead the door would slam the
car woul d go bow i ng away down t he snoot h gravel drive, and ny | at e host ess
woul d wander back to her roomwith a sigh of relief and becone herself
again. It was the wife of the bishop in the nei ghbouring cathedral town
who saidto nme, 'WI I your husband revi ve t he Mander| ey fancy dress bal |,
do you suppose? Such a lovely sight always; | shall never forget it.'
| hadto smle as though | knewall about it and say, ' W have not deci ded.
There have been so many things to do and to discuss.'

'Yes, | suppose so. But | do hope it won't be dropped. You nust use your
i nfluence with him There was not one | ast year of course. But | renmenber
two year s ago, t he bi shopand| went, andit was quite enchanti ng. Manderl ey
so lends itself to anything like that. The hall | ooked wonderful. They
danced there, and had the nusic inthegallery; it was all so in keeping.
A trenendous thing to organi ze, but everybody appreciated it

so.

"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, | nust ask Maxi mabout it.' | thought of the docketed
pi geon-hole in the desk in the norning-room | pictured the stack upon
stack of invitation cards, the long list of nanes, the addresses, and
| could see a wonan sitting there at the desk and putting a V beside the
nanes she wanted, and reaching for theinvitation cards, di pping her pen



intheink, witing uponthemsw ft and sure in that |ong, slanting hand.
' There was a garden party, too, we went to one summer,' said the bishop's
wi fe. 'Everything always so beautifully done.

The flowers at their best. A glorious day, | renenber. Tea was served
at little tables in the rose-garden; such an attractive original idea.
O course, she was so clever..."

She stopped, turningalittle pink, fearing aloss of tact; but | agreed
wi th her at once to save enbarrassnent, and | heard nysel f sayi ng bol dly,
brazenly, 'Rebecca must have been a wonderful person.'

| could not believethat | had saidthe nane at last. | waited, wondering
what woul d happen. | had said the nanme. | had sai d t he wor d Rebecca al oud.
It was a trenendous relief. It was as though | had taken a purge and rid

mysel f of an intolerable pain. Rebecca. | had said it al oud.
| wondered if the bishop's wife sawthe flush on ny face, but she went
on snoothly with the conversation, and | listened to her greedily, like

an eavesdropper at a shuttered w ndow.

" You never net her then?' she asked, and when | shook ny head she hesit at ed
a monent, a little uncertain of her ground. 'W never knew her well
personal Iy, you know. the bi shop was only i nducted here four years ago,
but of course she received us when we went to the ball and the garden
party. Wedinedthere, too, onew nter. Yes, shewas avery | ovel y creature.
So full of life.'

' She seens to have been so good at everything too,' | said, my voice just
carel ess enough to show | did not mind, while | played with the fringe
of my glove. 'It's not often you get soneone who i s cl ever and beauti f ul
and fond of sport.'

"No, | suppose you don't,' said the bishop's wife. 'She was certainly
very gifted. | can see her now, standing at the foot of the stairs on
t he ni ght of the ball, shaking hands with everybody, that cl oud of dark
hair against the very white skin, and her costunme suited her so. Yes,
she was very beautiful .’

'She ran the house herself, too,' | said, sniling, as if to say, 'l am
quite at nmy ease, | often discuss her.' "It nmust have taken a |l ot of tine
and thought. I'mafraid | leave it to the housekeeper.'

"Ch, well, we can't all do everything. And you are very young, aren't

you? No doubt intime, when you have settl ed down. Besi des, you have your
own hobby, haven't you? Sonmeone told nme you were fond of sketching.'
"Ch, that,'" | said. 'l don't know that |I can count it for much.'
‘It's anicelittle talent to have,' said the bishop's wife; 'it's not
everyone that can sketch. You nmust not drop it. Manderl ey nust be full
of pretty spots to sketch.'

"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, | suppose so,' depressed by her words, havi ng a sudden
vi sion of nyself wandering across the | awns with a canp-stool and a box
of pencils under one arm and ny 'little talent' as she described it,



under the other. It sounded |Iike a pet disease.

"Do you play any ganmes? Do you ride, or shoot? she asked.

"No," | said, 'l don't do anything like that. |I'mfond of walking,"' |
added, as a wretched anticli max.

"The best exercise in the world,' she said briskly; 'the bishop and I
wal k alot.' | wondered if he went round and round t he cat hedral, in his
shovel hat and his gaiters, with her on his arm She began to tal k about
a wal ki ng holiday they had taken once, years ago, in the Pennines, how
they had done an average of twenty nmiles a day, and | nodded my head,
smling politely, wondering about the Pennines, thinking they were
sonmet hing |i ke the Andes, renenbering, afterwards, they were that chain
of hills marked with a furry line in the mddle of a pink England on ny
school atlas. And he all the time in his hat and gaiters.

The inevitable pause, the glance at the watch unnecessary, as her
drawi ng-roomcl ock chinmedfour inshrill tones, andmyrisefromthechair.
"I'mso glad I found you in. | hope you will conme and see us.'

"W should I ove to. The bishop is al ways so busy, al as. Pl ease renenber
me to your husband, and be sure to ask himto revive the ball."’

"Yes, indeed | will." Lying, pretending | knewall about it; and in the
car going home | sat innmy corner, biting my thunb nail, seeing the great
hal | at Manderl ey thronged with people in fancy dress, the chatter, hum
and | aughter of the noving crowd, the nusicians in the gallery, supper
inthe draw ng-room probably, |ong buffet tables against the wall, and
I coul d see Maxi mstandi ng at the front of the stairs, |aughing, shaking
hands, turning to soneone who stood by his side, tall and slim wth dark
hair, said the bishop's wife, dark hair against a white face, soneone
whose qui ck eyes saw to the confort of her

guests, who gave an order over her shoulder to a servant, sonmeone who
was never awkward, never w thout grace, who when she danced |l eft a stab
of perfune in the air like a white azal ea.

"WII you be entertaining nuch at Manderl ey, Ms de Wnter?' | heard the
voi ce agai n, suggestive, rather inquisitive, in the voice of that worman
| had cal |l ed upon who |ived the other side of Kerrith, and | saw her eye
t oo, dubi ous, considering, takinginm clothesfromtoptotoe, wonderi ng,
with that swift downward glance given to all brides, if | was going to
have a baby.

| did not want to see her again. | did not want to see any of themagain.
They only cane to cal |l at Manderl| ey because t hey were curi ous and pryi ng.
They liked to criticize ny |ooks, my manners, ny figure, they liked to
wat ch how Maxi mand | behaved to each other, whether we seermed fond of
one anot her, so that they coul d go back aft erwards and di scuss us, sayi ng,
"Very different fromthe old days.' They cane because they wanted to
conmpare me to Rebecca. .. | woul dnot returnthesecallsanynore, | deci ded.
| shouldtell Maxi mso. | didnot m ndif theythought nerude and ungraci ous.



It would give themnore to criticize, nore to discuss. They could say
| was ill-bred. 'I'mnot surprised,' they would say; 'after all, who was
she?' And then a | augh and a shrug of the shoulder. 'My dear, don't you
know? He pi cked her up in Monte Carl o or sonewhere; she hadn't a penny.
She was a conpanion to sone old woman.' More |aughter, nore lifting of
the eyebrows. 'Nonsense, not really? How extraordi nary nen are. Maxi m
of all people, who was so fastidious. How could he, after Rebecca?

| did not mind. | did not care. They could say what they |iked. As the
car turned in at the | odge gates | leant forward in ny seat to snile at
t he wonman who |ived t here. She was bendi ng down, picking flowers in the
front garden. She strai ghtened up as she heard t he car, but she did not

see e smle. | waved, and she stared at nme blankly. | don't think she
knew who | was. | leant back in ny seat again. The car went on down t he
drive.

When we turned at one of the narrow bends | saw a man wal ki ng al ong t he
drive a little distance ahead. It was the agent,

Frank Crawl ey. He st opped when he heard t he car, and t he chauffeur sl owed
down. Frank Crawl ey took off his hat and sniled when he saw ne in the
car. He seenmed glad to see ne. | smled back at him It was nice of him
to be glad to see nme. | liked Frank Crawmey. | did not find himdull or
uni nteresting as Beatrice had done. Perhaps it was because | was dull
mysel f. We were both dull. W neither of us had awordto say for oursel ves.
Li ke to like.

| tapped on the glass and told the chauffeur to stop.

"I think "Il get out and walk with M Crawl ey,' | said.
He opened the door for ne. 'Been paying calls, Ms de Wnter?' he said.
"Yes, Frank,' | said. |I called himFrank because Maxi mdi d, but he woul d

al ways call me Ms de Wnter. He was that sort of person. Even if we had
been thrown on a desert island together and lived there inintinmacy for
the rest of our lives, | should have been Ms de Wnter.

"I'"ve been calling on the bishop,' | said, "and | found t he bi shop out,
but the bishop's |ady was at horme. She and the bishop are very fond of
wal ki ng. Sonetines they do twenty mles a day, in the Pennines.'

"I don't knowthat part of the world,' said Frank Crawl ey; 'they say the
country round is very fine. An uncle of mne used to live there.'

It was the sort of remark Frank Crawl ey al ways made. Safe, conventional,
very correct.

"The bishop's wi fe wants to know when we are going to give a fancy dress
bal |l at Manderley,' | said, watching hi mout of the tail of nmy eye. ' She
cane to the | ast one, she said, and enjoyed it very much. | did not know
you have fancy dress dances here, Frank.'

He hesitated a nonment before replying. He |l ooked alittle troubled. 'COh,
yes,' he said after a monent, 'the Manderl ey ball was general | y an annual
affair. Everyone in the county cane. A lot of people from London too.



Quite a big show.'

"I't nust have taken a lot of organization,' | said.
"Yes,' he said.
"l suppose', | said carelessly, 'Rebecca did nost of it?

| 1 ooked strai ght ahead of nme along the drive, but | could see

hi s face was turned t owards ne, as t hough he wi shed to read ny expressi on.
"W all of us worked pretty hard,' he said quietly. There was a funny
reserve in his manner as he said this, a certain shyness that rem nded
me of my own. | wondered suddenly if he had been in love with Rebecca.
Hi s voice was the sort of voice | shoul d have used i n his circunstances,
had t hi s been so. The i dea opened up a newfield of possibilities. Frank

Crawl ey being so shy, so dull, he would never have told anyone, | east
of all Rebecca.
"I"'mafraid | should not be nuch use if we have a dance,’' | said, 'I'm

no earthly use at organizing anything.'

"There woul d be no need for you to do anything,' he said, 'you woul d j ust
be your self and | ook decorative.'

"That's very polite of you, Frank,' | said, 'but I'"mafraid | shoul d not
be able to do that very well either.'

"I think you would do it excellently,' he said. Dear Frank Craw ey, how
tactful he was and considerate. | al nost believed him But he did not
deceive ne really.

"WIIl you ask Maxi mabout the ball?' | said. 'Wwy don't you ask hin®
he answered. 'No,"' | said. "No, | don't like to.'

W were silent then. W went on wal ki ng al ong the drive. Nowthat | had
broken down ny reluctance at saying Rebecca's name, first with the
bi shop' s wi fe and nowwi th Frank Crawl ey, the urge to conti nue was strong
within me. It gave me a curious satisfaction, it acted upon nme like a
stimulant. | knewthat in a monment or two | shoul d have to say it again.
"l was down on one of the beaches the other day,' | said, '"the one with
t he breakwat er. Jasper was beinginfuriating, he kept barki ng at t he poor
man with the idiot's eyes.'

'You nmust nean Ben,' said Frank, his voice quite easy now, 'he al ways
potters about on the shore. He's quite a nice fell ow, you need never be
frightened of him He would not hurt afly." "Ch, | wasn't frightened,"'
| said. | waited a nonent, humming a tune to give ne confidence. 'I'm
afraid that cottage place is going to rack and ruin,' | said lightly.
"Il hadtogoin, tofind a piece of string or sonmething totie up Jasper.
The china is

noul dy and the books are being ruined. Wiy isn't sonethi ng done about
it? It seens such a pity.'

| knew he woul d not answer at once. He bent downto tie up his shoe | ace.
| pretended to exami ne a | eaf on one of the shrubs. 'I think if Maxim
want ed anyt hi ng done he would tell nme,' he said, still funbling with his



shoe.

"Are they all Rebecca's things? | asked.

"Yes,' he said.

| threwthe | eaf away and picked another, turning it over in nmy hands.
"What did she use the cottage for?' | asked; 'it | ooked quite furnished.
| thought fromthe outside it was just a boat-house.'

"It was a boat-house originally,' he said, his voice constrai ned agai n,
difficult, the voice of someone who i s unconfortabl e about his subject.
"Then - then she convertedit |ikethat, had furniture put in, and china."'
| thought it funny the way he called her 'she'. He did not say Rebecca
or Ms de Wnter, as | expected himto do.

'"Did she use it a great deal ?* | asked.

"Yes,' he said. 'Yes, she did. Monlight picnics, and - and one thing
and anot her.'

We wer e wal ki ng agai n side by side, | still humming ny little tune. ' How
jolly," | said brightly. 'Monlight picnics nust be great fun. Did you
ever go to then?

"Once or twice,' he said. | pretended not to notice his manner, how qui et
it had becone, how reluctant to speak about these things.

"Wy is the buoy there in the little harbour place? 1 said.

'The boat used to be noored there,' he said.

"What boat?' | asked.

'Her boat,' he said.

Astrange sort of excitenment was upon me. | had to go onwth my questi ons.
He did not want to tal k about it. | knewthat, but although | was sorry
for hi mand shocked at ny own sel f | hadto continue, | coul d not besilent.
"What happened to it?" | said. 'Was that the boat she was sailing when
she was dr owned?

"Yes,' hesaidquietly, "it capsized and sank. She was washed overboard."'

"VWhat sort of size boat was it?'" | asked.
"About three tons. It had a little cabin.'
"What nade it capsize?' | said.

"It can be very squally in the bay,' he said.
| thought of that green sea, foamflecked, that ran down channel beyond

the headl and. Did the wind come suddenly, | wondered, in a funnel from
t he beacon on the hill, and did the little boat heel to it, shivering,
the white sail fiat against a breaking sea?

' Coul d not soneone have got out to her?' | said.

' Nobody saw the acci dent, nobody knew she had gone,' he said.

| was very careful not to |look at him He m ght have seen the surprise
inny face. | had al ways t hought it happenedin asailingrace, that other
boats were there, the boats fromKerrith, and that peopl e were wat chi ng
fromthecliffs. I didnot knowshe had been al one, quite al one, out there
in the bay.



"They nust have known up at the house!' | said.

"No,"' he said. 'She often went out alone |Iike that. She woul d come back
any tinme of the night, and sleep at the cottage on the beach.’

"Was not she nervous?'

" Nervous?' he said; 'no, she was not nervous of anything."'

"Did - did Maxi mmind her going off alone Iike that?

He waited a m nute, and then 'l don't know,' he said shortly. | had the
i mpressi on he was bei ng | oyal to sonmeone. Either to Maxi mor to Rebecca,
or perhaps even to hinself. He was odd. | did not know what to nake of

it.

' She nmust have been drowned, then, trying to swimto shore, after the
boat sank?' | said.

"Yes,' he said.

| knew how the little boat woul d quiver and plunge, the water gushing
intothe steering well, and howthe sail s woul d press her down, suddenly,
horribly, in that gust of wind. It nust have been very dark out there
inthe bay. The shore nust have seened very far away to anyone sw nmi ng
there, in the water.

"How |l ong afterwards was it that they found her?' | said.

" About two nonths,' he said.

Two nont hs. | t hought drowned peopl e were found after two days. | thought
they woul d be washed up close to the shore when the tide cane.

"Where did they find her?" | asked. 'Near Edgecoonbe, about forty mles
up channel,' he said. | had spent a holiday at Edgecoonbe once, when |
was seven. It was a big place, with a pier, and donkeys. | renenbered
riding a donkey al ong the sands.

"How did they knowit was her - after two nonths, howcould they tell?
| sai d. | wonder ed why he paused bef or e each sent ence, as t hough he wei ghed
his words. Had he cared for her, then, had he minded so rmuch?

"Maxi mwent up to Edgecoonbe to identify her,' he said. Suddenly | did
not want to ask himany nore. | felt sick at nmyself, sick and di sgust ed.
| was |ike a curious sightseer standing on the fringe of a crowd after
soneone had been knocked down. | was |ike a poor person in a tenenent
bui | di ng, when soneone had di ed, asking if | m ght see the body. | hated
mysel f. My questions had been degrading, shameful. Frank Craw ey nust
despi se ne.

"It was aterribletinmefor all of you,' | saidrapidly. 'l don't suppose
you | i ke being rem nded about it. | just wondered i f there was anyt hi ng
one could do to the cottage, that's all. It seems such a pity, all the

furniture being spoilt by the danp.' He did not say anything. | felt hot
and unconfortabl e. He nust have sensed that it was not concern for the
enpty cottage that had pronpted ne to all these questions, and now he
was silent because he was shocked at ne. Qurs had been a confortable,
steady sort of friendship. | hadfelt himanally. Perhaps | had destroyed



all this, and he would never feel the same about ne again.

"What a long drive thisis,' | said; '"it always reninds ne of the path
inthe forest ina Ginms fairy tale, where the prince gets |lost, you
know. It's always | onger than one expects, and the trees are so dark,
and cl ose.’

"Yes, it is rather exceptional,' he said. | could tell by his manner he
was still on his guard, as though waiting for a further question from
nme. There was an

awkwar dness between us that could not be ignored. Sonething had to be
done about it, even if it covered nme with shane.

"Frank,' | said desperately, 'I know what you are thinking. You can't
under st and why | asked al | those questions just now. Youthink ' mnorbid,
and curious, inarather beastly way. It's not that, | prom se you. It's
only that - that sonetines | feel nyself at such a disadvantage. It's
all very strange to ne, living here at Manderley. Not the sort of life
| ' ve been brought up to. When | go returning these calls, as | did this
aft ernoon, | know peopl e are | ooki ng me up and down, wonderi ng what sort
of success |'mgoing to make of it. | can i magi ne themsayi ng, "Wat on
earth does Maxi msee in her?" And t hen, Frank, | begin to wonder nyself,
and | beginto doubt, and | have a fearful haunting feeling that | should
never have married Maxim that we are not going to be happy. You see,
| knowthat all thetinme, whenever | neet anyone new, they are all thinking






| stopped breathless, already a little ashamed of ny outburst, feeling
that now at any rate | had burnt ny boats for all tinme. He turned to ne
| ooki ng very concerned and troubl ed.

"Ms de Wnter, please don't think that,' he said. 'For my part | can't
tell you how delighted | amthat you have married Maxim It will nake
all the differenceto hislife. | ampositive that you will make a great
success of it. Fromnmy point of viewit's - it's very refreshing and
charming to find soneone |like yourself who is not entirely - er -' he
bl ushed, searching for a word 'not entirely au fait, shall we say, with
ways at Manderl ey. And if peopl e around here gi ve you t he i npressi on t hat
they are criticizing you, it's - well - it's nbst damably of f ensi ve of
them that's all. |1've never heard a word of criticism and if | did |
shoul d take great care that it was never uttered again.'

"That's very sweet of you, Frank,' | said, 'and what you say hel ps
enornmously. | dare say |'ve been very stupid. |I'mnot good at neeting
people, 1've never hadtodoit, and all the tinme | keep remenberi ng how
- howit nust have been at Manderl ey before, when t here was sonmeone t here
who was born and bred to it, did it all naturally and w thout effort.
And | realize, every day, that things | |ack, confidence, grace, beauty,
intelligence,

wit - Ch, all the qualities that nmean npst in a wonan - she possessed.
It doesn't help, Frank, it doesn't help.'

He said nothing. He went on | ooki ng anxi ous, and di stressed. He pull ed
out hi s handkerchi ef and bl ew hi s nose. ' You nust not say that,' he said.

"Why not? It's true,' | said.

"You have qualities that are just as inportant, far nore so, in fact.
It's perhaps cheek of me to say so, | don't know you very well. I'ma
bachel or, | don't knowvery rmuch about woren, | | ead a qui et sort of life
down here at Manderl ey as you know, but | shoul d say that kindness, and
sincerity, and - if | may say so - nodesty are worth far nore to a nan,

to a husband, than all the wit and beauty in the world.'

He | ooked very agitated, and bl ew his nose again. | sawthat | had upset
hi mfar nmore than | had upset nyself, and the realization of this cal med
me and gave ne a feeling of superiority. | wondered why he was maki ng
such a fuss. After all, | had not said very nuch. | had only confessed
my sense of insecurity, following as | did upon Rebecca. And she nust
have had these qualities that he presented to nme as m ne. She nmust have
been ki nd and sincere, with all her friends, her boundl ess popularity.
| was not sure what he neant by nodesty. It was aword | had never under st ood.
| always imagined it had sonmething to do with ninding neeting people in

a passage on the way to the bathroom... Poor Frank. And Beatrice had
called hima dull man, with never a word to say for hinself.
"Wll," | said, rather enbarrassed, 'well, | don't know about all that.

| don't think I"mvery kind, or particularly sincere, and as for being



nmodest, | don't think |'ve ever had nmuch of a chance to be anythi ng el se.
It was not very nodest, of course, being married hurriedly like that,
down in Monte Carlo, and being alone there in that hotel, beforehand,
but perhaps you don't count that?'

"My dear Ms de Wnter, you don't think | imgine for one noment that
your neeting down there was not entirely above board?" he saidin alow
Voi ce.

"No, of course not,' | said gravely. Dear Frank. | think | had shocked
him Wat a Franki sh expression, too, 'above board'.

It made one think inmmediately of the sort of things that woul d happen
bel ow board

"I "' msure,' he began, and hesitated, his expressionstill troubled, 'I'm
sure that Maxi mwoul d be very worried, very distressed, if he knew how
you felt. | don't think he can have any idea of it.'

"You won't tell hin?' | said hastily.
"No, naturally not, what do you take ne for? But you see, Ms de Wnter,

| know Maxi mpretty well, and |I've seen himthrough many ... npods. |f
he thought you were worrying about - well - about the past, it would
di stress himnore than anything on earth. | can prom se you that. He's

| ooking very well, very fit, but Ms Lacy was quite right the other day
when she sai d he had been on the verge of a breakdown | ast year, though
it was tactless of her to say soin front of him That's why you are so
good for him You are fresh and young and - and sensi bl e, you have not hi ng
todowthall that tinme that has gone. Forget it, Ms de Wnter, forget

it, as he has done, thank heaven, and t he rest of us. W none of us want

to bring back the past. Maxi mleast of all. Andit's up to you, you know,

to lead us away fromit. Not to take us back there again.'

He was ri ght, of course he was right. Dear good Frank, nmy friend, ny ally.

| had been sel fish and hypersensitive, a martyr to my own inferiority

complex. 'l ought to have told you all this before,' | said.

"I wish you had,' he said. 'l mght have spared you sonme worry.

"I feel happier,' | said, 'nmuch happier. And |'ve got you for nmy friend
what ever happens, haven't |, Frank?

'Yes, indeed,' he said.

W were out of the dark wooded drive and into the light again. The
r hododendr ons were upon us. Their hour woul d soon be over. Al ready they
| ooked a little overblown, a little faded. Next nonth the petals would
fall one by one fromthe great faces, and the gardeners would cone and
sweep them away. Theirs was a brief beauty. Not |asting very |ong.
"Frank,' | said, 'before we put an end to this conversation, for ever
let's say, will you pronise to answer ne one thing, quite truthfully?
He paused, lookingat nealittle suspiciously. "That's not quite fair,"'
he sai d, 'you m ght ask nme sonet hing that | shoul d not be abl e to answer,
sonmet hing quite inpossible.'’



"No,' | said, "it'snot that sort of question. It's not intinmate or personal,
or anything like that.'

"Very well, 1I'll do ny best,' he said.

We cane round t he sweep of the drive and Manderl ey was before us, serene
and peaceful inthe hollowof the lawns, surprising ne as it al ways did,
with its perfect symetry and grace, its great sinplicity.

The sunlight flickered on the mullioned wi ndows, and there was a soft
rusted gl ow about the stone walls where the lichen clung. Athin colum
of smoke curled fromthe library chimey. | bit nmy thunbnail, watching
Frank out of the tail of ny eye.

"Tell ne,' | said, nmy voice casual, not caringabit, 'tell me, was Rebecca
very beautiful ?'

Frank wai ted a noment. | coul d not see his face. He was | ooki ng away from
me towar ds the house. 'Yes,' he said slowy, 'yes, | suppose she was t he
nost beautiful creature | ever sawin nmy life.'

W went up the steps then to the hall, and | rang the bell for tea.
chapter twelve

| did not see nuch of Ms Danvers. She kept very much to hersel f. She
still rangthe house tel ephone tothe norni ng-roomevery day and submi tted
thenenutoneasamtter of form but that wasthelimt of our i ntercourse.
She had engaged a maid for me, Clarice, the daughter of sonebody on the
estate, a nice quiet well-mannered girl, who, thank heaven, had never
been in service before and had no al arm ng standards. | think she was
the only person in the house who stood in awe of nme. To her | was the
mstress: | was Ms de Wnter. The possi bl e gossip of the others could
not affect her. She had been away for sone tine, brought up by an aunt
fifteen mles anway, and in a sense she was as newto Manderl ey as | was.

| felt at ease with her. | did not mnd saying 'Ch, Clarice, would you
mend ny stocking?"
The housemai d Al i ce had been so superior. | used to sneak ny chem se and

ni ght gowns out of ny drawer and nmend themmysel f rather than ask her to
dothem | had seen her once, wit h one of my cheni ses over her arm exami ni ng
the plain material with its small edging of lace. | shall never forget

her expression. She | ooked al nbst shocked, as though her own personal

pride had recei ved a bl ow. | had never t hought about my under cl ot hes before.
As long as they were clean and neat | had not thought the material or

the existence of |ace mattered. Brides one read about had trousseaux,

dozens of sets at atine, and | had never bothered. Alice's face taught

ne alesson. | wote quicklyto ashopinLondon and asked for a cat al ogue
of under-linen. By the tinme | had nade nmy choice Alice was | ooki ng after

nme no | onger and Clarice was installed instead. It seermed such a waste
buyi ng new underclothes for Clarice that | put the catal ogue away in a
drawer and never wote to the shop after all.

| often wondered whether Alice told the others, and if my undercl ot hes



becane a topic of conversation in the servants' hall, sonething rather
dreadful, to be discussed in | owtones when the nen were nowhere about.
She was too superior for it to be nade a joking question. Phrases |ike
"Chenise to you' would never be bandied between her and Frith, for
i nst ance.

No, my undercl ot hes were nore serious thanthat. More like a di vorce case
heard in canera... At any rate | was gl ad when Alice surrendered ne to
Clarice. daricewuldnever knowreal | ace fromfal se. It was consi derate
of Ms Danvers to have engaged her. She nust have thought we woul d be
fit company, one for the other. Nowthat | knewt he reason for Ms Danvers'
di slike and resentnment it made things alittle easier. | knewit was not
just me personally she hated, but what | represented.

She woul d have felt the sane t owar ds anyone who had t aken Rebecca' s pl ace.
At | east that was what | understood fromBeatrice the day she cane to
| unch.

"Did not you know?' she had said; 'she sinply adored Rebecca.'

The words had shocked ne at the tinme. Sonehow | had not expected t hem
But when | thought it over | beganto lose ny first fear of Ms Danvers.
| began to be sorry for her. | could i magi ne what she nust feel. It nust
hurt her every tine she heard ne called ' Ms de Wnter'. Every norning
when she t ook up t he house t el ephone and spoke to ne, and | answered ' Yes,
Ms Danvers,' she nust be thinking of another voice. Wen she passed
t hrough the roonms and saw traces of me about the place, a beret on a
wi ndow seat, a bag of knitting on a chair, she nmust think of anot her one,

who had done t hese things before. Even as | did. |, who had never known
Rebecca. Ms Danvers knew how she wal ked and how she spoke. Ms Danvers
knew t he col our of her eyes, her smle, the texture of her hair. | knew

none of these things, | had never asked about them but sonetinmes | felt
Rebecca was as real to ne as she was to Ms Danvers.

Frank had told me to forget the past, and | wanted to forget it. But Frank
did not have to sit in the norning-roomas | did, every day, and touch
the pen she had hel d between her fingers. He did not have to rest his
hands on the blotter, and stare in front of himat her witing on the
pi geon-holes. He did not have to look at the candlesticks on the
mant el pi ece, the cl ock, the vase i n which the fl owers stood, the pictures
on the wal I s and renenber, every day, that they bel onged to her, she had
chosen them they were not nine at all. Frank did not have to sit at her
pl ace i nthe di ning-room hol dthe kni fe and fork t hat she had hel d, dri nk
fromher glass. He did not throwa coat over his shoul ders whi ch had been
hers, nor find her handkerchi ef in the pocket. He did not notice, every
day, as | did, the blind gaze of theolddoginits basket inthelibrary,
who lifted its head when it heard ny footstep, the footstep of a wonan,
and sniffing the air drooped its head agai n, because | was not the one
she sought.



Little things, meaningless and stupid in thenselves, but they

were there for me to see, for me to hear, for nme to feel. Dear CGod, |
di d not want to think about Rebecca. | wanted t o be happy, to make Maxi m
happy, and | wanted us to be toget her. There was no ot her wi shin ny heart

but that. | could not help it if she came to ne in thoughts, in dreans.
| couldnot helpit if |l felt |like a guest in Manderl ey, nmy hone, wal ki ng
where she had trodden, resting where she had lain. | was |ike a guest,

biding my time, waiting for the return of the hostess. Little sentences,
little reproofs rem nding me every hour, every day.

"Frith," | said, coming into the |ibrary on a sumrer norning, my arns
full of lilac, '"Frith, where can | find a tall vase for these? They are
all too small in the flower-room'

'The white al abaster vase in the draw ng-roomwas al ways used for the
lilac, Madam'

"Ch, wouldn't it be spoilt? It mght get broken.'

"Ms de Wnter always used the al abaster vase, Madam'

"Ch, oh, | see.'’

Then t he al abaster vase was brought for ne, already filled with water,

and as | put the sweet lilac in the vase and arranged the sprigs, one
by one, the nmauve warmscent filling the room mingling with the snell
of the new nown | awn outside coming fromthe open wi ndow, | thought:
'Rebecca did this. She took the lilac, as | amdoi ng, and put the sprigs
one by oneinthe whitevase. |'mnot thefirst todoit. Thisis Rebecca's
vase, thisis Rebecca' s lilac' She nust have wandered out i nto the garden

as | did, inthat floppy garden hat that | had seen once at the back of
the cupboard in the fl ower-room hidden under sone old cushions, and
crossed the lawn to the il ac bushes, whistling perhaps, humr ng a tune,
calling to the dogs to follow her, carrying in her hands the scissors
that | carried now

"Frith, could you nove t hat book-stand fromthe table in the wi ndow, and
Il will put the lilac there?

'"Ms de Wnter al ways had t he al abast er vase on t he tabl e behi nd t he sof a,
Madam '

"Ch, well..." | hesitated, the vase in ny hands, Frith's face i npassi ve.
He woul d obey ne of course if | said | preferred to put the vase on the
smal |l er table by the wi ndow. He woul d nove the book-stand at once.
"All right," | said, 'perhaps it would | ook better on the |arger
table.' And the al abaster vase stood, as it had al ways done, on the table
behind the sofa ...

Beatrice renenbered her prom se of a wedding present. A |arge parcel
arrived one norni ng, al nost too | arge for Robert tocarry. | was sitting
i n the norning-room having just read the nmenu for the day. | have al ways
had a chil dish | ove of parcels. | snippedthe string excitedly, and tore
of f the dark brown paper. It | ooked |i ke books. | was right. It was books.



Four big volunes. A History of Painting. And a sheet of note-paper in
the first volunme saying 'l hopethisis the sort of thing youlike,' and

signed ' Love fromBeatrice.' | coul dsee her goingintothe shopinWgnore
Street and buyi ng them Looki ng about her i n her abrupt, rather mascul i ne
way. 'l want a set of books for sonmeone who is keen on Art,' she would

say, and the attendant woul d answer, ' Yes, Madam wi || you cone t his way."
She woul d finger the volumes a little suspiciously. 'Yes, that's about
the price. It's for aweddi ng present. | want themto | ook good. Are t hese
all about Art?" 'Yes, this is the standard work on the subject,' the
assi stant woul d say. And then Beatrice nmust have witten her note, and
pai d her cheque, and given the address 'Ms de Wnter, Mnderley.'

It was nice of Beatrice. There was somnet hi ng rat her si ncere and pat hetic
about her going off to a shop in London and buyi ng ne t hese books because
she knew | was fond of painting. She i magi ned ne, | expect, sitting down
on awet day and | ooki ng sol ermmly at theillustrations, and perhaps getting
a sheet of draw ng- paper and a pai nt - box and copyi ng one of t he pi ctures.
Dear Beatrice. | had a sudden, stupid desire to cry. | gathered up the
heavy vol unes and | ooked r ound t he nor ni ng- r oomf or sonewhere t o put them
They were out of placeinthat fragile delicate room Never mnd, it was

nmy roomnow, after all. | arranged themin a rowon the top of the desk.
They swayed dangerously, |eaning one agai nst the other. | stood back a
bit, to watch the effect. Perhaps | noved too quickly, and it disturbed
them At any rate the forenost one fell, and the others slid after him

They upset alittle china cupid who had hitherto stood al one on t he desk
except for the candlesticks. He fell to the ground, hitting the

wast e- paper basket as he did so, and broke into fragnents. | gl anced
hurriedly at the door,

like a guilty child. | knelt on the floor and swept up the pieces into
my hand. | found an envel ope to put themin. | hid the envel ope at the

back of one of the drawers in the desk. Then | took the books off to the
library and found room for themon the shel ves.

Maxi m | aughed when | showed themto himw th pride.

'Dear ol d Bee,' he said, 'you nust have had a success with her. She never

opens a book if she can help it.'

'Did she say anything about - well - what she thought of ne?' | asked.

' The day she cane to lunch? No, | don't think so.'

"I thought she m ght have witten or sonething.'

"Beatriceand ! don't correspondunl essthere' sangjor event inthefamly.
Witing letters is a waste of tine,' said Maxim

| supposed | was not a major event. Yet if | had been Beatrice, and had
a brother, and the brother narried, surely one woul d have sai d son®t hi ng,

expressed an opinion, witten two words? Unl ess of course one had taken
adisliketothe wife, or thought her unsuitable. Then of courseit would
be different. Still, Beatrice had taken the trouble to go up to London



and to buy the books for ne. She woul d not have done that if she disliked
ne.

It was the followi ng day | renenber, when Frith, who had brought in the
coffeeafter lunchtothelibrary, waitedanonent, hoveri ng behi nd Maxi m
and said, 'Could | speak to you, sir? Maximglanced up fromhis paper.
"Yes, Frith, what isit? he said, rather surprised. Frith wore a stiff
sol emn expression, his |ips pursed. | thought at once his wi fe had di ed.
"It's about Robert, sir. There has been a slight unpl easant ness bet ween
himand Ms Danvers. Robert is very upset.'

"Ch, Lord,' said Maxi m making aface at ne. | bent down to fondl e Jasper,
nmy unfailing habit in nmoments of enbarrassnent.

"Yes, sir. It appears Ms Danvers has accused Robert of secreting a
val uabl e or nanent fromthe norning-room It is Robert's businesstobring
inthe fresh flowers to the norni ng-roomand pl ace t he vases. Ms Danvers
went in this norning

after the flowers had been done, and noti ced one of the ornanents was
m ssing. It was there yesterday, she sai d. She accused Robert of either
taki ng the ornament or breaking it and concealing the breakage. Robert
deni ed bot h accusati ons nost enphatically, andcanetone nearlyintears,
sir. You may have noticed he was not hinself at |unch.'

"I wondered why he handed ne the cutlets without giving ne a plate,'
murmured Maxim ' | di d not know Robert was so sensitive. Wll, | suppose
soneone else did it. One of the naids.'

"No, sir. Ms Danvers went into the roombefore the girl had done the
room Nobody had been t here si nce Madamyest erday, and Robert first thing
withtheflowers. It makes it very unpl easant for Robert and nysel f, sir.'
"Yes, of course it does. Wl Il you had better ask Ms Danvers to cone here
and we'll get to the bottomof it. Wiat ornament was it, anyway?'
'The china cupid, sir, that stands on the witing-table.'

"Ch! Ch, Lord. That's one of our treasures, isn't it? It will have to
be found. Get hold of Ms Danvers at once.'

"Very good, sir.'

Frithleft the roomand we were al one agai n. ' What a conf ounded nui sance, '
said Maxim ‘'that cupidis worth a hell of alot. Howl | oathe servants'

rows too. | wonder why they cone to ne about it. That's your job,
sweet heart.'
| 1 ooked up fromJasper, nmy facered as fire. '"Darling,' | said, 'l neant

to tell you before, but -but | forgot. The fact is | broke that cupid
when | was in the norning-room yesterday."'

"You broke it? Vel l, why the devil didn't you say so when Frith was here?
"I don't know. | didn't liketo. | was afraid he would think me a fool.'
"He' Il think you much nore of a fool now You'll have to explainto him
and Ms Danvers.'

"Ch, no, please, Maxim you tell them Let nme go upstairs.'



"Don't be alittle idiot. Anyone woul d think you were afraid of them'
"I amafraid of them At |least, not afraid, but

The door opened, and Frith ushered Ms Danvers into the

room | | ooked nervously at Maxi m He shrugged hi s shoul ders, hal f anused,
hal f angry.

"It'sall amstake, Ms Danvers. Apparently Ms de Wnter broket he cupid
herself and forgot to say anything,' said Maxim

They all | ooked at nme. It was |i ke being achild again. | was still aware
of myguilty flush. "I"msosorry,' | said, watchi ng Ms Danvers, '| never
t hought Robert would get into trouble.'

'"Is it possible to repair the ornanment, Madan?' said Ms Danvers. She
did not seemto be surprised that | was the culprit. She | ooked at ne
with her white skull's face and her dark eyes. | felt she had known it
was nme al | al ong and had accused Robert to seeif | woul d have t he courage
to confess.

‘I"'mafraid not," | said, '"it's smashed in little pieces.'

"What did you do with the pieces? said Maxim

It was |ike being a prisoner, giving evidence. How paltry and nmean ny
actions sounded, even to nyself. 'l put themall into an envel ope,' |
sai d.

"Wel |, what didyoudow ththeenvel ope?' saidMaxim lightingacigarette,
his tone a m xture of anusenment and exasperati on.

"I put it at the back of one of the drawers in the witing-desk,' | said.
"I't | ooks as though Ms de Wnter thought you would put her in prison,
doesn't it, Ms Danvers?' said Maxi m ' Perhaps you woul d fi ndthe envel ope
and send the pieces up to London. If they are too far gone to nmend it
can't be helped. Al right, Frith. Tell Robert to dry his tears.'

M's Danvers |lingered when Frith had gone. 'I will apol ogize to Robert
of course,' she said, 'but the evidence pointed so strongly to him It
did not occur to me that Ms de Wnter had broken the ornanment herself.
Perhaps, if such a thing should happen again, Ms de Wnter will tell

me personally, and I will have the matter attended to? It would save
everybody a | ot of unpl easantness.'
"Naturally,' said Maximinpatiently, 'l can't think why she didn't do

so yesterday. | was just goingtotell her when you cane into the room"
' Perhaps Ms de Wnter was not aware of the val ue of the ornanent?' said
M's Danvers, turning her eyes upon ne.

"Yes,' | said wetchedly. 'Yes, | was afraid it was valuable. That's why
| swept the pieces up so carefully."’

"And hid themat the back of a drawer where no one would find them eh?
said Maxim with a | augh, and a shrug of the shoulders. 'lIs not that the
sort of thing the between-maid is supposed to do, Ms Danvers?

"The between-maid at Manderl ey would never be allowed to touch the
val uable things in the norning-room sir,' said Ms Danvers.



"No, | can't see you letting her,' said Maxim

"It's very unfortunate,' said Ms Danvers, '|I don't think we have ever

had any br eakages i nt he norni ng-roombef ore. W were al ways so parti cul ar.
|'ve done the dusting in there nyself since - last year. There was no
one |l couldtrust. When Ms de Wnter was al i ve we used t o do t he val uabl es
t oget her .’

"Yes, well - it can't be hel ped,' said Maxim "All right, Ms Danvers.'

She went out of the room and | sat on the wi ndow seat, |ooking out of
the wi ndow. Maxi m pi cked up his paper again. Neither of us spoke.

"I" mawmfully sorry, darling,' | said, after anmonment, 'it was very carel ess
of me. | can't think howit happened. | was just arrangi ng those books
on the desk, to see if they would stand, and the cupid slipped.’

"My sweet child, forget it. Wiat does it nmatter?

"It does matter. | ought to have been nore careful. Ms Danvers nmust be
furious with nme.'

"\What t he devil has she got to be furious about?1t's not her bit of china."’
'"No, but she takes such aprideinit all. It's so awful to think nothing
in there has ever been broken before. It had to be ne.'

"Better you than the | uckl ess Robert.'

"I wish it had been Robert. Ms Danvers wll never forgive ne.'

'Dam M's Danvers,' said Maxim 'she's not God Al mghty, is she? | can't
under stand you. Wat do you nean by saying you are afraid of her?

"I did not nean afraid exactly. | don't see nmuch of her. It's not that.

| can't really explain.'

"You do such extraordinary things,' said Maxim 'fancy not getting hold
of her when you broke the t hing and sayi ng, "Here, Ms Danvers, get this
nmended. " She' d understandthat. | nstead of whichyou scrape uptheremnains
i nan envel ope and hi de ' emat t he back of adrawer. Just |i ke a bet ween- mai d,
as | said, and not the mstress of a house.'

"I amlike a between-maid,' | saidslowy, 'I knowl am inlots of ways:
That's why | have so much in common with C arice. W are on the sane sort
of footing. And that's why she likes ne. | went and saw her nother the

ot her day. And do you knowwhat she sai d? | asked her i f she thought C arice
was happy with us, and she said, "Ch, yes, Ms de Wnter. Cl arice seens
qui te happy. She says, 'It's not like beingwith alady, Mim it's like

bei ng wi t h one of oursel ves.' " Do you suppose she neant it as a conpl i nment
or not?
' God knows,' said Maxim 'renenbering Clarice's nother, | should take

it as a direct insult. Her cottage is generally a shanbles and snells
of boil ed cabbage. At one tinme she had nine children under el even, and
she herself used to patter about in that patch of garden with no shoes
and a stocking round her head. W nearly gave her notice to quit. Wy
Clarice |l ooks as neat and cl ean as she does | can't inagine.'



"She's beenlivingwithanaunt,' | said, feelingrather subdued. '| know
my flannel skirt has a dirty mark down the front, but I've never wal ked
baref oot with a stocking round nmy head.' | knew now why C arice did not
di sdai n my undercl othes as Alice had done. 'Perhaps that's why | prefer
callingonCarice' s nother tocalling onpeoplelikethe bishop's wfe?
| went on. 'The bishop's wife never said | was |i ke one of thensel ves.'
"I'f you wear that grubby skirt when you call on her | don't suppose she
does,' said Maxim

"OF course |l didn't call onher inny oldskirt, | wre afrock,' | said,
"and anyway | don't think nuch of people who just judge one by one's
cl ot hes.'

"I hardly think the bishop's wi fe cares twopence about clothes,' said
Maxi m 'but she nmay have been rather surprised

if you sat on the extrene edge of the chair and answered "Yes" and " No"
Ii ke soneone after a new job, which you did the only tinme we returned
a call together.'

"I can't hel p being shy.'

"I know you can't, sweetheart. But you don't make an effort to conquer
it.'

"I think that's very unfair,' | said. 'l try every day, every tinme | go
out or neet anyone new. |' mal ways nmaeki ng efforts. You don't under st and.
It's all very well for you, you're used to that sort of thing. |I've not

been brought up to it.'

"Rot,' said Maxim 'it's not a question of bringing up, as you put it.
It's a matter of application. Youdon't think I like calling on people,
do you? It bores ne stiff. But it has to be done, in this part of the
world.'

"We're not tal ki ng about boredom' | said; 'there's nothingto be afraid
of inbeingbored. If | was just boredit would be different. |I hate people
| ooki ng me up and down as though | were a prize cow. '

"Who | ooks you up and down?'

"Al'l the peopl e down here. Everybody.'

"What does it matter if they do? It gives themsone interest inlife.'
"Why nust | bethe onetosupplytheinterest, and have all thecriticisn?
'Because | ife at Manderley is the only thing that ever interests anybody
down here.'

"Wat a slap in the eye | nust be to themthen.'

Maxi m di d not answer. He went on | ooking at his paper.

"Wat aslapintheeyel nust betothem' | repeated. Andthen, 'l suppose
that's why you married ne,' | said; 'you knew | was dull and qui et and
i nexperienced, so that there would never be any gossip about ne.'
Maxi mt hrew hi s paper on the ground and got up fromhis chair. 'Wat do
you nmean?' he said.

H s face was dark and queer, and his voi ce was rough, not his voice at



all.

"I-1 don't know,' | said, |eaning back agai nst the wi ndow, '| don't nean
anyt hi ng. Way do you |l ook like that?

"What do you know about any gossip down here?' he said.

"I don't,' | said, scared by the way he looked at ne. '|I only said it
because - because of sonmething to say. Don't | ook at ne | i ke that. Maxi m
what have | said? what's the matter?

"Who's been talking to you,' he said slowy.

"No one. No one at all’

"Why did you say what you did?

"I tell you, | don't know. It just cane to my head. | was angry, cross.
| do hate calling on these people. | can't helpit. And you criticized
me for beingshy. | didn't neanit. Really, Maxim | didn't. Pl ease beli eve






"It was not a particularly attractive thing to say, was it?" he said.

"No," | said. "No, it was rude, hateful.’

He stared at ne noodily, his hands i n his pockets, rocking backwards and
forwards on his heels. 'I wonder if | didavery selfishthinginmarrying
you,' he said. He spoke slowy, thoughtfully.

| felt very cold, rather sick. 'How do you nean?' | said.

"I"mnot nuch of a conpanion to you, am ?' he said. 'There are too many
years between us. You ought to have waited, and then married a boy of
your own age. Not someone |ike nyself, with half his |ife behind him'
"That'sridiculous,' | saidhurriedly, 'youknowage doesn't nmean anyt hi ng
in marriage. OF course we are conpanions.'

"Are we? | don't know,' he said.

| knelt up on the wi ndow seat and put nmy arnms round his shoul ders. ' Wy
do you say these things to me?' | said; 'you know | | ove you nore than
anything in the world. There has never been anyone but you. You are ny
father and nmy brother and ny son. Al those things.'

"It was ny fault,' he said, not listening. 'l rushed youintoit. | never
gave you a chance to think it over.'
"l did not want to think it over,' | said, 'there was no ot her choi ce.

You don't understand, Maxim Wen one | oves a person
" Are you happy here?' he said, |ooking away fromne, out of the w ndow,
"I wonder sonetines. You' ve got thinner. Lost your colour.'

"Of course |'mhappy,' | said, 'I love Manderley. | |love the
garden, | love everything. | don't mind calling on people. | just said
that to be tiresone. 1'll call on people every day, if you want ne to.

| don't mind what | do. |I've never for one nonent regretted marryi ng you,
surely you must know t hat?'

He patted ny cheek in his terrible absent way, and bent down, and ki ssed
t he top of nmy head. ' Poor | anb, you don't have nmuch fun, do you? |' mafraid
I"'mvery difficult to live with.'

"You're not difficult,' |I said eagerly, 'you are easy, very easy. Mich
easi er than | thought you would be. | used to think it woul d be dreadf ul
to be nmarried, that one's husband woul d drink, or use awful | anguage,
or grunble if the toast was soft at breakfast, and be rather unattractive
al toget her, snell possibly. You don't do any of those things.'

'Good God, | hope not,' said Maxim and he snil ed.

| seized advantage of his smile, | sniled too, and took his hands and
ki ssed t hem ' Howabsurd to say we are not conpani ons,' | said; 'why | ook
how we sit here every evening, you with a book or a paper, and ne with
my knitting. Just like cups of tea. Just like old people, married for
years and years. OF course we are conpanions. O course we are happy.
You tal k as though you t hought we had nade a m stake? You don't nmean it
i ke that, do you, Maxi n?? You know our marriage i s a success, a wonderful
success?'



"If you say so, then it's all right,' he said.

"No, but you think it too, don't you, darling? It's not just ne? W are
happy, aren't we? Terribly happy?

He di d not answer. He went on staring out of the windowwhile |l held his
hands. My throat felt dry and tight, and nmy eyes were burning. Ch, God,
| thought, this is like two people in a play, in a nonment the curtain
will come down, we shall bow to the audience, and go off to our
dressing-roonms. This can't be a real nonent in the Iives of Maxi mand
mysel f. | sat down on t he wi ndow seat, and | et go of his hands. | heard
mysel f speaking in a hard cool voice. 'If you don't think we are happy
it would be much better if youwouldadnmit it. | don't want you to pretend
anything. 1'd nuch rather go away. Not live with you any nore.' It was
not really happening of course. It was the

girl inthe play talking, not me to Maxim | pictured the type of girl
who woul d play the part. Tall and slim rather nervy.

"Wl l, why don't you answer nme?' | said.

He took ny face in his hands and | ooked at ne, just as he had before,
when Frith had cone into the roomwith tea, the day we went to t he beach.

'How can | answer you?' he said. 'l don't knowthe answer nmyself. If you
say we are happy, let's leave it at that. It's sonething | know not hi ng
about. | take your word for it. W are happy. Al right then, that's

agreed!' He ki ssed ne agai n, and t hen wal ked away across the room | went
on sitting by the wi ndow, stiff and straight, my hands in ny |ap

"You say al | this because you are di sappointedinne,' | said. '|I'mgauche
and awkward, | dress badly, I'mshy with people. | warned you in Monte
Carlo how it would be. You think I'mnot right for Manderley.'

"Don't tal k nonsense,' he said. 'I've never said you dressed badly or
were gauche. It's your inmgination. As for being shy, you'll get over
that. 1've told you so before.

"We've argued in acircle," | said, 'we've cone right back to where we

started. This all began because | broke the cupid in the norning-room
If | hadn't broken the cupi d none of this would have happened. W' d have
drunk our coffee, and gone out into the garden.

'"Ch, damm that infernal cupid,' said Maxi mwearily. ' Do you really think
| care whether it's in ten thousand pieces or not?

"Was it very val uabl e?"

' Heaven knows. | suppose so. |'ve really forgotten.

"Are all those things in the norning-room val uabl e?

"Yes, | believe so.

"Wiy were all the nost val uable things put in the norning-roon®

"I don't know. | suppose because they | ooked well there.'

"Were they always there? When your nother was alive?

"No. No, | don't think they were. They were scattered about the house.
The chairs were in a lunber room | believe.



"When was the norning-roomfurnished as it is now?

"When | was narried.’

| suppose the cupid was put there then?

| suppose so.'

"Was that found in a lunber roon®

"No. No, | don't think it was. As a matter of fact | believe it was a
weddi ng- present. Rebecca knew a | ot about china.'

| did not ook at him | began to polish nmy nails. He had said the word
quitenaturally, quitecalny. It had beennoeffort tohim After am nute
| glanced at himswi ftly. He was standi ng by the mant el pi ece, hi s hands
in his pockets. He was staring straight in front of him He is thinking
about Rebecca, | said to myself. He is thinking howstrange it was that
a weddi ng present to ne shoul d have been t he cause of destroyi ng a weddi ng
present to Rebecca. He is thinking about the cupid. He is renenbering
who gave it to Rebecca. He i s going over in his nmind howthe parcel cane
and how pl eased she was. Rebecca knew a | ot about chi na. Perhaps he cane
intotheroom and she was kneelingonthefloor, wenchingopenthelittle
crate in which the cupid was packed. She nust have gl anced up at him
and sm | ed. ' Look, Max,' she woul d have sai d, ' | ook what we' ve been sent.'
And she t hen woul d have pl unged her hand down i nt o t he shavi ngs and br ought
out the cupid who stood on one foot, his bowin his hand. "W'Il| have
it inthe norning-room' she nust have sai d, and he nust have knelt down
besi de her, and they nmust have | ooked at the cupid together.

| went on polishing my nails. They were scrubby, |ike aschool boy' s nails.
The cuticles grew up over the half nobons. The thunb was bitten nearly

to the quick. | |ooked at Maxi magain. He was still standing in front
of the fireplace.
"What are you thinking about?' | said.

My voi ce was st eady and cool. Not |ike nmy heart, thunping i nside nme. Not
like my mnd, bitter and resentful. He |lit a cigarette, surely the
twenty-fifth that day, and we had only just finished | unch; he threwthe
match into the enpty grate, he picked up the paper

"Not hi ng very nmuch, why?' he said.

"Ch, | don't know,' | said, 'you |ooked so serious, so far away.'

He whistled a tune absently, the cigarette twisting in his

fingers. 'As amatter of fact | was wonderingif they had chosenthe Surrey
side to play Mddlesex at the Oval,' he said.

He sat down in the chair again and fol ded t he paper. | | ooked out of the
wi ndow. Presently Jasper came to ne and clinbed on ny |ap

chapter thirteen

Maxi mhad to go up to London at the end of June to sonme public dinner.
Aman's dinner. Sonmething to dowith the county. He was away for two days
and | was left alone. | dreaded his going. Wien | saw the car di sappear
round the sweep in the drive | felt exactly as though it were to be a



final parting and | shoul d never see hi magai n. There woul d be an acci dent
of course and later on in the afternoon, when | canme back fromny wal k,
| should find Frith white and frightened waiting for me with a nessage.

The doctor woul d have rung up fromsone cottage hospital. 'You nmust be
very brave,' he would say, 'I'mafraid you nust be prepared for a great
shock. '

And Frank woul d conme, and we would go to the hospital together. Maxim
woul d not recogni ze ne. | went through the whole thing as | was sitting
at lunch, | could see the crowd of |ocal people clustering round the
churchyard at the funeral, and nyself leaning on Frank's arm It was so
real to me that | could scarcely eat any lunch, and | kept straining ny
ears to hear the tel ephone should it ring.

| sat out in the garden under the chestnut tree in the afternoon, with
a book on ny l ap, but | scarcely read at all. Wen | sawRobert conme acr oss
thelawn | knewit was the tel ephone and | felt physically sick. ' Anmessage
fromthe club, Madam to say M de Wnter arrived ten m nutes ago.'

| shut up nmy book. 'Thank you, Robert. How quickly he got

up-"'

'Yes, Madam A very good run.'

'"Did he ask to speak to me, or |eave any special nessage?'

'No, Madam Just that he had arrived safely. It was the porter speaking.'

"All right, Robert. Thanks very nuch.'

The relief was tremendous. | did not feel sick any nore. The pain had
gone. It was |i ke com ng ashore after a channel crossing. | beganto feel

rat her hungry, and when Robert had gone back into the house | crept into
t he di ni ng-roomt hrough t he | ong wi ndow and st ol e sonme bi scuits fromthe
sideboard. | had six of them Bath Aivers. And then an apple as well.

| had no idea | was so enpty. | went and ate themin the woods, in case
one of the servants should see nme on the | awmn fromthe wi ndows, and t hen
go and tell the cook that they did not think Ms de Wnter cared for the
food prepared in the kitchen, as they had just seen her filling herself

with fruit and biscuits. The cook woul d be of fended, and perhaps go to
M's Danvers

Now t hat Maxi mwas safe in London, and | had eaten ny biscuits, | felt
very wel | and curi ously happy. | was awar e of a sense of freedom as t hough
| had no responsibilities at all. It was rather |ike a Saturday when one

was a child. No | essons, and no prep. One could do as one |iked. One put
on an old skirt and a pair of sand-shoes and pl ayed Hares and Hounds on
the common with the children who |ived next door.

| had just the sane feeling. | had not felt |like this all thetine | had
been at Manderley. It must be because Maxi m had gone to London.
| was rather shocked at nyself. | could not understand it at all. | had

not wanted himto go. And now this |ightness of heart, this spring in
my step, this childish feeling that | wanted to run across the | awn, and



roll down the bank. | wiped the biscuit crunbs fromnmy nmouth and cal |l ed
to Jasper. Perhaps | was just feeling like this because it was a | ovely
day ...

We went through the Happy Valley to the little cove. The azal eas were
fini shed now, the petal s|ay brown and cri nkl ed onthe noss. The bl uebel | s
had not faded yet, they nade a solid carpet i nthe woods above t he val |l ey,

and the young bracken

was shooting up, curling and green. The npbss snelt rich and deep, and
the bluebells were earthy, bitter. |I lay down in the | ong grass beside
the bluebells with my hands behind nmy head, and Jasper at ny side. He
| ooked down at ne panting, his face foolish, saliva dripping fromhis
t ongue and hi s heavy j owl . Ther e wer e pi geons somewhereinthetrees above.

It was very peaceful and quiet. | wondered why it was that places are
so much | ovel i er when one is al one. How conmonpl ace and stupid it would
beif | had afriend now, sitting beside ne, soneone | had known at school

who woul d say 'By the way, | saw old Hilda the other day. You renenber

her, the one who was so good at tennis. She's narried, withtwo children.'

And t he bl uebel | s besi de us unnoti ced, and t he pi geons over head unhear d.

| did not want anyone with nme. Not even Maxim |f Maxi mhad been there
| should not be lying as | was now, chewi ng a piece of grass, ny eyes
shut. | shoul d have been wat chi ng hi m wat chi ng hi s eyes, his expression.

Wonderingif helikedit, if he was bored. Wonderi ng what he was t hi nki ng.

Now | coul d rel ax, none of these things mattered. Maxi mwas i n London.

Howl ovel y it was t o be al one again. No, | didnot neanthat. It was di sl oyal ,
wi cked. It was not what | neant. Maximwas nmy life and nmy world. | got

up fromthe bluebells and call ed sharply to Jasper. W set off together
down the valley to the beach. The tide was out, the sea very cal mand
remote. It | ooked |ike a great placid|ake out thereinthe bay. | could
not i magi ne it rough now, any nmore than | coul d i magi ne wi nter i n sumer.

There was no wi nd, and the sun shone on the | apping water where it ran
into the little pools in the rocks. Jasper scranbled up the rocks
i mredi atel y, gl ancing back at ne, one ear bl own back agai nst his head,

gi ving himan odd raki sh appearance.

'"Not that way, Jasper,' | said.

He car ed not hi ng f or me of course. He |l oped of f, deli berately di sobedi ent.
"What a nuisance heis,' | saidaloud, and | scranbl ed up the rocks after
him pretending to nyself | did not want to go to the other beach. ' (Oh,
well," | thought, "it can't be hel ped. After all, Maximis not with ne.
It's nothing to do with

ne. '

| splashed through the pools on the rocks, hunming a tune.

The cove | ooked different when the tide was out. Less form dable. There
was only about three foot of water inthe tiny harbour. A boat woul d just
float there confortably | supposed, at dead | owwat er. The buoy was still



there. It was painted white and green, | had not noticed that before.
Per haps because it had been raining the col ouring was i ndistinct. There
was no one on the beach. | wal ked across the shingle to the other side
of the cove, and clinbed the | owstone wall of the jetty-arm Jasper ran
on ahead as though it was his custom There was a ring in the wall and
an iron | adder descending to the water. That's where the dinghy woul d

be tied, | suppose, and one would clinmb to it fromthe | adder. The buoy
was j ust opposite, about thirty feet away. There was sonething witten
onit. | craned ny neck sideways to read the lettering. 'Je Reviens'.

What a funny name. Not like a boat. Perhaps it had been a French boat
t hough, a fishing boat. Fishing boats sonetinmes had nanmes |ike that;
"Happy Return', 'I'mHere', those sort of nanes. 'Je Reviens' - '| cone
back.' Yes, | suppose it was quite a good nane for a boat. Only it had
not beenright for that particul ar boat whi ch woul d never cone back agai n.
It must be cold sailing out there in the bay, beyond the beacon away on
t he headl and. The sea was calmin the bay, but even today, when it was
so still, out there round the headl and there was a ripple of white foam
on the surface of the water where the tide was racing. Asnall boat woul d
heel to the wi nd when she rounded the headl and and canme out of the
| andl ocked bay. The sea woul d spl ash i nboard per haps, run down t he deck.
The person at thetiller woul d wi pe spray out of her eyes and hair, gl ance
up at the straining nast. | wondered what col our the boat had been. G een
and white perhaps, |ike the buoy. Not very big, Frank had said, with a
little cabin.

Jasper was sniffing at the iron | adder. 'Cone away,' | said. 'l don't
want togoinafter you.' I went back al ong t he harbour wall to t he beach.
The cottage did not seemso renpte and sinister at the edge of the wood
as it had done before. The sun made such a difference. No rain today,
pattering on the roof. | wal ked slowy up the beach towards it. After
all, it was only a cottage, with nobody living init. There was nothing
to be frightened of. Nothing at all. Any place seened danp and
sinister when it had been uninhabited for a certain time. Even new
bungal ows and pl aces. Besi des, t hey had moonl i ght pi cni cs andt hi ngs here.
Week-end vi sitors probably used to cone and bat he, and then go for a sail
intheboat. | stood!| ookingintothenegl ectedgardenchokedw thnettl es.
Sonmeone ought to cone and tidy it up. One of the gardeners. There was
no need to leave it like this. | pushed the little gate and went to the
door of the cottage. It was not entirely closed. | was certain | had cl osed
it the last time. Jasper began growling, sniffing under the door.

"Don't, Jasper,' | said. He went on sniffing deeply, his nose thrust to
the crack. | pushed the door open and | ooked inside. It was very dark.
Li ke it had been before. Nothing was changed. The cobwebs still clung

to the rigging of the nodel boats. The door into the boat-store at the
end of the roomwas open though. Jasper grow ed again, and there was a



sound of sonmet hing falling. Jasper barked furiously, and darti ng bet ween

my legs into the roomhe tore to the open door of the store. | foll owed
hi m heart beating, and then stood uncertainly inthe m ddl e of the room
" Jasper, come back, don't be a fool,' | said. He stood in the doorway,
still barking furiously, an hysterical note in his voice. Sonething was
there then, inside the store. Not a rat. He would have gone for a rat.
"Jasper, Jasper. Cone here,' | said. He would not cone. | went slowy
to the door of the store.

"I's there anybody there?' | said.

No one answered. | bent down to Jasper, putting ny hand on his collar,

and | ooked round t he edge of the door. Sonmeone was sitting in the corner
agai nst the wal | . Someone who, fromhi s crouchi ng position, was even nore
frightened than ne. It was Ben. He was trying to hide behind one of the
sails. "What is the matter? Do you want something?' | said. He blinked
at ne stupidly, his nouth slightly open.

"I'"'mnot doing nothing,' he said.

"Quiet, Jasper,' | scolded, putting ny hand over his nuzzle, and | took
my belt off and ran it through his collar as a | eash.

"What do you want, Ben?' | said, alittle bolder this tine.

He did not answer. He watched ne with his sly idiot's eyes.

"I think you had better conme out,' | said. 'M de Wnter doesn't |ike

peopl e wal king in and out of here.'

He shanbl ed to his feet grinning furtively, w ping his nose wth the back
of his hand. The ot her hand he kept behi nd his back. 'What have you got,
Ben?" | said. He obeyed me | i ke a child, showi ng ne t he ot her hand. There

was a fishing line init. '"I'mnot doing anything,' he repeated
"Does that |ine belong here? | asked.

'Eh?' he said.

"Listen, Ben,' | said. 'You can take that line if you want to, but you

mustn't do it again. It's not honest, taking people's things.'
He said nothing. He blinked at ne and wri ggl ed.

"Cone along,' | said firmy.

| went into the main roomand he fol | owed ne. Jasper had st opped barki ng,
and was now sniffing at Ben's heels. | did not want to stop any | onger
in the cottage. | wal ked quickly out into the sunshine, Ben shuffling
behind me. Then | shut the door.

"You had better go home,' | said to Ben.

He heldthe fishinglineclutchedtohis heart |ikeatreasure. ' Youwon't
put ne to the asylum wll you?' he said.
| saw then that he was trenbling with fright. H s hands were shaki ng,

and his eyes were fixed on mine in supplication, |like a dunb thing.
"Of course not,' | said gently.
"I done nothing,' he repeated, '|I never told no one. | don't want to be

put to the asylum' A tear rolled down his dirty face.



"That's all right, Ben,' | said; 'no one will put you away. But you nust
not go to the cottage again.
| turned away, and he cane after ne, paw ng at ny hand.

"Here,' he said. 'Here, | got sonething for you.
He smi |l ed foolishly, he beckoned with his finger, and turned towards t he
beach. | went with him and he bent down and picked up a flat stone by

arock. Therewas alittle heap of shells under the stone. He chose one,
and presented it to ne. "That's yourn,' he said.

"Thank you; it's very pretty,' | said.

He grinned again, rubbing his ear, his fright forgotten. 'You've got
angel 's eyes,' he said.

| glanced down at the shell again, rather taken aback. | did not know
what to say.

"You're not |ike the other one,' he said.

"Who do you nean?' | said. 'Wat other one?

He shook his head. H's eyes were sly again. He laid his finger against
his nose. 'Tall and dark she was,' he said. 'She gave you the feeling
of a snake. | seen her here with nme own eyes. Be night she'd cone. | seen
her.' He paused, watching ne intently. | did not say anything. 'l | ooked
inon her once,' he said, 'and she turned on ne, she did. "You don't know
me, do you?" she said. "You' ve never seen ne here, and you won't again

If I catch you | ooking at nme through the wi ndows here |'I|l have you put
tothe asylum" she said. "Youwouldn't |ikethat woul d you? They're cruel
to people inthe asylum" she said. "I won't say nothing, Mam" | said.

And | touched ne cap, likethis here.' He pulledat his sou wester. ' She's
gone now, ain't she?' he said anxiously.

"I don't know who you nean,' | said slowy; 'no one is going to put you
in the asylum Good afternoon, Ben.

| turned away and wal ked up the beach to the path draggi ng Jasper by his
belt. Poor wretch, he was potty, of course. He did not know what he was
tal king about. It was hardly likely that anyone woul d threaten himw th
t he asyl um Maxi mhad sai d he was qui te harm ess, and so had Frank. Per haps
he had heard hi nsel f di scussed once, anmongst hi s own peopl e, and t he nenory
of it lingered, like an ugly picture in the mnd of a child. He would
have achild' s nentality too, regarding |ikes and di sl i kes. He woul d t ake
a fancy to a person for no reason, and be friendly one day perhaps and
sull en the next. He had been friendly with ne because | had sai d he coul d
keep the fishing line. Tonorrowif | met himhe mght not know ne. It
was absurd to notice anything said by an idiot. | glanced back over ny
shoul der at the cove. The tide had begun to run and was swirling slowy
round the armof the harbour wall. Ben had di sappeared over the rocks.
The beach was deserted again. | could just see the stone chi mey of the
cottage through a gap in the dark trees. | had a sudden unaccount abl e
desiretorun. | pulled at Jasper's | eash and panted up the steep narrow



pat h t hrough the woods, not | ooking back any nore. Had | been offered
all the treasures in the world | coul d not have turned and gone down to
the cottage or the beach again. It was as though

someone wai ted down there, inthe little garden where the nettles grew.
Soneone who wat ched and |i st ened.

Jasper barked as we ran toget her. He t hought it was sone newki nd of gane.
He kept tryingtobitethebelt andworryit. |I had not realized howcl osel y
the trees grewtoget her here, their roots stretching acrossthe pathlike
tendrils ready to trip one. They ought to clear all this, | thought as
| ran, catching ny breath, Maxi mshould get the nen onto it. There is
no sense or beauty inthis undergrowh. That tangl e of shrubs there shoul d
be cut down to bring light to the path. It was dark, much too dark. That
naked eucal yptus tree stifl ed by branbl es | ooked |i ke the white bl eached
linb of a skel eton, and there was a bl ack earthy streamrunni ng beneath
it, choked with the nuddied rains of years, trickling silently to the
beach bel ow. The birds did not sing here as they did in the valley. It
was quiet in a different way. And even as | ran and panted up the path
| could hear the wash of the sea as the tide crept into the cove. |
under st ood why Maxi mdi sliked the path and the cove. | disliked it too.
| had been a fool to cone this way. | should have stayed on the other
beach, on the white shingle, and cone hone by the Happy Valley.

| was gladto cone out ontothelawn and see t he house thereinthe holl ow,
solid and secure. The woods were behind ne. | woul d ask Robert to bring
me nmy tea under the chestnut tree. | glanced at ny watch. It was earlier
than | thought, not yet four. | would have to wait a bit. It was not the
routine at Manderl ey to have tea before half past. | was glad Frith was
out. Robert would not nake such a performance of bringing the tea out
into the garden. As | wandered across the lawn to the terrace ny eye was
caught by a gl eamof sunshi ne on sonet hi ng net al show ng t hr ough t he green
of the rhododendron | eaves at the turn in the drive. | shaded nmy eyes
with ny hand to see what it was. It | ooked |like the radiator of a car.
I wondered if soneone had called. If they had though, they would have
driven up to the house, not left their car concealed |like that fromthe
house, at the turn of the drive, by the shrubs. | went alittle closer.
Yes, it was a car all right. |I could see the wi ngs now and t he hood. \Wat
a funny thing. Visitors never didthat as arule. And the tradesmen went
round the back way by the old stables and the

garage. It was not Frank's Mrris. | knewthat well. This was a | ong,
| owcar, asports car. | wondered what | had better do. If it was acaller
Robert woul d have shown theminto the library or the drawi ng-room In
t he drawi ng-roomt hey woul d be able to see ne as | cane across the | awn.
| did not want to face a caller dressed like this. |I should have to ask
themto stay totea. | hesitated, at the edge of the |l awn. For no reason,
per haps because the sunlight flickered a nonment on the glass, | |ooked



up at the house, andas | didso | noticedw th surprisethat the shutters
of one of the wi ndows i nthe west wi ng had been opened up. Sonebody st ood
by the wi ndow. A nman. And then he nust have caught sight of nme because
he drew back abruptly, and a figure behind hi mput up an armand cl osed
the shutters.

The ar mbel onged t o Ms Danvers. | recogni zed t he bl ack sl eeve. | wondered
for amnute if it was a public day and she was showi ng the roons. |t
coul d not be so though because Frith always did that, and Frith was out.
Besi des, the roonms in the west wi ng were not shown to the public. | had
not even been into themmnyself yet. No, | knewit was not a public day.
The public never came on a Tuesday. Perhaps it was sonething to do with
arepair inone of the roonms. It was odd t hough the way the man had been
| ooki ng out and directly he saw nme he whi pped back i nto the roomand t he
shutters were cl osed. And the car too, drawn up behi nd t he rhododendr ons,

so that it could not be seen fromthe house. Still, that was up to Ms
Danvers. It was nothing to do with me. If she had friends she took to
the west wing it was not exactly my affair. | had never known it happen

before though. Odd that it should occur on the only day Maxi mwas from
hone.

| strolled rather self-consciously across the awn to the house, aware
that they might be watching nme still froma chink in the shutters.

I went up the steps and through the big front door to the hall. There
was no si gn of a strange cap or stick, and no card onthe sal ver. Evidently
this was not an official visitor. Wll, it was not ny affair. | went into
the fl ower-roomand washed ny hands i n the basin to save goi ng upstairs.
It woul d be awkward i f | nmet themface to face onthe stairs or sonewhere.
I

remenbered | had I eft my knitting in the norning-roombefore | unch, and
| went al ong through the drawi ng-roomto fetch it, the faithful Jasper
at ny heels. The norni ng-roomdoor was open. And | noticed that ny bag
of knitting had been noved. | had left it on the divan, and it had been
pi cked up and pushed behi nd a cushi on. There was the i nprint of a person
on the fabric of the divan where ny knitting had been before. Soneone
had sat down there recently, and picked up ny knitting because it had
been in the way. The chair by the desk had al so been noved. It | ooked
as though Ms Danvers entertained her visitors in the norning-roomwhen

Maxi mand | were out of the way. | felt rather unconfortable. | would
rat her not know. Jasper was sniffing under the di van and wagging his tail.
He was not suspi cious of the visitor anyway. | took my bag of knitting

and went out. As | did so the door in the |arge drawi ng-roomthat |ed
to the stone passage and the back prem ses opened, and | heard voi ces.
| darted back into the nmorning-roomagain, just intinme. | had not been
seen. | waited behindthe door frowni ng at Jasper who stood i nthe doorway
| ooki ng at ne, hi s tongue hangi ng out, wagginghistail. Thelittlewetch



woul d give me away. | stood very still, holding nmy breath.

Then | heard Ms Danvers speak. '| expect she has gone to the library,
she said. 'She's cone hone early for sonme reason. |f she has gone to the
library you will be able to go through the hall without her seeing you.
Wait here while | go and see.'

| knew they were tal king about me. | began to feel nore unconfortable
than ever. It was so furtive, the whol e business. And | did not want to
catch Ms Danversinthewong. Then Jasper turned hi s head sharpl y t owar ds
the drawi ng-room He trotted out, wagging his tail.

"Hullo, you little tyke,' | heard the man say. Jasper began to bark
excitedly. | |ooked round desperately for somewhere to hide. Hopel ess
of course. And then | heard a footstep quite close to ny ear, and the
man cane into the room He did not see nme at first because | was behi nd

the door, but Jasper made a dive at ne, still barking with delight.
The man wheel ed round suddenly and saw nme. | have never
seen anyone | ook nore astonished. | mght have been the burglar and he

t he master of the house.

"I beg your pardon,' he said, |ooking me up and down.

He was a big, hefty fellow, good-looking in a rather flashy, sunburnt

way. He had the hot, blue eyes usually associated w th heavy drinking
and | oose living. H's hair was reddish like his skin. In afewyears he
woul d run to fat, his neck bul gi ng over the back of his collar. H s nouth
gave himaway, it was too soft, too pink. | could snell the whisky in
his breath fromwhere | stood. He began to snile. The sort of smile he
woul d give to every wonan

"l hope | haven't startled you,' he said.

| came out frombehind t he door | ooki ng no doubt as big a fool as | felt.

"No, of course not,' | said, 'l heard voices, | was not quite sure who
it was. | did not expect any callers this afternoon.'

"What a shane,' he said heartily, '"it's too bad of nme to butt in on you
like this. | hope you'll forgive ne. The fact is | just popped in to see
ol d Danny, she's a very old friend of mne.'

"Ch, of course, it's quite all right,"' | said.

'Dear ol d Danny,' he said, 'she's so anxious, bless her, not to disturb
anyone. She didn't want to worry you.'

"Ch, it does not matter at all,' | said. | was watching Jasper who was
junping up and pawi ng at the man in delight.

"This little beggar hasn't forgotten ne, has he?' he said. 'Gown into
ajollylittle beast. He was quite a youngster when | saw himlast. He's
too fat though. He needs nore exercise.'

"I've just taken himfor a long walk,' | said.

'Have you real | y? Howsporting of you,' he said. He went on patti ng Jasper
and snmiling at me in a famliar way. Then he pulled out his cigarette
case. 'Have one?' he said.



"l don't smoke,' | told him

"Don't you really? He took one hinself and lighted it.

| never m nded t hose things, but it seemed odd to me, i n sonebody el se's
room It was surely rather bad manners? Not polite to ne.

"How s old Max?' he said.

| was surprised at his tone. It sounded as though he knew him

well. It was queer, to hear Maximtal ked of as Max. No one called him
t hat .
"He's very well, thank you,' | said. 'He's gone up to London.'

"Andl eft the brideall al one? Wiy, that'stoo bad. Isn't he afrai d soneone
will conme and carry you of f?

He | aughed, openi ng hi s mouth. | didnot i ke hislaugh. There was sonet hi ng
of fensive about it. | did not like him either. Just then Ms Danvers
came into the room She turned her eyes upon ne and | felt quite cold.
Ch, God, | thought, how she must hate ne.

"Hul | o, Danny, there you are,' said the man; 'all your precautions were
in vain. The mstress of the house was hiding behind the door.' And he
| aughed agai n. Mrs Danvers di d not say anyt hi ng. She just went on | ooki ng
at me. 'Well, aren't yougoingtointroduce ne?' he said; 'after all it's
the usual thing to do, isn't it, to pay one's respect to a bride?
"This is M Favell, Madam' said Ms Danvers. She spoke quietly, rather
unwillingly. | don't think she wanted to introduce himto ne.

'How do you do,' | said, and then, with an effort to be polite, 'Wn't
you stay to tea?

He | ooked very anused. He turned to Ms Danvers.

"Nowisn't that acharminginvitation? hesaid. 'lI've been asked to stay
to tea? By heaven, Danny, |'ve a good nmind to.'

| saw her flash a look of warning at him | felt very uneasy. It was all
wrong, this situation. It ought not to be happening at all.

"Wl |, perhaps you'reright,' he said; 'it woul d have been a | ot of fun,
all the sane. | suppose | had better be going, hadn't |? Cone and have
a look at ny car.' He still spoke in a fam liar rather offensive way.

| di d not want togoandl ook at hiscar. | felt very awkward and enbarrassed.
"Conmeon,' hesaid, 'it'sajollygoodlittlecar. Muchfaster thananything
poor old Max ever has.'

| coul dnot think of an excuse. The whol e busi ness was so f or ced and st upi d.

| did not likeit. And why did Ms Danvers have to stand there | ooking
at me with that snoul dering | ook in her eyes?

"Where is the car?' | said feebly.

"Round the bend in the drive. | didn't drive to the door, | was afraid
of di sturbing you. | had sone i dea you probably rested inthe afternoon.’

| said nothing. The |ie was too obvious. W all wal ked out through the
drawi ng-roomand into the hall. | saw hi mglance over his shoul der and
Wi nk at Ms Danvers. She did not wink in return. | hardly expected she



woul d. She | ooked very hard and gri m Jasper frolickedout ontothedrive.
He seened delighted with the sudden appearance of this visitor whomhe
appeared to know so wel .

"I left mycapinthecar, | believe,' saidthe man, pretending to gl ance
round the hall. 'As amatter of fact, | didn't coneinthisway. | slipped
round and bearded Danny in her den. Coming out to see the car too?
He | ooked inquiringly at Ms Danvers. She hesitated, watching ne out of
the tail of her eye.

"No,' she said. "No, | don't think I'Il cone out now. Goodbye, M Jack.
He sei zed her hand and shook it heartily. ' Goodbye, Danny: take care of
yoursel f. You know where to get in touch with nme always. It's done ne
a power of good to see you again.' He wal ked out on to the drive, Jasper
dancing at his heels, and | followed him slowy, feeling very
unconfortable still

' Dear ol d Manderl ey, ' he sai d, | ooki ngup at t he wi ndows. "The pl ace hasn' t

changed much. | suppose Danny sees to that. What a wonderful woman she
is, eh?

'Yes, she's very efficient,' | said.

"And what do you think of it all? Like being buried down here?
"I"'mvery fond of Manderley,' | said stiffly.

"Weren't you |living somewhere down in the south of France when Max net
you? Monte, wasn't it? | used to know Monte well .’

"Yes, | was in Monte Carlo,' | said.

W had conme to his car now. A green sports thing, typical of its owner
"What do you think of it? he said.

"Very nice,'" | said, politely.
"Conme for a run to the | odge gates?' he said.
"No, | don't think | will," | said. '"I'"'mrather tired.'

"You don't think it would | ook too good for the mstress of Manderl ey
to be seen driving with soneone like nme, is that it?" he said, and he
| aughed, shaking his head at ne.

"Ch, no,'" | said, turning rather red. 'No, really."'

He went on | ooki ng ne up and down in his anused way with those fam li ar,
unpl easant blue eyes. | felt like a barnaid.

"Ch, well,' he said, '"we nustn't | ead the bride astray, nust we, Jasper?

It wouldn't do at all.' He reached for his cap, and an enornous pair of
motoring gloves. He threw his cigarette away on the drive.

' Goodbye,' he said, holding out his hand; 'it's been alot of fun neeting
you.'

' Goodbye, ' | said.

"By the way,' he said carelessly, '"it would be very sporting and grand
of youif youdidnot mentionthislittlevisit of mineto Max? He doesn't
exactly approve of me, I"'mafraid; |I don't know why, and it m ght get

poor old Danny into trouble.'



"No," | said awkwardly. '"No, all right.’

"That's very sporting of you. Sure you won't change your nind and cone
for a run?

"No, | don't think I will, if you don't mnd.'

' Bye-bye, then. Perhaps|' 1| cone and| ook you up one day. Get down, Jasper,
you devil, you'll scratch nmy paint. | say, | call it a dam shame Max
going up to London and | eaving you alone like this!'

"I don't mind. |I like being alone,' | said.

"Do you, by Jove? What an extraordinary thing. It's all wong, you know.
Agai nst nature. Howl ong have you been nmarri ed? Three nonths, isn't it?
"About that,' | said.

"I say, | wish 1'd got a bride of three nonths waiting for ne at hone!
I'' ma poor | onesone bachel or.' He | aughed agai n, and pul |l ed his cap down
over his eyes. 'Fare you well,' he said, starting up the engine, and the

car shot down the drive snorting explosive fury fromthe exhaust, while
Jasper stood | ooking after it, his ears drooping, his tail between his
| egs.

" Ch, cone on, Jasper,' | said, '"don't besoidiotic' |I wal ked sl owy back
to the house. Ms Danvers had di sappeared. |

stoodinthehall andrangthe bell. Nothi ng happened f or about fi ve nmi nut es.
| rang again. Presently Alice appeared, her face rat her aggri eved. ' Yes,
Madan?' she sai d.

"Ch, Alice," | said, '"isn't Robert there? | rather fancied ny tea out
under the chestnut tree.'

' Robert went to the post this afternoon, andisn't back yet, Madam ' said
Alice. 'Ms Danvers gave himto understand you would be late for tea.
Frith is out too of course. If you want your tea now | can get it for
you. | don't think it's quite half past four yet.'

"Ch, it doesn't matter, Alice. I'Il wait till Robert cones back,' | said.
| supposed when Maxi mwas away t hi ngs autonati cal | y becane sl ack. | had
never known Frith and Robert to be out at the same tine. It was Frith's
day of course. And Ms Danvers had sent Robert to the post. And | nysel f
was understood to have gone for a |l ong wal k. That man Favel | had chosen
histinewell topay hiscall on Ms Danvers. It was al nost too wel | chosen.
There was sonet hing not right about it, | was certain of that. And then
he had asked ne not to say anything to Maxim |t was all very awkward.
| did not want to get Ms Danvers into troubl e or nake any sort of scene.

More inmportant still | did not want to worry Maxi m
I wondered who he was, this nan Favell. He had called Maxim'Max'. No
one ever called himMax. | had seen it witten once, on the fly-1leaf of

a book, the letters thin and slanting, curiously pointed, the tail of
the Mvery definite, very long. | thought there was only one person who
had ever called himMx ...

As | stood there in the hall, undeci ded about ny tea, wondering what to



do, thet hought suddenly canmeto nethat perhaps Ms Danvers was di shonest,
that all this tine she was engaged i n sone busi ness behi nd Maxi m s back,
and com ng back early as | had today | had di scovered her and this man
an acconpl i ce, who had t hen bl uf f ed hi s way out by pretendingtobefamliar
with the house and with Maxim | wondered what they had been doing in
the west wi ng. Wiy had t hey cl osed the shutters when they saw ne on the
lawn? | was filled with vague disquiet. Frith and Robert had been away.
The mai ds were general ly i ntheir bedroons changi ng during the afternoon.
M's Danvers woul d have the run of the place. Supposing this man was a
thief, and Ms Danvers was in his pay? There were val uabl e things in the
west wing. | had a sudden rather terrifying inmpulse to creep upstairs
now to the west wing and go into those roons and see for nyself.
Robert was not yet back. | would just have tine before tea. | hesitated,
glancing at the gallery. The house seenmed very still and quiet. The
servants were all intheir own quarters beyond the kitchen. Jasper | apped
noisily at his drinking bow belowthe stairs, the sound echoing in the
great stone hall. | began to wal k upstairs. My heart was beating in a
gueer excited way.

chapter fourteen

| found nyself in the corridor where | had stood that first norning.
had not been there since, nor had | wished to go. The sun streaned in
fromt he wi ndowi nt he al cove and nade gol d patterns onthe dark panel | i ng.
There was no sound at all. | was aware of the sane nusty, unused snel

t hat had been before. | was uncertain which way to go. The plan of the
roonms was not familiar tome. | renenbered thenthat | ast ti me Ms Danvers
had cone out of a door here, just behind ne, and it seened to ne that
the position of the roomwould nake it the one | wanted, whose w ndows
| ooked out upon the lawns to the sea. | turned the handl e of the door
and went inside. It was dark of course, because of the shutters. | felt
for theelectriclight switchonthewall andturnedit on. | was standi ng
inalittle ante-room a dressing-rooml judged, with bi g wardrobes round

the wall, and at the end of this roomwas another door, open, |eading
toalarger room | went through to this room and turned on the |ight.
My

first inpression was one of shock because the roomwas fully furnished,
as though in use.
| had expected to see chairs and tables swathed in dust-sheets, and

dust -sheets too over the great doubl e bed agai nst the wall. Nothi ng was
covered up. There were brushes and conbs on t he dressing-table, scent,
and powder. The bed was made up, | saw the gl eamof white |linen on the

pill owcase, andthe tip of a bl anket beneath the quilted coverlet. There
were fl owers onthe dressing-tabl e and onthetabl e besi det he bed. Fl owers
too on the carved mant el pi ece. A satin dressing-gown |ay on a chair, and
a pair of bedroomslippers beneath. For one desperate nonment | thought



t hat sonet hi ng had happened to ny brain, that | was seei ng back i nto Ti ne,

and | ooki ng upon the roomas it usedto be, beforeshedied... Inamnute
Rebecca herself would come back into the room sit down before the
| ooki ng-gl ass at her dressing-table, hunm ng a tune, reach for her conb
and run it through her hair. If she sat there | shoul d see her reflection
in the glass and she woul d see ne too, standing like this by the door.

Not hi ng happened. | went on standing there, waiting for sonething to
happen. It was the clock ticking on the wall that brought me toreality
agai n. The hands stood at twenty-five past four. My watch said t he sane.

Ther e was sonet hi ng sane and conforting about the ticking of the cl ock.

It rem nded nme of the present, and that tea woul d soon be ready for ne
onthe lawmn. | walked slowy into the m ddle of the room No, it was not

used. It was not lived in any nore. Even the flowers coul d not destroy
the nmusty snell. The curtains were drawn and the shutters were cl osed.

Rebecca woul d never cone back to the roomagain. Evenif Ms Danvers did
put the fl owers on the mant el pi ece and t he sheets upon t he bed, t hey woul d
not bring her back. She was dead. She had been dead now for a year. She
lay buriedinthe crypt of the churchwith all the other dead de Wnters.

| could hear the sound of the sea very plainly. | went to the wi ndow and
swung back t he shutter. Yes, | was standi ng at t he sanme wi ndowwher e Favel |

and Ms Danvers had stood, half an hour ago. The | ong shaft of dayli ght

made the electric Iight look false and yellow. | opened the shutter a
little nore. The daylight cast a white beamupon the bed. It shone upon
t he

ni ght dress-case, lying on the pillow. It shone on the glass top of the
dressing-table, on the brushes, and on the scent bottles.

The dayl i ght gave an even greater air of reality to the room Wen the
shutter was closed and it had been |it by electricity the roomhad nore
the appearance of a setting on the stage. The scene set between
per formances. The curtain having fallen for the night, the eveni ng over,

and the first act set for tonmorrow s nati nee. But the daylight nade the
roomvivid and alive. | forgot the nusty snell and the drawn curtains
of the other windows. | was a guest again. An uninvited guest. | had
strolled into ny hostess's bedroom by m stake. Those were her brushes
on t he dressi ng-tabl e, that was her dressi ng-gown and slippers | ai d out

upon the chair.

| realized for thefirst tine sincel had come intothe roomthat ny | egs
weretrenbling, weak as straw. | sat downont he stool bythedressing-table.
My heart no longer beat in a strange excited way. It felt as heavy as
| ead. | | ooked about nme in the roomwith a sort of dunb stupidity. Yes,

it was abeautiful room M s Danvers had not exaggeratedthat first evening.
It was the nost beautiful roomin the house. That exqui site nmantel pi ece,

the ceiling, the carved bedstead, and t he curtai n hangi ngs, eventhe cl ock
on the wall and the candl esti cks upon the dressi ng-tabl e beside ne, all



were t hings | woul d have | oved and al nost wor shi pped had t hey been mi ne.
They were not nine though. They bel onged to sonebody el se. | put out ny
hand and touched the brushes. One was nore worn than its fellow |
understood it well. There was al ways one brush that had the greater use.
Oten you forgot to use the other, and when t hey were taken t o be washed
there was one that was still quite clean and untouched. How white and
thin my face | ooked in the glass, ny hair hanging | ank and straight. Did
| always | ook | i kethis? Surely | had nore colour as arule? Thereflection
stared back at ne, sallow and plain.

| got up fromthe stool and went and touched the dressing-gown on the
chair. | picked up the slippers and held themin ny hand. | was aware
of a grow ng sense of horror, of horror turning to despair. | touched
thequilt onthe bed, tracedwi th ny fingers the nonogramont he ni ghtdress
case, RdeW interwovenandinterlaced. Thel etters were corded and strong
agai nst the golden satin material. The nightdress was inside the case,
thin as gossaner, apricot in colour. | touchedit, drewit out fromthe
case, put it against nmy face. It was cold, quite cold. But there was a
di mrustiness about it still where the scent had been. The scent of the
white azaleas. | folded it, and put it back into the case, and as | did
so | noticed with a sick dull achingin ny heart that there were creases
in the nightdress, the texture was ruffled, it had not been touched or
| aundered since it was |ast worn.

On a sudden i mpul se | noved away fromt he bed and went back tothelittle
ante-roomwhere | had seen the wardrobes. | opened one of them It was
as | thought. The war drobe was ful | of cl ot hes. There were eveni ng dresses
here, | caught the shi mer of silver over the top of the white bags that
enfol ded them There was a pi ece of gold brocade. There, next toit, was
vel vet, wi ne-col oured and soft. There was attai n of white satin, dripping
on the floor of the wardrobe. Peeping out froma piece of tissue paper
on a shel f above was an ostrich feather fan.

The wardrobe snelt stuffy, queer. The azalea scent, so fragrant and
delicate in the air, had turned stal e inside the wardrobe, tarnishing
the silver dresses and the brocade, and the breath of it wafted towards
me now fromthe open doors, faded and ol d. | shut the doors. | went back
into the bedroomonce again. The gl eamof light fromthe shutter stil
shone whi t e and cl ear ont he gol den coverl et of the bed, pi ckingout clearly
and distinctly the tall sloping R of the npnogram

Then | heard a step behind ne and turning round | sawMs Danvers. | shall
never forget the expression on her face. Triunphant, gloating, excited

in a strange unhealthy way. | felt very frightened.
"I's anything the matter, Madan?' she said.
| tried to smle at her, and could not. | tried to speak.

"Are you feeling unwel | ?* she said, com ng nearer to me, speaking very
softly. | backed away fromher. | believe if she had cone any closer to



me | should have fainted. | felt her breath on my face.

‘I"mall right, Ms Danvers,' | said, after a nonent, 'I| did not expect
to see you. The fact is, | was |ooking up at the wi ndows

fromthe lawmn. | noticed one of the shutters was not quite closed. | cane
up to see if | could fasten it."'

"I will fastenit,' she said, and she went silently across the roomand
cl anped back the shutter. The daylight had gone. The rooml ooked unrea
again in the false yellow light. Unreal and ghastly.

M's Danvers came back and st ood besi de ne. She sm | ed, and her nmnner,

i nstead of beingstill and unbendingasit usuallywas, becane startlingly
fam liar, fawning even.
"Why did youtell nethe shutter was open?' she asked. '|I closedit before

| left the room You opened it yourself, didn't you, now? You wanted to
see the room Wiy have you never asked nme to showit to you before?
was ready to show it to you every day. You had only to ask ne.'

| wanted to run away, but | could not nove. | went on watchi ng her eyes.
"Now you are here, let nme show you everything,' she said, her voice
ingratiating and sweet as honey, horrible, false. 'lI know you want to
see it all, you' ve wanted to for a long tine, and you were too shy to
ask. It'salovelyroom isn't it? Theloveliest roomyou have ever seen.
She t ook hol d of my arm and wal ked nme t owards t he bed. | coul d not resi st
her, | was |ike a dunb t hing. The touch of her hand made nme shudder. And
her voice was low and intimte, a voice | hated and feared.

"That was her bed. It's a beautiful bed, isn't it? | keep the gol den
coverlet onit always, it was her favourite. Hereis her ni ghtdress inside
the case. You' ve been touching it, haven't you? This was t he ni ghtdress
she was wearing for the last tinme, before she died. Wuld you like to
touch it agai n?' She took t he ni ghtdress fromthe case and held it before
ne. 'Feel it, holdit,' she said, 'how soft and light it is, isn't it?
| haven't washed it since she wore it for the last time. | put it out
like this, and the dressing-gown and slippers, just as | put them out
for her the night she never canme back, the night she was drowned.' She
fol ded up the nightgown and put it back in the case. 'I did everything
for her, you know,' she said, taking ny armagain, leading ne to the
dressi ng-gown and slippers. "W tried maid after mai d but not one of them
suited. "You maid ne better than

anyone, Danny," she used to say, "I won't have anyone but you." Look,
this is her dressi ng-gown. She was nmuch taller than you, you can see by
the l ength. Put it up against you. It cones down to your ankl es. She had
a beautiful figure. These are her slippers. "Throwne ny slips, Danny,"
she usedto say. Shehadlittle feet for her hei ght. Put your hands i nsi de
the slippers. They are quite small and narrow, aren't they?

She forced the slippers over ny hands, sniling all the while, watching
nmy eyes. 'You never woul d have t hought she was so tall, woul d you?' she



said, 'these slippers would fit a tiny foot. She was so slimtoo. You
woul d forget her height, until she stood besi de you. She was every bit
as tall as ne. But lying there in bed she | ooked quite a slip of athing,
with her mass of dark hair, standing out fromher face like a halo.'

She put the slippers back on the floor, and laid the dressing-gown on
the chair. 'You' ve seen her brushes, haven't you?' she said, taking ne
to the dressing-table; '"there they are, just as she used t hem unwashed
and untouched. | used to brush her hair for her every eveni ng. "Come on,
Danny, hair-drill," she would say, and |'d stand behi nd her by the stool
here, and brush away for twenty m nutes at atinme. She only wore it short
the | ast fewyears, you know. It cane down bel owt he wai st, when she was
first mrried. M de Wnter usedto brushit for her then. |'ve cone into
this roomtine and tine again and seen him in his shirt sleeves, with
the two brushes i nhi s hand. "Harder, Max, harder," she woul d say, | aughi ng
up at him and he would do as she told him They woul d be dressing for
di nner, you see, andthe housefilledw thguests. "Here, | shall belate,"
he woul d say, throw ng the brushes to nme, and | aughi ng back at her. He
was al ways | aughi ng and gay then.' She paused, her hand still resting
on ny arm

'Everyone was angry with her when she cut her hair,' she said, 'but she
did not care. "lIt's nothing to do with anyone but nysel f," she woul d say.
And of course short hair was nuch easier for riding and sailing. She was
pai nt ed on horseback, you know. A fampus artist didit. The picture hung
in the Acadeny. Did you ever see it?

| shook my head. 'No,' | said. 'No.'

"l understood it was the picture of the year,' she went on, 'but

M de Wnter did not care for it, and would not have it at Manderl ey.
| don't think he considered it did her justice. You would like to see
her cl othes, woul dn't you?' She did not wait for my answer. She |l ed ne
tothe little ante-room and opened the wardrobes, one by one.

"I keep her furs in here,' she said, 'the nbths have not got to themyet,
and | doubt if they ever will. I'"'mtoo careful. Feel that sable wap.
That was a Christmas present fromM de Wnter. She tol d ne the cost once,
but 1'veforgottenit now This chinchillasheworeintheeveningsnostly.
Round her shoul ders, very often, when the evenings were cold. This
war dr obe here is full of her evening cl othes. You openedit, didn't you?
The latch is not quite closed. | believe M de Wnter |iked her to wear
silver nostly. But of course she could wear anythi ng, stand any col our.
She | ooked beautiful inthis velvet. Put it agai nst your face. It's soft,
isn't it? You can feel it, can't you? The scent is still fresh, isn't
it? You coul d al nost i magi ne she had only just takenit off. | woul d al ways
know when she had been before ne in aroom There would bealittle whiff
of her scent in the room These are her underclothes, in this drawer.
Thi s pink set here she had never worn. She was wearing sl acks of course



and a shirt when she di ed. They were torn fromher body i nthe water though.
There was nothing on the body when it was found, all those weeks
afterwards."'

Her fingers tightened on ny arm She bent down to me, her skull's face
cl ose, her dark eyes searching m ne. ' The rocks had battered her to bits,
you know, ' she whi spered, 'her beautiful face unrecogni zable, and both
arms gone. M de Wnter identified her. He went up to Edgecoonbe to do

it. He went quite alone. He was very ill at the tinme but he would go.
No one could stop him Not even M Crawl ey.'

She paused, her eyes never leaving nmy face. '|I shall always bl ane nysel f
for the accident,' shesaid, "it was ny fault for bei ng out that evening.

| had gone into Kerrith for the afternoon and stayed there | ate, as Ms
de Wnter was up i n London and not expected back until nuch later. That's
why | did not hurry back. When | cane in, about half past nine, | heard
she had returned just before seven, had her dinner, and then went out
again. Down to the beach of course. | felt worried then. It was

bl owi ng fromthe south-west. She woul d never have gone if |1'd been in

She al ways | istenedtone. "I woul dn't go out this evening, it's not fit,"
| shoul d have said, and she woul d have answered nme "All right, Danny,
you ol d fuss-pot." And we woul d have sat up here tal ki ng no doubt, she
telling me all she had done in London, like she always did."'

My armwas brui sed and nunb fromthe pressure of her fingers. | could
see how tightly the skin was stretched across her face, show ng the
cheekbones. There were little patches of yell ow beneath her ears.

"M de Wnter had been dining with M Crawl ey down at his house,' she
went on. 'l don't know what time he got back, | dare say it was after
el even. But it began to blow quite hard just before midnight, and she
had not cone back. | went downstairs, but there were no |lights under the
library door. | cane upstairs agai n and knocked on t he dr essi ng- r oomdoor .
M de Wnter answered at once, "Wo is it, what do you want ?" he said.
| told himl was worried about Ms de Wnter not being back. He waited
a nonent, andt hen he canme and opened t he door i n hi s dressi ng-gown. "She's
spendi ng the ni ght down at the cottage | expect," he said. "I should go
to bed if | were you. She won't conme back here to sleep if it goes on
like this." He looked tired, and | did not like to disturb him After
all, she spent many nights at the cottage, and had sailed in every sort
of weat her. She mi ght not even have gone for a sail, but just wanted the
ni ght at the cottage as a change after London. | said good night to M
de W nt er and went back tonmy room | did not sl eepthough. | kept wonderi ng
what she was doi ng.'

She paused again. | did not want to hear any nore. | wanted to get away
fromher, away fromthe room

"l sat on ny bed until half past five,' she said, "then | couldn't wait
there any longer. | got up and put on ny coat and went down t hrough the



woods to the beach. It was getting light, but there was still a msty
sort of rain falling, although the wi nd had dropped. Wien | got to the
beach | sawthe buoy there in the water and the di nghy, but the boat had
gone ..." It seenmed to ne that | could see the cove in the grey norning
light, feel the thin drizzle on ny face, and peering through the m st
coul d

make out, shadowy and indistinct, the low dark outline of the buoy.
M s Danvers | oosened the pressure on nmy arm Her hand fell back again
to her side. Her voice lost all expression, becane the hard nmechanica
voi ce of every day.

"One of the life-buoys was washed up at Kerrith in the afternoon,' she
sai d, 'and anot her was found the next day by sone crabbers on the rocks
bel ow t he headl and. Bits and pieces of rigging too would conme in with
the tide.' She turned away fromnme, and cl osed t he chest of drawers. She
strai ghtened one of the pictures on the wall. She picked up a piece of
fluff fromthe carpet. | stood watching her, not knowi ng what to do

" You know now , she said, 'why M de Wnter does not use these roons any
nmore. Listen to the sea.'

Even with t he wi ndows cl osed and the shutters fastened | could hear it;
a lowsullen murmur as the waves broke on the white shingle in the cove.
The tide woul d be com ng in fast now and runni ng up the beach nearly to
the stone cottage.

' He has not used these roons since the ni ght she was drowned,' she sai d.
"He had his things noved out fromthe dressing-room W nade up one of
the roons at the end of the corridor. | don't think he slept nmuch even
there. He used to sit in the arnchair. There woul d be cigarette ash al
round it in the norning. And in the daytine Frith woul d hear himin the
library pacing up and down. Up and down, up and down.

| too could see the ash on the fl oor beside the chair. | too coul d hear
his footsteps; one, two, one, two, backwards and forwards across the
library ... Ms Danvers cl osed the door softly between the bedroom and
t he ante-roomwhere we were standi ng, and put out the light. | coul d not
see the bed any nore, nor the nightdress case upon the pillow, nor the
dressing-tabl e, nor the slippers by the chair. She crossed t he ant e-room
and put her hand on t he knob of t he door and stood waiting for neto foll ow
her.

"I come to the roons and dust themnyself every day,' she said. 'If you
want to come agai nyou haveonlytotell me. Ring ne onthe housetel ephone.
| shall understand. | don't allowthe naids up here. No one ever cones
but ne.'

Her manner was fawning again, intimte and unpl easant.

The sm |l e on her face was a fal se, unnatural thing. 'Soneti nes when M
de Wnter is anay, and you feel |onely, younight |iketo cone uptothese
roons and sit here. You have only to tell ne. They are such beauti ful



roonms. You woul d not think she had gone now for so | ong, woul d you, not
by t he way the roons are kept? You woul d t hi nk she had just gone out for
alittle while and woul d be back in the evening.

| forced a smle. | could not speak. My throat felt dry and tight.
"It's not only this room' she said. 'It's in many roons in the house.
Inthe norning-room inthe hall, eveninthelittle flower-room | fee

her everywhere. You do too, don't you?

She stared at ne curiously. Her voi ce dropped to a whi sper. ' Soneti nes,
when | wal k al ong the corridor here, |I fancy |I hear her just behind ne.
That quick, light footstep. | could not mstake it anywhere. And in the

mnstrels' gallery above the hall. |'ve seen her |leaning there, in the
evenings in the ol d days, | ooking down at the hall belowand calling to
the dogs. | can fancy her there now fromtinme to tine. It's al nbst as

though | catch the sound of her dress sweeping the stairs as she cones
down to di nner.' She paused. She went on | ooki ng at ne, wat chi ng ny eyes.
" Do you t hi nk she can see us, tal ki ngto one anot her now?' she said sl owy.
"Do you think the dead cone back and watch the living?

| swallowed. | dug ny nails into ny hands.

"I don't know,' | said. 'l don't know.' My voice sounded hi gh-pitched
and unnatural. Not mnmy voice at all

"Sonetinmes | wonder,' she whispered. 'Sonetines | wonder if she cones
back here to Manderl ey and watches you and M de Wnter together.'

W stood there by the door, staring at one another. | could not take ny
eyes away fromhers. How dark and sonbre they were in the white skull's
face of hers, how nal evol ent, how full of hatred. Then she opened the
door into the corridor. 'Robert is back now,' she said. 'He canme back
a quarter of an hour ago. He has orders to take your tea out under the
chestnut tree.'

She st epped aside for ne to pass. | stunbled out onto the corridor, not

| ooki ng where | was going. | did not speak to her, | went down the stairs
blindly, and turned the corner and pushed

t hrough the door that led to my own roons in the east wing. | shut the
door of ny room and turned the key, and put the key in ny
pocket . ,

Then | lay down on ny bed and closed nmy eyes. | felt deadly sick.
chapter fifteen

Maxi mrang up t he next morni ng to say he woul d be back about seven. Frith
took the nessage. Maxi mdid not ask to speak to ne hinself. | heard the
tel ephone ring whil el was at breakfast and | thought perhaps Frith woul d
cone i nto the di ni ng-roomand say ' M de Wnter onthe tel ephone, Madam'
| had put down ny napkin and had risen to nmy feet. And then Frith cane
back into the dining-roomand gave ne the nessage.

He saw ne push back nmy chair and go to the door. 'M de Wnter has rung
of f, Madam' he said, 'there was no nessage. Just that he woul d be back



about seven.'

| sat down in ny chair again and picked up ny napkin. Frith nust have
t hought nme eager and stupid rushing across the dining-room

"Al'l right, Frith. Thank you,' | said.

| went on eating my eggs and bacon, Jasper at ny feet, the old dog in
her basket in the corner. | wondered what | should do with ny day. | had
sl ept badl y; perhaps because | was al oneintheroom | had been restl ess,
waki ng up of ten, and when | gl anced at ny cl ock | sawt he hands had scarcel y
noved. When | did fall asleep | had varied, wandering dreans. W were
wal ki ng t hr ough woods, Maxi mand I, and he was al ways just alittle ahead
of me. | could not keep up with him Nor could | see his face. Just his
figure, stridingaway infront of meall thetime. | nust have cried while
| slept, for when | woke in the

norning the pillow was danp. My eyes were heavy too, when | |ooked in
the glass. | |ooked plain, unattractive. | rubbed alittle rouge on ny
cheeks in awetched attenpt to gi ve nyself col our. But it nade nme wor se.
It gave ne a false clown | ook. Perhaps | did not know the best way to
put it on. | noticed Robert staring at ne as | crossed the hall and went
i nto breakfast.

About ten o' clock as | was crunbling sone pieces for the birds on the
terrace the tel ephone rang again. This tine it was for ne. Frith cane
and said Ms Lacy wanted to speak to ne.

' Good norning, Beatrice,' | said.

"Well, ny dear, how are you?' she said, her tel ephone voice typical of
hersel f, brisk, rather masculine, standing no nonsense, and then not
wai ting for ny answer. '| thought of notoring over this afternoon and
| ooking up Gran. |'mlunching with people about twenty miles fromyou.
Shall | cone and pick you up and we'll go together? It's tine you mnet
the old | ady, you know.'

"I"'d like to very nuch, Beatrice,' | said.

"Splendid. Verywell, then. I'll cone al ong for you about hal f past three.

Gl es saw Maxi mat the dinner. Poor food, he said, but excellent w ne.
Al right, nmy dear, see you later.'

The click of the receiver, and she was gone. | wandered back into the
garden. | was gl ad she had rung up and suggested t he pl an of goi ng over
to see the grandnother. It nade sonmething to | ook forward to, and broke
t he nonot ony of t he day. The hours had seened so | ong unti| seven o' cl ock.
| did not feel in ny holiday nood today, and | had no wi sh to go off with
Jasper to the Happy Vall ey and cone to the cove and throw stones in the
wat er. The sense of freedomhad departed, and the childish desire to run
across the | awns i n sand-shoes. | went and sat down with a book and The
Tinmes and ny knitting in the rose-garden, donmestic as a matron, yawni ng
in the warmsun while the bees hunmed anongst the fl owers.

| tried to concentrate on the bald newspaper colums, and | ater to | ose



myself inthe racy plot of the novel in my hands. | did not want to think
of yesterday afternoon and Ms Danvers. | tried to forget that she was
inthe house at this nonment, perhaps | ooking down on ne fromone of the
wi ndows. And now and

agai n, when | | ooked up fromny book or gl anced across the garden, | had
the feeling I was not al one.

There were so many wi ndows i n Manderl ey, so many roons that were never
used by Maxi mand nysel f t hat were enpty now, dust-sheeted, silent, roons
t hat had been occupi ed i n the ol d days when hi s fat her and hi s grandf at her
had been alive, when there had been nmuch entertaining, nany servants.
It would be easy for Ms Danvers to open those doors softly and cl ose
themagai n, and then steal quietly across the shrouded roomand | ook down
upon me from behind the drawn curt ai ns.

| shoul d not know. Evenif | turnedinny chair and| ooked up at t he wi ndows
I would not see her. | renmenbered a gane | had played as a child that
ny friends next-door had called ' Gandnother's Steps' and nyself 'Ad
Wtch'. You had to stand at the end of the garden with your back turned
to the rest, and one by one they crept nearer to you, advancing i n short
furtive fashion. Every few minutes you turned to look at them and if
you saw one of themnoving the offender had to retire to the back |ine
and begi n again. But there was al ways one alittle bolder than the rest,
who cane up very cl ose, whose novenment was i npossi bl e to detect, and as
you wai t ed t here, your back turned, countingtheregul ation Ten, you knew,
with afatal terrifying certainty, that before | ong, before even the Ten
was counted, this bold player would pounce upon you from behind,
unher al ded, unseen, with ascreamof triunph. | felt astense and expect ant
as | did then. | was playing 'AOd Wtch' with Ms Danvers.

Lunch was a wel come break to the | ong norning. The cal mefficiency of
Frith, and Robert's rather foolish face, hel ped me nore than ny book and
ny newspaper had done. And at half past three, punctual to the nonent,
| heard the sound of Beatrice's car round the sweep of the drive and pul |
up at the steps before the house. | ran out to neet her, ready dressed,
ny gloves in nmy hand. 'Well, ny dear, here | am what a splendid day,
isn't it?'" She slammed t he door of the car and cane up the steps to neet
me. She gave ne a hard swift kiss, brushing ne sonewhere near the ear.
"You don't look well," she said i mediately, |ooking ne up

and down, 'nmuch too thin in the face and no colour. Wiat's wong with
you?'

"Nothing," | said hunbly, knowi ng the fault of ny face too well. '"I'm
not a person who ever has nuch col our.'

'Ch, bosh,' she replied, 'you |ooked quite different when | saw you
before."'

"I expect the brown of Italy has worn off," | said, gettingintothe car.
"H nph,' she said shortly, '"you're as bad as Maxim Can't stand any



criticismabout your health. Slamthe door hard or it doesn't shut.' W
started of f downt he drive, swerving at the corner, goi ngrather too fast
"You' re not by any chance starting aninfant, are you?' she said, turning
her hawk- brown eyes upon ne.

"No," | said awkwardly. '"No, | don't think so.'

"No norning sickness or anything like that?

'No. '

"Ch, well - of course it doesn't always follow. | never turned a hair

when Roger was born. Felt as fit as a fiddle the whol e nine nonths. |
pl ayed gol f the day before he arrived. There's not hing to be enbarrassed
about in the facts of nature, you know. If you have any suspici ons you
had better tell ne.’

"No, really, Beatrice,' | said, '"there's nothing to tell."’

"I must say | do hope you will produce a son and heir before long. It
woul d be soterriblygoodfor Maxi m | hope you are doi hg not hi ngto prevent
it.'

"OF course not,' | said. What an extraordinary conversati on.
' Ch, don't be shocked,' she said, 'you nust neverm nd what | say. After
all, brides of today are up to everything. It's a dam nuisance if you

want t o hunt and you | and yoursel f with aninfant your first season. Quite
enough to break a marriage up if you are both keen. Wuldn't matter in
your case. Babies needn't interfere wi th sketching. Howi s t he sket chi ng,
by the way?

"I"'mafraid I don't seemto do rmuch,' | said.

"Ch, really? Nice weather, too, for sitting out of doors. You only need
a canp- st ool and a box of pencils, don't you? Tell nme, were you i nterested
in those books | sent you?

"Yes, of course,' | said. 'It was a |lovely present, Beatrice.'

She | ooked pleased. 'dad you |liked them' she said.

The car sped al ong. She kept her foot pernmanently on the accel erator,
and took every corner at an acute angle. Two notorists we passed | ooked
out of their wi ndows outraged as she swept by, and one pedestrian in a
| ane waved his stick at her. | felt rather hot for her. She did not seem
to notice though. | crouched lower in ny seat.

' Roger goes up to Oxford next term' she said, ' heaven knows what he'l
do with hinself. AMul waste of tine |I think, and so does G les, but we
couldn't think what else to dowith him O course he's just like Gles
and mysel f. Thinks of nothing but horses. What on earth does this car
infront think it's doing? Wiy don't you put out your hand, ny good nman?
Real | y, sone of these people on the road today ought to be shot.'

We swerved into a main road, narrow y avoi di ng the car ahead of us. ' Had
any people down to stay?' she asked.

'"No, we've been very quiet,' | said.

"Much better, too,' she said, 'awful bore, | always think, those big



parties. You won't find it alarming if you cone to stay with us. Very
nice ot of people all round, and we all know one another frightfully
well. We dine in one another's houses, and have our bridge, and don't
bot her with outsiders. You do play bridge, don't you?

"I"'mnot very good, Beatrice.'

"Ch, we shan't nind that. As | ong as you can play. |'ve no patience with
peopl e who won't | earn. What on earth can one do with them between tea
and di nner inthe winter, and after dinner? Onecan't just sit and talk.'
| wondered why. However, it was sinpler not to say anything.

"It's quite anusi ng now Roger i s a reasonabl e age,' she went on, ' because
he brings his friends to stay, and we have really good fun. You ought
to have been with us last Christnmas. W had charades. My dear, it was
the greatest fun. Gles was in his el enent. He adores dressing up, you
know, and after a gl ass or two of chanpagne he' s the funni est thing you' ve
ever seen. W often say he's missed his vocation and ought to have been
on the stage.' | thought of Gles, and his |large noon face, his horn
spectacles. | felt the sight of himbeing funny after chanpagne woul d
enbarrass ne. ' He and anot her nan, a great friend of ours, Dickie Marsh,
dressed up as wonen and sang a duet. Wat exactly it had to do with the
word i n the charade nobody knew, but it did not matter. W all roared.'

| smled politely. 'Fancy, how funny,' | said.
| sawthemall rocking fromside to side in Beatrice's drawi ng-room All
t hese fri ends who knew one anot her so wel|l. Roger woul d | ook I'i ke G | es.

Beatrice was | aughing again at the nmenory. 'Poor Gles,' she said. 'l
shal | never forget his face when Di ck squirted t he soda syphon down hi s
back. W were all in fits.'

| had an uneasy f eel i ng we m ght be askedt o spendt he approachi ng Chri st nas
with Beatrice. Perhaps | could have influenza.

"OF course our acting was never very anbitious,' she said. 'It was just
a lot of fun anongst ourselves. At Manderl ey now, there is scope for a
really fine show | renenber a pageant they had there, sone years ago.
Peopl e fromLondon canme downto doit. O course that type of thing needs
terrific organization.'

"Yes,' | said.

She was silent for a while, and drove w t hout speaking.

"How i s Maxi n?' she said, after a nonent.

"Very well, thanks,' | said.

"Quite cheerful and happy?

"Ch, yes. Yes, rather.'

Anarrowvil |l age street engaged her attenti on. | wonder ed whet her | shoul d

tell her about Ms Danvers. About the man Favell. | did not want her to
make a bl under though, and perhaps tell Maxim
"Beatrice,' | said, deciding upon it, 'have you ever heard of soneone

cal l ed Favel | ? Jack Favel | ?'



"Jack Favell,' she repeated. 'Yes, | do know the nane. Wait a m nute.

Jack Favell. O course. An awful bounder. | nmet himonce, ages ago.'
‘"He cane to Manderley yesterday to see Ms Danvers,' | said.

"Real ly? Ch, well, perhaps he would ...’

"Why?' | said.

"I rather think he was Rebecca's cousin,' she said.
| was very surprised. That nan her relation? It was not ny idea of the

sort of cousin Rebecca woul d have. Jack Favell her cousin. 'Oh,' | said.
"Ch, | hadn't realized that.'

' He probably usedtogoto Manderley alot,' saidBeatrice. 'I don't know.
| couldn't tell you. |I was very seldomthere.' Her manner was abrupt.
It gave me the inpression she did not want to pursue the subject.

'l did not take to himmnuch,' | said.

"No,' said Beatrice. 'l don't blame you.'

| waited, but she did not say any nore. | thought it wiser not to tell

her how Favell had asked ne to keep the visit a secret. It mght |ead
to sone conplication. Besides, we were just conming to our destination.
A pair of white gates and a snooth gravel drive.

"Don't forget the old lady is nearly blind,' said Beatrice, 'and she's
not very bright these days. | tel ephoned tothe nurse that we were com ng,
so everything will be all right.'

The house was | arge, red-bricked, and gabl ed. Late Victorian | supposed.
Not an attractive house. | couldtell inaglanceit was the sort of house
t hat was aggressively well-kept by a big staff. And all for one old | ady
who was nearly blind.

A trim parlour-maid opened the door.

' Good afternoon, Norah, how are you?' said Beatrice.

"Very well, thank you, Madam | hope you are keeping well?

'"Ch, yes, we are all flourishing. How has the old | ady been, Norah?

' Rat her m xed, Madam She has one good day, and then a bad. She's not
too bad in herself, you know. She will be pleased to see you |' msure.'
She gl anced curiously at ne.

"This is Ms Maxim' said Beatrice.

'Yes, Madam How do you do,' said Norah.

We went through a narrow hall and a draw ng-roomcrowded with furniture
toaverandafacingasquareclippedl|awn. There were many bri ght gerani uns
i n stone vases on the steps of the veranda. I nthe corner was a Bath chair.
Beatrice's grandnother was sitting there, propped up with pillows and
surrounded by shawl s. When we cane close to her | saw that

she had a strong, rather uncanny, resenblance to Maxi m That was what
Maxi mwoul d l ook like, if he was very old, if he was blind. The nurse
by her si de got up fromher chair and put amark i nthe book she was readi ng
al oud. She smiled at Beatri ce.

'"How are you, Ms Lacy?' she said.



Beatri ce shook hands with her and i ntroduced nme. ' The ol d | ady | ooks al |
right,' she said. 'l don't know how she does it, at eighty-six. Here we
are, Gran,' she said, raising her voice, "arrived safe and sound.'
The grandnot her | ooked i n our direction. 'Dear Bee,' she said, ' howsweet
of you to conme and visit me. W're so dull here, nothing for you to do."'
Beatrice | eant over her and ki ssed her. 'I've brought Maxim s wi fe over
to see you,' she said, 'she wanted to conme and see you before, but she
and Maxi m have been so busy.'

Beatrice prodded ne in the back. 'Kiss her,' she nurnured. | too bent
down and ki ssed her on the cheek.

The grandnot her touched ny face with her fingers. 'You nice thing,' she

said, 'so good of you to cone. |I'mvery pleased to see you, dear. You
ought to have brought Maximw th you.'
"Maximis in London,' | said, 'he's coming back tonight.'

"You mi ght bring himnext tine,' shesaid. 'Sit down, dear, inthischair,
where | can see you. And Bee, cone the other side. How is dear Roger?
He's a naughty boy, he doesn't come and see ne.'

'He shal | cone during August,' shouted Beatrice; 'he's | eaving Eton, you
know, he's going up to Oxford.'

'Ch, dear, he'll be quite a young nman, | shan't know him'

"He's taller than Gles now,' said Beatrice.

She went on, telling her about G| es, and Roger, and t he horses, and the
dogs. The nur se brought out some knitting, and clicked her needl es sharply.
She turned to nme, very bright, very cheerful.

"How are you liking Manderley, Ms de Wnter?'

"Very much, thank you,' | said.

"It's a beautiful spot, isn't it?" she said, the needl es jabbing one
another. 'Of course we don't get over there now, she's not up toit. |

amsorry, | used to |ove our days at Manderley.'
"You nmust cone over yourself sonme tine,' | said.
"Thank you, | should love to. M de Wnter is well, | suppose?

"Yes, very well.'

' You spent your honeynoon in ltaly, didn't you? W were so pleased with
the picture postcard M de Wnter sent.'

| wonder ed whet her she used 'we' inthe royal sense, or i f she nmeant that
Maxi m s grandnot her and hersel f were one.

"Did he send one? | can't renenber.’

"Ch, yes, it was quite an excitenent. We | ove anything | i ke that. W keep
a scrapbook you know, and paste anything to do with the famly inside
it. Anything pleasant, that is.'

"How nice,' | said.

| caught snatches of Beatrice's conversation on the other side. 'W had
to put old Marksman down,' she was sayi ng. 'You renmenber ol d Marksman?
The best hunter | ever had.'



"Ch, dear, not old Marksman?' said her grandnother.

"Yes, poor old man. Got blind in both eyes, you know.'

' Poor Marksnan,' echoed the old | ady.

| thought perhaps it was not very tactful to tal k about blindness, and

| glanced at the nurse. She was still busy clicking her needl es.
"Do you hunt, Ms de Wnter?' she said.
"No, I"'mafraid | don't," | said.

"Perhaps you will come to it. W are all very fond of hunting in this
part of the world."'

'Yes.'

"Ms de Wnter is very keen on art,' said Beatrice tothe nurse. 'l tel
her there are heaps of spots in Manderley that would nake very jolly
pi ctures.'

"Chrather,' agreedthe nurse, pausing a nonment fromthe fury of knitting.
"What a nice hobby. | had a friend who was a wonder with her pencil. W

went to Provence together one Easter and she did such pretty sketches.'
"How nice,' | said.

"W're tal ki ng about sketching,' shouted Beatrice to her grandnother,
"you did not know we had an artist in the famly, did you?

"Who's an artist? said the old lady. 'I don't know any.'

" Your new granddaughter,' said Beatrice: 'you ask her what | gave her
for a wedding present.'

| smiled, waitingtobeasked. Theol dl ady turnedher headinmnydirection.
"What ' s Bee tal ki ng about?' she said. '|I didnot knowyou were an artist.
W' ve never had any artists in the famly.'

"Beatrice was joking,' | said: 'of course |'mnot an artist really. |
Iike drawi ng as a hobby. |'ve never had any | essons. Beatrice gave ne
sone | ovely books as a present.'

"Ch,' she said, rather bew |ldered. 'Beatrice gave you sone books, did
she? Rather |ike taking coals to Newcastle, wasn't it? There are so nany
books inthe library at Manderl ey.' She | aughed heartily. W all joined
in her joke. | hoped the subject woul d be I eft at that, but Beatrice had
to harp on it. 'You don't understand, Gan,' she said. "They weren't
ordi nary books. They were volunmes on art. Four of 'em
The nurse |l eant forward to add her tribute. 'Ms Lacy istryingtoexplain
that Ms de Wnter is very fond of sketching as a hobby. So she gave her
four fine volunes all about painting as a weddi ng present.'

"What a funny thing to do,' said the grandnother. 'I don't think nuch
of books for a weddi ng present. Nobody ever gave ne any books when | was
married. | should never have read themif they had.

She | aughed again. Beatrice | ooked rather offended. | snmiled at her to
show ny synpathy. | don't think she saw. The nurse resuned her knitting.
"I want ny tea,' saidthe oldlady querulously, "isn't it half past four

yet ? Way doesn't Norah bring the tea?



"What ? Hungry again after our big |unch?' said the nurse, rising to her
feet and snmiling brightly at her charge.

| felt rather exhausted, and wondered, rather shocked at my call ous
t hought, why ol d peopl e were sonetinmes such a strain. Wrse than young
chil dren or puppies because one had to be polite. | sat with ny hands
inm |lap ready to agree with what anybody sai d. The nurse was t hunpi ng
the pillows and arrangi ng the shaw s.

Maxi M s grandnot her suffered her in patience. She closed her eyes as
t hough she too were tired. She | ooked nore |ike

Maxi mt han ever. | knewhowshe nmust have | ooked when she was young, tall
and handsone, going round to the stables at Manderl ey with sugar in her
pockets, holding her trailing skirt out of the nmud. | pictured the
ni pped-in waist, the high collar, | heard her ordering the carriage for
two o' clock. That was all finished now for her, all gone. Her husband
had been dead for forty years, her son for fifteen. She had to live in

this bright, red gabl ed house with the nurse until it was tinme for her
to die. | thought howlittle we know about the feelings of old people.
Children we understand, their fears and hopes and neke-believe. | was

a childyesterday. | had not forgotten. But Maxi mi s grandnother, sitting
there in her shawl with her poor blind eyes, what did she feel, what was
she t hi nki ng? Di d she knowthat Beatri ce was yawni ng and gl anci ng at her
wat ch? Did she guess that we had conme to visit her because we felt it
right, it was a duty, so that when she got hone afterwards Beatrice woul d
be able to say, 'Well, that clears ny conscience for three nonths' ?
Did she ever think about Manderley? Did she renenber sitting at the
di ni ng-roomtable, where | sat? Did she too have tea under the chestnut
tree? O was it all forgotten and | ai d asi de, and was there nothing | eft
behi nd that calm pale face of hers but little aches and little strange
di sconforts, a blurred thankful ness when the sun shone, a trenor when
the wi nd bl ew col d?

| wished that | coul dlay nmy hands upon her face and take t he years away.
| wi shed | coul d see her young, as she was once, with col our i n her cheeks
and chestnut hair, alert and active as Beatrice by her side, tal king as
she did about hunting, hounds, and horses. Not sitting there with her
eyes closed while the nurse thunped the pillows behind her head.
"W've got a treat today, you know,' said the nurse, 'watercress
sandwi ches for tea. W |ove watercress, don't we?

"I's it watercress day?' said Maxi mi s grandnot her, rai sing her head from
the pillows, and | ooking towards the door. 'You did not tell nme that.
Why does not Norah bring in the tea?

"I wouldn't have your job, Sister, for a thousand a day,' said Beatrice
sotto voce to the nurse

"Ch, I'mused to it, Ms Lacy,' smled the nurse; "it's very
confortabl e here, you know. O course we have our bad days but t hey m ght



be a great deal worse. She's very easy, not |ike sone patients. The staff
are obliging too, that's really the main thing. Here cones Norah.'
The par | our-mai d brought out alittle gate-Ileggedtabl eandasnowy cloth.
"What a tinme you' ve been, Norah,' grunbled the old | ady.

"It's only just turned the half-hour, Madam' said Norah in a special
voice, bright and cheerful like the nurse. | wondered if Mxins
grandnmot her realized that people spoke to her in this way. | wondered
when they had done so for the first tine, and if she had noticed then.
Per haps she had said to herself, "They think I'mgetting old, how very
ridiculous', and thenlittle by little she had becone accustoned to it,
and now it was as though they had always done so, it was part of her
background. But the young woman with the chestnut hair and the narrow
wai st who gave sugar to the horses, where was she?

We drewour chairstothe gate-1|eggedtabl e and beganto eat the watercress
sandwi ches. The nurse prepared special ones for the old | ady.

"There, now, isn't that a treat?' she said.

| saw a slow sm | e pass over the calm placid face. 'l |ike watercress
day,' she said.

The tea was scal di ng, much too hot to drink. The nurse drank hers in tiny
si ps.

"Boil i ngwat er today,' she said, noddi ng at Beatrice. '| have suchtroubl e
about it. They will let the tea stew. |'vetoldthemtinme and tine again
about it. They will not listen.'

"Ch, they're all the same,' said Beatrice. 'I've given it up as a bad

job." Theoldladystirredherswthaspoon, her eyes very far and di st ant.
I wished | knew what she was thinking about.

'"Did you have fine weather in Italy? said the nurse.

"Yes, it was very warm' | said.

Beatrice turned to her grandmother. 'They had | ovely weather in Italy
for their honeymoon, she says. Maxi m got quite sunburnt.'

"Way isn't Maxi m here today?' said the old | ady.

"W told you, darling, Maximhad to go to London,' said

Beatrice inpatiently. 'Sonme dinner, you know G les went too.'

"Ch, | see. Wiy did you say Maximwas in Italy?

"He was in Italy, Gran. In April. They're back at Manderley now. ' She
gl anced at the nurse, shruggi ng her shoul ders.

"M and Ms de Wnter are in Manderl ey now,' repeated the nurse.

"It's been lovely there this nonth,' | said, drawing nearer to Maxims
grandnot her. 'The roses are in bl oomnow. | wi sh | had brought you sone.'
"Yes, | likeroses,' she said vaguely, and t hen peering closer at ne with

her dimblue eyes. 'Are you staying at Manderley too?

| swal |l owed. There was a slight pause. Then Beatrice broke in with her
| oud, inpatient voice, 'Gan, darling, you knowperfectly well shelives
there now. She and Maximare married.’



| noticed the nurse put down her cup of tea and glance swiftly at the
old | ady. She had rel axed agai nst the pillows, plucking at her shaw,

and her nouth began to trenble. 'You talk too nmuch, all of you. | don't
understand.' Then she | ooked across at nme, a frown on her face, and began
shaki ng her head. 'Wo are you, ny dear, | haven't seen you before? |

don't knowyour face. | don't renenber you at Manderl ey. Bee, whois this
child? Wiy did not Maxi m bring Rebecca? |I'mso fond of Rebecca. Were
i s dear Rebecca?

There was a | ong pause, a nonment of agony. | felt ny cheeks growscarl et.
The nurse got to her feet very quickly and went to the Bathchair.

"I want Rebecca,' repeatedtheol dlady, 'what have you done wi t h Rebecca?’
Beatrice rose clunsily fromthe tabl e, shaki ng the cups and saucers. She
too had turned very red, and her nouth twi tched.

"I think you'd better go, Ms Lacy,' said the nurse, rather pink and
flustered. 'She's lookingalittletired, and when she wanders like this
it sometinmes |lasts a fewhours. She does get excited like this fromtine

totine. It's very unfortunate it shoul d happen today. |' msure you will
understand, Ms de Wnter?' She turned apol ogetically to ne.
"OF course,' | said quickly, "it's much better we should go.'

Beatrice and | groped for our bags and gl oves. The nurse had turned to
her patient again. 'Now, what's all this about? Do you want your nice
wat ercress sandwi ch that |'ve cut for you?

"Where is Rebecca? Why did not Maxi mconme and bring Rebecca? replied
the thin, querul ous voi ce.

W went through the drawing-roomto the hall and | et oursel ves out of
the front door. Beatrice started up the car wi thout a word. W drove down
the smooth gravel drive and out of the white gates.

| stared straight infront of me down the road. | did not mnd for nyself.
I should not have cared if | had been alone. | minded for Beatrice.
The whol e thing had been so wetched and awkward for Beatrice.

She spoke to nme when we turned out of the village. ' M dear,' she began,

"I"'mso dreadfully sorry. | don't know what to say.'

"Don't be absurd, Beatrice,' | said hurriedly, '"it doesn't matter a bit.
It's absolutely all right.'

"l had no idea she would do that,' said Beatrice. '|I would never have
dream of taking you to see her. I'mso frightfully sorry.'

"There's nothing to be sorry about. Please don't say any nore.'

"I can't nake it out. She knew all about you. | wote and told her, and
so did Maxim She was so interested in the weddi ng abroad.'

"You forget howold she is,'" |I said. 'Wy shoul d she renenber that? She

doesn't connect nme with Maxim She only connects himwi th Rebecca.' W
went on driving in silence. It was a relief to be in the car again. |
did not mnd the jerky notion and the swayi ng corners.

"I'"d forgotten she was so fond of Rebecca,' said Beatriceslowy, 'l was



a fool not to expect something like this. I don't believe she ever took
it in properly about the accident. Oh, Lord, what a ghastly afternoon.
What on earth will you think of nme?

' Pl ease, Beatrice, don't. | tell you |l don't mnd.'

' Rebecca made a great fuss of her always. And she used to have the old
| ady over to Manderley. Poor darling G an was rmuch nore alert then. She
used to rock with | aughter at whatever Rebecca said. O course she was
al ways very anusi ng, and the ol d | ady | oved t hat. She had an amazing gift,
Rebecca | nean, of beingattractiveto people; nen, wonen, chil dren, dogs.
| suppose the ol d | ady has never forgotten her. My dear, you won't thank
me for this afternoon.’

"I don't mind, | don't mind," | repeated mechanically. If only Beatrice
coul d | eave t he subject alone. It didnot interest me. What didit matter
after all? What did anything matter?

"Gles will be very upset,' said Beatrice. "He will blane ne for taking

you over. "What an idiotic thing to do, Bee." | can hear himsaying it.
| shall get into a fine row'
"Don't say anythingabout it,' | said. 'I wouldnuchrather it was forgotten.

The story will only get repeated and exaggerated.'

"Gles will knowsonethingis wong fromny face. | never have been abl e
to hide anything fromhim'

| was silent. | knewhowthe story woul d be t ossed about intheir i nmedi ate
circle of friends. | couldimagine thelittle crom at Sunday | unch. The
round eyes, the eager ears, and the gasps and excl amations -

"My Lord, how awful, what on earth did you do?' and then, 'How did she
take it? How terribly enbarrassing for everyone!'

The only thing that mattered to ne was that Maxi mshoul d never cone to
hear of it. One day | m ght tell Frank Crawl ey, but not yet, not for quite
a while.

It was not | ong before we canme to the high road at the top of the hill.
In the distance | could see the first grey roofs of Kerrith, while to
theright, inahollow |aythe deep woods of Manderl| ey and t he sea beyond.
"Are you in a frightful hurry to get hone?' said Beatrice.

"No," | said. 'I don't think so. Why?'

"Wul d you think me a perfect pigif | dropped you at the | odge gates?
If | drive like hell now ! shall just be intime to neet Gles by the
London train, and it will save himtaking the station taxi.'

'"Of course,' | said. 'l can wal k down the drive.'

' Thanks awfully,' she said gratefully.

| felt the afternoon had been too nmuch for her. She wanted to be al one
again, and did not want to face another belated tea at Manderl ey.

| got out of the car at the | odge gates and we ki ssed goodbye.

"Put on sone wei ght next tinme | see you,' she said; "it doesn't suit you
tobesothin. Gve Maxi mny | ove, and forgi ve ne for today.' She vani shed



in a cloud of dust and | turned in down the drive.

| wondered if it had altered much since Maxi M s grandnot her had driven
down it in her carriage. She had ridden here as a young worman, she had
smled at the wonan at the lodge as | did now And in her day the
| odge- keeper's wi fe had curtseyed, sweeping the path with her full w de
skirt. This wonan nodded to me briefly, and then called to her little
boy, who was grubbing with sone kittens at the back. Maxi m s grandnot her
had bowed her head to avoi d t he sweepi ng branches of the trees, and the
horse had trotted down the twi sting drive where | now wal ked. The drive
had been wi der then, and snpother too, better kept. The woods di d not
encroach upon it.

| didnot think of her as she was now, |ying agai nst those pillows, with
that shawl around her. | saw her when she was young, and when Mander| ey
was her hone. | sawher wanderinginthe gardens with a small boy, Maxins
father, clattering behind her on his hobby horse. He woul d wear a stiff
Norfol k jacket and a round white collar. Picnics to the cove would be
an expedition, atreat that was not indulged in very often. There woul d
be a phot ograph sonewhere, in an old album- all the fam |y sitting very
straight and rigid round a tabl ecl oth set upon the beach, the servants
in the background beside a huge lunch-basket. And | saw Maxinms
gr andnot her when she was ol der t oo, afewyears ago. Wl kingontheterrace
at Manderl ey, | eani ngon astick. And soneone wal ked besi de her, | aughi ng,
hol di ng her arm Soneone tall and sli mand very beautiful, who hadagift,
Beatrice said, of being attractive to people. Easy to |like, | supposed,
easy to | ove.

When | canme to the end of the long drive at last | saw that

Maxi mM's car was standing in front of the house. My heart lifted, | ran
quickly intothe hall. H's hat and gl oves were | ying on the table. | went
towards the library, and as | cane near | heard the sound of voi ces, one
rai sed | ouder thanthe ot her, Maxi m s voi ce. The door was shut. | hesitated
a noment before going in.

"Youcanwrite andtell himfromne to keep away fromManderley in future,
do you hear? Never nmind who told me, that's of no inportance. | happen
to know his car was seen here yesterday afternoon. If you want to neet
hi myou can neet hi mout si de Manderl ey. | won't have hi mi nsi de t he gat es,
do you understand? Renenber, |'mwarning you for the last tine.'

| slippedaway fromthe door tothe stairs. | heardthe door of thelibrary
open. | ran swiftly up the stairs and hid in the gallery. Ms Danvers
came out of thelibrary, shuttingthe door behind her. | crouched agai nst
the wall of the gallery so that | should not be seen. | had caught one
glinpse of her face. It was grey with anger, distorted, horrible.

She passed up the stairs swiftly and silently and di sappeared through
the door leading to the west w ng.

| waited a nonent. Then | went slowly downstairstothelibrary. | opened



t he door and went in. Maxi mwas standi ng by the wi ndow, sonme letters in
his hand. Hi s back was turned to nme. For a nmonment | thought of creeping
out again, and going upstairs to nmy roomand sitting there. He must have
heard ne though, for he swung round inpatiently.

"Wio is it now?' he said.

| smiled, holding out my hands. '"Hullo!" | said.
"Ch, it's you ..."'
| couldtell inaglancethat sonething had made hi mvery angry. H s nouth

was hard, his nostrils white and pi nched. ' What have you been doing with
yoursel f?' he said. He kissed the top of ny head and put his armround

my shoulder. | felt as if a very long tine had passed since he had | eft
me yest erday.

"I've beento see your grandnother,' | said. 'Beatrice drove nme over this
aft ernoon.’

'How was the old | ady?

"Al'l right.'

"What' s happened to Bee?'

"She had to get back to neet Gles.'

We sat down t oget her on t he wi ndowseat. | took his handin mne. 'l hated
you being away, |'ve mssed you terribly,' | said.

'Have you?' he said.

We did not say anything for a bit. | just held his hand.

"Was it hot up in London?' | said.

"Yes, pretty awful. | always hate the place.’

| wondered if he would tell nme what had happened just nowin the library
with Ms Danvers. | wondered who had told hi mabout Favell.

"Are you worried about sonething? | said.

"I've had a long day,' he said, 'that drive twice in twenty-four hours
is too much for anyone.'

He got up and wandered away, lighting a cigarette. | knew then that he
was not going to tell ne about Ms Danvers.
"I'mtired too," | said slowmy, '"it's been a funny sort of day.'

chapt er sixteen

It was one Sunday, | renenber, when we had an i nvasi on of visitors during
t he aft ernoon, that t he subject of the fancy dress ball was first brought
up. Frank Crawl ey had corme over to lunch, and we were all three of us
| ooking forward to a peaceful afternoon under the chestnut tree when we
heard the fatal sound of a car rounding the sweep in the drive. It was
toolatetowarn Frith, the car itself cane upon us standingontheterrace
wi th cushi ons and papers under our arns.

W had t o cone f orwar d and wel cone t he unexpect ed guests. As of t en happens
i n such cases, these were not tobetheonlyvisitors. Another car arrived
about half an hour afterwards, followed by three | ocal people who had
wal ked fromKerrith, and we found oursel ves, with the peace stripped from



our day, entertaining group after group of dreary acquai ntances, doing
theregul ati onwal ki nthegrounds, thetour of therose-garden, thestroll
across the lawns, and the formal inspection of the Happy Vall ey.

They stayed for tea of course, and i nstead of al azy ni bbling of cucunber
sandwi ches under the chestnut tree, we had t he paraphernalia of a stiff
tea in the drawi ng-room which | always loathed. Frith in his el enent
of course, directing Robert withalift of his eyebrows, and nysel f rat her
hot and flustered with a nonstrous silver teapot and kettle that | never
knew how to manage. | found it very difficult to gauge the exact nonent
when it becane inperative to dilute the tea with the boiling water, and
more difficult still to concentrate on the snall talk that was goi ng on
at ny side.

Frank Crawl ey was i nval uabl e at a nonment i ke this. He took the cups from
me and handed t hemt o peopl e, and when ny answer s seened nore t han usual | y
vague owing to ny concentration on the silver teapot he quietly and
unobtrusively put in his small wedge to the conversation, relieving nme
of responsibility. Maxi mwas al ways at t he ot her end of the room show ng
a book to a bore, or pointing out a picture, playing the perfect host
inhis ow ininmtable way, and t he busi ness of tea was a si de-i ssue t hat
did not matter to him H s own cup of tea grewcold, left on asidetable
behi nd sone fl owers, and |, steani ng behi nd ny kettle, and Frank gal l antly
juggling with scones and angel cake, were left to m nister tothe conmon
wants of the herd. It was Lady Crowan, a tiresome gushi ng wonan who | ived
in Kerrith, who introduced the matter. There was one of those pauses in
conversation that happenin every teaparty, and | sawFrank's |ips about
toformtheinevitabl eandidioticremark about an angel passi ng over head,
when Lady Crowan, bal ancing a pi ece of cake on the edge of her saucer,
| ooked up at Maxi m who happened to be beside her.

"Ch, M de Wnter,' she said, '"there is sonething |'ve been wanting to
ask you for ages. Nowtell nme, is there any chance of you reviving the
Mander | ey fancy dress ball?' She put her head on one side as she spoke,
fl ashi ng her t oo prom nent teethinwhat she supposedwasasnile. | | owered
ny head instantly,

and becane very busy wi th t he enptyi ng of my own t eacup, screening nysel f
behi nd t he cosy.

It was a monment or two before Maxi mreplied, and when he did his voice
was quite cal mand matter-of -fact. 'l haven't thought about it,' he said,
"and | don't think anyone el se has.'

'"Ch, but | assure you we have all thought of it so nmuch,' continued Lady
Crowan. 'It used to nmake the sunmer for all of us in this part of the
wor |l d. You have no idea of the pleasure it used to give. Can't | persuade
you to think about it again?

"Well, | don't know,' said Maximdrily. "It was all rather a business
to organi ze. You had better ask Frank Crawl ey, he'd have to do it.'



"Ch, M Crawl ey, do be on ny side,' she persisted, and one or two of the

othersjoinedin. "It woul d be a nost popul ar nove, you know, we all mi ss
the Manderley gaiety.'
| heard Frank's qui et voice beside ne. '| don't m nd organi zi ng t he bal |

i f Maxi mhas no objectiontogivingit. It's upto himand Ms de Wnter.
It's nothing to do with ne.’

O course | was bonbarded at once. Lady Crowan noved her chair so that
the cosy no longer hid ne fromview. 'Now, Ms de Wnter, you get round
your husband. You are the person he will listen to. He should give the
ball in your honour as the bride.'

'Yes, of course,' said sonebody else, a man. 'We m ssed the fun of the
weddi ng, you know, it's a shame to deprive us of all excitenment. Hands
up for the Manderl ey fancy dress ball. There you see, de Wnter? Carri ed
unani nously.' There was much | aughter and cl appi hg of hands.
Maximlit a cigarette and his eyes net mne over the teapot.

"What do you think about it?" he said.

"I don't know,' | said uncertainly. 'l don't mnd.'

"OfF course she longs to have a ball in her honour,' gushed Lady Crowan.
"What girl wouldn't? You'd | ook sweet, Ms de Wnter, dressedas alittle
Dr esden shepherdess, your hair tucked under a big three-cornered hat.'
| thought of ny clunmsy hands and feet and the sl ope of ny shoul ders. A
fine Dresden shepherdess | shoul d nake! What an idi ot the woman was. |
was not surprised when nobody agreed

withher, andoncenorel was grateful toFrank for turningtheconversation
away from me.

"As a matter of fact, Maxim soneone was tal ki ng about it the other day.
"I suppose we shall be having sonme sort of celebration for the bride,
shan't we, M Crawl ey?" he said. "I wish M de Wnter would give a ball
again. It was rare fun for all of us." It was Tucker at the hone farm'
he added, to Lady Crowan. 'O course they do adore a show of any ki nd.
I don't know, | told him M de Wnter hasn't said anything to ne.'
"There you are,' said Lady Crowan triunphantly to the drawi ng-roomin

general . 'What did | say? Your own people are asking for a ball. If you
don't care for us, surely you care about them'

Maxi mstill wat ched ne doubtfully over the teapot. It occurredto nethat
per haps he thought | could not face it, that being shy, as he knew only
toowell, | should find myself unableto cope. | didnot want hi mto think
that. | did not want himto feel | should | et himdown.

"I think it would be rather fun,' | said.

Maxi mt ur ned away, shruggi ng hi s shoul ders. "That settles it of course,’
hesaid. 'All right, Frank, youw || havetogoaheadw ththearrangenents.
Better get Ms Danvers to help you. She will remenber the form'
"That amazing Ms Danvers is still with you then?' said Lady Crowan.
"Yes,' said Maxi mshortly, 'have sone nore cake, will you? O have you



finished? Then let's all go into the garden.’

We wandered out on to the terrace, everyone discussing the prospect of
the bal | andsuitabl edates, andthen, greatlytonyrelief, thecar parties
decided it was tinme to take their departure, and the wal kers went too,
on beingofferedalift. | went back i ntothe draw ng-roomand had anot her
cup of tea which | thoroughly enjoyed nowt hat the burden of entertaining
had been t aken fromme, and Frank cane t oo, and we crunbl ed up t he remai ns
of the scones and ate them feeling |ike conspirators.

Maxi mwas throw ng sticks for Jasper on the awn. | wondered if it was
the sanme i n every hone, this feelingof exuberance when vi sitors had gone.
We did not say anything

about the ball for alittle while, and then, when |I had finished ny cup
of tea and wi ped ny sticky fingers on a handkerchief, | said to Frank:
"What do you truthfully think about this fancy dress business?

Frank hesitated, half glancing out of the wi ndow at Maxi mon the | awn.
"I don't know,' he said. ' Maxi mdi d not seemto object, did he? | thought
he took the suggestion very well,"'

"It was difficult for himto do anything else,' | said. 'Wat atiresone
person Lady Crowan is. Do you really believe all the people round here
are tal ki ng and dream ng of not hi ng but a fancy dress ball at Manderl ey?'
"I think they would all enjoy a show of sone sort,' said Frank. 'W're
very conventional down here, you know, about these things. | don't
honest | y t hi nk Lady Cr owan was exagger at i ng when she sai d sonet hi ng shoul d
be done in your honour. After all, Ms de Wnter, you are a bride."'
How ponpous and stupid it sounded. | w shed Frank woul d not always be
so terribly correct.

"I"'mnot abride,' | said. 'l didnot even have a proper weddi ng. No white
dress or orange bl ossomor trailing bridesmaids. | don't want any silly
dance given in ny honour.'

"It's a very fine sight, Manderley en fete,' said Frank. 'You'll enjoy
it, you see. You won't have to do anything alarm ng. You just receive
t he guests and there's nothing in that. Perhaps you'll give me a dance?'
Dear Frank. | loved his little solem air of gallantry.

"You shal | have as nany dances as you like,' | said. 'l shan't dance with
anyone except you and Maxim'

" Ch, but that woul d not | ook right at all,' said Frank seriously. ' People
woul d be very offended. You nust dance with the people who ask you.'
| turned anay to hide ny smle. It was a joy to ne the way he never knew
when his | eg had been pull ed.

"Do you t hi nk Lady Crowan' s suggesti on about t he Dresden shepher dess was
a good one?' | said slyly.

He considered ne solemnly without the trace of a smile. 'Yes, | do,' he
said. 'l think you' d | ook very well indeed.’

| burst into laughter. 'Oh, Frank, dear, | do |love you,' | said,



and he turned rather pink, alittle shocked | think at my i nmpul sive words,
and a little hurt too that | was laughing at him

"I don't see that |'ve said anything funny,' he said stiffly.

Maxi m came in at the wi ndow, Jasper dancing at his heels. '"What's all
t he excitement about?' he said.

"Frank is being so gallant,' | said. 'He thinks Lady Crowan's idea of
nmy dressing up as a Dresden shepherdess is nothing to | augh at.'
'Lady Crowan i s a dammed nui sance,' said Maxim 'If she had to wite out
all the invitations and organize the affair she would not be so
enthusiastic. It's always been the sane though. The Il ocals | ook upon
Manderley as if it was a pavilion on the end of a pier, and expect us

to put up a turn for their benefit. | suppose we shall have to ask the
whol e county.'
"I"ve got therecordsintheoffice,' saidFrank. "It won't really entail

much work. Licking the stanps is the |ongest job.'

"W'll give that to you to do,' said Maxim smiling at ne.

"Ch, we'll do that in the office,' said Frank. ' Ms de W nter need not
bot her her head about anything at all.' | wondered what they woul d say
i f | suddenly announced nmy i ntention of running the whole affair. Laugh,
| supposed, andt hen begi ntal ki ng of sonet hi ngel se. | was gl ad, of course,
to be relieved of responsibility, but it rather added to ny sense of
humlity to feel that | was not even capabl e of |icking stanps. | thought
of the witing-desk in the norning-room the docketed pi geonhol es all
marked in ink by that slanting pointed hand.

"What will you wear?' | said to Maxim

"I never dress up,' said Maxim 'It's the one perquisite allowed to the
host, isn't it, Frank?'

"I can't really go as a Dresden shepherdess,' | said, 'what onearth shall
| do? |I'm not nuch good at dressing up.'

"Put a ribbon round your hair and be Alice-in-Wnderland,' said Maxi m
lightly; '"you look like it now, with your finger in your nouth.'
"Don't be so rude,' | said. 'I knowny hair is straight, but it isn't
as straight asthat. | tell youwhat, |'Il give you and Frank the surprise
of your lives, and you won't know ne.'

"As | ong as you don't bl ack your face and pretend to be a nonkey | don't
m nd what you do,' said Maxim

"All right, that's a bargain,' | said. "I'll keep my costume a secret
tothelast mnute, and you won't knowanyt hi ng about it. Cone on, Jasper,
we don't care what they say, do we?' | heard Maxi mlaughing at | went

out intothe garden, and he sai d sonething to Frank which | did not catch.
| wi shed he woul d not al ways treat ne as a child, rather spoilt, rather
i rresponsi bl e, someone to be petted fromtinme to ti ne when t he nood cane
upon hi mbut nore often forgotten, nore often patted on t he shoul der and
told to run away and play. | w shed somet hing woul d happen to make ne



| ook wi ser, nore mature. Was it always going to be |like this? He away
ahead of nme, with his own nmoods that | did not share, his secret troubles
that | did not know? Wul d we never be together, he a man and | a woman,
st andi ng shoul der to shoul der, hand in hand, with no gulf between us?
| didnot want to beachild. | wanted to be his wi fe, his nother. | wanted
to be old.

| stood on the terrace, biting ny nails, |ooking down towards the sea,
and as | stood there | wondered for the twentieth time that day whet her
it was by Maxinm s orders that those roons in the west w ng were kept
furni shed and untouched. | wondered i f he went, as Ms Danvers did, and
touched the brushes on the dressing-table, opened the wardrobe doors,
and put his hands anongst the clothes.

' Conme on, Jasper,' | shouted, 'run, run with nme, cone on, can't you?'
and | tore across the grass, savagely, angrily, the bitter tears behind
my eyes, with Jasper |eaping at ny heels and barking hysterically.
The news soon spread about the fancy dress ball. My little maid Carice,
her eyes shining wi thexcitenent, tal ked of nothing else. | gathered from
her that the servants in general were delighted. 'M Frith says it wll

belikeoldtinmes,' said Cariceeagerly. '|I heard hi msaying soto Alice
in the passage this norning. What will you wear, Madan?'
"l don't know, Clarice, | can't think,' | said.

"Mother said | was to be sure and tell her,' said d arice. 'She renenbers
the last ball they gave at Manderl ey, and she has never forgotten it.
W11l you be hiring a costume from London, do you think?

"l haven't made up ny nind, Clarice,' | said. 'But | tell you what. \Wen
| do decide, | shall tell you and nobody else. It will be a dead secret
bet ween us both.'

' Ch, Madam howexciting,' breathed Clarice. 'lI don't knowhow!| amgoi ng
to wait for the day.'

| was curious to know Ms Danvers' reaction to the news. Since that
afternoon | dreaded even t he sound of her voi ce down t he house t el ephone,
and by usi ng Robert as nedi at or bet ween us | was spared this |ast ordeal.
| could not forget the expression of her face when she I eft the library
after that i ntervi ewwi th Maxi m | t hanked God she had not seen e cr ouchi ng
inthe gallery. And | wondered, too, if she thought that it was | who
had tol d Maxi mabout Favell's visit to the house. If so, she woul d hate
me nore than ever. | shuddered now when | renmenbered the touch of her
hand on my arm and that dreadful soft, intimate pitch of her voice cl ose
tony ear. | didnot want to renenber anythi ng about t hat afternoon. That
was why | did not speak to her, not even on the house tel ephone.

The preparati ons went on for the ball. Everything seened to be done down
at the estate office. Maxi mand Frank were down there every norning. As
Frank had said, | did not have to bother ny head about anything. | don't
think I licked one stanp. | began to get in a panic about ny costune.



It seened so feeble not to be able to think of anything, and | Kkept
remenbering all the peopl e who woul d cone, fromKerrith and round about,
t he bi shop' s wi fe who had enj oyed herself so nuch the last tine, Beatrice
and G les, that tiresome Lady Crowan, and nmany nore peopl e | did not know
and who had never seen ne, t hey woul d every one of t hemhave sonme criticism
to offer, some curiosity to know what sort of effort | should make. At

| ast, in desperation, | renmenbered t he books that Beatrice had gi ven ne
for a weddi ng present, and | sat down inthe |library one norning turning
over the pages as a | ast hope, passing fromillustrationtoillustration

inasort of frenzy. Nothing seened suitable, they were all so el aborate
and pretentious, those gorgeous costunes of velvet and silk in the
reproducti ons gi ven of Rubens, Renbrandt and ot hers. | got hol d of a pi ece
of paper and a pencil and copied one or two of them but they did

not please nme, and | threw the sketches into the waste-paper basket in
di sgust, thinking no nore about them

In the eveni ng, when | was changing for dinner, there was a knock at ny
bedroomdoor. | called' Conein,' thinkingit was Cl ari ce. The door opened
and it was not Clarice. It was Ms Danvers. She held a piece of paper
in her hand. 'I hope you will forgive ne di sturbing you,' she said, 'but
| was not sure whether you neant to throw these drawi ngs away. Al the
wast e- paper baskets are al ways brought to ne to check, at the end of the
day, i ncase of m sl ayi ng anyt hi ng of val ue. Robert told nethis wasthrown
into the library basket.'

| had turned quite cold all over at the sight of her, and at first | could
not find nmy voi ce. She hel d out the paper for ne to see. It was the rough
drawi ng | had done during the norning.

"No, Ms Danvers,' | said, after a nonment, 'it doesn't matter throw ng
that away. It was only a rough sketch. | don't want it.'

"Very good, ' shesaid, 'l thought it better toinquirefromyou personally
to save any m sunderstanding.'

"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, of course.' | thought she would turn and go, but

she went on standing there by the door.

'So you have not decided yet what you will wear?' she said. There was
a hint of derisionin her voice, atrace of odd satisfaction. | supposed
she had heard of ny efforts through Clarice in sone way.

"No," | said. '"No, | haven't decided.'

She conti nued wat ching nme, her hand on the handl e of the door.

"I wonder you don't copy one of the pictures in the gallery,' she said.
| pretended to file ny nails. They were too short and too brittle, but
the action gave ne sonething to do and | did not have to | ook at her.
"Yes, | mght think about that,' | said. | wondered privately why such
ani deahad never conetone before. It was an obvi ous and very good sol uti on
tony difficulty. I didnot want her to knowthis though. I went onfiling
ny nails.



"All the pictures in the gallery would make good costumes,' said Ms
Danvers, 'especially that one of the young lady in white, with her hat
in her hand. | wonder M de Wnter does not

make it a period ball, everyone dressed nore or | ess the sane, to be in
keeping. | never think it I ooks right to see a cl own dancing with a | ady
i n powder and patches.’

' Sone peopl e enjoy the variety,' | said. 'They think it makes it all the
nmore anusi ng.'

"I don't like it nyself,' said Ms Danvers. Her voice was surprisingly
normal and friendly, and I wondered why it was she had taken t he troubl e
to come up with ny di scarded sketch herself. Did she want to be friends
with me at last? O did she realize that it had not been me at all who

had tol d Maxi mabout Favell, and this was her way of thanking nme for ny
sil ence?

"Has not M de Wnter suggested a costune for you?' she said.

"No,"' | said, after a nonent's hesitation. '"No, | want to surprise him
and M Crawley. | don't want themto know anything about it.

"It's not for ne to make a suggestion, | know,' she said, 'but when you
do deci de, | shoul d advi se you to have your dress nade i n London. There
i s no one down here can do that sort of thing well. Voce, in Bond Street,
is a good place I know.' 'I| must renmenber that,' | said

'Yes,' she said, and then, as she opened t he door, '| shoul d study the
pictures in the gallery, Madam if | were you, especially the one I
nmenti oned. And you need not think I will give you away. | won't say a
word to anyone.'

"Thank you, Ms Danvers,' | said. She shut the door very gently behind
her. | went on with nmy dressing, puzzled at her attitude, so different

fromour | ast encount er, and wonderi ng whet her | had t he unpl easant Favel
to thank for it.

Rebecca' s cousi n. Why shoul d Maxi mdi sl i ke Rebecca's cousi n? Wy had he
forbidden himto cone to Mander| ey? Beatrice had call ed hi ma bounder.
She had not said nuch about him And the nmore | considered himthe nore
| agreed wi th her. Those hot bl ue eyes, that | oose nouth, and t he carel ess
fam |iar | augh. Sore peopl e woul d consi der hi mattractive. Grlsinsweet
shops gi ggli ng behind the counter, and girls who gave one programres in
a cinema. | knew how he woul d | ook at them sniling, and half whistling
a tune under his breath. The sort of | ook and the type of whistle that
woul d

make one feel unconfortable. | wondered how wel |l he knew Manderl ey. He
seened qui te at honme, and Jasper certainly recogni zed him but these two
facts did not fit inwith Maxim s words to Ms Danvers. And | coul d not
connect himwi th my i dea of Rebecca. Rebecca, with her beauty, her charm
her breedi ng, why did she have a cousin |ike Jack Favell? It was w ong,
out of all proportion. | decided he nust be the skeleton in the famly



cupboard, and Rebecca wi th her generosity had taken pity on hi mfromtinme
totime and invited hi mto Manderl ey, perhaps when Maxi mwas from hone,
knowi ng his dislike. There had been sone argunent about it probably,
Rebecca def endi ng him and ever after this perhaps a slight awkwar dness
whenever his nanme was mentioned.

As | sat down to dinner in the dining-roomin nmy accustoned place, with
Maxi m at the head of the table, | pictured Rebecca sitting in where
sat now, picking up her fork for the fish, and then the tel ephone ringi ng
and Frith com ng intothe roomand saying ' M Favell on the phone, Madam
wi shing to speak to you,' and Rebecca woul d get up fromher chair with
a qui ck gl ance at Maxi m who woul d not say anyt hi ng, who woul d go on eati ng
his fish. And when she canme back, having fini shed her conversation, and
sat down i n her pl ace agai n, Rebecca woul d begi n tal ki ng about sonet hi ng
different, in a gay, careless way, to cover up the little cl oud between
them At first Maxi mwoul d be gl um answeringin nonosyl |l ables, but little
by little she would win his hunmour back again, telling himsone story
of her day, about soneone she had seen in Kerrith, and when they had
fini shed the next course he woul d be | aughi ng agai n, | ooki ng at her and
smling, putting out his hand to her across the table.

"What the devil are you thinking about?' said Maxi m

| started, the colour flooding nmy face, for in that brief nonent, sixty
seconds in time perhaps, | had so identified nyself with Rebecca that
my own dull self did not exist, had never cone to Manderley. | had gone
back in thought and in person to the days that were gone.

' Do you know you wer e goi ng t hrough t he nost extraordi nary anti cs i nst ead
of eatingyour fish?' saidMaxim 'First youlistened, as though you heard
the tel ephone, and then your |ips

noved, and you threw half a glance at ne. And you shook your head, and
smled, and shrugged your shoulders. All in about a second. Are you
practising your appearance for the fancy dress ball?' He | ooked across
at me, laughing, and | wondered what he would say if he really knew ny
t houghts, nmy heart, and ny nmind, and that for one second he had been the
Maxi m of anot her year, and | had been Rebecca. 'You look like alittle
crimnpnal,' he said, "what is it?

"Nothing,' | said quickly, 'l wasn't doing anything.'

"Tell ne what you were thinking?

"Way should | ? You never tell nme what you are thinking about.'

"l don't think you' ve ever asked ne, have you?

"Yes, | did once.'

"l don't renenber.’

"W were in the library.'

"Very probably. What did | say?

"You told nme you were wonderi ng who had been chosen to play for Surrey
agai nst M ddl esex."'



Maxi m | aughed again. 'What a di sappointnment to you. What did you hope
| was thinking?

"Sonet hing very different.'

"What sort of thing?

"Ch, | don't know.'

"No, | don't suppose you do. If | told you | was thinking about Surrey
and M ddl esex | was t hi nki ng about Surrey and M ddl esex. Men are sinpl er
t han you i magi ne, my sweet child. But what goes oninthe tw stedtortuous
nm nds of woren woul d baffl e anyone. Do you know, you did not | ook a bit
i ke yoursel f just now? You had quite adifferent expressi ononyour face.'
"I did? What sort of expression?

"I don't knowthat I can expl ain. You | ooked ol der suddenly, deceitful.
It was rather unpleasant.'

'l did not nmean to.'

"No, | don't suppose you did.'

| drank sone water, watching himover the rimof ny glass. 'Don't you
want me to | ook ol der?' | said.

' No:

"Why not ?'

'Because it would not suit you.'

"One day | shall. It can't be helped. | shall have grey hair, and | i nes
and things.'

"I don't mind that.'

"What do you mind then?

"l don't want you to | ook |ike you did just now. You had a twi st to your
mouth and a flash of know edge in your eyes. Not the right sort of
know edge. "

| felt very curious, rather excited. 'Wat do you mean, Maxi n? What isn't
the right sort of know edge?

He did not answer for a nonment. Frith had conme back into the room and
was changing the plates. Maximwaited until Frith had gone behind the
screen and through the service door before speaking again.

"When | nmet you first you had a certain expression on your face,' he said
slowmy, '"and you have it still. I'"mnot going to defineit, | don't know
how to. But it was one of the reasons why | nmarried you. A nonment ago,
when you were going through that curious little performance, the
expressi on had gone. Sonething else had taken its place.'

"What sort of thing? Explain to ne, Maxim' | said eagerly.

He consi dered nme a norrent, hi s eyebrows rai sed, whistlingsoftly. 'Listen,
ny sweet. Wien you were a little girl, were you ever forbidden to read
certai n books, and did your father put those books under | ock and key?'
"Yes,' | said.

"Wl l, then. A husband is not so very different froma father after all.
There is acertaintype of know edge | prefer you not to have. It's better



kept under lock and key. So that's that. And now eat up your peaches,

and don't ask nme any nore questions, or | shall put you in the corner.’

"I wish you would not treat nme as if | was six,' | said.

"How do you want to be treated?

"Li ke other nen treat their wves.'

" Knock you about, you nmean?

"Don't be absurd. Wiy nmust you rmake a joke of everything?

"I"'mnot joking. |I'mvery serious.'

"No, you'renot. | cantell by your eyes. You're playingwith ne all the
time, just as if | was a silly little girl.'

"Alice-in-Wnderland. That was a good i dea of m ne. Have you bought your
sash and your hair-ribbon yet?'

"I warn you. You'll get the surprise of your |ife when you do see ne in
my fancy dress.'

"I"'msure | shall. Get on with your peach and don't tal k with your nouth
full. 1"ve got alot of letters towite after dinner.' He did not wait

for ne to finish. He got up and strol |l ed about the room and asked Frith
tobringthe coffeeinthelibrary. | sat still, sullenly, being as sl ow
as | could, hoping to keep things back and irritate him but Frith took
no notice of me and ny peach, he brought the coffee at once and Maxi m
went off to the library by hinself.

When | had finished | went upstairs to the ninstrels' gallery to have
a l ook at the pictures. | knewthemwel|l of course by now, but had never
studied themwith a view to reproducing one of themas a fancy dress.

M's Danvers was right of course. What an idiot | had been not to think
of it before. | always loved the girl in white, with a hat in her hand.

It was a Raeburn, and the portrait was of Caroline de Wnter, a sister
of Maxi m s great-great grandfather. She married a great Wi g politician,

and was a f anous London beauty f or many years, but thi s portrait was pai nt ed
before that, when she was still unmarried. The white dress shoul d be easy
to copy. Those puffed sl eeves, the flounce, and the littl e bodice. The
hat mi ght berather difficult, and| shoul d haveto wear aw g. My strai ght

hai r woul d never curl inthat way. Perhaps that Voce place i n London t hat

M's Danvers had tol d ne about woul d do the whol e thing. | woul d send t hem
a sketch of the portrait and tell themto copy it faithfully, sending
ny measurenents.

What arelief it was to have decided at | ast! Quite a weight of f ny nind.

| began alnpbst to |l ook forward to the ball. Perhaps | should enjoy it

after all, alnost as nmuch as little Carice.

| wote to the shop in the norning, enclosing a sketch of the portrait,

and | had a very favourabl e reply, full of honour at ny esteened order,

and sayi ng t he wor k woul d be put i n hand ri ght away, and t hey woul d manage
the wig as well.

Clarice could hardly contain herself for excitenent, and |, too, began



to get party fever as the great day approached. G les and Beatrice were
com ng for the night, but nobody el se, thank heaven, although a | ot of
peopl e were expected to dinner first. | had i magi ned we shoul d have to
hol d a | arge house-party for the occasi on, but Maxi mdeci ded agai nst it.
' Havi ng t he dance al one i s quite enough effort,' he said; and | wondered
whet her he did it for ny sake al one, or whether a | arge crowd of people
real |y bored hi mas he said. | had heard so nuch of the Manderl ey parties
inthe old days, with peopl e sl eeping in bathroonms and on sof as because
of the squash. And here we were al one i nthe vast house, withonly Beatrice
and Gles to count as guests.

The house began to wear a new, expectant air. Men cane to lay the floor
for dancinginthegreat hall, andinthedraw ng-roomsone of thefurniture
was noved so that the | ong buffet tabl es coul d be pl aced agai nst the wal | .
Li ghts were put up on the terrace, and i n the rose-garden too, wherever
one wal ked t here woul d be sone sign of preparation for the ball. Wrknen
fromthe estate were everywhere, and Frank came to lunch nearly every
day. The servants tal ked of not hingel se, and Frith stal ked about as t hough
t he whol e of the eveni ng woul d depend on hi mal one. Robert rather | ost
his head, and kept forgetting things, napkins at lunch, and handing
veget abl es. He wore a harassed expression, |ike sonmeone who has got to
catch a train. The dogs were m serabl e. Jasper trailed about the hall
with his tail between his |egs, and ni pped every workman on sight. He
used to stand on the terrace, barking idiotically, and then dash nmadly
to one corner of the lawmn and eat grass in a sort of frenzy. Ms Danvers
never obtruded herself, but | was aware of her continually. It was her
voice | heard in the drawi ng-roomwhen they cane to put the tables, it
was she who gave directions for the laying of the floor in the hall.
Whenever | cane upon t he scene she had al ways j ust di sappeared; | would
catch a glinpse of her skirt brushing the door, or hear the sound of her
footsteps on the stairs. | was a lay-figure, no use to nan or beast. |
used t o st and about doi ng not hi ng except get i ntheway. ' Excuse me, Madam'
| would hear a man say, just behind nme, and he woul d

pass, with a sm | e of apol ogy, carrying two chairs on his back, his face
dri pping with perspiration.

"I"mawfully sorry," | would say, getting quickly to one side, and t hen
as a cover tonyidleness, 'Canl hel pyou? What about puttingthosechairs
inthe library?" The man woul d | ook bew | dered. 'Ms Danvers' orders,
Madam was that we were to take the chairs round to the back, to be out
of the way.'

"Ch,' | said, 'yes, of course. Howsilly of me. Take themround to the
back, as she said.' And | woul d wal k qui ckly away murnuring sonet hi ng
about finding a piece of paper and a pencil, in avain attenpt to del ude
themanintothinking!| was busy, whil e he went on across the hall, | ooking
rat her astoni shed, and | would feel | had not deceived hi mfor a nonment.



The great day dawned m sty and overcast, but the gl ass was hi gh and we
had no fears. The m st was a good sign. It cl eared about el even, as Maxi m

had foretold, and we had a glorious still sunmer's day w thout a cl oud
inthe blue sky. All the norni ng the gardeners were bringing flowersinto
t he house, the last of thewhitelilac, and great | upi ns and del phi ni uns,
five foot high, roses in hundreds, and every sort of lily.

Ms Danvers showed herself at last; quietly, calmy, she told the
gardeners where to put the flowers, and she herself arranged them

stacki ngthe vases wi t h qui ck, deft fingers. | wat ched her i nfascination,

the way she did vase after vase, carrying them herself through the
fl ower-roomto the draw ng-roomand the various corners of the house,

massi ng t hemi njust theright nunbers and profusi on, putting col our where
col our was needed, |eaving the walls bare where severity paid.

Maxi mand | had | unch wi th Frank at hi s bachel or establishment next-door

tothe officeto be out of the way. Wewere all threeintherather hearty,

cheerful hunour of people after a funeral. W nade poi ntl ess j okes about

nothing at all, our m nds eternally on the thought of the next fewhours.

| felt very nmuch the same as | did the norning | was married. The sane
stifled feeling that | had gone too far now to turn back.

The eveni ng had got to be endured. Thank heaven Messrs Voce had sent ny
dress intine. It |looked perfect, inits folds of tissue paper. And the
wig was a triunph. | had tried it on after

breakfast, and was amazed at thetransfornmation. | | ookedquiteattractive,
quitedifferent altogether. Not ne at all. Someone nmuch nore i nteresting,

nmore vivid and alive. Maxi mand Frank kept aski ng ne about ny costune.

"You won't knowne,' | told them 'you will both get the shock of your

lives.'

"You are not going to dress up as a cl own, are you?' said Maxi mgl oomi |y.

"No frightful attenpt to be funny?'

"No, nothing like that,' | said, full of inportance.

"l wish you had kept to Alice-in-Wnderland,' he said.

"Or Joan of Arc with your hair,' said Frank shyly.

T never thought of that,' | said blankly, and Frank went rather pink.

"I" msure we shall |ike whatever you wear,' he said in his nbst ponpous
Franki sh voi ce.

"Don't encourage her, Frank,' said Maxim 'She's so full of her precious
di sgui se al ready there's no holding her. Bee will put you in your pl ace,

that's one confort. She'll soontell youif she doesn't |ike your dress.

Dear ol d Bee al ways | ooks just wong on these occasions, bless her. |

renenber her once as Madane Ponpadour and she tri pped up goinginto supper

and her wig cane adrift. "I can't stand this damed thing," she said,

inthat blunt voice of hers, and chucked it on a chair and went through
the rest of the evening with her own cropped hair. You can i nagi ne what

it lookedlike, agai nst a pal e blue satincrinoline, or what ever t he dress



was. Poor G les did not cope that year. He cane as a cook, and sat about
in the bar all night |ooking perfectly miserable. |I think he felt Bee
had | et him down.'

"No, it wasn't that,' said Frank, 'he'd |l ost his front teeth trying out
a new mare, don't you renenber, and he was so shy about it he woul dn't
open his mouth.'

"Ch, was that it? Poor Gles. He generally enjoys dressing up.'
"Beatricesays hel oves pl ayi ng charades,' | said. 'Shetol dnethey al ways
have charades at Christnas.'

T know,' said Maxim 'that's why |I've never spent Christmas with her.'
'Have sone nore asparagus, Ms de Wnter, and another potato?

"No, really, Frank, I'mnot hungry, thank you.'

"Nerves,' said Maxi m shaking his head. ' Never mind, this tine tonorrow
it will all be over.'

"l sincerely hope so,' said Frank seriously. '|I was going to give orders
that all cars should stand by for 5 a m'
| beganto |l augh weakly, the tears comingintony eyes. ' Ch dear,' | said,

"let's send wires to everybody not to cone.'
' Conme on, be brave and face it,' said Maxim 'W need not give anot her

one for years. Frank, | have an uneasy feeling we ought to be going up
to the house. What do you think?
Frank agreed, and | followed themunwillingly, reluctant to | eave the

cramped, rather unconfortable little dining-roomthat was so typical of
Frank's bachel or establishnment, and which seened to ne today the
enbodi nent of peace and qui et ude. When we cane to t he house we found t hat
t he band had arrived, and were standing about in the hall rather pink
in the face and sel f-conscious, while Frith, nore i nportant than ever,
of fered refreshments. The band were to be our guests for the night, and
after we had wel coned them and exchanged a few slightly obvi ous jokes
proper to the occasion, the band were borne off to their quarters to be
foll owed by a tour of the grounds.

The afternoon dragged, |ike the |ast hour before a journey when one is
packed up and keyed t o departure, and | wandered fromroomto roomal nost
as | ost as Jasper, who trailed reproachfully at nmy heels.

There was nothing | could do to help, and it woul d have been w ser on
my part to have kept cl ear of the house al t oget her and taken t he dog and
myself for along wal k. By the tine | decided uponthis it was too | ate,
Maxi m and Frank were demandi ng tea, and when tea was over Beatrice and
G les arrived. The evening had cone upon us all too soon
"Thisislikeoldtines,' saidBeatrice, kissing Maxi m and | ooki ng about

her. 'Congratul ations to you for renenbering every detail. The fl owers
are exquisite,' she added, turning to ne. 'Did you do then?
"No, ' | said, rather ashaned, ' Ms Danvers i s responsi bl efor everything.'

"Oh. wWell, after ail...' Beatrice did not finish her sentence, she



accepted a light for her cigarette from Frank, and once it

was |lit she appeared to have forgotten what she was going to say.
'Have you got Mtchell's to do the catering as usual ?* asked G| es.
"Yes,' saidMaxim '| don't think anythinghas beenaltered, hasit, Frank?
We had all the records down at the office. Nothing has been forgotten,
and | don't think we have left anyone out.'

"What arelief tofind only ourselves,' said Beatrice. '| renenber once
arriving about this tine, and there were about twenty-five peopleinthe
pl ace already. Al going to stop the night.'

"What's everyone going to wear? | suppose Maxim as al ways, refuses to
pl ay?'

"As always,' said Maxim

"Such a mistake | think. The whole thing woul d go with nuch nore sw ng
if you did.'

'Have you ever known a ball at Manderley not to go with a sw ng?
'No, my dear boy, the organi zation is too good. But | do think the host
ought to give the | ead hinself.'

"I thinkit's quite enough if the hostess makes the effort,' said Maxi m
"Why shoul d | nake nysel f hot and unconfortabl e and a damm fool into the
bar gai n?'

" Ch, but that'sabsurd. There'snoneedtol ook afool. Wthyour appear ance,
my dear Maxim you could get away with any costune. You don't have to
worry about your figure like poor Gles.'

"What is Gles goingto wear tonight?' | asked, 'or isit a dead secret?
"No, rather not,' beaned Gles; 'as a matter-of-fact it's a pretty good
effort. | got our local tailor torig it up. I'mcomng as an Arabian
shei k.

' Good God,' said Maxim

"I't'snot at all bad,' saidBeatricewarnly. ' He stains his face of course,
and | eaves of f his gl asses. The head-dress is authentic. W borrowed it
off afriend who usedtoliveinthe East, and the rest the tail or copied

fromsone paper. Gles |looks very well init.'
"What are you going to be, Ms Lacy?' said Frank.
"Ch, I"'mafraid | haven't coped rmuch,' said Beatrice, '|I've got sone sort

of Eastern get-up to go with Gles, but | don't pretend it's genuine.
Strings of beads, you know, and a veil over ny face.'

"It sounds very nice,' | said politely.

"Ch, it's not bad. Confortableto wear, that's one bl essing. | shall take
off the veil if | get too hot. What are you wearing?

"Don't ask her,' said Maxim 'She won't tell any of us. There has never
been such a secret. | believe she even wote to London for it.'

"My dear,' said Beatrice, rather inpressed, 'don't say you have gone a
bust and will put us all to shane? Mne is only honme-nmade, you know.'
"Don't worry,' | said, laughing, "it's quite sinple really. But Maxim



woul d tease nme, and | ' ve promni sed to give himthe surprise of hislife.'
"Quite right too,' said Gles. '"Maximis too superior altogether. The
fact is he's jeal ous. Wshes he was dressing up |i ke the rest of us, and
doesn't like to say so.'

'Heaven forbid,' said Maxi m

"What are you doing, Crawl ey?" asked G| es.

Frank | ooked rat her apol ogetic. |I've been so busy I|'mafraid |'ve | eft
thingstothelast nonent. | hunted up an ol d pair of trousers | ast night,
and a striped football jersey, and thought of putting a patch over one

eye and conming as a pirate."'

"Why onearth didn't youwiteto us and borrowa costune?' said Beatri ce.
"There's one of a Dutchman that Roger had last winter in Switzerland.
It would have suited you excellently.'’

"I refuse to allow ny agent to wal k about as a Dutchman,' said Maxi m
'"He' d never get rents out of anybody again. Let himstick to his pirate.
It might frighten some of them'

"Anything less like a pirate,' murnured Beatrice in ny ear.

| pretended not to hear. Poor Frank, she was al ways rather down on him
"How long will it take nme to paint nmy face?' asked G| es.

"Two hours at least,' said Beatrice. '|I shoul d begin thinking about it
if | were you. How many shall we be at dinner?

"Si xteen,' said Maxim 'counting ourselves. No strangers. You knowthem
all.'

"I'"'mbegi nning to get dress fever already,' said Beatrice. 'Wat funit

all is. I"'mso glad you decided to do this again, Maxim'
"You' ve got her to thank for it,' said Maxim nodding at me.
"Ch, it's not true,' | said. 'It was all the fault of Lady Crowan.'

'Nonsense,' said Maxim smling at ne, 'you know you're as excited as
achild at its first party.'

"I"' mnot.'
"I"'mlonging to see your dress,' said Beatrice.
"I't'"s nothing out of the way. Really it's not,' | insisted.

'"Ms de Wnter says we shan't know her,' said Frank.

Everybody | ooked at nme and smiled. | felt pleased and flushed and rat her
happy. Peopl e were bei ng nice. They were all sofriendly. It was suddenly
fun, the thought of the dance, and that | was to be the hostess.

The dance was bei ng gi ven for me, in my honour, because | was the bride.
| sat on the table inthe library, swinging ny | egs, while the rest of
themstood round, and | had a | ongi ng to go upstairs and put on ny dress,
trythewiginfront of thelooking-glass, turnthis way and that before

thelong mrror onthewall. It was newthis sudden unexpect ed sensati on
of being inportant, of having Gles, and Beatrice, and Frank and Maxi m
all 1 ooking at nme and tal ki ng about nmy dress. Al wondering what | was

going to wear. | thought of the soft white dress inits folds of tissue



paper, and how it would hide ny flat dull figure, ny rather sl oping
shoul ders. | thought of ny own | ank hai r covered by t he sl eek and gl eami ng
curls.

"What's the time?' | saidcarelessly, yawmningalittle, pretending | did
not care. 'l wonder if we ought to think about going upstairs ... ?
As we crossed the great hall on the way to our roons | realized for the
first tine howthe house lent itself to the occasion, and how beauti f ul
the roons were | ooking. Even the drawing-room formal and cold to ny
consi derati on when we were al one, was a bl aze of col our now, flowers in
every corner, red roses in silver bow s onthe white cloth of the supper
t abl e,

the | ong wi ndows open to the terrace, where, as soon as it was dusk, the
fairy lights woul d shine. The band had stacked their instrunents ready
inthem nstrels' galleryabovethehall, andthehall itsel f wore astrange,
waiting air; there was a warnth about it | had never known before, due
tothenight itself, sostill andclear, totheflowers beneaththe pictures,
to our own |laughter as we hovered on the w de stone stairs.

The ol d austerity had gone. Manderl| ey had cone aliveinafashion | would
not have believed possible. It was not the still qui et Manderley | knew.
There was a certain significance about it nowthat had not been before.
Areckless air, rather triunphant, rather pleasing. It was asif the house
renenbered ot her days, |ong, |ong ago, when the hall was a banqueting
hal | indeed, w th weapons and tapestry hangi ng upon the walls, and nen
sat at along narrowtable in the centre | aughi ng | ouder than we | aughed
now, calling for wine, for song, throw ng great pieces of neat upon the
flags to the slunbering dogs. Later, in other years, it would still be
gay, but with a certain grace and dignity, and Caroline de Wnter, whom
| shoul d represent toni ght, woul d wal k down t he wi de stone stairs in her
white dress to dance the minuet. | wi shed we could sweep away the years
and see her. | wi shed we di d not have to degrade t he house wi th our nodern
jig-tunes, soout-of-placeandunromantic. They woul d not suit Manderl ey.
| found nysel f in sudden agreenent with Ms Danvers. W shoul d have nade
it aperiodball, not the hotchpotch of humanity it was bound to be, with
G | es, poor fellow, well-meaning and hearty i n his gui se of Arabi an shei k.
| found daricewaitingfor meinny bedroom her round face scarlet with
excitenent. W giggled at one another |ike schoolgirls, and | bade her
| ock ny door. Ther e was nuch sound of ti ssue paper, rustlingand nysterious.
We spoke to one another softly |ike conspirators, we wal ked on ti ptoe.
| felt like a child again on the eve of Christnmas. This padding to and
froinmmy roomwith bare feet, the little furtive bursts of |aughter,
the stifled exclamati ons, reni nded ne of hangi ng up ny stocki ng | ong ago.
Maxi mwas saf e i n hi s dressi ng-room and t he way t hr ough was barr ed agai nst
him Carice alone was ny ally and favoured friend. The dress fitted
perfectly. | stood still, hardly able to restrain my inpatience while



Clarice hooked me up with funbling fingers.

"It's handsone, Madam' she kept saying, |eaning back on her heels to
look at nme. 'It's a dress fit for the Queen of England.’

"What about under thel eft shoul der there,' | said, anxi ously. "That strap
of mne, is it going to show?

"No, Madam nothing shows.'

"Howis it? Howdo | |1 ook? | did not wait for her answer, | tw sted and
turnedinfront of themrror, | frowed, | sniled. | felt different al ready,
no | onger hanper ed by ny appearance. My own dul | personal ity was submer ged

at last. '"Gvenethewg,' | saidexcitedly, 'careful, don't crushit,
the curls mustn't be flat. They are supposed to stand out fromthe face.
Clarice stood behind nmy shoul der, | saw her round face beyond nmine in

the refl ection of thel ooking-glass, her eyes shining, her nouthalittle
open. | brushed ny own hair sl eek behind ny ears. | took hold of the soft
gleam ng curl s with trenbling fingers, | aughi ng under ny breat h, | ooki ng
up at darice.

"Ch, Carice," | said, "what will M de Wnter say?

| covered my own nousy hair withthecurledw g, tryingto hidenytriunph,
trying to hide nmy smle. Sonebody canme and hanmered on the door.
"Who's there?' | called in panic. 'You can't cone in.'

"It's ne, ny dear, don't alarmyourself,' said Beatrice, 'howfar have
you got? | want to | ook at you.'

"No, no," | said, 'you can't cone in, |'mnot ready.'

The flustered O arice stood beside ne, her hand full of hairpins, while
| took themfromher one by one, controlling the curls that had becone
fluffed in the box.

"I'"ll come down when | amready,' | called. ' G on down, all of you. Don't
wait for me. Tell Maximhe can't come in.'

"Maxi ms down,' she said. 'He cane along to us. He said he hamrered on
your bat hroom door and you never answered. Don't be too | ong, ny dear,
we are all so intrigued. Are you sure you don't want any hel p?'

"No,' | shouted inmpatiently, losing ny head, 'go away, go on down.'
Wiy did she have to come and bother just at this monent? It

fussed me, | did not know what | was doing. | jabbed with a hair-pin,
flattening it against a curl. | heard no nore fromBeatrice, she nust
have gone al ong the passage. | wondered i f she was happy i n her Eastern
robes and i f G | es had succeeded i n painting his face. Howabsurd it was,
the whol e thing. Wiy did we do it, | wonder, why were we such chil dren?
| did not recognize the face that stared at ne in the glass. The eyes
were |larger surely, the nouth narrower, the skin white and clear? The

curls stood awnay fromthe head in a little cloud. | watched this self
that was not me at all and then smiled; a new, slow smle.
"Ch, Carice!" | said. "Ch, Carice!" | took the skirt of ny dress in

nmy hands and curtseyed to her, the flounces sweeping the ground. She



giggl ed excitedly, rather enbarrassed, flushed though, very pl eased. |
paraded up and down in front of ny glass watching ny reflection.

"Unl ock the door,"' | said. 'I'mgoing down. Run ahead and see if they
are there.' She obeyed nme, still giggling, and | lifted my skirts off
the ground and foll owed her al ong the corridor.

She | ooked back at me and beckoned. "They' ve gone down,' she whi spered,
"M de Wnter, and Major and Ms Lacy. M Crawl ey has just cone. They
are all standing inthe hall.' | peered through the archway at the head
of the big staircase, and | ooked down on the hall bel ow.

Yes, there they were. Gles, in his white Arab dress, |aughing | oudly,
showi ng the kni fe at his side; Beatrice swathed i n an extraordi nary green
garnment and hung about the neck with trailing beads; poor Frank
sel f-conscious and slightly foolishinhis stripedjersey and sea-boots;
Maxim the only normal one of the party, in his evening clothes.

"I don't know what she's doing,' he said, 'she's been up i n her bedroom
for hours. What' s the ti me, Frank? The di nner crowd wi | | be upon us before
we know where we are.'

The band were changed, and in the gallery already. One of the nmen was
tuning his fiddle. He pl ayed a scal e softly, and t hen pl ucked at a string.






Yes, the dress had been copi ed exactly frommy sketch of the portrait.
The puffed sleeve, the sash and the ribbon, the w de

floppy hat | held in ny hand. And ny curls were her curls, they stood
out fromny face as hers did in the picture. | don't think | have ever
felt so excited before, so happy and so proud. | waved ny hand at the
man with the fiddle, and then put nmy finger to ny lips for silence. He
sm | ed and bowed. He cane across the gallery tothe archway where | st ood.
' Make the drummer announce ne,' | whispered, 'nmake himbeat the drum
you know how t hey do, and then call out Mss Caroline de Wnter. | want
to surprise them below.' He nodded his head, he understood. My heart
fluttered absurdly, and my cheeks were burning. What fun it was, what

mad ridi cul ous childish fun! | smled at Carice still crouching on the
corridor. | picked up ny skirt in my hands. Then the sound of the drum
echoed in the great hall, startling me for a nonment, who had waited for

it, whoknewthat it woul d cone. | sawt heml ook up sur pri sed and bewi | der ed
fromthe hall bel ow

'"Mss Caroline de Wnter,' shouted the drummer.

| came forward to the head of the stairs and stood there, smling, ny
hat in ny hand, like the girl inthe picture. | waited for the clapping
and | aughter that woul d foll owas | wal ked sl owl y down t he stairs. Nobody
cl apped, nobody noved.

They all stared at ne |like dunb things. Beatrice uttered alittle cry

and put her hand to her mouth. | went on smling, | put one hand on the
bani ster.

'How do you do, M de Wnter,' | said.

Maxi m had not nmoved. He stared up at me, his glass in his hand. There
was no colour in his face. It was ashen white. | saw Frank go to hi mas
t hough he woul d speak, but Maxi m shook himoff. | hesitated, one foot

al ready on the stairs. Sonething was wong, they had not understood. Wy
was Maxi mlooking like that? Wiy did they all stand |ike dummes, like
people in a trance?

Then Maxi mnoved forward to the stairs, his eyes never | eaving ny face.
"What the hell do you think you are doing? he asked. Hi s eyes bl azed

in anger. Hs face was still ashen white.
| could not nove, | went on standing there, ny hand on the banister.
"It's the picture,' | said, terrified at his eyes, at his voice. '"It's

the picture, the one in the gallery.'

There was a | ong sil ence. W& went on staring at each ot her. Nobody noved
in the hall. | swallowed, ny hand noved to my throat. 'Wat is it?
said. 'What have | done?'

If only they would not stare at ne like that with dull blank faces. If
only sonebody would say sonething. Wen Maxi m spoke again | did not
recogni ze his voice. It was still and quiet, icy cold, not avoicel knew.
'Go and change,' he said, 'it does not natter what you put on. Find an



ordi nary evening frock, anything will do. Go now, before anybody cones."
| could not speak, | went onstaringat him H s eyes were the only |iving
things in the white mask of his face.

"What are you standing there for?' he said, his voice harsh and queer

"Didn't you hear what | said?

| turned and ran blindly through the archway to the corridors beyond.
| caught a glinpse of the astoni shed face of the drumrer who had announced
nme. | brushed past him stunbling, not | ooki ngwherel went. Tears blinded
ny eyes. | di d not knowwhat was happeni ng. d ari ce had gone. The corri dor
was deserted. | | ooked about ne stunned and stupid |ike a haunted t hing.
Then | sawthat the door | eading to the west wi ng was open wi de, and t hat
sonmeone was standing there.

It was Ms Danvers. | shall never forget the expression on her face,
| oat hsone, triunmphant. The face of an exulting devil. She stood there,
snmling at nmne.

And then | ran fromher, down the | ong narrow passage to ny own room
tripping, stunbling over the flounces of my dress.

chapt er seventeen

Clarice was waiting for me in ny bedroom She | ooked pal e and scar ed.

As soon as she saw ne she burst into tears. | did not say anything. |
began tearing at the hooks of my dress, ripping the stuff. | could not
manage t hemproperly, and Cl arice cane to hel p nme, still crying noisily.
"It's all right, Carice, it's not your fault,' | said, and she shook
her head, the tears still running down her cheeks.

"Your |ovely dress, Madam' she said, 'your lovely white dress.'

"It doesn't matter,' | said. 'Can't you find the hook? There it is, at

t he back. And anot her one sonewhere, just bel ow.'

She funbled with the hooks, her hands trenbling, naking worse trouble
with it than | did nyself, and all the tine catching at her breath
"What will you wear instead, Madan®?' she said.

"I don't know,' | said, 'I don't know.' She had nmanaged to unfasten the
hooks, and | struggled out of the dress. 'l think |'d rather |ike to be
alone, Clarice,' | said, 'would you be a dear and | eave nme? Don't worry,
| shall manage all right. Forget what's happened. | want you to enjoy
the party.'

"Can | press out a dress for you, Madan?' she said, | ooking up at ne with
swol l en stream ng eyes. 'It won't take nme a nonent.'

"No,' | said, 'don't bother, |I'd rather you went, and Clarice..."
'Yes, Madanf®?'

'"Don't - don't say anything about what's just happened.
'"No, Madam' She burst into another torrent of weeping.
"Don't let the others see you like that,' | said. 'Go to your bedroom
and do sonet hing to your face. There's nothing to cry about, nothing at
all.' Somebody knocked on the door. Clarice threwnme a quick frightened



gl ance.

"Who is it? | said. The door opened and Beatrice canme into the room
She cane to nme at once, a strange, rather |udicrous

figure in her Eastern drapery, the bangles jangling on her wists.
"My dear,' she said, 'ny dear,' and held out her hands to ne.

Clarice slipped out of the room | felt tired suddenly, and unable to
cope. | went and sat down on the bed. | put nmy hand up to ny head and
took off the curled wig. Beatrice stood watching ne.

"Are you all right?' she said. 'You |look very white.'

"It's the light," | said. 'It never gives one any col our.

"Sit down for a fewmnutes and you'll be all right,' she said; '"wait,
"1l get a glass of water.'

She went i nto the bat hroom her bangl es jangling with her every novenent,
and then she cane back, the glass of water in her hands.

| drank sone to please her, not wanting it a bit. It tasted warm from
the tap; she had not let it run.

"OF course | knewat onceit was just aterrible m stake,' she said. 'You
could not possibly have known, why should you?

" Known what?' | said.

"Why, the dress, you poor dear, the picture you copied of the girl in
the gallery. It was what Rebecca did at the last fancy dress ball at
Manderl ey. ldentical. The same picture, the sane dress. You stood there
on the stairs, and for one ghastly nonment | thought..."

She did not go on with her sentence, she patted nme on the shoul der.
"You poor child, how wetchedly unfortunate, how were you to know?'
"l ought to have known,' | said stupidly, staring at her, too stunned
to understand. 'l ought to have known.'

' Nonsense, how coul d you know? It was not the sort of thing that could
possi bly enter any of our heads. Only it was such a shock, you see. W
none of us expected it, and Maxim...'

"Yes, Maxin®?' | said.

"He thinks, you see, it was deliberate on your part. You had sone bet
that you would startle him didn't you? Sone foolishjoke. And of course,
he doesn't understand. It was such a frightful shock for him | told him
at once you could not have

done such athing, andthat it was sheer appal | i ng | uck t hat you had chosen
that particular picture.'

"l ought to have known,' | repeated again. 'It's all ny fault, | ought
to have seen. | ought to have known.'

"No, no. Don't worry, you'll be able to explain the whole thing to him
quietly. Everythingwi |l bequiteall right. The first | ot of people were
arriving just as | cane upstairs to you. They are having drinks.
Everything' s all right. 1'vetold Frank and G| es to make up a st ory about
your dress not fitting, and you are very di sappointed.’



| did not say anything. | went on sitting on the bed with my hands in
my | ap.

"What can you wear instead?' said Beatrice, going to ny wardrobe and
flinging openthe doors. 'Here. What's this blue? It | ooks charm ng. Put
this on. Nobody will mnd. Quick. I'Il help you.'

"No," | said. "No, |I'mnot com ng down.'

Beatrice stared at ne in great distress, ny blue frock over her arm

"But, my dear, you must,' she said in dismay. 'You can't possibly not
appear.'

'"No, Beatrice, I'mnot comng down. | can't face them not after what's
happened. "

"But nobody wi |l know about the dress,' she said. 'Frank and Gles will
never breathe a word. W've got the story all arranged. The shop sent
the wong dress, andit didnot fit, soyouare wearing an ordi nary eveni ng

dress instead. Everyone will think it perfectly natural. It won't nmake
any difference to the evening.'

"You don't understand,' | said. 'l don't care about the dress. It's not
that at all. It's what has happened, what | did. | can't come down now,
Beatrice, | can't.'

"But, nmy dear, G les and Frank understand perfectly. They are full of
synpathy. And Maximtoo. It was just the first shock ... I'Il try and
get himalone a mnute, I'll explain the whole thing.'

"No!" | said. 'No!'

She put ny blue frock down beside me on the bed. 'Everyone will be
arriving,' she said, very worried, very upset.

"It will look so extraordinary if youdon't cone down. | can't say you' ve

suddenly got a headache.'

"Way not?' | saidwearily. 'Wiat does it matter? Make anyt hi ng up. Nobody
will mnd, they don't any of them know ne.'

' Cormre now, ny dear,' she said, patting ny hand, 'try and make the effort.
Put on this charm ng blue. Think of Maxim You must cone down for his
sake."'

"I'mthinking about Maximall the tine,' | said.

"Well, then, surely ... ?

"No,' | said, tearing at ny nails, rocking backwards and forwards on the
bed. 'l can't, | can't.’

Sonebody el se knocked on t he door. ' Ch, dear, who on earthis that?' said
Beatrice, walking to the door. 'Wat is it?

She opened t he door. G | es was st andi ng j ust outsi de. ' Everyone has t ur ned
up. Maximsent ne up to find out what's happening,' he said.

' She says she won' t conme down,' said Beatrice. 'Wat on earth are we goi ng
to say?

| caught sight of Gles peering at nme through the open door.

"Ch, Lord, what a frightful mx-up,' he whispered. He turned away



enbarrassed when he noticed that | had seen him

"What shall | say to Maxi n?' he asked Beatrice. 'It's five past eight
now. '

'Say she's feeling rather faint, but will try and come down | ater. Tell
themnot towait dinner. I'll be down directly, I'll make it all right.'
"Yes, right you are.' He half glanced in ny direction again, synpathetic
but rather curious, wondering why | sat there on the bed, and his voice
was low, as it might be after an accident, when people are waiting for
t he doct or.

‘"I's there anything else | can do?' he said.

"No,' said Beatrice, 'go down now, I'lIl followin a mnute.'
He obeyed her, shuffling away in his Arabian robes. This is the sort of
monent, | thought, that | shall |augh at years afterwards, that | shall

say ' Do you renenber how G | es was dressed as an Arab, and Beatri ce had
a veil over her face, and jangling bangles on her wist? And tinme wll
mellowit, make it a monment for |aughter. But nowit was not funny, now
| did

not laugh. It was not the future, it was the present. It was too vivid
andtooreal. | sat onthe bed, pluckingat theeiderdown, pullingalittle
feather out of a slit in one corner.

Wuul d you Iike sone brandy?' said Beatrice, making a | ast

effort. 'l knowit's only Dutch courage, but it soneti nes wor ks wonders. "'
"No," | said. '"No, |I don't want anything.'

"I shall have to go down. G| es says they are waiting dinner. Are you
sure it's all right for me to | eave you?'

"Yes. And thank you, Beatrice.'

"Ch, my dear, don't thank nme. | wish | could do sonething.' She stopped
swiftly to ny | ooki ng-gl ass and dabbed her face with powder. ' God, what
a sight | look,' she said, 'this damm ! veil is crooked | know. However
it can't be hel ped.' She rustl ed out of the room cl osing the door behind
her. | felt | had forfeited her synpathy by ny refusal to go down. | had
shown t he white feat her. She had not understood. She bel onged t o anot her
breed of nmen and wonen, another race than |I. They had guts, the wonen
of her race. They were not like ne. If it had been Beatrice who had done
this thing instead of nme she woul d have put on her other dress and gone
down agai n to wel cone her guests. She woul d have stood by G | es's side,
and shaken hands with people, a snile on her face. | could not do that.
| had not the pride, | had not the guts. | was badly bred.

| kept seeing Maxi m s eyes blazinginhiswhiteface, and behi nd hi mG | es,
and Beatrice and Frank standing |ike dunm es, staring at ne.

| got up fromny bed and went and | ooked out of the wi ndow. The gardeners
were going round to the lights in the rose-garden, testing themto see
if they all worked. The sky was pal e, with a fewsal non cl ouds of eveni ng



streaking to the west. Wien it was dusk the | anps would all belit. There
were tables and chairs in the rose-garden, for the couples who wanted
tosit out. | could snell the roses frommy wi ndow. The nen were tal king
to one another and | aughing. "There's one here gone,' | heard a voice
call out; 'can you get ne anot her snal |l bul b? One of the bl ue ones, Bill."'
He fi xed the light i nto position. He whistled a popul ar tune of t he nonent
wi t h easy confidence, and | thought how t oni ght perhaps the band woul d
play the sane tune inthe mnstrels' gallery above the hall. ' That's got
it," said the man, switching the light on and off, "they're all right
here. No others gone. W'd better have a | ook at those on the terrace.'
They went of f round the corner of the house, still whistling the song.
| wished | could be the nan. Later in the evening he would stand with
his friend in the drive and watch the cars drive up to the house, his
hands in his pockets, his cap on the back of his head. He would stand
inacrowd with other people fromthe estate, and then drink cider at
the l ong tabl e arranged for themin one corner of the terrace. 'Like the
old days, isn't it?" he would say. But his friend woul d shake hi s head,
puffing at his pipe. 'This newone's not |ike our Ms de Wnter, she's
different altogether.' And a woman next themin the crowd woul d agree,
ot her people too, all saying "That's right,' and noddi ng their heads.
"Were is she tonight? She's not been on the terrace once.'

"l can't say, |'msure. |I've not seen her.'

'"Ms de Wnter used to be here, there, and everywhere.'

"Aye, that's right.'

And the woman woul d turn to her nei ghbours noddi ng nysteriously.
"They say she's not appearing tonight at all.’

"Go on.'

"That's right. One of the servants fromthe house told me Ms de Wnter
hasn't come down from her roomall evening.'

"What's wong with the maid, is she bad?'

"No, sulky |I reckon. They say her dress didn't please her.'

A squeal of laughter and a murrmur fromthe little crowd.

"Did you ever hear of such a thing? It's a shane for M de Wnter.'
"I wouldn't stand for it, not froma chit |ike her.'

'Maybe it's not true at all.'

"It's true all right. They're full of it up at the house." One to the
other. This one to the next. Asmle, a wnk, a shrug of the shoul der.
One group, and then anot her group. And then spreading to the guests who
wal ked on the terrace and strolled across the | awns. The couple who in
three hours' timewouldsit inthose chairs beneath neintherose-garden.
'"Do you suppose it's true what | heard?

"What did you hear?'

"Wy, that there's nothing wong with her at all, they' ve had a col ossal
row, and she won't appear!’



"I say!" Alift of the eyebrows, a | ong whistle.

"I know. Well, it does |ook rather odd, don' t you think? What | nean
is, people don't suddenly for no reason have vi ol ent headaches. | call
the whole thing jolly fishy.'

"I thought he | ooked a bit grim"

"So did I."

"OF course | have heard before the marriage is not a wild success.'
"Ch, really?

"Hm Several people have said so. They say he's beginning to realize
he's made a big nistake. She's nothing to | ook at, you know.'

"No, |'ve heard there's nothing nuch to her. Who was she?

"Ch, noone at all. Sone pick-up inthe south of France, a nursery gov.,
or sonething.'

' Good Lord!’

"I know. And when you think of Rebecca ..."

| went on staring at the enpty chairs. The sal non sky had turned to grey.
Above ny head was the evening star. In the woods beyond the rose-garden
the birds were makingtheir last littlerustlingnoises beforenightfall.
A lone gull flew across the sky. | went away fromthe w ndow, back to
the bed again. | picked up the white dress | had | eft on the floor and
put it back inthe box with the tissue paper. | put the wig back inits
box too. Then | | ooked in one of ny cupboards for the little portable
iron | used to have in Monte Carlo for Ms Van Hopper's dresses. It was
lying at the back of a shelf with some woollen junpers | had not worn
for along time. The iron was (The of those universal kinds that go on
any voltage and | fittedit tothe pluginthe wall. | begantoironthe
bl ue dress t hat Beatri ce had t aken f romt he war dr obe, sl ow y, et hodi cal |y,
as | used to iron Ms Van Hopper's dresses in Mnte Carl o.

When | had finished | laid the dress ready on the bed. Then | cl eaned
t he make-up off my face that | had put on for the fancy dress. | conbed
ny hair, and washed nmy hands. | put on the blue dress and t he shoes that
went with it. | mght have been ny

ol d sel f agai n, goi ng down to the | ounge of the hotel with Ms Van Hopper.
| opened the door of nmy roomand went al ong the corridor. Everything was
still and silent. There m ght not have been a party at all. | tiptoed
to the end of the passage and turned the corner. The door to the west
wi ng was cl osed. There was no sound of anything at all. When | cane to
the archway by the gallery and the staircase | heard the murmur and hum
of conversationcom ngfromthedini ng-room They were still havi ng di nner.
The great hall was deserted. There was nobody in the gallery either. The
band nust be having their dinner too. | did not know what arrangenents
had been nmade for them Frank had done it - Frank or Ms Danvers.
Fromwhere | stood | could see the picture of Caroline de Wnter facing
me inthe gallery. | could see the curls fram ng her face, and | could



see the snile on her lips. |I renenbered the bishop's wife who had said
tonethat day | called, 'l shall never forget her, dressed all inwhite,
with that cloud of dark hair.' | ought to have renenbered that, | ought
t o have known. Howqueer theinstruments | ookedinthegallery, thelittle
stands for the nusi c, the bi gdrum One of the nmen had | eft hi s handker chi ef
onachair. | leant over therail and | ooked down at the hall bel ow. Soon
it wuldbefilledwthpeople, |ikethe bishop's w fe had said, and Maxi m
woul d stand at the bottomof the stairs shaking hands with themas they
cane into the hall. The sound of their voi ces woul d echo to the ceiling,
and then the band woul d play fromthe gallery where | was | eani ng now,
the man with the violin smling, swaying to the nusic.

I't woul d not be quiet Iike this any nore. Aboard creaked in the gallery.
| swung round, | ooking at the gall ery behind me. There was nobody t here.
The gal l ery was enpty, just as it had been before. Acurrent of air blew
in nmy face though, sonebody nmust have |l eft a wi ndow open in one of the
passages. The humof voi ces continued in the dining-room | wondered why
the board creaked when | had not noved at all. The warnth of the night

per haps, a swelling sonewhere in the old wood. The draught still blew
in my face though. A piece of nusic on one of the stands fluttered to
the floor. | |ooked towards the archway above the stairs. The draught
was conmng fromthere. | went beneath the arch again, and when | cane
out

on to the long corridor | sawthat the door to the west wi ng had bl own
open and swung back against the wall. It was dark in the west passage,

none of the lights had been turned on. | could feel the wi nd bl owi ng on
ny face froman open wi ndow. | funbled for a switch onthe wall and coul d
not findone. | coul dseethew ndowinanangl e of t he passage, the curtain
bl owi ng softly, backwards and f orwards. The grey evening |l i ght cast queer
shadows on the floor. The sound of the sea cane to nme through the open
wi ndow, the soft hissing sound of the ebb-tide | eaving the shingle.

| did not go and shut the window. | stood there shivering a nmonent in
ny thindress, listeningtothe seaas it sighed and | eft the shore. Then
| turned quickly and shut the door of the west wi ng behind nme, and cane
out again through the archway by the stairs.

The rmur mur of voi ces had swol | en now and was | ouder t han before. The door
of the dini ng-roomwas open. They were coni ng out of dinner. | could see
Robert standing by the open door, and there was a scrapi ng of chairs,
a babbl e of conversation, and | aughter.

| wal ked slowly down the stairs to neet them

When | | ook back at ny first party at Manderley, ny first and ny | ast,
| canrenenber littleisol atedthings standi ng al one out of the vast bl ank
canvas of the eveni ng. The background was hazy, a sea of di mfaces none
of whom | knew, and there was the sl ow drone of the band harping out a
wal tz that never finished, that went on and on. The same coupl es swung



byinrotation, withthe sanme fixed sniles, andto nme, standi ng wi th Maxi m
at the bottomof the stairs to welcone the |ate-conmers, these dancing
coupl es seened | i ke mari onettes twi stingandturningon a pieceof string,
hel d by sone invisible hand.

There was a worman, | never knew her name, never saw her again, but she
wore a sal non-col oured gown hooped in crinoline form a vague gesture
to some past century but whet her seventeenth, eighteenth, or nineteenth
| couldnot tell, and every tine she passed ne it coinci ded w th a sweepi ng
bar of the waltz to which she di pped and swayed, sniling as she did so
inmy direction. It happened again and again until it becane
automatic, amatter of routine, |ike those pronenades on board shi p when
we neet the same peopl e bent on exercise |like ourselves, and know wi th
deadly certainty that we will pass them by the bridge.

| can see her now, the prom nent teeth, the gay spot of rouge pl aced hi gh
upon her cheek-bones, and her sm | e, vacant, happy, enjoyi ng her eveni ng.
Later | saw her by the supper table, her keen eyes searching the food,
and she heaped a plate high with sal non and | obst er mayonnai se and went
off into a corner. There was Lady Crowan too, nonstrous in purple,
di sgui sed as | know not what romantic figure of the past, it night have
been Marie Antoinette or Nell Gwnne for all | knew, or a strange erotic
conbi nation of the two, and she kept exclaimng in excited high-pitch
tones, alittlehigher thanusual because of t he chanpagne she had consun®ed,
"You all have ne to thank for this, not the de Wnters at all.'

| renmenber Robert dropping atray of ices, and the expression of Frith's
face when he saw Robert was the cul prit and not one of the m nions hired
for the occasion. | wanted to go to Robert and stand besi de hi mand say

"l know how you feel. | understand. |'ve done worse than you tonight.'
| can feel nowthe stiff, set smle on ny face that did not match the
msery in my eyes. | can see Beatrice, dear friendly tactl ess Beatrice,

wat chi ng ne fromher partner's arns, noddi ng encouragenent, the bangl es
janglingonher wists, theveil slippingcontinually fromher overheated
forehead. | can picture nyself once nore whirled round the roomin a
desperate dance with Gles, who with dog-like synpathy and ki nd heart
woul d take no refusal, but rmust steer ne through the stanping crowd as
he woul d one of his own horses at a neet. 'That's a jolly pretty dress
you' re wearing,' | can hear himsay, 'it nmakes all these peopl e | ook dam
silly," and | bl essed hi mfor his pathetic sinplegesture of understandi ng
and sincerity, thinking, dear Gles, that | was di sappoi ntedin ny dress,
that | was worryi ng about ny appearance, that | cared.

It was Frank who brought nme a plate of chicken and hamthat | coul d not
eat, and Frank who stood by nmy el bow with a gl ass of chanpagne | woul d
not dri nk.

"I wish you would,' he said quietly, "I think you need it,' and

| took three sips of it to please him The bl ack patch over his eye gave



hi ma pal e odd appear ance, it made hi ml ook ol der, di fferent. There seened
to be lines on his face | had not seen before.

He noved anongst t he guests |i ke anot her host, seeing to their confort,

t hat t hey were suppliedw thdrink, andfood, and ci garettes, and he danced
too in sol etm pai nst aki ng fashi on, wal ki ng his partners round the room
with a set face. He did not wear his pirate costunme with abandon, and
t her e was sonet hi ng rat her tragi c about the si de-whi skers he had fl uffed

under the scarl et handkerchief on his head. | thought of him standi ng
bef ore t he | ooki ng-gl ass i n hi s bare bachel or bedroomcurling themround
his fingers. Poor Frank. Dear Frank. | never asked, | never knew, how

much he hated the | ast fancy dress ball given at Manderl ey.

The band played on, and the swaying couples twi sted |ike bobbing
marionettes, toandfro, toandfro, across the great hall and back agai n,
and it was not | who watched themat all, not soneone with feelings, nmade
of flesh and bl ood, but a dummy-stick of a person in ny stead, a prop
who wore a smle screwed to its face. The figure who stood beside it was
wooden too. His face was a mask, his smle was not his own. The eyes were

not the eyes of the man | | oved, the man | knew. They | ooked t hrough ne
and beyond ne, cold, expressionless, to sone place of pain and torture
| could not enter, to sone private, inward hell | could not share.

He never spoke to ne. He never touched ne. W stood besi de one anot her,
t he host and t he host ess, and we wer e not together. | watched hi s courtesy
to his guests. He flung a word to one, a jest to another, a snile to a
third, a call over his shoulder to a fourth, and no one but nyself could
knowt hat every utterance he nade, every novenent, was autonmatic and t he
work of a machine. W were like two perfornmers in a play, but we were
di vi ded, we were not acting with one another. W had to endure it al one,
we had to put up this show, this nmiserable, sham performance, for the
sake of all these people | did not know and did not want to see again.
"I hear your wife's frock never turned up in tinme,' said soneone with
a nottled face and a sailor's pigtail, and he

| aughed, and dug Maximin the ribs. ' Dam shame, what? | shoul d sue the
shop for fraud. Sane thing happened to ny wife's cousin once.'

"Yes, it was unfortunate,' said Maxi m

"I tell youwhat,' saidthe sailor, turning to me, 'you ought to say you
are a forget-ne-not. They're blue aren't they? Jolly little flowers,
forget-me-nots. That's right, isn't it, de Wnter? Tell your w fe she
nmust cal | herself a"forget-nme-not".' He swept away, roaringw thlaughter,
his partner in his arns. 'Pretty good i dea, what? Aforget-ne-not.' Then
Frank agai n hovering just behi nd ne, anot her gl ass in his hand, | enbnade
this tine. 'No, Frank, I'mnot thirsty.'

"Way don't you dance? Or cone and sit down a nmonent; there's a corner
in the terrace.’

"No, I'mbetter standing. | don't want to sit down.'



"Can't | get you sonething, a sandw ch, a peach?

"No, | don't want anything.'

There was the sal non | ady again; she forgot to snmile at me this tine.
She was fl ushed after her supper. She kept | ooking up into her partner's

face. He was very tall, very thin, he had a chin like a fiddle.
The Destiny waltz, the Blue Danube, the Merry Wdow, one-two-three,
one-two-t hree, r ound- and- r ound, one-two-three, one-two-three,

round- and-round. The sal non | ady, a green | ady, Beatrice agai n, her veil
pushed back of f her forehead; G les, hisfacestream ngw thperspiration,
and t hat sail or once nore, with another partner; they stopped besi de ne,
I did not know her; she was dressed as a Tudor woman, any Tudor wonan;
she wore a ruffle round her throat and a bl ack vel vet dress.

"When are you coning to see us?' she said, as though we were old fri ends,
and | answered, ' Soon of course; we were tal king about it the other day,'

wondering why | found it so easy tolie suddenly, noeffort at all. 'Such
a delightful party; | docongratul ate you,' she sai d, and "Thank you very
much,' | said. 'It's fun, isn't it?

"l hear they sent you the wong dress?'

'"Yes; absurd, wasn't it?

"These shops are all the sane. No depending on them But

you | ook delightfully freshinthat pale blue. Much nore confortabl ethan
this hot velvet. Don't forget, you nust both cone and di ne at the Pal ace
soon.'

"We should love to.'

What di d she nean, where, what pal ace? Were we entertaini ng royal ty? She
swept on to the Bl ue Danube in the arns of the sailor, her velvet frock
brushing the ground like a carpet-sweeper, and it was not until |ong
afterwards, in the nmiddl e of some night, when | could not sleep, that
| renenbered the Tudor woman was t he bi shop's wife who |iked wal king in
t he Penni nes.

What was the tinme? | did not know. The evening dragged on, hour after
hour, the sane faces and the sane tunes. Now and agai n the bri dge peopl e
crept out of the library like hermts to watch the dancers, and then
returned again. Beatrice, her draperies trailing behind her, whispered
in ny ear.

"Why don't you sit down? You |l ook like death.'

"I'mall right.'

G les, the make-up running on his face, poor fellow, and stiflingin his
Arab bl anket, cane up to ne and said, 'Cone and watch the fireworks on
the terrace.'

| renmenber standingontheterrace and staring up at the sky as the foolish
rockets burst and fell. There was little Clarice in a corner with sone
boy off the estate; she was smling happily, squealing with delight as
a squib spluttered at her feet. She had forgotten her tears.



"Hullo, thiswill beabig'un.' Gles, hislarge face upturned, his nouth
open. 'Here she cones. Bravo, jolly fine show'

The slow hiss of the rocket as it sped into the air, the burst of the
expl osion, the streamof little emerald stars. A nurnur of approval from
the crowd, cries of delight, and a clapping of hands.

The salnmon lady well to the front, her face eager with expectation, a

remark for every star that fell. 'Oh, what a beauty ... |look at that one
now, | say, howpretty ... On, that one didn't burst ... take care, it's
com ng our way ... what arethose nendoi ngover there?' ... Eventhehernits

left their lair and came to join the dancers on the terrace. The | awns
wer e

bl ack with people. The bursting stars shone on their upturned faces.

Agai n and again the rockets sped into the air |ike arrows, and the sky
becane crinson and gold. Manderley stood out |ike an enchanted house,
every wi ndowaf | ane, the grey wal |l s col oured by the fallingstars. Ahouse
bewi t ched, carved out of the dark woods. And when the | ast rocket burst
and the cheering died away, the night that had been fine before seened
dull and heavy in contrast, the sky becane a pall. The little groups on
the lawns and in the drive broke up and scattered. The guests crowded
the long windows in the terrace back to the drawi ng-roomagain. It was
anticlimx, the aftermath had cone. W stood about with blank faces.
Soneone gave nme a gl ass of chanpagne. | heard the sound of cars starting
up in the drive.

"They' re beginning to go,' | thought. "Thank God, they're beginning to
go.' The sal non | ady was havi ng sorme nore supper. It would take time yet
toclear the hall. |I saw Frank nmake a signal to the band. | stood in the

door way bet ween t he drawi ng-roomand t he hal | beside a man | di d not know.
"What a wonderful party it's been,' he said.

"Yes,' | said.

"I'"ve enjoyed every minute of it,' he said.
'"I"'mso glad,' | said.

"Molly was wild with fury at mssing it,' he said.
'"Was she?' | said.

The band began to pl ay Aul d Lang Syne. The man sei zed ny hand and started
swingingit up and down. 'Here,' he said, ' cone on, some of you.' Sonebody
el se swung ny ot her hand, and nore peopl e joined us. W stood in a great
circlesingingat thetopof our voi ces. The man who had enj oyed hi s eveni ng
and said Mol |y woul d bewi I dat m ssingit was dressed as a Chi nese nandari n,
and his false nails got caught up in his sleeve as we swung our hands
up and down. He roared with laughter. W all [|aughed. 'Should auld
acquai ntance be forgot,' we sang.

The hil ari ous gai ety changed swi ftly at the cl osi ng bars, and t he dr umrer
rattled his sticks in the inevitable prelude to God Save the King. The
smles left our faces as though w ped cl ean



by a sponge. The Mandarin sprang to attention, his hands stiff to his
sides. | renenber wondering vaguely if he was in the Arny. How queer he
| ooked with his | ong poker face, and his droopi ng Mandari n noust ache.
| caught the sal non | ady' s eye. God Save t he Ki ng had t aken her unawar es,
she was still holding a plate heaped with chicken in aspic. She held it
stiffly out in front of her like a church collection. All ani mati on had
gone fromher face. As the | ast note of God Save t he King di ed away she
rel axed agai n, and attacked her chicken in a sort of frenzy, chattering
over her shoul der to her partner. Sonebody came and wrung nme by t he hand.
"Don't forget, you're dining with us on the fourteenth of next nonth.'
"Ch, are we?' | stared at him bl ankly.

"Yes, we've got your sister-in-lawto prom se too.'

"Ch. Oh, what fun.'

"Eight-thirty, and black tie. So | ooking forward to seeing you.'
"Yes. Yes, rather.'

Peopl e began to formup i n queues to say goodbye. Maxi mwas at the ot her
side of theroom | put on ny smle again, which had worn thin after Auld
Lang Syne.

' The best evening |'ve spent for along tinme."'.

"I"'mso glad.'

"Many thanks for a grand party.

"I"'mso glad.'

"Here we are, you see, staying to the bitter end.
"Yes, I'mso glad."'

Was there no other sentence in the English | anguage? | bowed and snil ed
i ke a dumry, nmy eyes searchi ng f or Maxi mabove t hei r heads. He was caught
up in a knot of people by the library. Beatrice too was surrounded, and
Gleshadl edateamof stragglerstothe buffet tableinthedraw ng-room
Frank was out inthe drive seei ng that people got their cars. | was henmed
in by strangers.

' Goodbye, and thanks trenmendously.'

"I"'mso glad.'

The great hall began to enpty. Already it wore that drab deserted air
of a vani shed evening and the dawn of a tired day.

There was a grey light ontheterrace, | coul d see the shapes of the bl own
firework stands taking formon the | awns.

' Goodbye; a wonderful party.'

"I"'mso glad.'
Maxi m had gone out to join Frank in the drive. Beatrice canme up to ne,
pul l'ing off her jangling bracelet. 'I can't stand these things a nonent

| onger. Heavens, | ' mdead beat. | don't believel've m ssedadance. Anyway,
it was a trenmendous success.'

"Was it?" | said.

"My dear, hadn't you better go to bed? You | ook worn out. You've been



standing nearly all the evening. Were are the nmen?

"Qut on the drive.'

"I shall have sone coffee, and eggs and bacon. Wat about you?

"No, Beatrice, | don't think I wll.’

" You | ooked very charm ng i n your blue. Everyone sai d so. And nobody had
an inkling about - about the other things, so you nustn't worry.'
"No. '

"I'f I wereyoul shoul d have agoodlonglietonorrownorning. Don't attenpt
to get up. Have your breakfast in bed.'

'Yes, perhaps.'

"Il tell Maximyou' ve gone up, shall [?"
'Pl ease, Beatrice.'
"Al'l right, my dear. Sleep well.' She kissed ne swiftly, patting ny

shoul der at the sane tine, and then went off to find Gles in the supper
room | walked slowy up the stairs, one step at a tine. The band had
turned the lights off inthe gallery, and had gone down to have eggs and
bacont oo. Pi eces of nusi c | ay about the fl oor. One chai r had been upt ur ned.
There was an ashtray full of the stubs of their cigarettes. The aftermath
of the party. | went alongthe corridor tomy room It was gettinglighter
every nonent, and the birds had started singing. | did not have to turn
onthelight toundress. Alittlechill windblewinfromthe open w ndow.
It was rather cold. Many peopl e nust have used the rose-garden during
t he eveni ng, for all the chairs were noved, and dragged fromt heir pl aces.
There was a tray of

enpty gl asses on one of the tables. Soneone had | eft a bag behind on a
chair. | pulledthe curtaintodarkentheroom but the grey norninglight
found its way through the gaps at the side.

| got into bed, ny legs very weary, a niggling painin the small of ny
back. | lay back and cl osed ny eyes, thankful for the cool white confort
of clean sheets. | wi shed ny nmind would rest |ike nmy body, relax, and
pass to sl eep. Not humroundintheway it did, jiggingtomusic, whirling
in a sea of faces. | pressed ny hands over nmy eyes but they woul d not
go.

| wondered how | ong Maxi mwoul d be. The bed besi de ne | ooked stark and
col d. Soon there woul d be no shadows in the roomat all, the walls and
the ceilingandthe fl oor woul d be white with the norning. The birds woul d
sing their songs, | ouder, gayer, | ess subdued. The sun woul d make a yel | ow
pattern on the curtain. My little bedside clock ticked out the m nutes
one by one. The hand noved round the dial. | lay on ny side watchingit.
It cane to the hour and passedit again. It started afresh onits journey.
But Maxi mdi d not cone.

chapter eighteen

I think | fell asleep a little after seven. It was broad daylight,
remenber, there was no | onger any pretence that the drawn curtains hid



the sun. The light streanmed in at the open wi ndow and nade patterns on

thewall. | heardthe nmen bel owintherose-garden cl earing away t he t abl es
and the chairs, and taki ng down the chain of fairy lights. Maxim s bed
was still bare and enpty. | lay across ny bed, ny arnms over ny eyes, a

strange, mad position and the | east likely to bring sleep, but | drifted
to the borderline of the unconscious and slipped over it at |ast.
When | awoke it was past el even, and O ari ce nust have cone i n and br ought
nme ny tea without my hearing her, for there was a tray by ny side, and
a stone-cold teapot, and nmy cl ot hes had been tidied, nmy blue frock put
away in the wardrobe.

| drank ny coldtea, still blurred and stupid fromny short heavy sl eep,
and stared at the blank wall in front of me. Maxim s enpty bed brought
nme to realization with a queer shock to nmy heart, and the full anguish
of the night before was upon ne once again. He had not cone to bed at
all. Hi s pyjamas | ay fol ded on t he t ur ned- down sheet unt ouched. | wonder ed
what C arice had thought when she cane into the roomwith ny tea. Had
she noticed? Wul d she have gone out and told the other servants, and
woul d they all discuss it over their breakfast? | wondered why | ni nded
that, and why t he t hought of the servants tal ki ng about it inthe kitchen
shoul d cause nme such distress. It nmust be that | had a snall nean ni nd,
a conventional, petty hatred of gossip.

That was why | had corme down | ast ni ght i n my bl ue dress and had not st ayed
hi dden in my room There was nothing brave or fine about it, it was a
wetched tribute to convention. | had not come down for Maxim s sake,
for Beatrice's, for the sake of Manderley. | had cone down because | did
not want the people at the ball to think | had quarrelled with Maxi m
| didn't want themto go home and say, 'OF course you know t hey don't
get on. | hear he's not at all happy.' | had come for nmy own sake, ny
own poor personal pride. As | sipped ny cold tea | thought with atired
bitter feeling of despair that | would be content to live in one corner
of Manderley and Maximin the other so | ong as the outside world shoul d
never know. |If he had no nore tenderness for ne, never kissed nme agai n,
did not speak to ne except on matters of necessity, | believed | could
bear it if | were certain that nobody knew of this but our two sel ves.
If we could bribe servants not totell, play our part before rel ati ons,
before Beatrice, and then when we were alone sit apart in our separate
roons, |eading our separate |ives.

It seemredtone, as | sat thereinbed, staringat thewall, at the sunlight
comng in at the window, at Maxim s enpty bed, that there was nothing
gui te so sham ng, so degrading as anarriagethat hadfailed. Failedafter

three nonths, as mne had done. For | had no illusions left now, | no
| onger nade any effort to
pretend. Last night had shown nme too well. My marriage was a failure.

Al'l the things that people woul d say about it if they knew, were true.



We di d not get on. W& wer e not conpani ons. W wer e not suitedtooneanother.
| was too young for Maxi m too i nexperienced, and, nore inportant still,
| was not of hisworld. The fact that | | oved hi minasick, hurt, desperate
way, |ike a child or a dog, did not matter. It was not the sort of |ove
he needed. He want ed sonet hing el se that | coul d not give him sonethi ng
he had had before. | thought of the youthful al nost hysterical excitenent
and conceit with which | had gone into this marriage, inmagining | would
bri ng happi ness to Maxi m who had known nuch greater happi ness before.
Even Ms Van Hopper, with her cheap vi ews and comon out | ook, had known
| was nmaking a mistake. 'I'mafraid you will regret it,' she said. 'l
believe you are naking a big m stake."'

| woul d not listento her, I thought her hard and cruel . But she was ri ght.
She was right in everything. That | ast nmean thrust thrown at ne before
she sai d goodbye, 'You don't flatter yourself he's in |love with you, do
you? He's lonely, he can't bear that great enpty house,' was the sanest,
nost truthful statement she had ever nade in her life. Maxi mwas not in
| ove with ne, he had never |oved me. Qur honeynoon in Italy had neant
nothing at all to him nor our living here together. What | had t hought
was | ove for me, for nyself as a person, was not love. It was just that
he was a man, and | was his wife and was young, and he was lonely. He
did not belong to nme at all, he belonged to Rebecca. He still thought
about Rebecca. He woul d never | ove me because of Rebecca. She was in the
house still, as Ms Danvers had said; she was in that roomin the west
wi ng, she was in the library, in the norning-room in the gallery above
thehall. Eveninthelittleflower-room where her macki ntoshstill hung.
And in the garden, and in the woods, and down in the stone cottage on
t he beach. Her footsteps sounded in the corridors, her scent |ingered
on the stairs. The servants obeyed her orders still, the food we ate was
the food she |liked. Her favourite flowers filled the roons. Her cl othes
were in the wardrobes in her room her brushes were on the table, her
shoes beneath the chair, her nightdress on her bed. Rebecca was still
m stress of Manderley. Rebecca was still Ms de Wnter. | had

no busi ness here at all. | had cone bl undering |ike a poor fool on ground
that was preserved. 'Were i s Rebecca?' Muximl s grandnot her had cri ed.
"I want Rebecca. Wat have you done with Rebecca?' She did not know ne,
she did not care about nme. Wy should she? | was a stranger to her. |
di d not bel ongto Maxi mor to Manderl ey. And Beatrice at our first neeting,
| ooking me up and down, frank, direct, 'You're so very different from
Rebecca.' Frank, reserved, enbarrassed when | spoke of her, hating those
guestions | had poured upon him even as | had hated them nysel f, and
then answering that final one as we came towards the house, his voice
grave and quiet. 'Yes, she was the nost beautiful creature | have ever
seen.'

Rebecca, al ways Rebecca. Wherever | wal ked i n Mander | ey, wherever | sat,



even in ny thoughts and in ny dreans, | nmet Rebecca. | knew her figure
now, thelongslimlegs, thesmall and narrowfeet. Her shoul ders, broader
t han mi ne, the capabl e cl ever hands. Hands that coul d steer a boat, could
hol d a horse. Hands that arranged fl owers, made t he nodel s of ships, and
wote ' Max fromRebecca' on the fly-leaf of a book. I knew her face too,

smal | and oval, the clear white skin, the cloud of dark hair. | knewthe
scent she wore, | coul d guess her | aughter and her smle. If | heardit,
even anong a thousand others, | should recogni ze her voice. Rebecca
al ways Rebecca. | should never be rid of Rebecca.

Per haps | haunted her as she haunted ne; she | ooked down on nme fromthe
gall ery as Ms Danvers had sai d, she sat beside ne when| wote ny letters
at her desk. That macki ntosh | wore, that handkerchi ef | used. They were
hers. Perhaps she knew and had seen ne take them Jasper had been her
dog, and he ran at ny heel s now. The roses were hers and | cut them Did
she resent ne and fear ne as | resented her? Did she want Maxi m al one
in the house again? | could fight the living but | could not fight the
dead. If there was sone worman i n London t hat Maxi ml oved, soneone he wrot e
to, visited, dined with, slept with, | could fight with her. W would
stand on comon ground. | shoul d not be afraid. Anger and j eal ousy were
t hi ngs that coul d be conquered. One day t he wonan woul d growold or tired
or different, and Maxi mwoul d not |ove her any nore.

But Rebecca woul d never grow ol d. Rebecca woul d al ways be the sane. And
her | could not fight. She was too strong for ne.

| got out of bed and pull ed the curtains. The sun streaned i nto the room

The nmen had cl eared the nmess away fromthe rose-garden. | wondered if
peopl e were tal king about the ball in the way they do the day after a
party.

"Did you think it quite up to their usual standard?
"Ch, | think so.'

"The band dragged a bit, | thought.

"The supper was dann good.'

"Fireworks weren't bad.'

'"Bee Lacy is beginning to | ook old.

"Who wouldn't in that get-up?
"I thought he | ooked rather ill.
'He al ways does.'

"What did you think of the bride?
"Not nuch. Rather dull.

"I wonder if it's a success.'

'Yes, | wonder
Then | noticed for the first tine there was a note under ny door. | went
and picked it up. | recognized the square hand of Beatrice. She had

scribbled it in pencil after breakfast.
I knocked at your door but had no answer so gat her you' ve taken ny advi ce



and are sleeping off last night. Gles is anxious to get back early as
t hey have rung up fromhonme to say he's wanted to t ake sonebody's pl ace
inacricket match, and it starts at two. Howhe is going to see the ball
after all the chanpagne he put away | ast ni ght heaven only knows! |I'm
feeling a bit weak in the legs, but slept like a top. Frith says Maxi m
was down to an early breakfast, and t here's nowno sign of him So pl ease
give himour love, and many thanks to you both for our evening, which
we t horoughly enjoyed. Don't think any nore about the dress. [This | ast
was heavily underlined] Yours affectionately, Bee. [And a postscript]
You rmust both conme over and see us soon.

She had scribbled nine-thirty a.m at the top of the paper, and

it was now nearly half past el even. They had been gone about two hours.
They woul d be honme by now, -Beatrice with her suitcase unpacked, going
out i nto her garden andtaki ng up her ordi nary routi ne, and G | es prepari ng
for his match, renewi ng the whipping on his bat.

Inthe afternoon Beatri ce woul d change into a cool frock and a shady hat
and watch G les play cricket. They woul d have tea afterwards in a tent,
G les very hot and red in the face, Beatrice | aughi ng and tal ki ng to her
friends. 'Yes, we went over for the dance at Manderl ey; it was great fun.
I wonder Gles was able to run a yard.' Smiling at Gles, patting him
on the back. They were both niddl e-aged and unronmantic. They had been
married for twenty years and had a grown-up son who was goi ng to Oxf ord.
They were very happy. Their nmarriage was a success. It had not failed
after three nonths as mine had done.

I could not goonsitting in my bedroomany | onger. The nai ds woul d want
to come and do the room Perhaps Carice would not have noticed about

Maxi M's bed after all. | runpled it, to make it | ook as though he had
slept there. | did not want the houseraids to know, if Clarice had not
told them

| had a bath and dressed, and went downstairs. The nmen had taken up the
floor already inthe hall and the fl owers had been carri ed away. The nusic
stands were gone fromthe gallery. The band nust have caught an early
train. The gardeners were sweeping the | awns and the drive clear of the
spent fireworks. Soon there would be no trace left of the fancy dress
bal | at Manderley. How | ong the preparations had seened, and how short
and swift the cl earance now.

| renmenbered the sal non | ady standi ng by the draw ng-roomdoor with her
plate of chicken, and it seemed to ne a thing | nust have fancied, or
sonet hi ng t hat had happened very | ong ago. Robert was polishingthetable
i nthe di ni ng-room He was nornmal again, stolid, dull, not the fey excited
creature of the past few weeks.

' Good norning, Robert,' | said.

' Good norning, Madam'

'Have you seen M de Wnter anywhere?



' He went out soon after breakfast, Madam before Maj or and Ms Lacy were
down. He has not been in since.'

"You don't know where he went?'

‘"No, Madam | could not say.'

| wandered back again into the hall. | went through the draw ng-roomto
t he norni ng-room Jasper rushed at me and |icked ny hands in a frenzy
of delight asif | had been away for along tine. He had spent the evening
on Carice's bed and | had not seen hi msince teati ne yesterday. Perhaps
the hours had been as long for himas they had for ne.

| pi cked up the tel ephone and asked for the nunber of the estate office.
Per haps Maxi mwas with Frank. | felt | nust speak to him evenif it was
only for two mnutes. | nust explain to himthat | had not neant to do
what | had done last night. Even if | never spoke to himagain, | nust
tell himthat. The clerk answered the tel ephone, and told nme that Maxi m
was not there.

"M Crawley is here, Ms de Wnter,' said the clerk; '"would you speak
to hinm?' | would have refused, but he gave nme no chance, and before |
could put down the receiver | heard Frank's voi ce.

"I's anything the matter?' It was a funny way to begin a conversati on.
The t hought fl ashed through ny m nd. He did not say good norning, or did
you sleep well? Wiy did he ask if sonething was the natter?

"Frank, it's nme,' | said; 'where's Muxin?'

"I don't know, | haven't seen him He's not been in this norning.'
'"Not been to the office?

' No.

"Ch! Oh, well, it doesn't matter.'

"Did you see himat breakfast?' Frank said.

"No, | did not get up.'

"How did he sl eep?

| hesitated, Frank was the only person | did not mind knowi ng. 'He did
not cone to bed | ast night.'

Ther e was si |l ence at t he ot her end of theline, asthough Frank was t hi nki ng
hard for an answer.

"Ch,' hesaidat last, veryslowy. 'Ch, | see,' and then, after a m nute,
"I was afraid sonething |ike that woul d happen.'

"Frank,' | said desperately, 'what did he say | ast ni ght when everyone
had gone? Wat did you all do?

‘"I had a sandwich with Gles and Ms Lacy,' said Frank. ' Maxi mdid not

cone. He made sone excuse and went into the library. | cane back home
al nost at once. Perhaps Ms Lacy can tell you.'
"She's gone,' | said, 'they went after breakfast. She sent up a note.

She had not seen Maxim she said.'
"Ch,' said Frank. | didnnot likeit. I did not like the way he said it.
It was sharp, omni nous.



"Where do you think he's gone?' | said.

"I don't know,' said Frank; 'perhaps he's gone for a walk.' It was the
sort of voice doctors used to relatives at a nursing-honme when they cane
to inquire.

"Frank, | nmust see him' | said. 'I've got to expl ain about |ast night."'
Frank di d not answer. | coul d picture his anxious face, the lines on his
f or ehead.

"Maximthinks | did it on purpose,' | said, nmy voice breaking in spite

of nyself, and the tears that had blinded ne | ast night and | had not
shed cane cour si ng down ny cheeks si xteen hours too | ate. ' Maxi mthi nks
| did it as a joke, a beastly damabl e joke!

"No,' said Frank. 'No.'

"He does, | tell you. Youdidn't see his eyes, as | did. You didn't stand
beside himall the evening, watching him as | did. He didn't speak to
me, Frank. He never | ooked at ne agai n. W stood t here together the whol e
eveni ng and we never spoke to one another.'

' There was no chance,' said Frank. 'All those people. O course | saw,
don't you think I know Maxi mwell enough for that? Look here ...'

"I don't blane him"' | interrupted. 'If he believes | played that vile
hi deous j oke he has a right to think what he |i kes of me, and never tal k
to ne again, never see me again.

"You nmustn't talk Iike that,' said Frank. 'You don't know what you're
saying. Let ne come up and see you. | think | can explain.'

What was the use of Frank coming to see me, and us sitting

i nthe norni ng-roomt oget her, Frank snoot hi ng me down, Frank bei ngtactful,
Frank being kind? | did not want ki ndness fromanybody now. It was too
| ate.

"No," | said. "No, | don't want to go over it and over it again. It's
happened, it can't be altered now. Perhaps it's a good thing; it's nade
me realize sonething | ought to have known before, that | ought to have
suspected when | married Maxim'

"What do you nean?' said Frank.

H s voi ce was sharp, queer. | wondered why it should matter to hi mabout
Maxi m not | oving ne. Why did he not want me to know?
" About hi mand Rebecca,' | said, and as | sai d her nane it sounded strange

and sour |ike a forbidden word, arelief tonme nolonger, not apleasure,
but hot and shaming as a sin confessed.

Frank di d not answer for a nonent. | heard himdrawin his breath at the
other end of the wire.

"What do you nean?' he sai d agai n, shorter and shar per t han before. ' What
do you nean?

'"He doesn't love ne, he loves Rebecca,' | said. 'He's never forgotten
her, he t hi nks about her still, night and day. He's never | oved ne, Frank.
It's al ways Rebecca, Rebecca, Rebecca.'



| heard Frank give a startled cry but | did not care how nmuch | shocked
hi m now. ' Now you know how | feel,' | said, 'now you understand.'
"Look here,' he said; 'I've got to cone and see you, |'ve got to, do you
hear? It's vitally inportant; | can't talk to you down the tel ephone
Ms de Wnter? Ms de Wnter?

| sl amred down t he recei ver, and got up fromthe witing-desk. |I did not
want to see Frank. He coul d not help me over this. No one could help ne
but nyself. My face was red and bl otchy fromcrying. | wal ked about the
roombiting the corner of my handkerchief, tearing at the edge.

The feeling was strong within me that | should never see Maxi m again
It was certainty, born of sonme strange instinct. He had gone away and
woul d not cone back. | knewin ny heart that Frank believed this too and
woul d not admit it to ne on the tel ephone. He did not want to frighten
me. If | rang him

up again at the office nowl should find that he had gone. The cl erk woul d
say, 'M Craw ey has just gone out, Ms de Wnter', and | coul d see Frank,
hatl ess, clinbing into his small, shabby Morris, driving off in search
of Maxi m

| went and stared out of the windowat thelittle clearingwherethe satyr
pl ayed his pipes. The rhododendrons were all over now. They woul d not
bl oomagai n for another year. The tall shrubs | ooked dark and drab now
that the col our had gone. Afog was rolling up fromthe sea, and | could
not see the woods beyond the bank. It was very hot, very oppressive.
coul d i magi ne our guests of last night saying to one another, 'Wat a
good thing this fog kept off for yesterday, we should never have seen
the fireworks.' | went out of the norning-room and through the
drawi ng-roomto the terrace. The sun had gone in now behind a wall of
mst. It was as though a blight had fall en upon Manderl ey t aki ng t he sky
away and the | i ght of t he day. One of t he gardeners passed ne wit h a barrow
full of bits of paper, and litter, and the skins of fruit left on the
| awns by the people | ast night.

' Good norning,' | said.

' Good norni ng, Madam

"I"'mafraid the ball |ast night has nade a |l ot of work for you,' | said.
"That's all right, Madam' he said. 'l think everyone enjoyed t hensel ves

good and hearty, and that's the main thing, isn't it?

"Yes, | suppose so,' | said.

He | ooked across the lawns to the clearing in the woods where the vall ey
sloped to the sea. The dark trees loonmed thin and indistinct.

"It's coming up very thick,' he said.

"Yes,' | said.

"A good thing it wasn't like this last night,' he said.

"Yes,' | said.

He wai ted a nonent, and then he touched his cap and went off trundling



his barrow. | went across the awns to the edge of the woods. The mi st
inthe trees had turned to noi sture and dri pped upon ny bare head |ike
a thin rain. Jasper stood by ny feet dejected, his tail downcast, his
pi nk t ongue hangi ng fromhi s mout h. The cl amry oppr essi on of the day nade
hi m

listless and heavy. | could hear the sea fromwhere | stood, sullen and
slow, as it broke in the coves bel owthe woods. The white fog rolled on
past nme towards the house snelling of danp salt and seaweed. | put ny
hand on Jasper's coat. It was winging wet. Wen | | ooked back at the
house | coul d not see the chinmeys or the contour of the walls, | could
only see t he vague substance of the house, the wi ndows i n the west w ng,
and the flower tubs on the terrace. The shutter had been pulled aside
fromthe wi ndow of the | arge bedroomin the west w ng, and sonmeone was
standi ng t here, | ooki ng down upon the | awns. The figure was shadow and
i ndi stinct and f or one nonent of shock and fear | believedit to be Maxi m
Then the figure noved, | sawthe armreach up to fold the shutter, and
| knew it was Ms Danvers. She had been watching ne as | stood at the
edge of the woods bathed in that white wall of fog. She had seen ne wal k
slowy fromthe terrace to the lawns. She may have listened to ny
conversation with Frank on the tel ephone fromthe connecting linein her
own room She woul d know t hat Maxi mhad not been with ne | ast ni ght. She
woul d have heard my voi ce, known about ny tears. She knewthe part | had
pl ayed t hrough t he | ong hours, standing by Maxi mi s side in ny bl ue dress
at the bottomof the stairs, and that he had not | ooked at me nor spoken
to me. She knew because she had nmeant it to happen. This was her triunph

hers and Rebecca's.

| thought of her as | had seen her |ast night, watching ne through the
open door to t he west wi ng, and that di abolical smleonher white skull's
face, and | renenbered that she was a | iving breathing woman | i ke nmysel f,

she was made of flesh and bl ood. She was not dead, |ike Rebecca. | could
speak to her, but | could not speak to Rebecca.

| wal ked back across the | awns on sudden inpul se to the house. | went
through the hall and up the great stairs, | turned in under the archway

by the gall ery, | passed through the door to the west wi ng, and so al ong
the dark silent corridor to Rebecca's room | turned the handl e of the
door and went i nside.

M s Danvers was still standi ng by the wi ndow, and t he shutter was fol ded
back.
"Ms Danvers,' | said. 'Ms Danvers.' She turned to |look at me, and

saw her eyes were red and swollen with crying, even as mne were, and
there were dark shadows in her white face.

"What isit?' she said, and her voice was thick and nuffl ed fromthe tears
she had shed, even as nine had been.

I had not expected to find her so. | had pictured her smling as she had



smled last night, cruel and evil. Now she was none of these things, she
was an old woman who was ill and tired.

| hesitated, ny hand still on the knob of the open door, and | did not
know what to say to her now or what to do.

She went on staring at ne with those red, swollen eyes and | coul d not

answer her. 'l left the nenu on the desk as usual,' she said. 'Do you
want somet hi ng changed?' Her words gave ne courage, and | |eft the door
and cane to the mddle of the room

"Ms Danvers,' | said, 'l have not cone to tal k about the menu. You know

that, don't you?

She did not answer nme. Her |eft hand opened and shut.

"You' ve done what you wanted, haven't you?' | said, 'you neant this to
happen, didn't you? Are you pl eased now? Are you happy?

She turned her head away, and | ooked out of the wi ndow as she had done
when | first came into the room 'Wy did you ever cone here?' she said.
' Nobody want ed you at Manderley. W were all right until you cane. Wy
did you not stay where you were out in France?

"You seemto forget | love M de Wnter,' | said.

"I'f you loved himyou woul d never have narried him' she said.

| di d not knowwhat to say. The situation was nad, unreal. She kept tal ki ng
in that choked muffled way with her head turned from ne.

"I thought | hated you but | don't now,' she said; 'it seens to have spent
itself, all the feeling | had.'
"Way shoul d you hate ne?' | asked; 'what have | ever done to you that

you shoul d hate ne?

"You tried to take Ms de Wnter's place,' she said.

Still she would not | ook at me. She stood there sullen, her head turned
fromnme. 'l had nothing changed,' | said. 'Manderley went on as it had
al ways been. | gave no orders,

left everything to you. | would have been friends with you, if you had
| et me, but you set yourself against me fromthe first. | sawit in your
face, the moment | shook hands with you.'

She did not answer, and her hand kept opening and shutting agai nst her
dress. 'Many people marry twice, nen and wonen,' | said. 'There are
t housands of second marri ages taki ng pl ace every day. You tal k as t hough
ny marrying M de Wnter was acrinme, asacril ege agai nst t he dead. Haven't
we as much right to be happy as anyone el se?'

"M de Wnter is not happy,' she said, turning to | ook at ne at |ast;
"any fool can see that. You have only to ook at his eyes. He's stil

in hell, and he's |ooked |like that ever since she died.'

"It's not true,' | said. 'It's not true. He was happy when we were in
France together; he was younger, nmuch younger, and | aughi ng and gay.
"Wll, he's a man, isn't he?" she said. 'No nman denies hinself on a

honeynoon, does he? M de Wnter's not forty-six yet.



She | aughed cont enptuously, and shrugged her shoul ders.

'How dare you speak to ne |ike that? How dare you?' | said.
| was not afraid of her any nore. | went up to her, shook her by the arm
"You made ne wear that dress last night,' | said, 'I should never have

t hought of it but for you. You did it because you wanted to hurt M de
Wnter, you wanted to nake hi msuffer. Hasn't he suffered enough w t hout
your playing that vile hideous joke upon hinf? Do you thi nk his agony and
pain will bring Ms de Wnter back agai n?

She shook herself clear of ne, the angry col our fl ooded her dead white
face. 'What do | care for his suffering? she said, 'he's never cared
about mne. Howdo youthink I'velikedit, watching yousit in her place,
wal k i n her footsteps, touch the things that were hers? Wat do you thi nk
it's meant to ne all these nonths knowi ng that you wote at her desk in
t he norning-room using the very pen that she used, speaking down the
house tel ephone, where she used to speak every norning of her life to
me, ever since she first came to Manderl ey? Wiat do you think it neant
toneto hear Frith and Robert and the rest of the servants tal ki ng about

you as "Ms de Wnter"? "Ms de Wnter has gone out for a walk." "Ms
de
Wnter wants the car this afternoon at three o' clock." "Ms de Wnter

won't beintoteatill fiveo' clock." Andall the while ny Ms de Wnter,
my lady with her smile and her |ovely face and brave ways, the real Ms
de Wnter, |lying dead and cold and forgotten in the church crypt. If he

suffers then he deserves to suffer, marrying a young girl |ike you not
ten nonths afterwards. Well, he's paying for it now, isn't he? |'ve seen
his face, |'ve seen his eyes. He's nade his own hell and there's no one

but hinself to thank for it. He knows she sees him he knows she comes
by ni ght and watches him And she doesn't cone kindly, not she, not ny

| ady. She was never one to stand nmute and still and be wronged. "I'l|
see theminhell, Danny," she'dsay, "I'l|l seetheminhell first." "That's
right, my dear," 1'd tell her, "no one will put upon you. You were born

intothiswrldtotake what you could out of it", and she did, she didn't
care, she wasn't afraid. She had all the courage and spirit of a boy,
had ny Ms de Wnter. She ought to have been a boy, | oftentold her that.
| had the care of her as a child. You knew that, didn't you?

"No!" | said, 'no. Ms Danvers, what's the use of all this? | don't want
to hear any nore, | don't want to know. Haven't | got feelings as well
as you? Can't you understand what it neans to ne, to hear her nentioned,
to stand here and listen while you tell ne about her?'

She di d not hear ne, she went on raving |li ke a mnadwoman, a fanatic, her
long fingers twisting and tearing the black stuff of her dress.

'She was lovely then,' she said. 'Lovely as a picture; nmen turning to
stare at her when she passed, and she not twel ve years ol d. She knewt hen,
she used to wink at ne like the little devil she was. "I'mgoing to be



a beauty, aren't I, Danny?" she said, and "We' || see about that, ny | ove,
we'll see about that,” |I told her. She had all the know edge then of a
grown person; she'd enter into conversation wth men and wonen as cl ever
and full of tricks as sonmeone of ei ghteen. She tw sted her father round
her little finger, and she' d have done t he sane wi th her not her, had she
lived. Spirit, you couldn't beat ny lady for spirit. She drove a
four-in-hand on her fourteenth birthday, and her cousin, M Jack, got
up on the box beside her and tried to

take the reins fromher hands. They fought it out there together, for
three minutes, like a couple of wild cats, and the horses galloping to
gl ory. She won though, ny | ady won. She cracked her whip over his head
and down he cane, head- over-heel s, cursi ng and | aughi ng. They were a pair,
| tell you, she and M Jack. They sent himin the Navy, but he woul dn't
stand the discipline, and | don't blane him He had too rmuch spirit to
obey orders, like nmy lady.'

| wat ched her, fascinated, horrified; a queer ecstatic smle was on her
i ps, maki ng her ol der than ever, nmaki ng her skull's face vivid and real .
‘No one got the better of her, never, never,' she said. 'She did what
she li ked, she lived as she | i ked. She had the strength of alittle lion
too. | remenber her at sixteen getting up on one of her father's horses,
a big brute of an animal too, that the groomsaid was too hot for her
to ride. She stuck to him all right. | can see her now, with her hair
flyi ng out behind her, sl ashing at him draw ng bl ood, diggingthe spurs
into his side, and when she got off his back he was trenbling all over,
full of froth and bl ood. "That will teach him won't it, Danny?" she said,
and wal ked of f to wash her hands as cool as you please. And that's how
she went at |ife, when she grewup. | sawher, | was with her. She cared
for nothing and for no one. And then she was beaten in the end. But it
wasn't a man, it wasn't a woman. The sea got her. The sea was too strong
for her. The sea got her in the end.'

She broke of f, her nout h worki ng strangely, and draggi ng at the corners.
She began to cry noisily, harshly, her nouth open and her eyes dry.
'Ms Danvers,' | said. 'Ms Danvers.' | stood before her hel pl essly, not
knowi ng what to do. | mistrusted her no | onger, | was afraid of her no
nore, but the sight of her sobbing there, dry-eyed, made ne shudder, nade
meill. 'Ms Danvers,' | said, 'you're not well, you ought to be in bed.
Way don't you go to your roomand rest? Why don't you go to bed?'

She turned on ne fiercely. 'Leave e al one, can't you?' she said. 'Wat's

ittodowithyouif | showny grief? |'mnot ashanmed of it, | don't shut
nyself up in ny roomto cry. | don't wal k up and down, up and down, in
ny roomlike M de Wnter, with the door | ocked on ne.'

"What do you nean?" | said. 'M de Wnter does not do that.'

"Hedid,' shesaid, "after shedi ed. Upand down, upanddowninthelibrary.
| heard him | watched himtoo, through the keyhole, nore than once.



Backwards and forwards, like an aninal in a cage.'

"l don't want to hear,' | said. '|I don't want to know.'

"And t hen you say you made hi mhappy on hi s honeynoon,' she said; 'nade
hi mhappy - you, a young ignorant girl, young enough to be hi s daughter.
What do you know about |ife? What do you know about nmen? You cone here
and think you can take Ms de Wnter's place. You. You take ny lady's
pl ace. Wiy, even t he servants | aughed at you when you cane t o Mander| ey.
Even the little scullery-maid you net inthe back passage there on your
first morning. | wonder what M de Wnter thought when he got you back
here at Manderl ey, after his preci ous honeynoon was over. | wonder what
he t hought when he sawyou sitting at the dining-roomtable for the first
time.'

"You'd better stop this, Ms Danvers,' | said; 'you' d better go to your
room'

"G to ny room' she mimcked, 'goto ny room The m stress of the house
thinks | had better goto my room And after that, what then? You'll go
running to M de Wnter and sayi ng, "M s Danvers has been unkind to ne,

M s Danvers has been rude." You'll go running to himlike you did before
when M Jack cane to see ne.'
"l never told him' | said.

"That's alie,' she said. '"Who elsetoldhim if you didn't? No one el se
was here. Frith and Robert were out, and none of t he ot her servants knew.
| made up ny nindthen|'dteach you alesson, and hi mtoo. Let hi msuffer,
| say. What do | care? What's his suffering to me? Wiy shouldn't | see
M Jack here at Manderley? He's the only Iink | have left nowwith Ms
de Wnter. "I'll not have hi mhere," he said. "I'mwarning you, it's the
last time." He's not forgotten to be jeal ous, has he?

| remenbered crouching in the gallery when the library door was open.
| remenbered Maxim s voice raised in anger, using the words that Ms
Danvers had just repeated. Jeal ous, Maxim jeal ous...

'He was j eal ous while she |ived, and now he's jeal ous when she's dead,'
said Ms Danvers. 'He forbids M Jack the house now |l i ke he did then.
That shows you he' s not forgottenher, doesn't it? O course hewas j eal ous.
So was | . So was everyone who knewher. She di dn't care. She only | aughed.
"I shall I'ive as | pl ease, Danny," shetold ne, "and t he whol e worl d won't
stop me." A nman had only to | ook at her once and be nad about her. |'ve
seen them here, staying in the house, nmen she'd neet up in London and
bring for weekends. She woul d t ake thembat hi ng fromthe boat, she woul d
have a picnic supper at her cottage in the cove. They nade | ove to her
of course; who woul d not? She | aughed, she woul d cone back and tell ne
what t hey had said, and what they'd done. She did not mind, it was |ike
aganme to her. Li ke a gane. Who woul dn't be j eal ous? They were al | j eal ous,
all mad for her. M de Wnter, M Jack, M Crawl ey, everyone who knew
her, everyone who cane to Manderley.'



"l don't want to know,' | said. 'l don't want to know.'

Ms Danvers cane close to nme, she put her face near to mne. '"It's no
use, isit? she said. 'You'll never get the better of her. She's still
m stress here, even if she is dead. She's the real Ms de Wnter, not
you. It's you that's the shadow and the ghost. It's youthat's forgotten
and not wanted and pushed aside. Well, why don't you | eave Manderley to
her? Wiy don't you go?

| backed away fromher towards the wi ndow, ny ol d fear and horror rising
up in ne again. She took ny armand held it |ike a vice.

"Why don't you go?' she said. 'W none of us want you. He doesn't want
you, he never did. He can't forget her. He wants to be al one i n t he house
again, withher. It'syouthat ought tobelyingthereinthechurchcrypt,
not her. It's you who ought to be dead, not Ms de Wnter.'

She pushed e towards the open wi ndow. | could see the terrace bel ow ne
grey andindistinct inthewhitewall of fog. ' Look down there,' she said.
"It's easy, isn't it? Wy don't you junp? It wouldn't hurt, not to break
your neck. It's a quick, kind way. It's not |ike drowning. Wiy don't you
try it? Wiy don't you go?'

The fog filled the open wi ndow, danp and clamry, it stung my eyes, it
clung to my nostrils. | held on to the windowsill wth my hands.
'"Don't be afraid,' said Ms Danvers. '|I won't push you. | won't stand
by you. You can junp of your own accord. What's the use of your staying
her e at Manderl ey? You' re not happy. M de Wnter doesn't | oveyou. There's
not nmuch for youto live for, is there? Wiy don't you junp now and have
done with it? Then you won't be unhappy any nore.'

| could see the flower tubs onthe terrace and the bl ue of the hydrangeas
cl unmped and solid. The paved stones were snooth and grey. They were not
j agged and uneven. It was the fog that nade them| ook so far away. They
were not far really, the wi ndow was not so very high.

"Way don't you jump?' whispered Ms Danvers. 'Wy don't you try?

The fog cane thicker than before and the terrace was hidden fromne. |
coul d not see the fl ower tubs any nore, nor t he snoot h paved st ones. There
was not hing but the white m st about nme, snelling of seaweed dank and
chill. Theonlyreality was the wi ndowsill beneath ny hands and the grip
of Ms Danvers on ny left arm If | junped | should not see the stones
rise up to neet ne, the fog would hide themfromne. The pain woul d be
sharp and sudden as she said. The fall woul d break nmy neck. It would not
be slow, |like drowning. It would soon be over. And Maxi mdid not |ove
me. Maxi mwanted to be al one again, w th Rebecca.

'Go on,' whispered Ms Danvers. 'Go on, don't be afraid.’'

| shut my eyes. | was gi ddy fromstari ng down at theterrace, and ny fingers
ached fromholding to the | edge. The nmist entered my nostrils and | ay
upon ny lips rank and sour. It was stifling, like a blanket, |ike an
anaesthetic. | was beginning to forget about bei ng unhappy, and about



| oving Maxim | was beginning to forget Rebecca. Soon | woul d not have
to think about Rebecca any nore ...

As | relaxed nmy hands and sighed, the white mi st and the silence that
was part of it was shattered suddenly, was rent in tw by an expl osi on
t hat shook the wi ndow where we stood. The gl ass shivered inits frane.
| opened ny eyes. | stared at

Ms Danvers. The burst was followed by another, and yet a

third and fourth. The sound of the explosions stung the air and

the birds rose unseen fromthe woods around the house and

made an echo with their clanour.

"What is it? | said stupidly. 'Wat has happened?

M's Danvers relaxed her grip upon nmy arm She stared out of

the window into the fog. 'It's the rockets,' she said; 'there nust

be a ship gone ashore there in the bay." We |listened, staring into the
white fog together. And then we

heard the sound of footsteps running on the terrace beneath us.
chapt er ni neteen

It was Maxi m | coul d not see hi mbut | coul d hear hi s voi ce. He was shouti ng
for Frith as he ran. | heard Frith answer fromthe hall and cone out on
the terrace. Their figures | oomed out of the nist beneath us.

' She' s ashoreall right,' saidMaxim 'l was wat chi ng her fromt he headl and
and | saw her cone right into the bay, and head for the reef. They'll
never shift her, not with these tides. She nust have m staken the bay
for Kerrith harbour. It's like a wall out there, in the bay. Tell them
inthe house to stand by with food and drink in case these fell ows want
anything, andringthroughtotheofficetoM Crawl ey andtell hi mwhat's
happened. |'m going back to the cove to see if | can do anything. GCet
me sone cigarettes, will you?

M's Danvers drew back fromthe wi ndow. Her face was expressionl ess once
nore, the cold white mask that | knew.

"W had better go down,' she said, 'Frith will be | ooking for me to nake
arrangenments. M de Wnter nmay bring the men back to t he house as he sai d.

Be careful of your hands, |'mgoing to shut the window.' | stepped back
into the roomstill
dazed and stupid, not sure of nyself or of her. | watched her cl ose the

wi ndow and fasten the shutters, and draw the curtains in their place.
"It's a good thing there is no sea running,' she said, 'there wouldn't
have been much chance for themthen. But on a day like this there's no
danger. The owners will | ose their ship, though, if she's run on the reef
as M de Wnter said.'

She gl anced round the roomto nake certain that nothi ng was di sarranged
or out of place. She straightened the cover on the doubl e bed. Then she
went to the door and heldit openfor me. "I will tell theminthe kitchen
to serve cold lunch in the dining-roomafter all,' she said, 'and then



it won't nmatter what tine you cone for it. M de Wnter may not want to
rush back at one o'clock if he's busy down there in the cove.'

| stared at her blankly and t hen passed out of the open door, stiff and
wooden |i ke a dumy.

"When you see M de Wnter, Madam will you tell himit will be quite
all right if he wants to bring the nen back fromthe ship? There will
be a hot neal ready for themany tine.'

"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, Ms Danvers.'

She turned her back on nme and went along the corridor to the service
staircase, aweirdgaunt figureinher black dress, theskirt just sweeping
thegroundlikethefull, wideskirts of thirty years ago. Then she t urned
the corner of the corridor and di sappear ed.

| wal ked slowy along the passage to the door by the archway, ny mnd
still blunt and sl owas t hough | had just woken fromal ong sl eep. | pushed
t hrough t he door and went down the stairs with no set purpose before ne.
Frith was crossing the hall towards the dining-room Wen he saw ne he
stopped, and waited until | came down into the hall

"M de Wnter was in a few nmonents ago, Madam' he said. 'He took sone
cigarettes, and then went back again to the beach. It appears there is
a ship gone ashore.'

"Yes,' | said.
"Did you hear the rockets, Madan?' said Frith.
"Yes, | heard the rockets,' | said.

"I was in the pantry with Robert, and we both thought at first that one
of the gardeners had let off a firework |eft over from

last night,' said Frith, "and | said to Robert, "Wat do they want to
do that for in this weather? Wiy don't they keep themfor the kiddies
on Sat ur day ni ght ?" And t hen t he next one came, andthenthethird. "That's

not fireworks," says Robert, "that's a ship in distress.” "l believe
you're right," | said, and | went out to the hall and there was M de
Wnter calling me fromthe terrace.'

"Yes,' | said.

"Wll, it's hardly to be wondered at in this fog, Madam That's what

said to Robert just now It's difficult to find your way on the road,
I et alone on the water.'

"Yes,' | said.

"If you want to catch M de Wnter he went strai ght across the | awn only
two mnutes ago,' said Frith.

"Thank you, Frith,' | said.

| went out onthe terrace. | could see the trees taki ng shape beyond t he
lawns. The fog was lifting, it was rising in little clouds to the sky
above. It whirl ed above ny head i n wreaths of snoke. | | ooked up at the
w ndows above ny head. They were tightly closed, and the shutters were
fastened. They | ooked as though they woul d never open, never be thrown



wi de.

It was by the large windowin the centre that | had stood five mnutes
before. Howhi gh it seenmed above nmy head, howl ofty and renote. The stones
were hard and solid under ny feet. | | ooked down at ny feet and then up
again to the shuttered wi ndow, and as | did so | becane aware suddenly
that my head was swiming and | felt hot. Alittletrickleof perspiration
ran down t he back of ny neck. Bl ack dots junped about inthe air in front
of me. | went into the hall again and sat down on a chair. My hands were
quite wet. | sat very still, holding my knees.

"Frith," | called, 'Frith, are you in the dining-roon?

'Yes, Madan?' He cane out at once, and crossed the hall towards ne.
"Don't think ne very odd, Frith, but | rather think|l'dlike asmall glass

of brandy.'
"Certainly, Madam'
| went on holding ny knees and sitting very still. He cane back with a

liqueur glass on a silver salver.

"Do you feel atrifle unwell, Madan?' said Frith. 'Wuld you like ne to
call darice?

"No, I'Il be all right, Frith," | said. 'I felt abit hot, that's all."
"I't's avery warmnorni ng, Madam Very warmi ndeed. Qppressive, one ni ght
al nost say.'

"Yes, Frith. Very oppressive.'

| drank the brandy and put the glass back on the silver salver.

' Per haps t he sound of those rockets al armed you,' said Frith; 'they went
off so very sudden.'

"Yes, they did,' | said.

"And what with the hot norning and standing about all |ast night, you
are not perhaps feeling quite Iike yourself, Madam' said Frith.

'No, perhaps not,' | said.

"WIIl you lie down for half an hour? It's quite cool in the library.'
"No. No, | think I'"ll go out in a nonent or two. Don't bother, Frith.'
'"No. Very good, Madam'

He went away and left ne alone inthe hall. It was quiet sitting there,

gui et and cool. All trace of the party had been cleared away. It ni ght
never have happened. The hall was as it had al ways been, grey and sil ent
and austere, with the portraits and the weapons on the wall. | could
scarcely believe that |ast night | had stood there in ny blue dress at
t he bott omof the stairs, shaki ng hands with five hundred people. | could
not believe that there had been nusic-stands inthe mnstrels' gallery,
and a band playing there, a man with a fiddle, a man with a drum | got
up and went out on to the terrace again.

The fog was rising, lifting to the tops of the trees. | could see the
woods at the end of the | awns. Above ny head a pal e suntriedto penetrate
t he heavy sky. It was hotter than ever. Oppressive, as Frith had said.



A bee humred by ne i n search of scent, bunbling, noisy, and t hen creeping
i nside a fl ower was suddenly silent. On the grass banks above the | awns
t he gardener started his nmowi ng machine. Astartled linnet fled fromthe
whi rring bl ades t owar ds t he r ose- garden. The gardener bent tot he handl es
of the nmachine and walked slowy along the bank scattering the
short-tipped grass and the pin-

poi nt dai sy- heads. The snell of the sweet warmgrass cane towards ne on
the air, and the sun shone down upon nme full and strong fromout of the
white mist. | whistled for Jasper but he did not cone. Perhaps he had
fol | owed Maxi m when he went down to the beach. | glanced at ny watch.
It was after half past twelve, nearly twenty to one. This tinme yesterday
Maxi mand | were standing with Frank in the little garden in front of
his house, waiting for his housekeeper to serve | unch.

Twenty-four hours ago. They were teasing nme, baiting ne about ny dress.
"You'll both get the surprise of your lives,' | had said.

| felt sick with shane at the nmenory of nmy words. And then | realized
for thefirst time that Maxi mhad not gone away as | had f eared. The voi ce
| had heard on the terrace was cal mand practical. The voice | knew. Not
the voice of last night when | stood at the head of the stairs. Maxim
had not gone away. He was down t here i nt he cove sonewhere. He was hi nsel f,
normal and sane. He had just been for a wal k, as Frank had sai d. He had
been on t he headl and, he had seen the ship closingintowards the shore.
Al'l ny fears were wi thout foundati on. Maxi mwas saf e. Maxi mwas al | ri ght.
| had j ust experienced sonet hi ng t hat was degr adi ng and horri bl e and mad,
sonething that | did not fully understand even now, that | had no w sh
to renenber, that | wanted to bury for ever nore deep in the shadows of
my mnd with old forgotten terrors of chil dhood; but even this did not
matter as long as Maxi mwas all right.

Then |, too, went down the steep twi sting path through the dark woods
to the beach bel ow.

The fog had al nost gone, and when | cane to the cove | coul d see the ship
at once, lying about two mles offshore with her bows pointed towards
thecliffs. | went al ongthe breakwat er and st ood at the end of it, | eaning
agai nst the roundedwal | . There was a crowd of peopleonthecliffs already
who nust have wal ked al ong the coastguard path fromKerrith. The cliffs
and t he headl and were part of Manderl ey, but the public had al ways used
the right-of-way along the cliffs. Sone of themwere scranbling down the
cliff faceto get acloser viewof the stranded shi p. She | ay at an awkwar d
angl e,

her sterntilted, and there were a nunber of row ng-boats al ready pul |ing
round her. The |ifeboat was standing off. | saw soneone stand up i n her
and shout through a negaphone. | could not hear what he was saying. It
was still misty out inthe bay, and I coul d not see the horizon. Another
not or boat chugged into the Iight with sone nen aboard. The notor boat



was dark grey. | could see soneone in uniform That would be the
har bour - master fromKerrith, andthe LI oyd' s agent wi th hi m Anot her not or
boat fol | owed, aparty of hol i day-makers fromKerrith aboard. They circl ed
round and round the stranded steaner chatting excitedly. | could hear
their voices echoing across the still water.

| left the breakwat er and t he cove and cl i nbed up the path over thecliffs
towards the rest of the people. | did not see Maxi manywhere. Frank was
there, talking to one of the coastguards. | hung back when | saw him
monentarily enbarrassed. Barely an hour ago | had been crying to him
down t he tel ephone. | was not sure what | ought to do. He saw ne at once
and waved hi s hand. | went over to hi mand t he coast guard. The coast guard
knew re.

"Conme to see the fun, Ms de Wnter?' he said smling. 'I'mafraid it
will be a hard job. The tugs may shift her, but |I doubt it. She's hard
and fast where she is on that |edge.'

"What will they do?'" | said.

"They' Il send a diver down directly to see if she's broken her back,"
he replied. 'There's the fellowthere in the red stocking cap. Like to
see through these gl asses?'

I took his glasses and | ooked at the ship. | could see a group of nen
staring over her stern. One of themwas pointing at sonething. The nan
in the |ifeboat was still shouting through the nmegaphone.

The harbour-master fromKerrith had joi ned the group of neninthe stern
of the stranded ship. The diver in his stocking cap was sitting in the
grey notor boat bel onging to the harbour-naster.

The pl easure boat was still circling roundthe ship. Awoman was st andi ng
up taki ng a snapshot. A group of gulls had settled on the water and were
crying foolishly, hoping for scraps.

| gave the glasses back to the coastguard.

'Not hi ng seens to be happening,' | said.

"They' |l send himdown directly,' said the coastguard. 'They'll argue
a bit first, like all foreigners. Here conme the tugs.'

"They' Il never do it,' said Frank. 'Look at the angle she's lying at.

It's much shall ower there than | thought.

"That reef runs out quite a way,' said the coastguard; 'you don't notice
it inthe ordinary way, going over that piece of water in a small boat.
But a ship with her depth would touch all right.'

"I was down inthe first cove by the vall ey when they fired t he rockets,
said Frank. '| could scarcely see three yards in front of ne where | was.
And then the things went off out of the bl ue.

I thought how alike people were in a noment of common interest. Frank
was Frith all over again, giving his version of the story, as though it
mattered, as though we cared. | knewthat he had gone down to t he beach
to ook for Maxim | knew that he had been frightened, as | had been.



And now all this was forgotten and put asi de: our conversation down the
t el ephone, our mutual anxiety, his insistence that he nmust see ne. A
because a ship had gone ashore in the fog.

Asnmal | boy canerunninguptous. '"WII the sail ors be drowned?' he asked.
"Not them They're all right, sonny,' said the coastguard. "The sea's
as flat as the back of ny hand. No one's going to be hurt this tine.
"If it had happened | ast ni ght we should never have heard them' said
Frank. 'We must have l et off nore than fifty rockets at our show, beside
all the smaller things.'

"W'd have heard all right,' said the coastguard. 'W'd have seen the
fl ash and known the direction. There's the diver, Ms de Wnter. See him
putting on his hel net?

"I want to see the diver,' said the small boy.

"There heis,' said Frank, bendi ng and pointing- 'that chapthere putting
on the helnet. They're going to lower himinto the water.'

"Wn't he be drowned?' said the child.

"Divers don't drown,' said the coastguard. "They have air

punped into themall the tine. Watch hi m di sappear. There he goes.'
The surface of the water was di sturbed a m nute and t hen was cl ear agai n.
"He's gone,' said the small boy.

"Where's Maxi n?' | said.

"He's taken one of the crewinto Kerrith,' said Frank; '"the fell ow ]l ost
hi s head and junped for it apparently when the ship struck. W found him
clinging on to one of the rocks here under the cliff. He was soaked to
the skin of course and shaking like a jelly. Couldn't speak a word of
Engl i sh, of course. Maxi mwent down to him and found hi mbl eeding |ike
a pig froma scratch on the rocks. He spoke to himin German. Then he
hai | ed one of the motor boats fromKerrith that was hangi ng around |i ke
a hungry shark, and he' s gone of f wi th hi mt o get hi mbandaged by a doct or.
If he's lucky he'll just catch old Phillips sitting down to lunch.'
"Wien did he go?' | said.

' He went just before you turned up,' said Frank, 'about five m nutes ago.
| wonder you didn't see the boat. He was sitting inthe sternwith this
German fell ow '

'He nust have gone while | was clinbing up the cliff,' | said.
"Maxi mis splendid at anything like this,' said Frank. 'He al ways gi ves
ahandif hecan. You'll findhew Il invitethewhol ecrewbackto Manderl ey

and feed them and give them beds into the bargain.

"That's right,' said the coastguard. 'He'd give the coat off his back
for any of his own people, | knowthat. | wish there was nore like him
in the county.'

"Yes, we could do with them' said Frank.

We went on staring at the ship. The tugs were standing off still, but
the lifeboat had turned and gone back towards Kerrith.



"It's not their turn today,' said the coastguard.

"No,"' said Frank, "and | don't thinkit'sajobfor thetugseither. It's
t he shi p-breaker who's going to nmake noney this tine.'

The gul | s wheel ed over head, mewi ng | i ke hungry cats; sone of t hemsettl ed
on the ledges of the cliff, while others, bolder, rode the surface of
the wat er beside the ship.

The coastguard took off his cap and nopped his forehead.

"Seenms kind of airless, doesn't it? he said.

"Yes,' | said.

The pl easur e boat wi t hthe caner a peopl e went chuggi ng of f t owards Kerrith.
"They' ve got fed up,' said the coastguard.

"I don't blame them' said Frank. 'l don't suppose anything will happen
for hours. The diver will have to nake his report beforethey try to shift
her.'

"That's right,' said the coastguard.

"I don't think there's much sense in hangi ng about here,' said Frank;
‘we can't do anything. | want ny lunch.'

| did not say anything. He hesitated. | felt his eyes upon ne.

"What are you going to do?' he said.

"I think I shall stay here a bit,' | said. 'I can have |lunch any tine.
It's cold. It doesn't matter. | want to see what the diver's going to
do.' Sonehow | could not face Frank just at the monent. | wanted to be
al one, or with soneone | did not know, |ike the coastguard.

"You won't see anything,' said Frank; 'there won't be anything to see.
Why not cone back and have sonme |lunch with ne?'

"No," | said. "No, really ..."

"Ch, well,' said Frank, 'you know where to find ne if you do want ne.
| shall be at the office all the afternoon.’

"All right,' | said.

He nodded to t he coast guard and went of f down the cliff towards t he cove.
| wondered if | had of fended him | could not helpit. Al these things
woul d be settl ed sone day, one day. So nuch seened t o have happened si nce
| spoke to hi monthetel ephone, and | di d not want to thi nk about anyt hi ng

any nore. | just wanted to sit there onthe cliff and stare at the ship.
'"He's a good sort, M Crawl ey,' said the coastguard.

"Yes,' | said.

"He'd give his right hand for M de Wnter too,' he said.

"Yes, | think he would,' | said.

The smal|l boy was still hopping around on the grass in front of us.

"When's the diver com ng up agai n?' he said.

"Not yet, sonny,' said the coastguard.

Awonan i napinkstripedfrock and a hai rnet cane across the grass t owar ds
us. 'Charlie? Charlie? Were are you?' she call ed.

"Here's your nother conming to give you what-for,' said the coastguard.



"I've seen the diver, Mum' shouted the boy.

The woman nodded to us and smiled. She did not know ne. She was a
hol i day- maker fromKerrith. ' The excitenent all seens to be over doesn't
it? she said; 'they are saying down on the cliff there the ship will
be there for days.'

"They're waiting for the diver's report,' said the coastguard.

"I don't know how they get themto go down under the water |ike that,"
said the woman; 'they ought to pay themwell.'

"They do that,' said the coastguard.

"I want to be a diver, Mum' said the snall boy.

"You nmust ask your Daddy, dear,' said the woman, |aughing at us. 'It's
a lovely spot up here, isn't it?" she said to ne. 'W brought a picnic
I unch, never thinking it would turn foggy and we' d have a weck into the
bargai n. W were just thinking of going back to Kerrith when the rockets
went of f under our noses, it seened. | nearly junped out of ny skin. "Wy,
what ever's that?" | said to ny husband. "That's a distress signal," he
said; "let's stop and see the fun." There's no draggi ng hi maway; he's
as bad as ny little boy. | don't see anything in it nyself.'

"No, there's not nmuch to see now,' said the coastguard.

"Those are nice-|ooki ng woods over there; | suppose they're private,'
said the woman.
The coastguard coughed awkwardly, and gl anced at ne. | began eating a

pi ece of grass and | ooked away.

"Yes, that's all private in there,' he said.

"My husband says all these big estates will be chopped up in time and
bungal ows built,"' saidthe woman. '| wouldn't mindanicelittle bungal ow
up here facing the sea. | don't knowthat |'d care for this part of the
world in the winter though.'

"No, it's very quiet here winter tinmes,' said the coastguard.

| went on chewi ng nmy piece of grass. The little boy kept running round
incircles. The coastguard | ooked at his watch. "Well, | must be getting
' he said; 'good afternoon!' He

saluted ne, and turned back along the path towards Kerrith. 'Cone on,
Charlie, cone and find Daddy,' said the woman.

She nodded to me in friendly fashion, and sauntered off to the edge of
thecliff, thelittle boy runningat her heels. Athin manin khaki shorts
and a stri ped bl azer waved t o her. They sat down by a cl unp of gorse bushes
and the wonman began to undo paper packages.

| wished | could|oseny ownidentity and jointhem Eat hard-boil ed eggs
and pott ed neat sandwi ches, | aughrather | oudly, enter their conversati on,
and t hen wander back with themduring the afternoonto Kerrith and paddl e
onthe beach, runraces across the stretch of sand, and sototheir | odgi ngs
and have shrinps for tea. Instead of which I nust go back al one t hrough
the woods to Manderley and wait for Maxim And | did not know what we

on,



shoul d say to one another, how he would [ ook at ne, what would be his
voice. | went onsittingthereonthecliff. I was not hungry. | did not
t hi nk about 1 unch.

Mor e peopl e came and wandered over the cliffs to ook at the ship. It
made an excitenment for the afternoon. There was nobody | knew. They were
all holiday-makers fromKerrith. The sea was glassy calm The gulls no
| onger wheel ed overhead, they had settled onthe water alittle distance
fromthe ship. More pl easure boats appeared duringthe afternoon. It nmust
be a field day for Kerrith boatnen. The diver came up and t hen went down
again. One of the tugs steaned away while the other still stood by. The
har bour - master went back in his grey notor boat, taking sone nen with
him and the di ver who had cone to the surface for the second ti ne. The
crew of the ship | eant against the side throwing scraps to the gulls,
while visitors in pleasure boats rowed slowy round the ship. Nothing

happened at all. It was dead | ow water now, and the ship was heel ed at
an angl e, the propeller showingclean. Littleridges of whitecloudforned
inthe western sky and the sun becane pallid. It was still very hot. The

worman in the pink striped frock with the little boy got up and wander ed
of f along the path towards Kerrith, the maninthe shorts followingwith
the picnic basket.

| glanced at ny watch. It was after three o' clock. | got up and went
down the hill to the cove. It was quiet and deserted as

al ways. The shingle was dark and grey. The water in the little harbour
was gl assy likeamrror. My feet made a queer crunchi ng noi se as | crossed
t he shingle. The ridges of white cl oud now covered all the sky above ny
head, and the sun was hi dden. Wen | cane to the further side of the cove
| saw Ben crouching by alittle pool between two rocks scrapi ng w nkl es
into his hand. My shadow fell upon the water as | passed, and he | ooked
up and saw ne.

"G day,' he said, his nobuth opening in a grin

' Good afternoon,' | said.

He scranbled to his feet and opened a dirty handkerchi ef he had filled
wi th wi nkl es.

"You eat winkles?' he said.

| did not want to hurt his feelings. 'Thank you,' | said.

He enpti ed about a dozen wi nkles into ny hand, and | put themin die two
pockets of nmy skirt. 'They' mall right with bread-an'-butter,' he said,
"you nmust boil 'emfirst.’

"Yes, all right,' | said.

He stood there grinning at nme. 'Seen the steaner?' he said.

"Yes,' | said, 'she's gone ashore, hasn't she?

"Eh?' he said.

"She' srunaground,’' | repeated. '| expect she's got aholeinher bottom"'

H s face went bl ank and foolish. 'Aye,' he said, 'she's down there al



right. She'll not cone back again.'

"Perhaps the tugs will get her off when the tide makes,' | said.

He di d not answer. He was staring out towards the stranded ship. | could
see her broadsi de on fromhere, the red underwat er secti on showi ng agai nst
t he bl ack of the t op-sides, andthe singl e funnel | eani ngrakishlytowards
the cliffs beyond. The crewwere still |eaning over her side feedingthe
gulls and staring into the water. The row ng-boats were pulling back to
Kerrith.

'She's a Dutchman, ain't she?" said Ben.

"l don't know,' | said. 'German or Dutch.'
"She'll break up there where she's to,' he said.
"I"'mafraid so,' | said.

He grinned again, and wi ped his nose with the back of his hand.
"She'll break up bit by bit," he said, 'she'll not sink |ike astone like
thelittle "un.' He chuckled to hinself, picking his nose. | did not say
anything. 'The fishes have eaten her up by now, haven't they?' he said.
"Who?' | said.

He jerked his thumb towards the sea. 'Her,' he said, 'the other one.

'Fishes don't eat steaners, Ben,' | said.

"Eh?' he said. He stared at ne, foolish and bl ank once nore.

"I must go hone now,' | said; 'good afternoon.'

I left hi mand wal ked t owards the path t hrough the woods. | did not | ook
at the cottage. | was aware of it on ny right hand; grey and quiet. |
went straight to the path and up through the trees. | paused to rest
hal f -way and | ooking through the trees | could still see the stranded

ship | eaning towards the shore. The pleasure boats had all gone. Even
the crew had di sappeared bel ow. The ridges of cloud covered the whol e
sky. Alittle wi nd sprang fromnowhere and blewinto ny face. Al eaf fel
onto ny hand fromthe tree above. | shivered for no reason. Then t he wi nd
went again, it was hot and sultry as before. The ship | ooked desol ate
t her e upon her side, with no one on her decks, and her thin black funne
pointing to the shore. The sea was so cal mthat when it broke upon the
shingle in the cove it was |ike a whisper, hushed and still. | turned
once nore to the steep path through t he woods, ny | egs rel uctant, ny head
heavy, a strange sense of foreboding in ny heart.

The house | ooked very peaceful as | canme uponit fromthe woods and crossed
the lawns. It seened sheltered and protected, nore beautiful than | had
ever seen it. Standing there, |ooking down upon it from the banks,
realized, perhaps for thefirst time, withafunny feelingof bew | dernent
and pride that it was ny hone, | bel onged there, and Manderl ey bel onged
to me. The trees and the grass and the flower tubs on the terrace were
reflected in the nullioned windows. A thin colum of snmoke rose in the
air fromone of the chi meys. The new cut grass on the | awn snmelt sweet



as hay. A bl ackbird was

singing on the chestnut tree. Ayellowbutterfly w nged his foolish way
before me to the terrace.

| went into the hall and through to the dining-room M place was stil

| ai d, but Maxi m s had been cl eared away. The col d neat and sal ad awai t ed
me on the sideboard. | hesitated, and then rang the di ni ng-room bel |
Robert came in from behind the screen.

"Has M de Wnter been in? | said. 'Yes, Madam' said Robert; 'he cane
in just after two, and had a quick lunch, and then went out again. He
asked for you and Frith said he thought you nmust have gone down to see
the ship.'

"Did he say when he would be back agai n?' | asked. 'No, Madam

' Perhaps he went to the beach another way,' | said; '|l may have m ssed
him'

'Yes, Madam' said Robert.

| looked at the cold neat and the salad. | felt enpty but not hungry.
| did not want cold nmeat now. 'WII| you be taking lunch?' said Robert.

"No," | said. 'No, you might bring ne sone tea, Robert, inthe library.
Nothing |ike cakes or scones. Just tea and bread-and-butter.' 'Yes,
Madam '

| went and sat on the wi ndowseat inthelibrary. It seened funny w t hout
Jasper. He must have gone wi t h Maxi m The ol d dog | ay asl eep i n her basket .
| picked up The Times and turned the pages without reading it. It was
queer this feeling of marking tine, like sitting in a waiting-room at
a dentist's. | knew | should never settle to nmy knitting or to a book.
| was waiting for sonething to happen, sonethi ng unforeseen. The horror
of my norning and the stranded ship and not having any |unch had al
conbined to give birth to a | atent sense of excitenent at the back of
my mind that | did not understand. It was as though | had entered into
a new phase of nmy life and nothing woul d be quite the sane again. The
girl who had dressed for the fancy dress ball the ni ght before had been
| eft behind. It had all happened a very long tine ago. This sel f who sat
on the wi ndow seat was new, was different ... Robert

brought inmy tea, and | ate ny bread-and-butter hungrily. He had brought
scones as wel I, and sorre sandwi ches, and an angel cake. He nust have t hought
it derogatory to bring bread-and-butter alone, nor was it Manderl ey
routine. | was gl ad of the scones and t he angel cake. | renmenbered | had
only had cold tea at half past eleven, and no breakfast. Just after |
had drunk my third cup Robert cane in again.

"M de Wnter is not back yet is he, Madanf?' he said.

"No,"' | said. 'Why? Does soneone want hi n®'

'Yes, Madam' said Robert, 'it's Captain Searle, the harbour-nmaster of
Kerrith, on the tel ephone. He wants to know if he can cone up and see
M de Wnter personally.’



"I don't know what to say,' | said. 'He may not be back for ages.'
"No, Madam'

"You'd better tell himto ring again at five o' clock,' | said. Robert
went out of the room and came back again in a few m nutes.

"Captain Searlewuldliketoseeyou, if it woul d be conveni ent, Madam'
said Robert. 'He says the matter is rather urgent. He tried to get M
Crawl ey, but there was no reply."'

"Yes, of course | nmust see himif it's urgent,' | said. 'Tell himto cone
along at once if he likes. Has he got a car?
"Yes, | believe so, Madam'

Robert went out of theroom | wondered what | shoul d say t o Capt ai n Sear| e.
H s busi ness nmust be sonething to do with the stranded ship. | coul d not
under st and what concern it was of Maxim s. It woul d have been different
if the ship had gone ashore in the cove. That was Manderl ey property.
They m ght have to ask Maxi m s perni ssionto bl ast away rocks or what ever
it was that was done to nove a ship. But the open bay and the | edge of
rock under the water di d not bel ong to Maxi m Captain Searl e woul d wast e
his time talking to nme about it all.

He must have got into his car right away after tal ki ng to Robert because
in less than quarter of an hour he was shown into the room

He was still in his uniformas | had seen hi mthrough the glasses in the
early afternoon. | got up fromthe wi ndow seat and shook hands with him
"I"'msorry ny husband isn't back

yet, Captain Searle,' | said; 'he nust have gone down to the cliffs again,
and he went into Kerrith before that. | haven't seen himall day.'
"Yes, | heard he'd been to Kerrith but | missed himthere,' said the

har bour - master. ' He must have wal ked back across the cliffs when | was
inny boat. And I can't get hold of M Crawl ey either.'

"I"mafraid the ship has di sorgani zed everybody,' | said. '| was out on
the cliffs and went wi thout ny lunch, and | know M Crawl ey was there
earlier on. What wi ||l happento her? WII| tugs get her of f, do you t hi nk?'
Captain Searle nmade a great circle with his hands. "There's a hol e t hat
deep in her bottom' he said, 'she'll not see Hanburg agai n. Never m nd
the ship. Her owner and LI oyd's agent will settle that between them No,
Ms de Wnter, it's not the ship that's brought ne here. Indirectly of
course she's the cause of nmy conmng. The fact is, |'ve got sone news for
M de Wnter, and | hardly know how to break it to him' He | ooked at
me very straight with his bright blue eyes.

"What sort of news, Captain Searle?

He brought a | arge whi t e handker chi ef out of hi s pocket and bl ewhi s nose.
"Well, Ms de Wnter, it's not very pleasant for me to tell you either.
The last thing | want to do is to cause distress or pain to you and your
husband. W' re all very fond of M de Wnter in Kerrith, you know, and
the fam |y has al ways done a |l ot of good. It's hard on himand hard on



you that we can't let the past lie quiet. But | don't see howwe can under
the ci rcunst ances.' He paused, and put hi s handker chi ef back i n hi s pocket.
He | owered his voice, although we were alone in the room

"W sent the diver downtoinspect theship' s bottom' hesaid, 'and while
he was down there he nade a discovery. It appears he found the hole in
the ship's bottom and was working round to the other side to see what
furt her danage t her e was when he cane across the hull of alittle sailing
boat, lying on her side, quite intact and not broken up at all. He's a
| ocal man, of course, and he recogni zed t he boat at once. It wasthelittle
boat belonging to the late Ms de Wnter.'

My first feeling was one of thankful ness that Maxi m was not

there to hear. This fresh blowconm ng swiftly upon ny masquer ade of the
ni ght beforewasironic, andrather horrible. 'I'"msosorry,' | saidslowy,
"it's not the sort of thing one expected would happen. Is it necessary
totell M de Wnter? Couldn't the boat be left there, as it is? It's
not doing any harm is it?

"It would be left, Ms de Wnter, inthe ordinary way. |' mthe | ast man
intheworldtowant todisturbit. Andl'dgive anything, as| said before,
to spare M de Wnter's feelings. But that wasn't all, Ms de Wnter.

My man poked round the little boat and he nade anot her, nore inportant
di scovery. The cabin door was tightly closed, it was not stove in, and
the portlights were closed too. He broke one of the ports with a stone
fromthe sea bed, and | ooked into the cabin. It was full of water, the
sea nmust have cone t hrough sone holeinthe bottom there seened no danage
el sewhere. And then he got the fright of his life, Ms de Wnter.'
Captai n Searl e paused, he | ooked over his shoul der as t hough one of the
servants m ght hear him 'There was a body in there, |lying on the cabin
floor,'" hesaid quietly. "It was dissol ved of course, there was no fl esh
onit. But it was a body all right. He saw the head and the |inbs. He
came up to the surface then and reported it direct to ne. And now you
understand, Ms de Wnter, why |'ve got to see your husband.'

| stared at him bew |l dered at first, then shocked, then rather sick.
' She was supposed to be sailing alone? | whispered, 'there nust have
been someone with her then, all the tinme, and no one ever knew?

"It looks like it,' said the harbour-naster.

"Who coul d it have been?' | said. 'Surely relatives woul d knowif anyone
had been m ssing? There was so nuch about it at the tine, it was all in
t he papers. Wiy shoul d one of thembe i nthe cabinand Ms de Wnter hersel f
be picked up many niles away, nonths afterwards?

Captai n Searl e shook his head. 'I can't tell any nore than you,' he said.
"All we knowis that the body is there, and it has got to be reported.
There'll be publicity, I'mafraid, Ms de

Wnter. | don't know howwe're going to avoidit. It's very hard on you



and M de Wnter. Here you are, settled down quietly, wantingto be happy,
and this has to happen.’

| knew nowthe reason for ny sense of foreboding. It was not the stranded
ship that was sinister, nor the crying gulls, nor the thin black funnel
pointing to the shore. It was the stillness of the bl ack water, and the
unknown t hings that |ay beneath. It was the diver going down into those
cool qui et depths and stunbling upon Rebecca's boat, and Rebecca's dead
conpani on. He had touched the boat, had | ooked into the cabin, and all
the while | sat on the cliffs and had not known.

"If only we did not have to tell him' | said. '"If only we could keep
the whole thing fromhim'
"You know | would if it were possible, Ms de Wnter,' said the

har bour-master, 'but my personal feelings have to go, in a matter |ike
this. I've got to do ny duty. |I've got to report that body.' He broke
of f short as the door opened, and Maxi mcane into the room

"Hul l 0,"' he said, 'what's happening? | didn't knowyou were here, Captain
Searle? Is anything the matter?'

| could not stand it any longer. | went out of the roomlike the coward
| was and shut t he door behi nd ne. | had not even gl anced at Maxi mi s face.
| had the vague inpression that he | ooked tired, untidy, hatless.

| went and stoodinthe hall by the front door. Jasper was dri nking noisily
fromhis bow. He wagged his tail when he saw ne and went on dri nking.
Then he | oped towards ne, and stood up, pawi ng at ny dress. | kissed the
top of his head and went and sat on the terrace. The monent of crisis
had cone, and | nust face it. My old fears, ny diffidence, ny shyness,
nmy hopel ess sense of inferiority, nust be conquered nowand t hrust asi de.
If 1 failednowl shouldfail for ever. There woul d never be anot her chance.
| prayed for courage in a blind despairing way, and dug ny nails into

nmy hands. | sat there for five mnutes staring at the green | awns and
the flower tubs on the terrace. | heard the sound of a car starting up
inthe drive. It nust be Captain Searle. He had broken his news to Maxi m
and had gone. | got up fromthe terrace and went slowy through the
hall tothe library. | kept turning over in nmy pockets the w nkl es that
Ben had given ne. | clutched themtight in ny hands.

Maxi m was standi ng by the window. H's back was turned to ne. | waited

by the door. Still he didnot turnround. | took ny hands out of nmy pockets
and went and stood beside him | reached out for his hand and laid it
agai nst nmy cheek. He did not say anything. He went on standing there.

"I'"'mso sorry,' | whispered, 'so terribly, terribly sorry.' He did not
answer. His handwasicycold. | ki ssedtheback of it, andthenthefingers,
one by one. 'l don't want you to bear this alone,' | said. 'l want to
shareit withyou. I've grown up, Maxim intwenty-four hours. I'l|l never

be a child again.’



He put his armround ne and pulled me to hi mvery cl ose. My reserve was
br oken, and ny shynesstoo. | stoodtherew thmyface agai nst hi s shoul der.
"You' ve forgiven nme, haven't you?' | said.

He spoketone at | ast. ' Forgi ven you?' he sai d. 'What havel got toforgive
you for?

"Last night,' | said; 'you thought | did it on purpose.’
"Ah, that,' he said. 'I'd forgotten. | was angry with you, wasn't [|?'
"Yes,' | said.

He did not say any nore. He went on holding ne close to his shoul der
"Maxim' | said, 'can't westart all over agai n? Can't we begi n fromt oday,
and face things together? | don't want you to love ne, | won't ask
i npossiblethings. I'Il be your friend and your conpani on, a sort of boy.
| don't ever want nore than that.'

He took ny face between his hands and | ooked at ne. For the first tine
| saw how thin his face was, how lined and drawn. And t here were great
shadows beneath his eyes.

"How much do you | ove ne?' he said.

| could not answer. | could only stare back at him at his dark tortured
eyes, and his pale drawn face.

'"It's too late, ny darling, too late,' he said. 'W've lost our little
chance of happiness."

"No, Maxim No,' | said.

"Yes,' he said. 'It's all over now The thing has happened.'

"What thing? | said.

"The thing |'ve al ways foreseen. The thing |'ve dreamt about, day after
day, night after night. W're not neant for happiness, you and |."' He
sat down on the wi ndowseat, and | knelt in front of him ny hands on
hi s shoul ders.

"What are you trying to tell ne?" | said

He put his hands over m ne and | ooked into ny face. ' Rebecca has won,'
he said.

| stared at him my heart beati ng strangely, my hands suddenl y col d beneat h
hi s hands.

' Her shadowbetween us all the tine,' he said. ' Her dammed shadow keepi ng
us fromone another. Howcoul d | hold youlikethis, nydarling, nylittle
| ove, withthe fear always i nny heart that thi s woul d happen? | renenbered
her eyes as she | ooked at ne before she died. | renenbered that slow
treacherous snile. She knew this woul d happen even then. She knew she
would win in the end."'

"Maxi m' | whi spered, 'what are you saying, what are you tryingtotell
me?'

"Her boat,' hesaid, "they'vefoundit. Thediver foundit thisafternoon.'
"Yes,' | said. 'I know. Captain Searle cane totell nme. You are thinking
about the body, aren't you, the body the diver found in the cabin?



"Yes,' he said.

"It means she was not alone,' | said. 'It neans t here was sonebody sailing
wi th Rebecca at the time. And you have to find out who it was. That's
it, isn't it, Maxin®

"No,' he said. 'No, you don't understand.’

"I want to share this with you, darling,' | said. '| want to help you."'
"There was no one with Rebecca, she was alone,' he said.

| knelt there watching his face, watching his eyes.

"It's Rebecca's body lying there on the cabin floor,' he said.

"No," | said. 'No.'

"The woman buried in the crypt is not Rebecca,' he said. 'It's the body
of sonme unknown woman, uncl ai med, bel ongi ng nowhere. There never was an
acci dent. Rebecca was not

drowned at all. | killed her. | shot Rebeccainthe cottage in the cove.
| carried her body to the cabin, and took the boat out that night and
sunk it there, where they found it today. It's Rebecca who's |ying dead
there on the cabin floor. WII you look into my eyes and tell ne that
you | ove me now?'

chapter twenty

It was very quiet inthelibrary. The only sound was t hat of Jasper |i cking
his foot. He nust have caught a thorn in his pads, for he kept biting
and sucki ng at the skin. Then | heard t he watch on Maximi's wri st ticking
closetony ear. Thelittle normal sounds of every day. And for no reason
t he stupid proverb of ny school days ran through nmy nind, 'Tinme and Ti de
wai t for noman.' The words repeat ed t hensel ves over and over again. ' Tinme
and Tide wait for no man.' These were the only sounds then, the ticking
of Maxim s watch and Jasper licking his foot on the floor beside ne.
When peopl e suffer a great shock, like death, or the loss of a linb, |
believe they don't feel it just at first. If your hand is taken fromyou
you don't know, for afewmni nutes, that your handis gone. You go onfeeling
the fingers. You stretch and beat themon the air, one by one, and al
the tinme there is nothing there, no hand, no fingers. | knelt there by
Maxi m s side, my body agai nst hi s body, my hands upon hi s shoul ders, and
| was aware of no feeling at all, no pain and no fear, there was no horror
in ny heart. | thought how | nust take the thorn out of Jasper's foot
and | wondered i f Robert would coneinandclear theteathings. It seened
strange to ne that | shoul d think of these things, Jasper's foot, Maxinm s
wat ch, Robert and the tea things. | was shocked at ny |ack of enotion
and this queer cold absence of distress. Little by little the feeling
will

cone back tonme, | saidto nyself, little by little | shall understand.
What he has told ne and al | that has happened will tunble into placelike
pi eces of a jig-saw puzzle. They will fit thenselves into a pattern. At
the nonent | amnothing, | have no heart, and no mnd, and no senses,



| amjust a wooden thing in Maxim s arnms. Then he began to kiss ne. He
had not kissed nme like this before. | put my hands behind his head and

shut ny eyes.

"I love you so much,' he whi spered. ' So much.' This is what | have want ed
himto say every day and every night, | thought, and now he is saying
it at last. This is what | imagined in Monte Carlo, in ltaly, here in

Manderley. He is saying it now. | opened ny eyes and | ooked at alittle
pat ch of curtain above his head. He went on ki ssi ng ne, hungry, desperate,
murmuring my nanme. | kept on | ooking at the patch of curtain, and saw
where the sun had faded it, making it |lighter than the piece above. ' How
calml am"' | thought. ' Howcool . Here | aml ooki ng at t he pi ece of curtain,
and Maximis kissing ne. For the first tinme he is telling ne he | oves
ne. '

Then he stopped suddenly, he pushed ne away fromhim and got up from
the wi ndowseat. 'You see, | was right,' he said. 'It's too late. You
don't love ne now. Wiy should you?" He went and stood over by the
mant el pi ece. 'We'll forget that,' he said, 'it won't happen again.'
Real i zation fl ooded ne at once, and ny heart junped i n qui ck and sudden
panic. 'It's not too late,' | said swiftly, getting up fromthe floor
and going to him putting nmy arnms about him 'you're not to say that,
you don't understand. | |ove you nore than anything in the world. But
when you ki ssed nme just now !l felt stunned and shaken. | coul d not feel
anything. | could not grasp anything. It was just as though | had no nore
feeling left in me at all.'

"You don't love ne,' he said, 'that's why you did not feel anything. |

know. | understand. It's cone too |late for you, hasn't it?

"No,' | said.

"Thi s ought to have happened four nonths ago,' he said. 'l should have
known. Wonen are not |ike nen.'

"I want you to kiss ne again," | said; 'please, Maxim'

"No," he said, '"it's no use now.'

"W can't | ose each other now,' | said. ' W' ve got to be together al ways,

with no secrets, no shadows. Please, darling, please.'

"There's no tinme,' he said. 'W may only have a few hours, a few days.
How can we be toget her nowthat this has happened? |'ve tol d you they' ve
found the boat. They've found Rebecca.'

| stared at hi mstupi dly, not understandi ng. 'What will they do?' | said.

"They'll identify her body,' he said, 'there's everythingtotell them
thereinthe cabin. The cl ot hes she had, the shoes, therings onher fingers.
They' Il identify her body; and then they will renenber the other one,

the worman buried up there, in the crypt.'
"What are you going to do?' | whispered.
"I don't know,' he said. 'l don't know.'
The feel i ng was conming back tome, little by little, as | knewit woul d.



My hands were cold no | onger. They were clamy, warm | felt a wave of
col our coneintony face, my throat. My cheeks were burni ng hot. | thought
of Captain Searle, the diver, the Lloyd s agent, all those nmen on the
stranded ship | eani ng agai nst the side, staring down into the water.

t hought of the shopkeepers in Kerrith, of errand boys whistling in the
street, of the vicar wal ki ng out of church, of Lady Crowan cutting roses
in her garden, of the wonman in the pink dress and her little boy on the
cliffs. Soonthey woul d know. I nafewhours. By breakfast time tonorrow
' They' ve found Ms de Wnter's boat, and they say there is a body in the
cabin.' Abody in the cabin. Rebecca was |ying there on the cabin fl oor.
She was not inthe crypt at all. Sone ot her wonan was lying in the crypt.
Maxi mhad ki | | ed Rebecca. Rebecca had not been drowned at all. Maxi mhad
killed her. He had shot her in the cottage in the woods. He had carried
her body to t he boat, and sunk t he boat there i nthe bay. That grey, silent
cottage, with the rain pattering on the roof. The jig-saw pi eces cane
tunbling thick and fast upon ne. Disjointed pictures flashed one by one
through ny bewi |l dered mnd. Maximsitting in the car beside ne in the
south of France. ' Sonet hi ng happened nearly a year ago that altered ny
whole life. | had to begin living all over

again...' Maxim s silence, Maxi M s nbods. The way he never tal ked about
Rebecca. The way he never nmenti oned her nane. Maxi m s di sli ke of t he cove,
the stone cottage. 'If you had ny nmenori es you woul d not gothere either.'
The way he clinbed the path through the woods not | ooki ng behind him
Maxi m paci ng up and down the library after Rebecca died. Up and down.
Up and down. '| cane away in rather a hurry,' he said to Ms Van Hopper,
aline, thin as gossanmer, between his brows. ' They say he can't get over
his wife's death.' The fancy dress dance | ast night, and | com ng down

to the head of the stairs, in Rebecca's dress. 'l killed Rebecca,' Maxim
had said. 'I shot Rebecca in the cottage in the woods.' And the diver
had found her lying there, on the cabin floor

"What are we going to do?' | said. 'Wat are we going to say?

Maxi mdi d not answer. He stood there by the mantel pi ece, his eyes wi de
and staring, looking in front of him not seeing anything.

' Does anyone know?' | said, 'anyone at all?'" He shook his head. ' No,"
he said. 'No one but you and ne?' | asked. 'No one but you and ne,' he
sai d.

"Frank,' | said suddenly, 'are you sure Frank does not know?'

'How coul d he?' said Maxim "There was nobody there but nyself. It was
dark.. .' He stopped. He sat down on a chair, he put his hand up to his
forehead. | went and knelt beside him He sat very still a nmonent. | took
his hands away fromhis face and | ooked into his eyes. 'l |ove you,'
whi spered, 'l |ove you. WII you believe ne now?' He kissed ny face and

my hands. He held ny hands very tightly like a child who would gain
confi dence.



"I thought | shouldgomad,' hesaid, 'sittinghere, day after day, waiting
for somet hing to happen. Sitting down at the desk there, answering those
terribleletters of synpathy. The notices inthe papers, the interviews,
all thelittleaftermath of death. Eati nganddrinking, tryingtobenornal,
trying to be sane. Frith, the servants, Ms Danvers. Ms Danvers, who
| had not the courage to turn away, because with her know edge of
Rebecca she m ght have suspect ed, she m ght have guessed. .. Frank, al ways
by my side, discreet, synpathetic. "Wy don't you get away?" he used to
say, "l can manage here. You ought to get away." And G | es, and Bee, poor
dear tactl ess Bee. "You're looking frightfullyill, can't you go and see
a doctor?" | had to face themall, these people, know ng every word I
uttered was a lie.'

I went on hol di ng his hands very tight. | leant closeto him quite close.
"I nearly told you, once,' he said, 'that day Jasper ran to the cove,
and you went to the cottage for sonme string. W were sitting here, like
this, and then Frith and Robert cane in with the tea.'

"Yes,' | said. 'l renenber. Why didn't youtell ne? The ti ne we' ve wast ed
when we might have been together. Al these weeks and days.'

"You were so al oof,' hesaid, 'always wanderingintothegardenwthJasper,
goi ng off on your own. You never cane to ne like this.'

"Why didn't you tell nme?'" | whispered. 'Wiy didn't you tell ne?

T t hought you wer e unhappy, bored,' he said. 'I' mso nuch ol der t han you.
You seened to have nore to say to Frank than you ever had to ne. You were
funny with me, awkward, shy.' 'How could | cone to you when | knew you
wer e t hi nki ng about Rebecca?' | said. 'How could | ask you to | ove me
when | knewyou | oved Rebeccastill?' He pull edmecl osetohi mand searched
my eyes. 'What are you tal ki ng about ? What do you nean?' he said. | knelt
up straight beside him 'Wenever you touched nme | thought you were
conparing nme to Rebecca,' | said. 'Wenever you spoke to nme or | ooked
at ne, wal ked with me in the garden, sat down to dinner, | felt you were
saying to yourself, "This | did with Rebecca, and this, and this." ' He
stared at nme bewi |l dered as though he did not understand. 'It was true,
wasn't it?" | said.

"Ch, nmy God,' he said. He pushed ne away, he got up and began wal ki ng
up and down t he room cl aspi ng his hands. 'Wat isit? What'sthe matter?'
| said. He whipped round and | ooked at nme as | sat there huddl ed on
the floor. 'You thought | | oved Rebecca?' he said. 'You thought | killed
her, loving her? | hated her, | tell you. Qur nmarriage was a farce from
the very first. She was vicious, damable, rotten through and through.
We never | oved each other, never had one nonent of happi ness together.
Rebecca was incapabl e of |ove, of tenderness, of decency. She was not
even nornmal .’

| sat on the floor, clasping ny knees, staring at him 'She was cl ever
of course,' he said. 'Dammably clever. No one woul d guess neeting her



that she was not the kindest, nbst generous, nost gifted person in the
wor |l d. She knew exactly what to say to different people, howto match
her nood to theirs. Had she nmet you, she woul d have wal ked of f into the
garden with you, armin-arm calling to Jasper, chatting about fl owers,
musi ¢, painting, whatever she knewto be your particul ar hobby; and you
woul d have been taken in, like the rest. You woul d have sat at her feet
and wor shi pped her.'

Up and down he wal ked, up and down across the library floor.

"VWhen | married her | was told | was the luckiest man in the world,' he
said. 'She was so | ovely, so acconplished, so anusing. Even Gran, the
nmost difficult personto pleaseinthose days, adored her fromthe first.
"She's got thethreethingsthat matter inaw fe," shetoldne: "breedi ng,
brai ns, and beauty." And | believed her, or forced nyself to believe her.
But all the tinme | had a seed of doubt at the back of ny nind. There was
sonet hi ng about her eyes ..."

The ji g-saw pi eces cane toget her piece by piece, the real Rebecca took
shape and formbefore ne, stepping fromher shadowworld like a living
figure froma picture frame. Rebecca slashing at her horse; Rebecca
seizing life with her two hands; Rebecca, triunphant, | eaning down from
the minstrels' gallery with a smle on her |ips.

Once nore | saw nysel f standi ng on the beach besi de poor startled Ben.
"You're kind,' he said, 'not |ike the other one. Youwon't put neto the
asylum w || you?' There was soneone who wal ked t hr ough t he woods by ni ght

soneone tall and slim She gave you the feeling of a snake ... Maxi mwas
tal ki ng t hough. Maxi m was wal ki ng up and
down the library floor. 'l found her out at once,' he was saying, 'five

days after we were married. You remenber that time | drove you in the
car, tothe hills above Monte Carl 0? | wanted to stand there again, to
renenber. She sat there, |aughing, her black hair blowing in the w nd;
she tol d me about herself, told me things | shall never repeat toaliving
soul. | knew t hen what | had done, what | had married. Beauty, brains,
and breedi ng. Ch, ny God!'

He broke of f abruptly. He went and stood by t he wi ndow, | ooki ng out upon

the | awns. He began to | augh. He stood there | aughing. | coul d not bear
it, it made ne frightened, ill. | could not stand it.

"Maxim' | cried. 'Maxin

He it a cigarette, and stood t here snmoking, not saying anything. Then
he turned away agai n, and paced up and down the roomonce nore. '| nearly
killed her then,' he said. 'It woul d have been so easy. One fal se step,
one slip. You renenber the precipice. | frightened you, didn't |1? You

t hought | was nad. Perhaps | was. Perhaps | am It doesn't make for sanity,
does it, living with the devil.'

| sat there watching him up and down, up and down.

' She made a bargain with me up there, on the side of the precipice,' he



said.” "I'I'l run your house for you," shetold nme, "I'IIl | ook after your
preci ous Manderley for you, make it the nost famous show place in al
the country, if youlike. And people will visit us, and envy us, and tal k
about us; they'Il say we are the | ucki est, happi est, handsonest couple
inall England. What al eg-pul |, Max!" she sai d, "what a God-damm t ri unph! "
She sat there on the hillside, |aughing, tearing a flower to bits in her
hands.

Maxi mthrew his cigarette away, a quarter snoked, into the enpty grate.
"I didnot kill her,' he said. 'I watched her, | said nothing, | |let her
| augh. W got into the car together and drove away. And she knew | woul d
do as she suggested: conme here to Manderley, throw the place open
entertain, have our marriage spoken of as the success of the century.
She knew ! woul d sacrifice pride, honour, personal feelings, every dammed
quality on earth, rather than stand before our little world after a week
of

mar ri age and have them know t he thi ngs about her that she had told ne
t hen. She knew | woul d never stand in a divorce court and gi ve her away,
have fingers pointing at us, nmud flung at us in the newspapers, all the
peopl e who bel ong down here whi speri ng when ny nane was nentioned, al
the trippers fromKerrith trooping to the | odge gates, peering into the
grounds and saying, "That's where he lives, inthere. That's Manderl ey.
That's the place that belongs to the chap who had that divorce case we
read about. Do you renenber what the judge said about his wife ...?" "'
He cane and st ood before nme. He hel d out his hands. ' You despi se nme, don't
you?' he said. ' You can't understand ny shanme, and | oat hi ng and di sgust ?'
| did not say anything. |I held his hands agai nst ny heart. | did not care
about his shane. None of the things that he had told ne nmattered to e
at all. | clung to one thing only, and repeated it to nyself, over and
over again. Maxi mdid not | ove Rebecca. He had never | oved her, never,
never. They had never known one nonent's happi ness together. Maxi mwas
talking and | listened to him but his words neant nothing to ne. | did
not really care. 'l thought about Manderley too nuch,' he said. 'l put
Manderl ey first, before anything el se. Andit does not prosper, that sort
of |l ove. They don't preach about it in the churches. Christ said nothing
about stones, and bricks, and walls, the | ove that a man can bear for

his plot of earth, his soil, his little kingdom It does not cone into
the Christian creed.'

"My darling,' | said, 'my Maxim ny love.' | laid his hands agai nst ny
face, | put ny |lips against them

"Do you understand?' he said, 'do you, do you?

"Yes,' | said, 'ny sweet, ny |l ove.' But | | ooked away fromhi mso he shoul d

not see ny face. What did it matter whether | understood himor not? My
heart was light |like a feather floating in the air. He had never |oved
Rebecca.



"I don't want to | ook back on those years,' he said slowy. 'I don't want
even to tell you about them The shane and the degradation. The lie we
lived, she and I. The shabby, sordid farce we played together. Before
friends, before relations, even before the servants, before faithful,
trusting creatures like old Frith. They all believed in her down here,
they all admired her,

t hey never knew how she | aughed at them behind their backs, jeered at
them nminmcked them | can renmenber days when t he pl ace was full for sone
show or other, a garden party, a pageant, and she wal ked about with a
smle like an angel on her face, her armthrough mine, giving prizes
afterwards to a little troop of children; and then the day afterwards
she woul d be up at dawn driving to London, streaking to that flat of hers
by the river like an animal toits hole in the ditch, com ng back here
at the end of the week, after five unspeakable days. Oh, | kept to ny
side of the bargain all right. | never gave her away. Her bl asted taste
made Manderley the thing it is today. The gardens, the shrubs, even the
azal eas in the Happy Valley; do you think they existed when ny father
was al i ve? God, the place was a wi |l derness; |ovely, yes, wild and | onely
with a beauty of its own, yes, but crying out for skill and care and the
money that he woul d never give toit, that | would not have thought of
givingtoit - but for Rebecca. Half the stuff you see here in the roons
was never here originally. The drawing-room as it is today, the
nmorni ng-room - that's all Rebecca. Those chairs that Frith points out
so proudly to the visitors on the public day, and t hat panel of tapestry
- Rebecca agai n. Ch, sone of the things were here adm ttedly, stored away
i n back roons - ny father knew not hi ng about furniture or pictures -but
the maj ority was bought by Rebecca. The beauty of Manderl ey t hat you see
t oday, the Manderl ey that people talk about and phot ograph and paint,
it'sall dueto her, to Rebecca.' | did not say anything. | hel d hi mcl ose.
| wanted himtogoontalkinglikethis, that his bitterness m ght | oosen
and come away, carrying with it all the pent-up hatred and di sgust and
muck of the |ost years.

"And sowe lived,' hesaid, 'monthafter nonth, year after year. | accepted
everyt hing - because of Manderley. What she did i n London did not touch
nme - because it did not hurt Manderley. And she was careful those first
years; there was never a nurmur about her, never a whisper. Then little
by littl e she began to growcarel ess. You knowhowa nman starts drinki ng?
He goes easy at first, just alittle at atine, a bad bout perhaps every
five nmonths or so. And then the period between grows | ess and | ess. Soon
it's every nonth, every fortnight,

every fewdays. There's nonmargi n of safetyleft andall his secret cunni ng
goes. It was like that with Rebecca. She began to ask her friends down
here. She woul d have one or two of themand m x themup at a weekend party



sothat at first | was not quite sure, not quite certain. She woul d have
pi cnics down at her cottage in the cove. | cane back once, having been
away shootingin Scotland, and found her there, with hal f a dozen of t hem
peopl e | had never seen before. | warned her, and she shrugged her shoul ders.
"What the hell's it got to do with you?" she said. | told her she could
see her friends in London, but Manderl ey was mi ne. She nust stick to that
part of t he bargai n. She sm | ed, she di d not say anyt hi ng. Then she started
on Frank, poor shy faithful Frank. He cane t o me one day and sai d he want ed
to | eave Manderl ey and take anot her job. W argued for two hours, here
inthe library, and then | understood. He broke down and told ne. She
never | eft himal one, he said, she was al ways goi ng down to his house,
trying to get himto the cottage. Dear, wetched Frank, who had not
under st ood, who had al ways t hought we wer e t he nornal happy marri ed coupl e
we pretended to be.

"l accused Rebecca of this, and she flared up at once, cursing ne, using
every filthy word in her particular vocabulary. W had a sickening,
| oat hsone scene. She went up to London after that and stayed there for
a nonth. When she cane back again she was quiet at first; |I thought she
had | earnt her | esson. Bee and G les cane for a weekend, and | realized
t hen what | had soneti mes suspect ed before, that Bee di d not |i ke Rebecca.
| believe, inher funny abrupt, downri ght way she sawt hrough her, guessed
sonet hing was wong. It was a tricky, nervy sort of weekend. G| es went
out sailing with Rebecca, Bee and | | azed on the | awmn. And when t hey cane
back |I could tell by Gles's rather hearty jovial manner and by a | ook
i n Rebecca's eye that she had started on him as she had done on Frank.
| saw Bee wat ching G | es at di nner, who | aughed | ouder than usual, tal ked
alittle too nuch. And all the while Rebecca sitting there at the head
of the table, |ooking |ike an angel."'

They were all fitting into place, the jig-saw pieces. The odd strained
shapes that | had tried to piece together with ny funbling fingers and
they had never fitted. Frank's odd manner

when | spoke about Rebecca. Beatrice, and her rather diffident negative
attitude. The silence that | had al ways taken for synpathy and regret
was a silence born of shanme and enbarrassnment. It seemed incredible to
me nowt hat | had never understood. | wonder ed how nmany peopl e t here were
inthe world who suffered, and continued to suffer, because they could
not break out fromtheir own web of shyness and reserve, and in their
blindness and folly built up a great distortedwall infront of themthat
hid the truth. This was what | had done. | had built up fal se pictures
innmy mind and sat before them | had never had the courage to denand
the truth. Had | nade one step forward out of nmy own shyness, Maxi mwoul d
have told nme these things four nonths, five nonths ago.

"That was the | ast weekend Bee and G | es ever spent at Manderley,' said
Maxi m '| never asked themal one again. They cane officially, to garden



parties, and dances. Bee never said awrdtone or | to her. But | think
she guessed nmy life, | think she knew. Even as Frank di d. Rebecca grew
cunni ng agai n. Her behavi our was faultl ess, outwardly. But if | happened
to be away when she was here at Manderley | coul d never be certain what
m ght happen. There had been Frank, and G | es. She m ght get hol d of one
of the workmen on the estate, sonmeone fromKerrith, anyone ... And then
the bomb would have to fall. The gossip, the publicity | dreaded.’

It seened to ne | stood again by the cottage in the woods, and | heard
the drip-dripof therainupontheroof. | sawthe dust ont he nodel shi ps,
the rat holes onthe divan. | sawBen with his poor staring idiot's eyes.
"You'll not put ne to the asylum will you?" And | thought of the dark
st eep path through t he woods, and how, i f a wonan stood t here behind the
trees, her evening dress would rustle in the thin night breeze.

'She had a cousin,' said Maximslowy, 'a fell ow who had been abroad,
and was living in Engl and again. He took to conming here, if ever | was
away. Frank used to see him A fellow called Jack Favell.'

‘I know him' | said; 'he canme here the day you went to London.'

"You saw hi mtoo?' said Maxim "Wy didn't you tell nme? | heard it from






"I didnot liketo," | said, 'l thought it would rem nd you of Rebecca.'

"Remind nme?' whispered Maxim 'OCh, God, as if | needed rem nding."'

He stared in front of him breaking off fromhis story, and I wondered
if he was thinking, as | was, of that flooded cabin beneath the waters
in the bay.

' She used to have this fellow Favell down to the cottage,' said Maxi m

"she woul d tell the servants she was going to sail, and woul d not be back
before t he norning. Then she woul d spend the ni ght down there with him

Once againl warned her. | saidif | found hi mhere, anywhere onthe estate

I'd shoot him He had a black, filthy record ... The very thought of him
wal ki ng about the woods in Manderley, in places |ike the Happy Vall ey,

made me mad. | tol d her | woul d not standfor it. She shrugged her shoul ders.

She forgot to bl asphene. And | noticed she was | ooki ng pal er than usual,

nervy, rather haggard. | wondered t hen what t he hell woul d happen to her
when she began to |l ook old, feel old. Things drifted on. Nothing very
much happened. Then one day she went up to London, and canme back again
the sanme day, which she did not do as a rule. | did not expect her. |

di ned that night with Frank at his house, we had a |l ot of work on at the
time.' He was speaking now in short, jerky sentences. | had his hands
very tightly between ny two hands.

"I cane back after dinner, about half past ten, and | saw her scarf and
gloves lying on a chair inthe hall. | wondered what the devil she had
cone back for. | went into the norning-room but she was not there. |

guessed she had gone off there then, down to the cove. And | knew t hen
| could not stand this life of lies and filth and deceit any | onger. The
thing had got to be settled, one way or the other. | thought |'d take
agun and frightenthe fellow, frightenthemboth. | went down right away
to the cottage. The servants never knew | had come back to the house at

all. | slippedout intothe garden and through the woods. | sawthe |ight

in the cottage window, and | went straight in. To ny surprise Rebecca
was al one. She was lying on the divan with an ashtray full of cigarette

st ubs beside her. She | ooked ill, queer.
"l began at once about Favell and shelistenedto ne without aword. "W' ve
lived this |life of degradation | ong enough, you and |I," | said. "This

is the end, do you understand? Wat you do in London does not concern
me. Youcanlivew th Favell there, or with anyone you | i ke. But not here.
Not at Manderley."

'She said nothing for a nonent. She stared at me, and then she sm | ed.
"Suppose it suits ne better to live here, what then?" she said.

" "You know the conditions," | said. "lI've kept ny part of our dirty,
dammabl e bargai n, haven't | ? But you' ve cheated. You think you can treat
ny house and ny hone |ike your own sink in London. |'ve stood enough,
but ny God, Rebecca, this is your |ast chance."

"I renmenber she squashed out her cigarette in the tub by the divan, and



then she got up, and stretched herself, her arnms above her head.

"You're right, Max," she said. "It's tine | turned over a new |l eaf."
' She | ooked very pal e, very thin. She began wal ki ng up and down t he room
her hands in the pockets of her trousers. She | ooked |ike a boy in her
sailing kit, a boy with a face like a Botticelli angel.

"Have you ever thought", she said, "how dammed hard it woul d be for
you to nmake a case against me? In a court of law, | nmean. If you wanted
to divorce ne. Do you realize that you' ve never had one shred of proof
against ne, fromthe very first? Al your friends, even the servants,
believe our marriage to be a success."

"What about Frank?" | said. "Wat about Beatrice?"

' She t hrew back her head and | aughed. "Wat sort of a story could Frank
tell agai nst m ne?" she said. "Don't you know nme wel | enough for that?
As for Beatrice, wouldn't it be the easiest thing in the world for her

to stand in a witness-box as the ordinary jeal ous wonan whose husband
once | ost his head and nade a fool of hinself? Ch, no, Max, you'd have
a hell of atinme trying to prove anything against ne."

' She stood wat ching nme, rocking on her heels, her hands in her pockets
and a smle on her face. "Do you realize that | could get Danny, as ny
personal nmaid, to swear anything | asked her

to swear, in acourt of | aw? And that the rest of the servants, in blind
i gnorance, would foll ow her exanple and swear too? They think we live
t oget her at Mander| ey as husband and wi fe, don't they? And so does ever yone,
your friends, all our little world. Well, howare you going to prove that

we don't?"

' She sat down on the edge of the table, swi nging her | egs, watching ne.

" "Haven't we acted the parts of a |oving husband and wife rather too
wel | ?'" she said. | remenber watching that foot of hers inits striped
sandal swi ngi ng backwards and forwards, and ny eyes and brain began to
burn in a strange qui ck way.

" "We coul d make you | ook very foolish, Danny and |," she said softly.
"We coul d nake you | ook so foolish that no one woul d believe you, Mx,
nobody at all." Still that foot of hers, swingingto and fro, that dammed

foot inits blue and white striped sandal .

' Suddenly she slipped off the table and stood in front of nme, smling
still, her hands in her pockets.

""If | had achild, Max," she said, "neither you, nor anyoneintheworld,
woul d ever prove that it was not yours. It woul d growup here i n Manderl| ey,
beari ng your nanme. There woul d be not hi ng you coul d do. And when you di ed
Mander | ey woul d be hi s. You coul d not prevent it. The property' s entail ed.
You woul d li ke an heir, wouldn't you, for your bel oved Manderl ey? You
woul d enjoy it, wouldn't you, seeing nmy son lying in his pramunder the
chestnut tree, playing |leap-frog on the Iawn, catching butterflies in
the Happy Valley? It would give you the biggest thrill of your life,



woul dn't it, Max, to watch nmy son grow bi gger day by day, and to know
that when you died, all this would be his?"

' She waited a nminute, rocking on her heels, and then she lit acigarette
and went and st ood by t he wi ndow. She began to | augh. She went on | aughi ng.
| t hought she woul d never stop. "God, howfunny, " she sai d, "howsuprenely,
wonderful ly funny! Well, you heard ne say | was going to turn over a new
| eaf, didn't you? Nowyou knowthe reason. They'l| be happy, won't they,
all these smug | ocal s, all your blasted tenants? 'It's what we' ve al ways
hoped for, Ms de Wnter,* they will say. |1'll be the perfect nother,
Max, like |I've been the perfect wife.

And none of themw |l ever guess, none of themw |l ever know "

' She turned round and faced ne, smling, one hand i n her pocket, the other
hol di ng her cigarette. When | killed her she was smiling still. | fired
at her heart. The bull et passed right through. She did not fall at once.
She stood there, |ooking at me, that slow snile on her face, her eyes
wi de open ...'

Maxi M s voi ce had sunk low, so lowthat it was |i ke a whi sper. The hand

that | held between my own was cold. | did not look at him | watched
Jasper's sl eepi ng body on the carpet beside ne, the little thunp of his
tail, now and then, upon the fl oor.

"I'd forgotten,' said Maxim and his voice was sl ow now, tired, wthout
expressi on, 'that when you shot a person there was so rmuch bl ood."
There was a hole there on the carpet beneath Jasper's tail. The burnt
hol e froma cigarette. | wondered howlong it had been there. Sone peopl e
sai d ash was good for the carpets.

"I had to get water fromthe cove,' said Maxim '| had to keep going
backwar ds and forwards to t he cove for water. Even by the firepl ace, where
she had not been, there was a stain. It was all round where she |lay on
the floor. It began to blow too. There was no catch on the wi ndow. The
wi ndow kept bangi ng backwards and forwards, while | knelt there on the
floor with that dishcloth, and the bucket beside ne.'

And the rain on the roof, | thought, he does not remenber the rain on
the roof. It pattered thin and Iight and very fast.

"I carried her out to the boat,' he said; 'it nmust have been hal f past
el even by then, nearly twelve. It was quite dark. There was no nbon. The
wi nd was squal ly, fromthe west. | carried her downto the cabin and | eft
her there. Then | had to get under way, with the di nghy astern, and beat
out of the little harbour against the tide. The wind was with nme, but
it cameinpuffs, andl was inthelee there, under cover of the headl and.
| remenber | got the mainsail jamed hal f-way up the nmast. | had not done
it, you see, for along tine. | never went out with Rebecca.

"And | thought of the tide, howswift it ran and strong intothe little
cove. The wind bl ew down fromthe headl and |ike a



funnel. | got the boat out into the bay. | got her out there, beyond the
beacon, and | tried to go about, to clear the ridge of rocks. The little
jibfluttered. I could not sheet it in. Apuff of wind cane and t he sheet
tore out of nmy hands, went twi sting round the mast. The sail thundered
and shook. It cracked |ike a whip above ny head. | could not renenber
what one had to do. | could not remenber. | tried to reach that sheet
and it bl ewabove nmeintheair. Another bl ast of wi nd cane strai ght ahead.
We began to drift sideways, closer tothe ridge. It was dark, so dammed
dark | couldn't see anything on the black, slippery deck. Sonmehow I
bl undered down into the cabin. | had a spike with ne. If | didn't do it
now it would be too late. W were getting so near to the ridge, and in
six or seven mnutes, driftinglikethis, we should be out of deep water.
| opened t he seacocks. The wat er beganto cone in. | drove the spikeinto
the bottomboards. One of the planks split right across. | took the spike
out and began to drive i n anot her plank. The water canme up over ny feet.
| left Rebeccalyingonthe floor. | fastened both the scuttles. | bolted
the door. When | cane up on deck | saw we were within twenty yards of

the ridge. | threw sone of the | oose stuff on the deck into the water.
There was a |ifebuoy, a pair of sweeps, a coil of rope. |I clinbed into
the di nghy. | pull ed away, and | ay back on t he paddl es, and wat ched. The
boat was drifting still. She was sinking too. Sinking by the head. The
jib was still shaking and cracking like a whip. | thought soneone nust

hear it, sonmeone wal king the cliffs late at night, some fisherman from
Kerrith away beyond nme in the bay, whose boat | coul d not see. The boat
was smal ler, |ike a bl ack shadow on the water. The mast began to shiver
began to crack. Suddenly she heel ed right over and as she went the nast
broke in two, split right down the centre. The |ifebuoy and the sweeps
floated away fromnme on the water. The boat was not there any nore.
renmenber staring at the place where she had been. Then | pulled back to
the cove. It started raining.'

Maxi mwai ted. He staredinfront of himstill. Then hel ooked at ne, sitting
besi de himon the floor
"That's all,' he said, "there's no nore to tell. | left the dinghy on

t he buoy, as she woul d have done. | went back and | ooked at the cottage.
The floor was wet with the salt water. She night

have done it hersel f. | wal ked up the path t hrough t he woods. | went into
the house. Up the stairs to the dressing-room | renenber undressing.
It began to blow and rain very hard. | was sitting there, on the bed,
when Ms Danvers knocked on the door. | went and opened it, in ny
dr essi ng-gown, and spoke to her. She was worried about Rebecca. | told
her to go back to bed. | shut the door again. | went back and sat by the
wi ndow i n ny dressing-gown, watching the rain, listening to the sea as
it broke there, in the cove.'

We sat t here together without sayi ng anything. I went on hol di ng his cold



hands. | wondered why Robert did not cone to clear the tea.

' She sank too close in,' said Maxim '| neant to take her right out in
t he bay. They woul d never have found her there. She was too close in.'
"It was the ship,' | said; '"it would not have happened but for the ship.

No one woul d have known.'
'She was too close in,' said Maxim

W were silent again. | began to feel very tired.

"I knew it woul d happen one day,' said Maxim 'even when | went up to
Edgecoonbe and identified that body as hers. | knew it neant not hing,
nothingat all. It was only a questi on of waiting, of markingti me. Rebecca
would win in the end. Finding you has not made any difference has it?
Lovi ng you does not alter things at all. Rebecca knew she would win in
the end. | saw her snile, when she died.'

'Rebecca is dead,' | said. 'That's what we've got to renmenber. Rebecca

i s dead. She can't speak, she can't bear witness. She can't harmyou any
nore.'

"There's her body,' he said, 'the diver has seenit. It's lying there,
on the cabin floor."'

"W'vegot toexplainit,' | said. ' W' vegot tothink out away to explain
it. It's got to be the body of sonmeone you don't know. Soneone you've
never seen before.'

"Her things will be there still,' he said. 'The rings on her fingers.
Evenif her clothes haverottedinthewater therew || be sonethingthere
totell them It's not |like a body | ost at sea, battered agai nst rocks.
The cabin is untouched. She rmust be lying there on the floor as | left
her. The boat has been there, all

t hese mont hs. No one has noved anyt hing. There is the boat, |ying on the
sea- bed where she sank.'

"Abody rotsinwater, doesn't it? | whispered; '"evenif it'slyingthere,
undi sturbed, the water rots it, doesn't it?

"I don't know,' he said. 'l don't know.'

"How wi Il you find out? how will you know?' | said.

'The diver is going down again at five-thirty tonorrow norning,' said
Maxi m ' Searl e has made all the arrangenents. They are going to try to
rai se the boat. No one will be about. 1'mgoing with them He's sending
his boat to pick nme up in the cove. Five-thirty tonorrow norning.'
"And then?' | said, '"if they get it up, what then?

'Searle's going to have his big lighter anchored there, just out in the
deep water. |f the boat's wood has not rotted, if it still hol ds together,
his crane will be ableto lift it ontothe lighter. They'll go back to
Kerrith then. Searle says he will noor the Iighter at the head of that
di sused creek hal f-way up Kerrith harbour. It drives out very easily.
It's nmud there at lowwater and the trippers can't rowup there. W shall
have the place to ourselves. He says we'll have to let the water drain



out of the boat, | eavingthe cabinbare. He' s goingtoget hol dof adoctor."
"What will he do?" | said. 'What will the doctor do?

"l don't know,' he said.

"If they find out it's Rebecca you nust say t he ot her body was a ni st ake, '
| said. 'You nust say that the body in the crypt was a m stake, a ghastly

nm st ake. You nust say that when you went to Edgecoonbe you were ill, you
di d not know what you were doi ng. You were not sure, even then. You could
not tell. It was a m stake, just anistake. Youw |l say that, won't you?'
"Yes,' he said. 'Yes.'

'They can't prove anything against you,' | said. 'Nobody saw you that
ni ght. You had gone to bed. They can't prove anything. No one knows but
you and I. No one at all. Not even Frank. W are the only two people in

the world to know, Maxim You and |.'

"Yes,' he said. 'Yes.'

"They will think the boat capsi zed and sank when she was i n the cabin,’
| said; '"they will think she went below for a rope, for sonething, and
whil e she was there the wind cane fromthe

headl and, and t he boat heel ed over, and Rebecca was trapped. They' || think
that, won't they?

"l don't know,' he said. 'l don't know. '
Suddenly the tel ephone began ringing in the little room behind the
library.

chapter twenty-one

Maxi mwent into the little roomand shut the door. Robert cane in a few
m nutes afterwards to clear away the tea. | stood up, ny back turned to
hi mso that he shoul d not see my face. | wondered when they woul d begin
toknow, ontheestate, intheservants' hall, inKerrithitself. | wondered
how I ong it took for news to trickle through.

| could hear the nmurnur of Maxim s voice in the little roombeyond. |

had a sick expectant feeling at the pit of nmy stomach. The sound of the
t el ephone ringi ng seened t o have woken every nerve i n ny body. | had sat

there on the floor beside Maximin a sort of dream his hand in n ne,

my face against his shoulder. | had listened to his story, and part of

me went with himlike a shadowin his tracks. | too had kill ed Rebecca,

| too had sunk the boat there in the bay. | had |istened beside himto
the wind and water. | had waited for Ms Danvers' knocki ng on the door.

Al'l this | had suffered with him all this and nore besi de. But the rest

of me sat there on the carpet, unnmoved and det ached, thi nki ng and cari ng
for one thing only, repeating a phrase over and over again, 'He did not

| ove Rebecca, he di dnot | ove Rebecca.' Now, at theringingof thetel ephone,

these two sel ves nerged and becane one again. | was the self that | had
al ways been, | was not changed. But sonethi ng new had cone upon ne t hat
had not been before. My heart, for all its anxiety and doubt, was |i ght

and free. | knew then that | was no



| onger afraid of Rebecca. | did not hate her any nore. Now that | knew
her to have been evil and vicious and rotten | did not hate her any nore.
She could not hurt nme. | could go to the norning-roomand sit down at
her desk and touch her pen and | ook at her witing on the pigeon-hol es,
and | should not nmind. | could go to her roomin the west w ng, stand
by t he wi ndow even as | had done thi s norni ng, and | shoul d not be afrai d.
Rebecca' s power had dissolved intothe air, like the m st had done. She
woul d never haunt e agai n. She woul d never stand behind ne onthe stairs,
sit beside ne in the dining-room |ean down fromthe gallery and watch
me standing in the hall. Maxi mhad never loved her. | did not hate her
any nore. Her body had cone back, her boat had been found with its queer
prophetic name, Je Reviens, but | was free of her for ever.

| was free nowto be with Maxim to touch him and hold him and | ove

him | would never be a child again. It would not be I, I, |I any | onger;
it would be we, it woul d be us. W woul d be together. W would face this
trouble together, he and |I. Captain Searle, and the diver, and Frank,

and Ms Danvers, and Beatrice, and the nen and wonmen of Kerrith readi ng
their newspapers, coul d not break us now. Qur happi ness had not cone t oo
late. | was not young any nore. | was not shy. | was not afraid. | would
fight for Maxim | would Iie and perjure and swear, | would bl asphene
and pray. Rebecca had not won. Rebecca had | ost.

Robert had taken away the tea and Maxi m cane back into the room

"It was Col onel Julyan,' he said; 'he's just beentalkingto Searle. He's
comng out with us to the boat tonorrow. Searle has told him'

"Way Col onel Jul yan, why?' | said.

"He's the magistrate for Kerrith. He has to be present.'

"What did he say?'

"He asked me if | had any idea whose body it could be.'

"What did you say?

"l said | did not know. | said we believed Rebecca to be alone. | said
| did not know of any friend.'

'"Did he say anything after that?

"Yes.'

"What did he say?'

'"He asked nme if | thought it possible that | nade a m stake when | went
up to Edgecoonbe?’

'"He said that? He said that already?

"Yes.'

" And you?'

"I said it might be possible. | did not know.'

"He' Il bew thyouthentonorrowwhen youl ook at the boat? He, and Captai n
Searle, and a doctor.'

"I nspector Welch too.'

"I nspector Wl ch?



'Yes.'
"Why? Way | nspector Wl ch?'
"It's the custom when a body has been found.'

| did not say anything. We stared at one another. | felt thelittle pain
come again at the pit of ny stomach.
"They may not be able to raise the boat,' | said.

"No,"' he said.

"'They couldn't do anything then about the body, could they?' | said.

"l don't know,' he said.

He gl anced out of the wi ndow. The sky was white and overcast as it had
been when | cane away fromthe cliffs. There was no wi nd though. It was
still and quiet.

"I thought it nmight blowfromthe sout h-west about an hour ago but the
wi nd has died away again,' he said.

"Yes,' | said.

"I't will be a flat calmtonorrow for the diver,' he said

The tel ephone began ringing again from the little room There was
somet hi ng si ckeni ng about the shrill urgent summons of the bell. Maxi m
and | | ooked at one another. Then he went into the roomto answer it,
shutting the door behind himas he had done before. The queer naggi ng
pain had not left nme yet. It returned again in greater force with the
ringing of the bell. The feel of it took ne back across the years to ny
chil dhood. This was the pain | had known when | was very small and the
mar oons had sounded i n the streets of London, and | had sat, shivering,
not understanding, under a little cupboard beneath the stairs. It was
the sanme feeling, the sane pain.

Maxi m came back into the library. '"It's begun,' he said slowy.

"What do you nean? What's happened?' | said, grown suddenly col d.

"It was areporter,' he said, '"the fellowfromthe County Chronicle. Was
it true, he said, that the boat belonging to the late Ms de Wnter had
been found.'

"What did you say?

"l said, Yes, a boat had been found, but that was all we know It m ght
not be her boat at all.’

"Was that all he said?

"No. He asked if | could confirmthe runmour that a body had been found
in the cabin.'

' No! *

' Yes. Sonmeone nust have been tal ki ng. Not Searle, | knowthat. The di ver,
one of his friends. You can't stop these people. The whole story will
be all over Kerrith by breakfast tinme tonorrow.'

"What did you say, about the body?

"I said| didnot know. | had no statenent to nake. And | shoul d be obli ged
if he did not ring me up again.'



"You will irritate them You will have them agai nst you.'

"I can't help that. | don't nmake statements to newspapers. | won't have
those fellows ringing up and aski ng questions.'

"W nmight want themon our side,' | said.

"If it comes to fighting, 1'Il fight alone,' he said. 'l don't want a
newspaper behind ne.'

"Thereporter will ringupsoneoneelse,' | said. 'Hew Il get onto Col onel

Julyan or Captain Searle.'

"He won't get much change out of them' said Maxim

"I'f only we could do sonething,' | said, "all these hours ahead of us,
and we sit here, idle, waiting for tonorrow norning.'

"There's nothing we can do,' said Maxim

We went on sitting inthe library. Maxi mpicked up a book but I know he
did not read. Nowand again | sawhimlift his head and | i sten, as though
he heard t he t el ephone again. But it did not ring again. No one di sturbed
us. We dressed for dinner as usual. It seemed incredibleto nme that this
time last night |

had been putting on ny white dress, sitting before the mirror at ny
dressing-table, arranging the curled wig. It was |ike an old forgotten
nightmare, sonething renenbered nonths afterwards with doubt and
di sbelief. We had dinner. Frith served us, returned fromhi s afternoon.
H s face was sol erm, expressionl ess. | wondered i f he had beenin Kerrith,
i f he had heard anyt hi ng.

After dinner we went back again to the library. W did not talk nuch.
| sat on the floor at Maxim s feet, nmy head agai nst his knees. He ran
his fingers through nmy hair. Different fromhis old abstracted way. It
was not |ike stroking Jasper any nore. | felt his finger tips onthe scalp
of nmy head. Sonetinmes he ki ssed ne. Sonetines he said things to nme. There
wer e no shadows bet ween us any nore, and when we were sil ent it was because
the silence cane to us of our own asking. | wondered howit was | could
be so happy when our little world about us was so bl ack. It was a strange
sort of happi ness. Not what | had dreant about or expected. It was not
the sort of happi ness | hadinmagi nedinthelonely hours. There was not hi ng
feverishor urgent about this. It wasaquiet, still happiness. Thelibrary
wi ndows were open w de, and when we did not talk or touch one another
we | ooked out at the dark dull sky.

It nmust have rained in the night, for when | woke t he next norning, just
after seven, and got up, and | ooked out of the wi ndow, | saw the roses
i nthe garden bel owwere fol ded and dr oopi ng, and t he grass banks | eadi ng
to the woods were wet and silver. There was a little snell in the air
of m st and danp, the smell that comes with the first fall of the | eaf.
| wondered i f aut umm woul d cone upon us two nont hs before her tinme. Maxi m
had not woken nme when he got up at five. He nmust have crept fromhis bed



and gone t hrough the bathroomto his dressing-roomw thout a sound. He
woul d be down there now, in the bay, with Colonel Julyan, and Captain
Searle, and the men fromthe lighter. The lighter would be there, the
crane and t he chai n, and Rebecca's boat comi ng to the surface. | thought
about it calmy, coolly, without feeling. | pictured themall down there
in the bay, and the little dark hull of the boat rising slowmy to the
surface, sodden, dripping, the grass-green seaweed and shells clinging
to her sides. Wien they lifted her

onto the lighter the water would streamfrom her sides, back into the
sea again. The wood of the little boat would | ook soft and grey, pul py
inplaces. She woul d srmel | of nud and rust, and that dark weed t hat grows
deep beneath the sea besi de rocks that are never uncovered. Perhaps the
nane-board still hung upon her stern. Je Reviens. The lettering green
and faded. The nail s rusted through. And Rebecca hersel f was there, |ying
on the cabin floor.

| got up and had ny bath and dressed, and went down to breakfast at nine
o' clock as usual. There were a lot of letters on ny plate. Letters from
peopl e t hanki ng us for the dance. | skinmed through them | did not read
themall. Frithwantedtoknowwhet her t o keepthe breakfast hot for Maxi m
| told himl did not know when he woul d be back. He had to go out very
early, | said. Frith did not say anything. He | ooked very sol etm, very
grave. | wondered again if he knew.

After breakfast | took my letters along to the nmorning-room The room
smelt fusty, the wi ndows had not been opened. | flung themw de, letting
inthe cool freshair. The fl owers on t he mant el pi ece wer e droopi ng, nmany

of them dead. The petals lay on the floor. | rang the bell, and Mud,
t he under-house-nmid, cane into the room

"Thi s roomhas not been touched this norning,' | said, 'even the wi ndows
were shut. And the flowers are dead. WII you pl ease take them away?
She | ooked nervous and apol ogetic. 'I'mvery sorry, Madam' she said.
She went to the mantel pi ece and took the vases.

‘"Don't let it happen again,' | said.

"No, Madam ' she said. She went out of the room taking the flowers with
her. | had not thought it would be so easy to be severe. | wondered why

it had seenmed hard for ne before. The menu for the day lay on the
writing-desk. Cold sal non and nmayonnai se, cutlets in aspic, galantine
of chicken soufflé. | recognized themall fromthe buffet-supper of the

ni ght of the ball. W were evidently still living on the remains. This
must be the col d lunch that was put out in the dining-roomyesterday and
| had not eaten. The staff were taking things easily, it seened. | put

a pencil through the list and rang for Robert. ' Tel

Ms Danvers to order sonething hot,' | said. '"If there's still alot of
cold stuff to finish we don't want it in the dining-room"'



"Very good, Madam' he said.

| followed himout of the roomand went to the little fl ower-room for
my scissors. Then | went into the rose-garden and cut some young buds.
The chill had worn away fromthe air. It was goingto be as hot and airl ess
as yesterday had been. | wondered if they were still down in the bay or
whet her they had gone back to the creek in Kerrith harbour. Presently
| should hear. Presently Mxi mwould come back and tell ne. \Watever
happened | nmust be cal mand qui et. What ever happened | nust not be afrai d.
| cut ny roses and took themback into the norning-room The carpet had
been dusted, andthe fallen petal s renoved. | beganto arrangethe fl owers
inthe vases that Robert had filledwithwater. Wien | had nearly fini shed
there was a knock on the door.

"Conme in,' | said.

It was Ms Danvers. She had the nenu list in her hand. She | ooked pal e
and tired. There were great rings round her eyes.

'Good norning, Ms Danvers,' | said.

"I don't understand', she began, ' why you sent t he menu out and t he nessage
by Robert. Wy did you do it?

| looked across at her, a rose in ny hand.

"Those cutlets and that sal nbn were sent in yesterday,' | said. '|I saw
t hemon t he si de-board. | shoul d prefer sonet hi ng hot today. |f they won't
eat the cold in the kitchen you had better throwthe stuff away. So much
waste goes on in this house anyway that a little nmore won't nake any
di fference."

She stared at nme. She did not say anything. | put the rose in the vase
with the others.

"Don't tell me you can't think of anything to give us, Ms Danvers,' |
said. 'You nust have nenus for all occasions in your room'

"I"'mnot used to having nmessages sent to nme by Robert.' she said. 'If
Ms de Wnter wanted anythi ng changed she would ring nme personally on
t he house tel ephone.’

'"I"'mafraid it does not concern ne very much what Ms de Wnter used to
do," | said. '|l amMs de Wnter now, you know And if | choose to send
a nmessage by Robert | shall do so.'

Just t hen Robert caneintotheroom ' The County Chroni cl e onthetel ephone,
Madam ' he said.

"Tell the County Chronicle |I'mnot at hone,' | said.

'Yes, Madam' he said. He went out of the room

"Well, Ms Danvers, is there anything else? | said.

She went on staring at nme. Still she did not say anything. 'If you have
not hing el se to say you had better go and tell the cook about the hot
lunch,' | said. 'I'mrather busy.'

"Why did the County Chronicle want to speak to you?' she said.
"I haven't the slightest idea, Ms Danvers,' | said.



"Is it true,' she said slowy, 'the story Frith brought back with him
fromKerrith last night, that Ms de Wnter's boat has been found?
"Is there such a story?' | said. 'I"mafraid | don't know anyt hi ng about
it.'

"Captain Searle, the Kerrith harbour-naster, called here yesterday,
didn't he?' she said. 'Robert told nme, Robert showed himin. Frith says
the storyinKerrithis that the diver who went down about the ship there
in the bay found Ms de Wnter's boat."

"Perhaps so,' | said. 'You had better wait until M de Wnter hinself
comes in and ask himabout it.'

"Wy was M de Wnter up so early? she asked.

"That was M de Wnter's business,' | said.

She went on staring at ne. 'Frith said the story goes that there was a
body in the cabin of the little boat,' she said. 'Wy should there be
a body there? Ms de Wnter always sail ed al one."'

"It's no use asking ne, Ms Danvers,' | said. 'I don't knowany nore t han
you do.'

"Don't you?' she said slowy. She kept on | ooking at ne. | turned away,
| put the vase back on the table by the w ndow.

"I will give the orders about the | unch,' she said. She waited a nonent.
| didnot say anyt hing. Then she went out of the room She can't frighten
me any nore, | thought. She has | ost her power with Rebecca. Whatever
she said or did nowit could not matter to ne or hurt me. | knew she was
my enenmy and | did not mind. But if she should | earn the truth about the
body in the

boat and becorme Maxim s eneny too - what then? | sat down in the chair.
| put the scissorsondietable. | didnot feel |ike doi ng any nore roses.
| kept wondering what Maxi mwas doi ng. | wondered why the reporter from
t he County Chronicl e had rung us up agai n. The ol d sick feeling came back
inside ne. | went and | eant out of the window. It was very hot. There
was thunder in the air. The gardeners began to now the grass again. |
coul d see one of the men with his machi ne wal k backwards and forwards
on the top of the bank. | could not go on sitting in the norning-room
| left nmy scissors and nmy roses and went out on to the terrace. | began
to wal k up and down. Jasper padded after ne, wonderi ng why | did not take
himfor a wal k. I went on wal king up and down the terrace. About half
past el even Frith canme out to ne fromthe hall.

"M de Wnter on the tel ephone, Madam' he said.

| went throughthelibrarytothelittleroombeyond. My hands wer e shaki ng
as | lifted the receiver.

"I's that you?' he said. 'It's Maxim |'mspeaking fromthe office. I'm
with Frank.'

"Yes?' | said.

There was a pause. '| shall be bringing Frank and Col onel Jul yan back



to lunch at one o'clock,' he said.

"Yes,' | said.

| waited. | waited for himto go on. "They were able to rai se the boat,"
he said. 'I've just got back fromthe creek.

"Yes,' | said.

"Searl e was there, and Col onel Julyan, and Frank, and the others,' he
said. | wondered i f Frank was standi ng besi de hi mat the tel ephone, and
if that was the reason he was so cool, so distant.

"AH right then,' he said, 'expect us about one o'clock.'

| put back the receiver. He had not told nme anything. | still did not
know what had happened. | went back again to the terrace, telling Frith
first that we should be four to lunch instead of two.

An hour dragged past, slow, intermnable. | went upstairs and changed
intoathinner frock. I came down agai n. | went and sat i nthe draw ng-room
and wai ted. At five mnutestoonel heardthe sound of acar inthedrive,
and then voices in the

hall. | patted my hair in front of the | ooking-glass. My face was very
white. | pinched sone col our i nto ny cheeks and stood up waiting for them
to cone into the room Maxi mcane in, and Frank, and Col onel Jul yan.
renenbered seeing Col onel Julyan at the ball dressed as Cromwel|. He
| ooked shrunken now, different. A snmaller nman altogether.

'How do you do?' he said. He spoke quietly, gravely, |ike a doctor.

"Ask Frith to bring the sherry,' said Maxim 'I'm going to wash.
"I'"l'l have a wash too,' said Frank. Before | rang the bell Frith appeared
with the sherry. Colonel Julyan did not have any. | took sone to give

nme sonet hi ngto hol d. Col onel Jul yan cane and st ood besi de ne by t he wi ndow.
"This is a nost distressing thing, Ms de Wnter,' he said gently. "I
do feel for you and your husband nost acutely.'

"Thank you,' | said. | began to sip ny sherry. Then | put the glass back
againonthetable. | was afraid he woul d noti ce that my hand was shaki ng.
"What makes it sodifficult was the fact of your husband i dentifyingthat
first body, over a year ago,' he said.

"I don't quite understand,' | said.

"You did not hear, then, what we found this norning? he said.

"I knew there was a body. The diver found a body,' | said.

"Yes,' he said. And then, half glancing over his shoul der towards the
hall, '"I"'mafraid it was her, without a doubt,' he said, lowering his
voice. 'I can't gointodetails withyou, but the evidence was sufficient

for your husband and Doctor Phillips to identify.'

He stopped suddenly, and noved away from nme. Maxi mand Frank had cone
back into the room

"Lunch is ready; shall we go in?" said Maxim

| led the way into the hall, ny heart |i ke a stone, heavy, nunb. Col one

Jul yan sat on ny right, Frank on ny left. | did not | ook at Maxim Frith



and Robert beganto handthe first course. W al |l tal ked about t he weat her.
‘"I seein The Tinmes they had it well over eighty in London yesterday,'
sai d Col onel Jul yan

"Real ly?' | said.

"Yes. Must be frightful for the poor devils who can't get away.'
"Yes, frightful," | said.

"Paris can be hotter than London,' said Frank. '| renmenber staying a

weekend in Paris in the mddle of August, and it was quite inpossible
to sl eep. There was not a breath of air inthe whole city. The tenperature
was over ninety.'

"OF course the French al ways sl eep with their wi ndows shut, don't they?'
sai d Col onel Jul yan

"I don't know,' said Frank. 'I was staying in a hotel. The people were
nostly Americans'

"You know France of course, Ms de Wnter?' said Col onel Julyan.

‘"Not so very well,' | said.
"Ch, | had the idea you had |ived many years out there.
"No,"' | said.

' She was staying in Monte Carlo when | nmet her,' said Maxim ' You don't
call that France, do you?'

"No, | suppose not,' said Col onel Julyan; 'it nust be very cosnppolitan.
The coast is pretty though, isn't it?

"Very pretty,' | said

"Not so rugged as this, eh? Still, | know which |I'd rather have. Gve

me Engl and every tinme, when it cones to settling down. You know where
you are over here.'

"I dare say the French feel that about France,' said Maxi m

"Ch, no doubt,' said Colonel Julyan.

W went on eating awhile insilence. Frith stood behind ny chair. W were
al | thinking of one thing, but because of Frith we had to keep up our
little performance. | suppose Frith was thinking about it too, and

t hought how nuch easier it would be i f we cast aside convention and | et
himjoininwithus, i f he had anythingto say. Robert came withthedrinks.
Qur pl ates were changed. The second course was handed. M's Danvers had
not forgotten ny wi sh for hot food. | took sonething out of a casserole
covered in nushroom sauce.

"I think everyone enjoyed your wonderful party the other night,' said
Col onel Jul yan.

"I"'mso glad,' | said.
' Does an i nmense anount of good locally, that sort of thing,' he said.
"Yes, | suppose it does,' | said.

"It's a universal instinct of the human species, isn't it, that desire
to dress up in sone sort of disguise? said Frank.
"I nmust be very inhuman, then,' said Maxi m



"It's natural, | suppose,' said Colonel Julyan, 'for all of us to w sh
to look different. We are all children in sonme ways.'

| wondered how nuch pleasure it had given himto disguise hinmself as
Cromnel I. | had not seen nuch of himat the ball. He had spent nost of
the evening in the norning-room playing bridge.

"You don't play golf, do you, Ms de Wnter?' said Col onel Julyan.
"No, I"'mafraid | don't," | said.

"You ought to take it up,' he said. 'My eldest girl is very keen, and
she can't find young people to play with her. |I gave her a snall car for
her birthday, and she drives herself over to the north coast nearly every
day. It gives her sonething to do.'

"How nice,' | said.

' She ought to have beenthe boy,' hesaid. "My ladisdifferent altogether.
No earthly use at ganmes. Always witing poetry. | suppose he'll grow out
of it.'

"Ch, rather,' said Frank. '| used to wite poetry nyself when | was his
age. AwWful nonsense too. | never wite any now.'

' Good heavens, | shoul d hope not,' said Maxim

"I don't knowwhere nmy boy gets it from' said Col onel Julyan; 'certainly
not fromhis nother or fromne.'

Ther e was anot her | ong sil ence. Col onel Jul yan had a second dipintothe
casserole. 'Ms Lacy | ooked very well the other night,' he said.
"Yes,' | said.

"Her dress canme adrift as usual,' said Maxim

' Those East ern gar ment s nust bet he devil to manage,' sai d Col onel Jul yan,
"and yet they say, you know, they are far nore confortabl e and far cool er
than anyt hing you | adies wear in England."'

"Real ly?' | said.

"Yes, so they say. It seens all that |oose drapery throws off the hot
rays of the sun.'

"How curious,' said Frank; '"you'd think it woul d have just the opposite
effect.'

'"No, apparently not,' said Col onel Julyan.

'"Do you know the East, sir?' said Frank.

"l knowt he Far East,' said Col onel Julyan. 'I wasin Chinafor five years.
Then Si ngapore.'

"Isn't that where they nmake the curry?' | said.

"I"' mfond of curry,' said Frank

"Ah, it's not curry at all in England, it's hash,' said Col onel Jul yan.
The pl ates were cl eared away. A souffl é was handed, and a bow of fruit
salad. 'l suppose you are comng to the end of your raspberries,' said
Col onel Julyan. 'It's been a wonderful sumrer for them hasn't it? W' ve

put down pots and pots of jam
"I never think raspberry jamis a great success,' said Frank; 'there are



al ways so many pips."'

" You nmust cone and try sone of ours,' said Colonel Julyan. 'I don't think
we have a great |ot of pips.’

"We're going to have a mass of appl es t his year at Manderl ey, ' sai d Frank.
"I was saying to Maxi ma few days ago we ought to have a record season.
We shall be able to send a lot up to London.'

"Do you really find it pays? said Colonel Julyan; 'by the tine you' ve
pai d your nen for the extra |l abour, and then the packing, and carti ng,
do you nmake any sort of profit worth while?

"Ch, Lord, yes,' said Frank.

"How interesting. | nust tell my wife,' said Colonel Julyan.

The souffl éandthefruit sal addi dnot takelongtofinish. Robert appeared
wi th cheese and biscuits, and a few mnutes later Frith came with the
coffee and cigarettes. Then they both went out of the roomand shut the
door. We drank our coffee in silence. | gazed steadily at ny plate.
"I was saying to your wi fe before I uncheon, de Wnter,' began Col onel
Julyan, resumng his first quiet confidential

tone, 'that the awkward part of this whole distressing business is the
fact that you identified that original body.'

"Yes, quite,' said Maxim

"I thinkthe m stake was very natural under the circunstances,' said Frank
qui ckly. "The authoritieswoteto Maxi m aski ng hi mto go upto Edgecoonbe,
presupposi ng before he arrived there that the body was hers. And Maxi m
was not well at the time. | wanted to go with him but he insisted on
goi ng al one. Hewas not inafit state to undertake anything of the sort.'
"That's nonsense,' said Maxim 'l was perfectly well.'

"Wll, it's no use going into all that now,' said Col onel Julyan. 'You
made that first identification, and nowthe only thingto dois to adnit
the error. There seenms to be no doubt about it this tine.'

"No," said Maxim

"I wi shyoucoul dbesparedthefornality andthe publicity of aninquest,'
said Col onel Julyan, 'but I'mafraid that's quite inpossible.'
"Naturally,' said Maxim

"I don't think it need take very long,' said Colonel Julyan. 'It's just
a case of you re-affirmng identification, and then getting Tabb, who
you say converted the boat when your wi fe brought her fromFrance, just
to give his piece of evidence that the boat was seaworthy and i n good
order when he last had her in his yard. It's just red-tape, you know.
But it has to be done. No, what bothers nme is the wetched publicity of
the affair. So sad and unpl easant for you and your wfe.'

"That's quite all right,' said Maxim 'W understand."'

'"So unfortunate that wetched ship going ashore there,' said Col onel
Julyan, 'but for that the whole matter would have rested in peace.’
"Yes,' said Maxim



' The only consol ationis that nowwe knowpoor Ms de Wnter's deat h nmust
have been swi ft and sudden, not the dreadful slow lingering affair we
all believedit tobe. There can have been no question of tryingtoswim'
"None,' said Maxim

' She nmust have gone down for sonething, and then the door

janmed, and a squal |l caught the boat without anyone at the helm' said
Col onel Julyan. 'A dreadful thing.'

"Yes,' said Maxim

' That seens to be the solution, don't you think, Crawl ey?' sai d Col one
Julyan, turning to Frank.

" Ch, yes, undoubtedly,' said Frank.

| glanced up, and | saw Frank | ooking at Maxim He |ooked away again
i medi ately but not before | had seen and understood the expression in
hi s eyes. Frank knew. And Maxi mdi d not knowt hat he knew. | went onstirring
ny coffee. My hand was hot, danp.

"| suppose sooner or | ater we al | nake am stakeinjudgenent,' said Col onel
Julyan, "and then we are for it. Ms de Wnter must have known how t he
wi nd cones down |ike a funnel in that bay, and that it was not safe to
| eave t he hel mof a srmal | boat |ike that. She nust have sail ed al one over
that spot scores of tinmes. And then the nonent cane, she took a chance
- and the chance killed her. It's a lesson to all of us.'

" Acci dent's happen so easily,' said Frank, 'even to the nost experienced
peopl e. Think of the nunber killed out hunting every season.'

"Ch, | know. But thenit's the horsefallinggenerallythat | ets you down.
If Ms de Wnter had not |eft the hel mof her boat the accident would
never have happened. An extraordinary thing to do. | nmust have wat ched
her many ti nes i n t he handi cap race on Saturdays fromKerrith, and | never
saw her make an el ementary mistake. It's the sort of thing a novice would
do. In that particular place too, just by the ridge.'

"It was very squal |y t hat night,' said Frank; ' sonet hi ng may have happened
to the gear. Something may have jamred. And then she slipped down for
a knife.'

"OF course. OF course. Well, we shall never know. And | don't suppose
we shoul d be any the better for it if we did. As | said before, | w sh
| couldstopthisinquest but | can't. I"'mtryingtoarrangeit for Tuesday

norning, and it will be as short as possible. Just a fornal natter. But
I"'mafraid we shan't be able to keep the reporters out of it.

There was another silence. | judged the tinme had come to push back ny
chair.

"Shall we go into the garden?' | said.

We all stood up, and then | led the way to the terrace. Col onel Jul yan

patted Jasper.
"He's grown into a nice-looking dog,' he said.
"Yes,' | said.



' They make nice pets,' he said.

"Yes,' | said.
We stood about for a minute. Then he glanced at his watch.
"Thank you for your nost excellent lunch,' he said. '| have rather a busy

afternoon in front of ne, and | hope you will excuse nme dashi ng away.'
"Of course,’ | said.

"I"mso very sorry this shoul d have happened. You have all ny synpat hy.
| consider it's alnmost harder for you than for your husband. However,
once the inquest is over you nust both forget all about it.'

"Yes,' | said, 'yes, we must try to.

"My car is hereinthe drive. | wonder whether Crawm ey would like alift.
Craw ey? | can drop you at your office if it's any use.

" Thank you, sir,' said Frank

He canme and took my hand. '| shall be seeing you again,' he said.
"Yes,' | said.
| did not ook at him | was afraid he woul d understand ny eyes. | did

not want himto knowthat | knew. Maxi mwal ked with themto t he car. Wen
t hey had gone he cane back to me on the terrace. He took ny arm W stood
| ooki ng down at the green | awns towards the sea and the beacon on the
headl and.

"It'sgoingtobeall right," hesaid. "I "mquite calm quite confident.
You saw how Jul yan was at | unch, and Frank. There won't be any difficulty
at the inquest. It's going to be all right.'

| did not say anything. | held his armtightly.

' Ther e was never any questi on of t he body bei ng someone unknown, ' he sai d.
"What we sawwas enough for Doctor Phillips eventonaketheidentification
al one without ne. It was straightforward, sinple. There was no trace of
what |1'd done. The bullet had not touched the bone.'

A butterfly sped past us on the terrace, silly and i nconsequent.

' You heard what t hey said,' he went on; 'they think she was trapped t here,
in the cabin. The jury will believe that at the inquest too. Phillips
will tell themso.' He paused. Still | did not speak.

"I only mnd for you,' hesaid. '| don't regret anything else. If it had
to cone all over again | should not do anything different. 1'mglad |
kill ed Rebecca. | shall never have any renorse for that, never, never.
But you. | can't forget what it has done to you. | was |ooking at you,
t hi nki ng of nothingelseall throughlunch. It's gonefor ever, that funny

young, lost look that | loved. It won't cone back again. | killed that
too, when | told you about Rebecca... It's gone, in twenty-four hours.
You are so much ol der '

chapter twenty-two

That evening, when Frith brought in the | ocal paper, there were great
headl i nes ri ght across the top of the page. He brought t he paper and | aid
it down on the table. Maxi mwas not there; he had gone up early to change



for dinner. Frith stood a nonent, waiting for me to say sonet hing, and
it seened to nme stupid and insulting to ignore a matter that nust nean
so much to everyone in the house.

"This is a very dreadful thing, Frith,' | said.
'Yes, Madam we are all npst distressed outside,' he said.
"It'ssosadfor M deWnter,' | said, "havingtogothroughit all again."’

"Yes, Madam Very sad. Such a shocki ng experience, Madam having to
identify the second body having seen the

first. | suppose there is no doubt then, that the remains in the boat
are genuinely those of the late Ms de Wnter?

"I"'mafraid not, Frith. No doubt at all.’

"It seens so odd to us, Madam that she shoul d have | et hersel f be trapped
like that in the cabin. She was so experienced in a boat.'

"Yes, Frith. That's what we all feel. But accidents will happen. And how
it happened | don't suppose any of us will ever know.'

"l suppose not, Madam But it's a great shock, all the same. W are nost
di stressed about it outside. And conmi ng suddenly just after the party.
It doesn't seemright sonehow, does it?'

"No, Frith.'

"It seens there is to be an inquest, Madan?'

"Yes. A fornmality, you know.'

" OF course, Madam | wonder i f any of uswi |l berequiredtogive evi dence?
"l don't think so.'

"l shall be only too pleased to do anyt hing that night help the famly;
M de Wnter knows that.'

"Yes, Frith. 1I'msure he does.'

"I'vetoldthemoutsidenot todiscussthemtter, but it'sverydifficult
to keep an eye on them especially the girls. | can deal with Robert,
of course. I'mafraid the news has been a great shock to Ms Danvers.'
"Yes, Frith. | rather expected it would.'

' She went up to her roomstrai ght after | unch, and has not cone down agai n.
Alice took her a cup of tea and the paper a few m nutes ago. She said
Ms Danvers | ooked very ill indeed."'

"I't would be better really if she stayed where she is,' | said. '"It's
no use her getting up and seeingtothings if sheisill. Perhaps Alice
woul d tell her that. | can very well nanage the ordering. The cook and
| between us.'

'Yes, Madam | don't think she is physically ill, Madam it's just the

shock of Ms de W nt er bei ng found. She was very devotedto Ms de Wnter.'
"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, | know'

Frith went out of the roomafter that, and | gl anced qui ckly at the paper
bef ore Maxi m canmre down. There was a great col um,

all down the front page, and an awful blurred photograph of Maxi mt hat
nmust have been taken at | east fifteen years ago. It was dreadful, seeing



it thereonthe front page staringat me. Andthelittleline about nyself
at the bottom sayi ng whomMaxi mhad marri ed as his second wi fe, and how
we had just given the fancy dress ball at Manderley. It sounded so crude
and callous, in the dark print of the newspaper. Rebecca, whom they
descri bed as beautiful, talented, and | oved by all who knew her, havi ng
been dr owned a year ago, andt hen Maxi mmarryi ng agai nthe fol | owi ng spri ng,
bringing his bride straight to Manderley (so it said) and giving the big
fancy dress ball in her honour. And t hen the foll ow ng norning the body
of his first wife being found, trapped in the cabin of her sailing boat,
at the bottom of the bay.

It was true of course, though sprinkledwiththelittleinaccuraciesthat
added to the story, naking it strong neat for the hundreds of readers
who want ed val ue for their pennies. Maxi msounded vile init, a sort of
satyr. Bringing back his 'young bride', asit described ne, to Manderl ey,
and gi ving the dance, as though we wanted to display ourselves before
t he worl d.

I hid the paper under the cushion of the chair so that Maxi mshoul d not
see it. But | could not keep the norning editions fromhim The story
was i n our London papers too. There was a picture of Manderl ey, and the
story under neat h. Manderl ey was news, and so was Maxi m They t al ked about
himas Max de Wnter. It sounded racy, horrible. Each paper made great
play of the fact that Rebecca's body had been found the day after the
fancy dress bal |, as t hough t here was sonet hi ng del i berate about it. Both
papers used the sane word, 'ironic'. Yes, | suppose it was ironic. It
made a good story. | watched Maxi mat t he breakfast table getting whiter
and whiter as he read t he papers, one after the other, and then the | ocal
one as well. He did not say anything. He just |ooked across at ne, and
| stretched out nmy hand to him 'Dam them' he whi spered, 'damm them
damm them'

I thought of all the things they could say, if they knewthe truth. Not
one colum, but five or six. Placards in London. Newsboys shouting in
the streets, outside the underground

stations. That frightful wordof sixletters, inthemddleof theplacard,
| arge and bl ack.

Frank came up after breakfast. He | ooked pale and tired, as though he
had not slept. 'I've told the exchange to put all calls for Manderl ey
through to the office,' he saidto Maxim 'It doesn't matter who it is.
If reporters ring up | can deal with them And anyone else too. | don't
want either of youto be worried at all. W' ve had several calls al ready
fromlocals. | gave the sanme answer to each. M and Ms de Wnter were
grateful for all synpatheticinquiries, andthey hopedtheir friends woul d
understand that they were not receiving calls during the next few days.
M's Lacy rang up about eight-thirty. Wanted to cone over at once.'’
"Ch, ny God ..." began Maxim



"It'sall right, | prevented her. | told her quite truthfully that | did
not think she would do any good coming over. That you did not want to
see anyone but Ms de Wnter. She wanted to know when t hey were hol di ng
the inquest, but |I told her it had not been settled. | don't know t hat
we can stop her fromcoming to that, if she finds it in the papers.'
' Those bl asted reporters,' said Maxim

"I know,' said Frank; 'we all want to wring their necks, but you've got
to see their point of view. It's their bread-and-butter; they' ve got to
dothejob for their paper. If they don't get a story the editor probably
sacks them |If the editor does not produce a saleable edition the
proprietor sacks him Andif the paper doesn't sell, the proprietor | oses
all his nmoney. You won't have to see themor speak to them Mxim |I'm
going to do all that for you. Al you have to concentrate on is your
statenment at the inquest.'

"I know what to say,' said Maxim

"OfF course you do, but don't forget old Horridge is the Coroner. He's
a sticky sort of chap, goes into details that are quite irrel evant, just
to showthe jury howthorough heis at his job. Younust not let himrattle
you.'

"Why the devil should | be rattled? | have nothing to be rattl ed about.'
"OF course not. But |'ve attended these coroner's inquests

before, and it's so easy to get nervy and irritable. You don't want to
put the fellow s back up.'

"Frank's right,' | said. 'l know just what he means. The swifter and
snoot her the whol e thing goes the easier it will be for everyone. Then
once the wretched thing is over we shall forget all about it, and so w ||

everyone else, won't they, Frank?'

"Yes, of course,' said Frank.

| still avoided his eye, but | was nore convinced than ever that he knew
the truth. He had al ways known it. Fromthe very first. | remenbered t he
first tine |l net him that first day of m ne at Manderl ey, when he, and
Beatrice, and G |l es had al | been at | unch, and Beatri ce had been tactl ess
about Maxi m s heal th. | renenbered Frank, hi s qui et turningof the subject,
the way he had cone to Maxim s aid in his quiet unobtrusive manner if
there was ever any question of difficulty. That strange reluctance of
his to talk about Rebecca, his stiff, funny, ponpous way of naking
conversation whenever we had approached anything like intimcy. |
understood it all. Frank knew, but Maxi mdi d not knowthat he knew. And
Frank di d not want Maxi mto know that he knew. And we all stood there,
| ooki ng at one anot her, keeping up these little barriers between us.

We were not bothered with the tel ephone again. Al the calls were put
through to the office. It was just a question of waiting now. Witing
until the Tuesday.



| saw not hing of Ms Danvers. The nenu was sent through as usual, and
| did not change it. | asked little C arice about her. She said she was
goi ng about her work as usual but she was not speaking to anybody. She
had all her neals alone in her sitting-room

Clarice was wi de-eyed, evidently curious, but she did not ask ne any
questions, and | was not goingtodiscussit withher. Nodoubt theytalked
of nothing el se, out inthe kitchen, and onthe estate too, in the | odge,

onthefarns. | supposedall Kerrithwasfull of it. W stayed i n Manderl ey,

in the gardens close to the house. W did not even walk in the woods.

The weat her had not broken yet. It was still hot, oppressive. The air

was full of thunder, and there was rain behind the white dull sky, but

it did

not fall. | couldfeel it, andsnell it, pent up there, behindthe cl ouds.

The i nquest was to be on the Tuesday afternoon at two o' cl ock.

We had lunch at a quarter to one. Frank cane. Thank heaven Beatrice had
t el ephoned that she coul d not get over. The boy Roger had arrived homne
wi th neasl es; they were all in quarantine. | could not hel p bl essingthe
neasl es. | don't think Maxi mcoul d have borne it, with Beatrice sitting
here, stayinginthe house, sincere, anxi ous, and af f ecti onate, but aski ng
questions all the tinme. Forever asking questions.

Lunch was a hurried, nervous neal. W none of us tal ked very nmuch. | had
t hat naggi ng pai nagain. | didnot want anythingtoeat. | coul dnot swal | ow.
It was a relief when the farce of the neal was over, and | heard Maxi m
goout ontothedriveandstart upthecar. The sound of t he engi ne st eadi ed
me. It meant we had to go, we had to be doi ng sonet hi ng. Not just sitting
at Manderley. Frank followed us in his own car. | had my hand on Maxim s
knee all the way as he drove. He seenmed quite calm Not nervous in any
way. It was |ike going with someone to a nursing hone, soneone who was
to have an operation. And not know ng what woul d happen. Whether the
operation woul d be successful. My hands were very cold. My heart was
beating in a funny, jerky way. And all the tinme that little naggi ng pain
beneath my heart. The i nquest was to be held at Lanyon, the nmarket town
six miles the other side of Kerrith. We had to park the cars in the big
cobbl ed squar e by t he mar ket - pl ace. Doctor Phillips' car wast here al ready,
and also Colonel Julyan's. Oher cars too. | saw a passer-by stare
curiously at Maxim and then nudge her conpanion's arm

"I think | shall stay here,'" | said. 'l don't think I'lIl come in with
you after all.'

"l didnot want youto cone,' said Maxim 'I| was against it fromthe first.

You' d nuch better have stayed at Manderley.' "No,' | said. "No, I'Il be
all right here, sittinginthecar.' Frank came and | ooked i n at t he wi ndow.

"Isn't Ms de Wnter com ng?' he said.

"No,"' said Maxim 'She wants to stay inthe car.' 'l think she's right,"’

said Frank; 'there's no earthly reason why she shoul d be present at all.



We shan't be long.'

"It's all right," | said.

"I"lIl keep a seat for you,' said Frank, 'in case you shoul d change your
m nd."’

They went off together and left me sitting there. It was early-closing
day. The shops | ooked drab and dull. There were not many peopl e about.
Lanyon was not much of a holiday centre anyway; it was too far inland.
| sat | ooking at the silent shops. The m nutes went by. | wondered what
they were doi ng, the Coroner, Frank, Maxim Colonel Julyan. | got out
of the car and began wal ki ng up and down t he mar ket square. | went and
| ooked i n a shop wi ndow. Then | wal ked up and down agai n. | sawa pol i ceman
wat ching me curiously. | turned up a side-street to avoid him
Sonehow, in spite of nmyself, | found | was coming to the buildi ng where
the i nquest was being held. There had been little publicity about the
actual time, and because of this there was no crowd waiting, as | had
feared and expected. The pl ace seened deserted. | went up the steps and
stood just inside the door.

A policeman appeared from nowhere. 'Do you want anythi ng?' he said.
"No," | said. 'No.'

"You can't wait here,' he said.

"I"'msorry,' | said. | went back towards the steps into the street.

' Excuse nme, Madam' he said, 'aren't you Ms de Wnter?

"Yes,' | said.

"Of course that's different,' he said; 'you can wait here if you like.
Wuld you like to take a seat just inside this roonf

"Thank you,' | said.

He showed ne into a little bare roomwith a desk init. It was like a
waiting-roomat a station. | sat there, with nmy hands on ny |ap. Five
m nut es passed. Not hi ng happened. It was worse t han bei ng outside, than
sitting in the car. | got up and went into the passage. The policeman
was still standing there.

"How long will they be?" | said.
"I''l'l go and inquire if you like," he said.

He di sappear ed al ong t he passage. | n a nonent he cane back again. 'l don't
think they will be very nuch | onger,' he

said. 'M de Wnter has just given his evidence. Captain Searle, and the
di ver, and Doctor Phillips have already given theirs. There's only one
nore to speak. M Tabb, the boat-builder fromKerrith.

"Then it's nearly over,' | said.

"l expect so, Madam' he said. Then he sai d, on a sudden thought, ' Wuld
you |l i keto hear theremai ni ng evi dence? Thereis aseat there, just inside
the door. If you slip in now nobody will notice you.'

"Yes,' | said. "Yes, | think I will.’

It was nearly over. Maxi mhad finished giving his evidence. | did not



m nd hearing the rest. It was Maxi m|l had not wanted to hear. | had been
nervous of listening to his evidence. That was why | had not gone with
himand Frank in the first place. Nowit did not matter. Hs part of it
was over.

| foll owed the policeman, and he opened a door at the end of the passage.

| slipped in, | sat down just by the door. | kept ny head | ow so that
| didnot havetol ook at anybody. The roomwas snal | er than | had i magi ned.
Rat her hot and stuffy. | had pictured a great bare roomw th benches,

Ii ke a church. Maxi mand Frank were sitting down at the other end. The
Coroner was a thin, elderly nman in pince-nez. There were people there
| did not know. |I glanced at themout of the tail of ny eye. My heart
gave a junp suddenly as | recogni zed Ms Danvers. She was sitting right
at the back. And Favell was beside her. Jack Favell, Rebecca' s cousin.
He was | eani ng f orward, hi s chininhishands, hiseyesfixedonthe Coroner,
M Horridge. | had not expected himto be there. | wondered i f Maxi mhad
seen hi m Janes Tabb, t he boat - bui | der, was st andi ng up nowand t he Cor oner
was asking hima question.

"Yes, sir,' answered Tabb, '|I converted Ms de Wnter's little boat. She
was a French fishing boat originally, and Ms de Wnter bought her for
next to nothing over in Brittany, and had her shi pped over. She gave ne
the job of converting her and doing her up like a little yacht.'

"Was the boat in a fit state to put to sea?" said the Coroner.

'She was when | fitted her out in April of last year,' said Tabb. 'Ms
de Wnter laid her up as usual at ny yard in the Cctober, and then in
March | had word fromher to fit her up as

usual , which | did. That woul d be Ms de Wnter's fourth season with the
boat since | did the conversion job for her.'

'Had the boat ever been known to capsize before? asked the Coroner.

"No, sir. | should soon have heard of it fromMs de Wnter had there
been any question of it. She was delighted with the boat in every way,
according to what she said to ne.'

"l suppose great care was needed to handl e the boat?' said the Coroner.
"Well, sir, everyonehastohavetheir wits about them whentheygosailing
boats, | won't denyit. But Ms de Wnter's boat wasn't one of t hose cranky
little craft that you can't |eave for a nmonent, |ike some of the boats
you see in Kerrith. She was a stout seaworthy boat, and could stand a
ot of wind. Ms de Wnter had sail ed her i n worse weat her than she ever
found that night. Wiy, it was only blowinginfits andstarts at thetine.
That's what |'ve said all along. | couldn't understand Ms de Wnter's
boat being lost on a night Iike that.'

"But surely, if Ms de Wnter went belowfor a coat, as i s supposed, and
a sudden puff of wind was to cone down fromthat headl and, it would be
enough to capsize the boat?' asked the Coroner.

Janes Tabb shook his head. 'No,' he said stubbornly, 'I don't see that



it would.'

"Wll, I"'mafraid that is what nust have happened,' said the Coroner
"I don't think M de Wnter or any of us suggest that your worknmanship
was to blame for the accident at all. You fitted the boat out at the
begi nni ng of t he season, you reported her sound and seaworthy, and that's
all | want to know. Unfortunately the late Ms de Wnter relaxed her
wat chf ul ness for a nonment and she lost her life, the boat sinking with
her aboard. Such acci dents have happened before. | repeat again we are
not bl am ng you.'

'Excuse ne, sir,' saidthe boat-builder, "but thereisalittle bit nore
toit thanthat. Andif youwould allowne | should|iketo nake a further
statenent .’

"Very well, go on,' said the Coroner.

"It's like this, sir. After the accident |ast year a |ot of people in
Kerrith made unpl easant ness about nmy work. Sone said |

had let Ms de Wnter start the season in a | eaky, rotten boat. | |ost
two or three orders because of it. It was very unfair, but the boat had
sunk, and there was nothing | could saytoclear nyself. Then that steaner
went ashore, as we all know, and Ms de Wnter's |little boat was found,
and brought to the surface. Captain Searle hinself gave nme perm ssion
yesterday to go and |l ook at her, and | did. | wanted to satisfy nyself
that the work | had put in to her was sound, in spite of the fact that
she had been waterl ogged for twelve nonths or nore.

"Well, that was very natural,' said the Coroner, 'and | hope you were
satisfied.'

"Yes, sir, | was. There was not hing wong with that boat as regards the
work | did to her. | exanmined every corner of her there on the lighter

up the pi Il where Captain Searl e had put her. She had sunk on sandy bottom
| asked the diver about that, and he told ne so. She had not touched the
ridge at all. The ridge was a clear five feet away. She was | yi ng on sand,
and there wasn't the mark of a rock on her.'

He paused. The Coroner |ooked at hi mexpectantly.

"Wl I ?' he said, 'is that all you want to say?

"No, sir,' said Tabb enphatically, '"it's not. What | want to knowis this.
Who drove the hol es i n her pl anki ng? Rocks didn't doit. The nearest rock
was five feet away. Besides, they weren't the sort of nmarks nmde by a
rock. They were holes. Done with a spike.'

| did not look at him | was |ooking at the floor. There was oilcloth
laid on the boards. Green oilcloth. | |ooked at it.

| wonder ed why t he Coroner di d not say sonet hing. Wiy di d t he pause | ast
so | ong? When he spoke at last his voice sounded rather far away.
"VWhat do you nean?' he said, 'what sort of hol es?

"There were three of themal together,' saidthe boat-builder, 'one right
for'ard, by her chain |ocker, on her starboard planking, below the



water-line. The other two close together anidships, underneath her
fl oorboards inthe bottom The ball ast had been shiftedtoo. It was | ying
| oose. And that's not all. The seacocks had been turned on.'

' The seacocks? What are they?' asked the Coroner.

"The fitting that plugs the pipes | eading froma washbasin or | avatory,

sir. Ms de Wnter had alittle place fitted up right aft. And t here was
a sink for'ard, where the washi ng-up was done. There was a seacock t here,

and anot her inthel avatory. These ar e al ways kept ti ght cl osed whenyou' re
under way, otherw se the water would flowin. Wen | exam ned the boat

yest erday both seacocks were turned full on.'

It was hot, rmuch too hot. Wy didn't they open a wi ndow? W shoul d be
suffocated if we sat herewith the air like this, and there were so many
people, all breathing the sanme air, so nany peopl e.

"Wth those holes in her planking, sir, and the seacocks not closed, it

woul dn't take long for a snall boat |ike her to sink. Not nuch nore than
ten m nutes, | should say. Those hol es weren't there when the boat | eft

my yard. | was proud of my work and so was Ms de Wnter. It's my opi ni on,

sir, that the boat never capsi zed at all. She was del i berately scuttled."’

| must try andget out of thedoor. | nmust try and go backtothewaiting-room
again. There was no air left in this place, and the person next to ne
was pressing close, close... Soneone in front of me was standi ng up, and
they were tal king, too, they were all talking. | did not know what was
happeni ng. | coul d not see anything. It was hot, so very hot. The Cor oner

was asking everybody to be silent. And he said sonmething about ' M de
Wnter'. |I could not see. That woman's hat was in front of ne. Maxi mwas
standi ng up now. | could not look at him | rmust not look at him | felt

i ke this once before. When was it? | don't know. | don't renenber. Oh,

yes, with Ms Danvers. The tine Ms Danvers stood with me by t he wi ndow.

Ms Danvers was in this place now, listening to the Coroner. Maxi mwas
st andi ng up over there. The heat was com ng up at me fromt he fl oor, rising
inslowwaves. It reached ny hands, wet and sli ppery, it touched ny neck,

ny chin, ny face.

"M de Wnter, you heard the statenment fromJanmes Tabb. who had the care
of Ms de Wnter's boat? Do you know anyt hing of these holes driven in
t he pl anki ng?'

' Not hi ng what ever.'

"Can you think of any reason why they should be there?"

"No, of course not.'

"It's the first tine you have heard them nenti oned?

"Yes.'

"It's a shock to you, of course?

"It was shock enough to learn that | nmade a mistake in identification
over twelve nonths ago, and now !l learn that ny late wife was not only
drowned in the cabin of her boat, but that hol es were bored in the boat



withthe deliberateintent of lettinginthewater sothat the boat should
sink. Does it surprise you that | should be shocked?

No, Maxim No. You will put his back up. You heard what Frank said. You
nmust not put his back up. Not that voice. Not that angry voice, Maxim
He won't understand. Please, darling, please. Oh, God, don't |let Maxim
lose his tenper. Don't let himlose his tenper.

"M de Wnter, | want you to believe that we all feel very deeply for
you in this matter. No doubt you have suffered a shock, a very severe
shock, in learning that your late wi fe was drowned i n her own cabi n, and
not at sea as you supposed. And | aminquiring into the matter for you.
I want, for your sake, to find out exactly how and why she died. | don't
conduct this inquiry for ny own amusenent.'

"That's rather obvious, isn't it?

"I hopethat it is. James Tabb has just tol dusthat t he boat whi ch contai ned
the remains of the late Ms de Wnter had t hree hol es hamered t hrough
her bottom And that the seacocks were open. Do you doubt his statenent?'
"OF course not. He's a boat-buil der, he knows what he i s tal ki ng about.'
"Who | ooked after Ms de Wnter's boat ?

' She | ooked after it herself.'

' She enpl oyed no hand?'

'No, nobody at all.'

"The boat was npored in the private harbour bel onging to Manderl ey?'
"Yes.'

"Any stranger who tried to tanper with the boat woul d be seen? There is
no access to the harbour by public footpath?

"No, none at all.’'

'The harbour is quiet, is it not, and surrounded by trees?

"Yes.'

"A trespasser nmight not be noticed?

' Possi bly not .’

"Yet Janmes Tabb has told us, and we have no reason to disbelieve him
that a boat with those holes drilled in her bottomand t he seacocks open
could not float for nmore than ten or fifteen mnutes.'

"Quite.'

'Therefore we can put aside the idea that the boat was tanpered with
mal i ci ously before Ms de Wnter went for her eveni ng sail. Had t hat been
the case the boat would have sunk at her noorings.'

"No doubt .

' Ther ef ore we nmust assune t hat whoever took t he boat out that ni ght drove
in the planking and opened t he seacocks.'

'l suppose so.'

' You have t ol d us al ready t hat t he door of t he cabi nwas shut, t he port hol es
cl osed, and your wife's remains were on the floor. This was in your
statenent, and in Doctor Phillips', and in Captain Searle's?



'Yes.'

"And nowadded tothisis theinformation that a spi ke was driven through
the bottom and the seacocks were open. Does not this strike you, M de
Wnter, as being very strange?

"Certainly.’

"You have no suggestion to nake?

"No, none at all.'

"M deWnter, painful asit may be, it isny dutytoaskyouavery personal
question.'

'Yes.'

"Were rel ati ons between you and the late Ms de Wnter perfectly happy?'
They had t o cone of course, those bl ack spotsinfront of ny eyes, danci ng,
flickering, stabbing the hazy air, andit was hot, so hot, with all these
peopl e, all these faces, and no open wi ndow, the door, frombeing near
to ne, was farther away

than | had thought, and all the tine the ground coming up to neet ne.
And t hen, out of the queer m st around ne, Maxi m s voi ce, cl ear and strong.
"WIIl soneone take ny wife outside? She is going to faint.'

chapter twenty-three

| was sittinginthelittle roomagain. The roomlike a waiting-roomat
the station. The policeman was t here, bendi ng over ne, giving ne a gl ass
of water, and sonmeone's hand was on nmy arm Frank's hand. | sat quite
still, thefloor, thewalls, the figures of Frank and the policenantaking
solid shape before ne.

"I'"'mso sorry,' | said, 'such astupidthingto do. It was so hot in that
room so very hot.'

"It gets very airless in there,' said the policeman, 'there's been
conpl aints about it often, but nothing's ever done. W've had | adies
fainting in there before.'

"Are you feeling better, Ms de Wnter?' said Frank.

"Yes. Yes, much better. | shall be all right again. Don't wait with ne.'
"I"'mgoing to take you back to Manderley.'

" No. '

'Yes. Maxim has asked ne to.'

No. You ought to stay with him'

Maximtold me to take you back to Manderley.'

He put his armthrough mne and hel ped ne to get up. 'Can you wal k as
far as the car or shall | bring it round?

"I can walk. But 1'd rmuch rather stay. | want to wait for Maxim'
"Maximmay be a long tine.'

Wy di d he say that? Wat did he nean? Why didn't he | ook at ne? He t ook
nmy armand wal ked wi th nme al ong t he passage to the door, and so down t he
steps into the street. Maximmay be a long tine ...

We did not speak. W cane to the little Morris car belonging to Frank.



He opened t he door, and hel ped ne in. Then he got in hinmself and started
up the engi ne. W drove away fromt he cobbl ed mar ket - pl ace, through the
enpty town, and out on to the road to Kerrith.

"Wy will they be a long tine? Wiat are they going to do?

' They may have to go over the evidence again.' Frank | ooked straight in
front of himalong the hard white road.

"They' ve had al | the evidence,' | said. "There's nothi ng nore anyone can
say.'

"You never know,' said Frank, 'the Coroner nmay put his questions in a
di fferent way. Tabb has al tered t he whol e busi ness. The Coroner wi || have
to approach it now from anot her angle.'

"What angl e? How do you nean?'

"You heard the evidence? You heard what Tabb sai d about the boat? They
won't believe in an accident any nore.'

"It's absurd, Frank, it's ridiculous. They should not listen to Tabb.
How can he tell, after all these nonths, how hol es cane to be in a boat ?
What are they trying to prove?'

"l don't know.'

"That Coroner will go on and on harping at Maxim making himl ose his
t erper, maki ng hi msay t hi ngs he doesn't mean. He wi | | ask question after
question, Frank, and Maxi mwon't stand it, | know he won't stand it.'
Frank di d not answer. He was driving very fast. For the first tine since
| had known hi mhe was at a | oss for the usual conventional phrase. That
nmeant he was worried, very worri ed. And usual |l y he was such a sl owcar ef ul
driver, stopping dead at every crossroads, peering to right and left,
bl owi ng his horn at every bend in the road.

"That man was there,' | said, 'that man who cane once to Manderley to
see Ms Danvers.'

"You nean Favel | ?' asked Frank. 'Yes, | saw him'

'"He was sitting there, with Ms Danvers.'

"Yes, | know.'

"Wy was he there? What right had he to go to the inquest?
'He was her cousin.'

"I't"s not right that he and Ms Danvers should sit there, listening to
that evidence. | don't trust them Frank.'

" No.

'"They m ght do something; they m ght nmake m schief.'

Agai n Frank did not answer. | realizedthat his loyalty to Maxi mwas such

that he would not |let hinself be drawn into a discussion, even with ne.
He di d not know how nuch | knew. Nor could | tell for certainty how nuch
he knew. We were allies, we travelled the sane road, but we coul d not
| ook at one another. We neither of us dared risk a confession. W were
turning innowat thelodge gates, and down the | ong tw sting narrowdrive
to the house. | noticed for thefirst time howthe hydrangeas were com ng



i nto bloom their blue heads thrusting thensel ves fromthe green foliage
behind. For all their beauty there was sonething sonbre about them

funereal ; they were like the weaths, stiff and artificial, that you see
beneath gl ass cases in a foreign churchyard. There they were, all the
way along the drive, on either side of us, blue, nonotonous, I|ike
spectators lined up in a street to watch us pass.

We canme to t he house at | ast and rounded t he great sweep bef ore t he st eps.

"WIl you be all right now?' said Frank. 'You can |lie down, can't you?'

"Yes,' | said, 'yes, perhaps.’

"I shall go back to Lanyon,' he said, 'Maximmy want mne.'

He di d not say anything nore. He got quickly back into the car agai n and
drove away. Maxi mni ght want him Wy did he say Maxi mm ght want hinf
Per haps t he Coroner was going to question Frank as well. Ask hi mabout

that eveni ng, over twel ve nont hs ago, when Maxi mhad di ned with Frank.

He woul d want to know t he exact time that Maxi mleft his house. He woul d
want to know i f anybody saw Maxi mwhen he returned to t he house. Whet her
the servants knew that he was there. Wether anybody coul d prove that

Maxi m went straight up to bed and undressed. Ms Danvers night be
questioned. They nmight ask Ms Danvers to give evidence. And Maxim
beginning to lose his tenper, beginning to go white ...

| went into the hall. | went upstairs to ny room and |ay down upon ny
bed, even as Frank had suggested. | put ny hands over ny eyes. | kept

seeing that roomand all the faces. The | i ned, pai nstaking, aggravating
face of the Coroner, the gold pince-nez on his nose.

"l don't conduct this inquiry for my own anmusenment.' Hi s slow, careful

m nd, easily of fended. Wiat were they al | sayi ng now? What was happeni ng?
Suppose in a little while Frank cane back to Manderl ey al one?

| di d not knowwhat happened. | di d not knowwhat people did. | renenbered
pi ctures of nmen in the papers, |eaving places |like that, and bei ng taken
away. Suppose Maxi mwas t aken away? They woul d not | et ne goto him They
woul d not let me see him | should have to stay here at Manderl ey day
after day, night after night, waiting, as | was waiti ng now. People |ike
Col onel Jul yan bei ng ki nd. Peopl e sayi ng ' You nust not be al one. You nust

cone to us.' The tel ephone, the newspapers, the tel ephone again. 'No,

Ms de Wnter can't see anyone. Ms de Wnter has no story to give the
County Chronicle.' And another day. And another day. Weks that woul d
be blurred and non-existent. Frank at last taking me to see Maxim He
woul d |1 ook thin, queer, like people in hospital...

O her wonen had been through this. Wnen | had read about i n papers. They
sent letters to the Honme Secretary and it was not any good. The Home
Secretary always said that justice nust take its course. Friends sent
petitions too, everybody signed them but the Honme Secretary coul d never
do anyt hing. And t he ordi nary peopl e who read about it in the papers said
why shouldthe fell owget of f, he nurdered his wife, didn't he? What about



t he poor, nmurdered wi fe? This sentinental busi ness about abolishing the
deat h penal ty sinply encourages crinme. This fell owought to have t hought
about that before he killed his wife. It's too late now. He will have
to hang for it, like any other nmurderer. And serve himright too. Let
it be a warning to others.

| remenber seeing a picture onthe back of a paper once, of alittle crowd
col l ected outside a prison gate, and just after nine o' cl ock a policenan
came and pinned a notice on the gate for the people to read. The notice
sai d somet hi ng about the

sentence being carried out. 'Sentence of death was carried out this
nmor ni ng at ni ne o' cl ock. The Governor, the Prison Doctor, and t he Sheri ff
of the County were present.' Hangi ng was qui ck. Hanging did not hurt.
It broke your neck at once. No, it did not. Someone said once it did not
al ways wor k. Sonmeone who had known t he Governor of a prison. They put
t hat bag over your head, and you stand on the little platform and then
the floor gives way beneath you. It takes exactly three mnutes to go
fromthe cell to the nonent you are hanged. No, fifty seconds, soneone
said. No, that's absurd. It could not be fifty seconds. There's alittle
flight of steps down the side of the shed, down to the pit. The doctor
goes down there to look. They die instantly. No, they don't. The body
nmoves for sonme tinme, the neck i s not al ways broken. Yes, but even so they
don't feel anything. Sonmeone said they did. Soneone who had a brot her
who was a prison doctor saidit was not generally known, because it woul d
be such a scandal, but they did not always die at once. Their eyes were
open, they stay open for quite a long tine.

CGod, don't |l et ne go on thinking about this. Let nme think about sonet hi ng
el se. About other things. About Ms Van Hopper in America. She nmust be
stayi ng wi th her daughter now. They had t hat house on Long I sl and in the
summer. | expect they played a | ot of bridge. They went to the races.
M's Van Hopper was fond of the races. | wonder if she still wears that
little yellowhat. It was too snall for her. Mich too snall on that big
face. Ms Van Hopper sitting about in the garden of that house on Long
I sl and, wi th novel s, and nagazi nes, and papers on her | ap. Ms Van Hopper
puttingupher lorgnetteandcal lingtoher daughter. ' Look at this, Hel en.
They say Max de Wnter nurdered his first wife. | always did think there
was somret hi ng peculiar about him | warned that fool of a girl she was

maki ng a m stake, but she wouldn't listen to nme. Well, she's cooked her
goose now all right. | suppose they'll nmake her a big offer to go on the
pictures.'

Sonet hi ng was touching ny hand. It was Jasper. It was Jasper, thrusting
his col d danp nose in my hands. He had foll owed ne up fromthe hall. Wy
di d dogs nmake one want to cry? There was somnet hi ng so qui et and hopel ess
about their



synpat hy. Jasper, know ng sonet hi ng was wong, as dogs al ways do. Trunks
bei ng packed. Cars bei ng brought to t he door. Dogs st andi ng wi t h droopi ng
tails, dejected eyes. Wandering back to their baskets in the hall when
the sound of the car dies away ...

| must have fallen asl eep because | woke suddenly with a start, and heard
that first crack of thunder in the air. | sat up. The cl ock said five.
| got up and went to the wi ndow. There was not a breath of wi nd. The | eaves
hung listless onthe trees, waiting. The sky was sl atey grey. The j agged
lightning split the sky. Another runble in the distance. No rain fell.
| went out into the corridor and listened. | could not hear anything.
| went to the head of the stairs. There was no si gn of anybody. The hal
was dar k because of t he nenace of thunder overhead. | went down and st ood
on the terrace. There was anot her burst of thunder. One spot of rainfell
on imy hand. One spot. No nore. It was very dark. | coul d see t he sea beyond
the dipinthe valley like a black | ake. Another spot fell on ny hands,
and anot her crack of thunder cane. One of the housemai ds began shutting
the wi ndows in the roons upstairs. Robert appeared and shut the wi ndows
of the draw ng-room behi nd ne.

"The gentl emen are not back yet, are they, Robert?' | asked.
'No, Madam not yet. | thought you were with them Madam'
"No. No, |'ve been back sone tine.'

"WIl you have tea, Madan?'

"No, no, I'll wait.'

"It | ooks as though the weather was going to break at |ast, Madam
"Yes.'

No rain fell. Nothing since those two drops on nmy hand. | went back and
sat in the library. At half past five Robert canme into the room

"The car has just driven up to the door now, Madam' he said.

"Which car?' | said.

"M de Wnter's car, Madam' he said

"Is M de Wnter driving it hinself?

'Yes, Madam'
| tried to get up but my legs were things of straw, they would
not bear nme. | stood | eani ng agai nst the sofa. My throat was very dry.

After a minute Maxi mcane into the room He stood just inside the door.
He | ooked very tired, old. There were lines at the corner of his nmouth
| had never noticed before.

"It's all over,' he said.

| waited. Still | could not speak or nove towards him

"Suicide,' he said, 'without sufficient evidence to show the state of
m nd of the deceased. They were all at sea of course, they did not know
what they were doing.'

| sat down on the sofa. 'Suicide,’ | said, 'but the notive? Were was
the notive?



' God knows,' he said. ' They did not seemto think a notive was necessary.
O d Horridge, peering at ne, wanting to know i f Rebecca had any noney
troubl es. Mney troubles. God in heaven.

He went and stood by the w ndow, | ooking out at the green lawns. 'It's
going to rain,' he said. "Thank God it's going to rain at |ast.

"What happened?' | said, 'what did the Coroner say? Wiy have you been
there all this tinme?

' He went over and over the sane ground again,' said Maxim 'Littledetails
about the boat that no one cared about a damm. Were the sea-cocks hard
to turn on? Where exactly was the first holeinrelation to the second?
What was bal | ast? What ef fect upon the stability of the boat would the
shifting of the ball ast have? Coul d a wonan do t hi s unai ded? Di d t he cabi n
door shut firm y? What pressure of water was necessary to burst open the
door? | thought | shoul d go mad. | kept ny tenper t hough. Seei ng you t here,
by the door, nade ne renenber what | had to do. If you had not fainted

like that, | should never have done it. It brought ne up with a jerk.
| knew exactly what | was going to say. | faced Horridge all the tine.
| never took my eyes off his thin, pernickety, little face and those

gol d-ri mmed pi nce-nez. | shall renenber that face of his to nmy dyi ng day.
I"'mtired, darling; so tired | can't see, or hear or feel anything.'
He sat down on t he wi ndow seat. He | eant forward, his head i n his hands.
| went and sat beside him In a fewmnutes Frith cane in, foll owed by
Robert carrying the table for tea. The

solem ritual went forward as it always did, day after day, the | eaves
of thetablepulledout, thelegs adjusted, thelaying of the snowy cl ot h,
t he putting down of the silver teapot andthe kettlewiththelittle flane
beneat h. Scones, sandw ches, three different sorts of cake. Jasper sat
close to the table, his tail thunping nowand agai n upon the floor, his
eyes fixed expectantly on ne. It's funny, | thought, howthe routine of
Iife goes on, whatever happens, we do the sane things, go through the
little performance of eating, sleeping, washing. No crisis can break
through the crust of habit. | poured out Maxim s tea, | took it to him
on the w ndow seat, gave himhis scone, and buttered one for nyself.
"Where's Frank?' | asked.

"He had to go and see the vicar. | woul d have gone too but | wanted to
cone straight back to you. | kept thinking of you, waiting here, all by
yoursel f, not know ng what was going to happen.'

"Way the vicar?' | said.

'Sonmet hing has to happen this evening,' he said. 'Something at the
church.'’

| staredat hi mbl ankly. Then | under st ood. They wer e goi ngt o bury Rebecca.
They were going to bring Rebecca back fromthe nortuary.
"It'sfixedfor six-thirty,' hesaid. ' No one knows but Frank, and Col onel
Jul yan, and the vicar, and nysel f. There won't be anyone hangi ng about.



This was arranged yesterday. The verdi ct doesn't nmake any difference.'
"What tinme nust you go?

"I"'mmeeting themthere at the church at twenty-five past six.'

| didnot say anything. | went on drinking ny tea. Maxi mput his sandwi ch

down untasted. 'It's still very hot, isn't it?" he said.

"It's the storm' | said. 'It won't break. Only little spots at a tine.
It's there in the air. It won't break.'

"I't was thundering when | left Lanyon,' he said, 'the sky was |ike ink
over ny head. Wiy in the nane of God doesn't it rain?

The birds were hushed in the trees. It was still very dark.

"I wish you did not have to go out again,' | said.

He did not answer. He |l ooked tired, so deathly tired.
"We' || tal k over things this evening when!| get back,' he said presently.
"W've got so rmuch to do together, haven't we? W've got to begin al

over again. |'ve been the worst sort of husband for you.'

"No!" | said. 'No!'

"W' || start again, once this thing is behind us. W can do it, you and
I. It's not Iike being al one. The past can't hurt us if we are together.
You'll have children too.' After a while he glanced at his watch. '"It's
ten past six,' he said, 'l shall have to be going. It won't take | ong,
not nore than half an hour. We've got to go down to the crypt.'

| held his hand. '"I'Il come with you. | shan't nind. Let ne cone with
you.'

"No," he said. '"No, | don't want you to cone.'

Then he went out of the room | heard the sound of the car starting up
in the drive. Presently the sound died away, and | knew he had gone.

Robert came to clear away the tea. It was |i ke any ot her day. The routi ne
was unchanged. | wondered if it would have been so had Maxi m not cone
back fromLanyon. | wondered if Robert woul d have stood t here, that wooden
expression on his young sheep's face, brushing the crunbs from the
snow-white cloth, picking up the table, carrying it fromthe room

It seened very quiet in the |ibrary when he had gone. | began to think
of themdown at the church, going through that door and down the flight
of stairstothe crypt. | had never been there. | had only seen the door.
I wondered what a crypt was like, if there were coffins standing there.
Maxi M's father and nother. | wondered what woul d happen to the coffin
of that other woman who had been put there by nistake. | wondered who
she was, poor uncl ai ned soul, washed up by the wi nd and ti de. Now anot her
cof fin woul d stand there. Rebecca would lie there in the crypt as well.
Was the vicar reading the burial service there, with Maxim and Frank

and Col onel Jul yan standing by his side? Ashes to ashes. Dust to dust.
It seenmed to ne that Rebecca had no reality any nore. She had crunbl ed
away when t hey had found her on the cabin floor. It was not Rebecca who
was lying in the crypt, it was dust. Only dust.



Just after seventherainbegantofall. Gentlyat first, alight pattering
inthe trees, and so thin | could not see it. Then | ouder and faster,
adrivingtorrent falling slant ways fromthe sl ate sky, |ike water from
asluice. | l eft thew ndows openwi de. | stoodinfront of themand breat hed
the cold clean air. The rain splashed into ny face and on nmy hands. |
could not see beyond the lawns, the falling rain canme thick and fast.
| heardit sputteringinthe gutter-pipes above the wi ndow, and spl ashi ng
on the stones of the terrace. There was no nore thunder. The rain snelt
of npbss and earth and of the black bark of trees.

| did not hear Frith come in at the door. | was standing by the w ndow,
wat ching the rain. | did not see himuntil he was besi de ne.

' Excuse ne, Madam' he said, 'do you knowif M de Wnter will be | ong?
"No,"' | said, 'not very long.'

"There's a gentleman to see him Madam' said Frith after a nmonent's

hesitation. 'I'mnot quite sure what | ought to say. He's very insistent
about seeing M de Wnter.'

"Who is it? | said. '"lIs it anyone you know?'

Frith | ooked unconfortable. 'Yes, Madam' he said, 'it's a gentl enan who

used to cone here frequently at one tinme, when Ms de Wnter was alive.
A gentleman called M Favell.'

| knelt on the wi ndow seat and shut the wi ndow. The rain was comng in
on the cushions. Then |I turned round and | ooked at Frith.

"I think perhaps | had better see M Favell,' | said.

"Very good, Madam'

| went and stood over on the rug beside the enpty fireplace. It was j ust
possible that | should be able to get rid of Favell before Maxi mcane
back. | didnot knowwhat | was goingtosaytohim but | was not frightened.
In a fewnonments Frith returned and showed Favell into the library. He
| ooked nmuch the sane as before but alittle rougher if possible, alittle
nore unti dy. He was the sort of man who i nvari ably went hatl ess, his hair
was bl eached fromt he sun of the | ast days and hi s ski n was deepl y t anned.
Hi s eyes were rather bloodshot. | wondered if he had been dri nking.
"I"'mafraid Maximis not here,' | said. 'l don't know when he will be
back. Wouldn't it be better if you nade an appoi ntnent to see himat the
office in the norning?

"Waiting doesn't worry ne,' said Favell, "and | don't think | shall have
to wait very long, you know. | had a ook in the dining-roomas | cane
along, and | see Max's place is laid for dinner all right.'

' Qur plans have been changed,' | said. 'It's quite possible Maxi mwon't
be honme at all this evening.'
"He's run of f, has he?' said Favell, with a half smle | did not Iike.

"I wonder if youreally nmeanit. O course under the circunstances it's
t he wi sest thing he can do. Gossipis an unpl easant thingto some people.



It's nore pleasant to avoid it, isn't it?

"I don't know what you nean,' | said.

"Don't you?' he said. 'Ch, conme, you don't expect me to believe that,
do you? Tell ne, are you feeling better? Too bad fainting like that at
the i nquest this afternoon. | woul d have cone and hel ped you out but |
sawyou had one kni ght -errant al ready. | bet Frank Craw ey enj oyed hi nsel f.
Didyoulet himdrive you home? You woul dn't I et nme drive you five yards
when | offered to.'

"What do you want to see Maxi mabout?' | asked.
Favel | leant forward to the tabl e and hel ped hinself to acigarette. ' You
don't m nd ny snoking, | suppose? hesaid, '"it won't make you sick, will

it? One never knows with brides.’

He watched nme over his lighter. 'You' ve grown up a bit since | saw you
| ast, haven't you?' he said. '| wonder what you have been doi ng. Leadi ng
Frank Crawl ey up the garden path?' He blew a cl oud of snoke in the air.
"I say, do you mind asking old Frith to get ne a whisky and soda?

| didnot say anything. | went and rang the bell. He sat down on t he edge
of the sofa, swinging his legs, that half-smle on his |lips. Robert
answered the bell. 'A whisky and soda for M Favell,' | said.

"Wl |, Robert?' said Favell, 'l haven't seen you for a very long tine.
Still breaking the hearts of the girls in Kerrith?

Robert flushed. He glanced at ne, horribly enbarrassed.

"All right, oldchap, | won't give you away. Run al ong and get ne a doubl e
whi sky, and junp on it.'

Robert di sappeared. Favell | aughed, dropping ash all over the floor.

"l took Robert out once on his hal f-day,' he said. ' Rebecca bet ne a fiver
| wouldn't ask him | won ny fiver all right. Spent one of the funniest
evenings of my life. Did I |augh? Ch, boy! Robert on the razzle takes
alot of beating, | tell you. | nust say he's got a good eye for a girl.
He picked the prettiest of the bunch we saw that night.'

Robert cane back agai n wi th t he whi sky and sodaonatray. He still | ooked
very red, very unconfortable. Favell wat ched hi mwith a snil e as he poured
out his drink, and then he began to |augh, |eaning back on the arm of
the sofa. He whistled the bar of a song, watching Robert all the while.
'That was the one, wasn't it?' he said, 'that was the tune? Do you still
Ii ke ginger hair, Robert?

Robert gave hima flat weak smile. He | ooked m serable. Favell | aughed
| ouder still. Robert turned and went out of the room
"Poor kid,' said Favell. 'l don't suppose he's been on the | oose since.

That old ass Frith keeps himon a leading string.'

He began drinki ng his whi sky and soda, gl anci ng round the room | ooki ng
at nme every now and again, and smling.

"I don't think | shall mindvery nuchif Max doesn't get back to di nner,’
he said. 'Wat say you?



| didnot answer. | stood by the fireplace ny hands behi nd nmy back. ' You
woul dn't waste t hat place at the dini ng-roomtable, woul d you?' he sai d.

He | ooked at nme, smiling still, his head on one side
"M Favell,' | said, 'l don't want to be rude, but as a matter of fact
I"mvery tired. |I've had a long and fairly exhausting day. If you can't

tell me what you want to see Maxi mabout it's not nuch good your sitting
here. You had far better doas | suggest, and goroundtothe estate office
in the norning.'

He slid off the armof the sofa and cane towards ne, his glass in his
hand. ' No, no,' he said. 'No, no, don't be abrute. I've had an exhausti ng
day too. Don't run away and | eave ne,

I"mquite harmess, really | am | suppose Max has been telling tales
about ne to you?

| did not answer. 'You think |"mthe big, bad wol f, don't you?' he said,
"but 1'mnot, you know. I'ma perfectly ordinary, harm ess bl oke. And
I think you are behavi ng spl endidly over all this, perfectly splendidly.
| take off my hat to you, | really do.' This | ast speech of his was very
slurred and thick. | wished I had never told Frith | would see him

" You conme down here to Manderl ey,' he said, waving his armvaguely, 'you
take on all this place, neet hundreds of peopl e you' ve never seen before,
you put up with old Max and hi s nbods, you don't give a fig for anyone,
you just go your own way. | call it a damm good effort, and | don't care
who hears ne say so. Adamm good effort.' He swayed alittle as he stood.
He steadied himself, and put the enpty gl ass down on the table. 'This
busi ness has been a shock t o me, you know,' he sai d. ' Abl oody awf ul shock.

Rebecca was my cousin. | was damm fond of her.'

"Yes,' | said. 'I"'mvery sorry for you.'

"W wer e brought up toget her,' he went on. ' Al ways trenendous pal s. Li ked
the same things, the sane peopl e. Laughed at the sane jokes. | suppose

| was fonder of Rebecca than anyone else in the world. And she was fond
of me. Al this has been a bl oody shock.'

"Yes,' | said. 'Yes, of course.

"And what is Max going to do about it, that's what | want to know? Does
he think he can sit back quietly nowthat shaminquest is over? Tell ne
that?' He was not smling any nore. He bent towards ne.

"I"'mgoingto seejusticeis doneto Rebecca,' he said, his voice grow ng
| ouder. 'Suicide ... God Al mghty, that doddering old fool of a Coroner
got the jury to say suicide. Youand | knowit wasn't suicide, don't we?
He leant closer to nme still. '"Don't we?' he said slowy.

The door opened and Maxi mcane i nto the room with Frank just behind him
Maxi m stood quite still, with the door open, staring at Favell. 'Wat
the hell are you doing here?" he said.

Favell turned round, his hands in his pockets. He waited a

nmonment, and then he began to smile. 'As a matter of fact, Max, ol d chap,



| came to congratul ate you on the inquest this afternoon.'

"Do you mind | eaving the house?' said Max, 'or do you want Craw ey and
me to chuck you out?

' St eady a nonent, steady anonent,' saidFavell. Helit another cigarette,
and sat down once nore on the arm of the sofa.

"You don't want Frith to hear what |'mgoing to say, do you?' he said.
"Wll, he will, if you don't shut that door.

Maxi m did not nove. | saw Frank cl ose the door very quietly.

"Now, |isten here, Max,' said Favell, 'you've cone very well out of this
affair, haven't you? Better than you ever expected. Ch, yes, | was in
the court this afternoon, and | dare say you saw ne. | was there from
start to finish. | sawyour wife faint at a rather critical nonent, and
| don't blame her. It was touch and go, then, wasn't it, Max, what way
the inquiry would go? And luckily for you it went the way it did. You
hadn't squared t hose t hi ck- headed fel | ows who were acting jury, had you?
It | ooked damm like it tone.'

Maxi m made a nove towards Favell, but Favell held up his hand.

"Wait a bit, can't you?' he said. 'I haven't finished yet. You reali ze,
don't you, Max, old man, that | can nake things damed unpl easant for
you if | choose. Not only unpleasant, but shall | say dangerous?

| sat down on the chair beside the fireplace. | held the arns of the chair
very tight. Frank canme over and stood behind the chair. Still Maxi mdid
not nmove. He never took his eyes off Favell.

"Ch, yes?' he said, 'in what way can you make things dangerous?
'Look here, Max,' said Favell, 'l suppose there are no secrets between
you and your wife and fromthe | ook of things Craw ey there just makes
the happy trio. |I can speak plainly then, and | will. You all know about
Rebecca and ne. W were |lovers, weren't we? |'ve never denied it, and
| never will. Very

wel | then. Uptothepresent | believed, |ikeeveryother fool, that Rebecca
was drowned sailing in the bay, and that her body was picked up at
Edgecoonbe weeks afterwards. It was a shock to ne then, a bl oody shock.
But | saidtomyself, That's the sort of death Rebecca woul d choose, she'd
go out like she lived, fighting.' He paused, he sat there on the edge
of the sofa, |Iooking at all of us in turn. '"Then | pick up the evening
paper a few days ago and | read that Rebecca's boat had been stunbled
on by the | ocal diver and that there was a body in the cabin. | couldn't
understand it. Wo the hell woul d Rebecca have as a sailing compani on?
It didn't nmake sense. | canme down here, and put up at a pub just outside
Kerrith. | got intouch with Ms Danvers. She told ne then that the body
in the cabin was Rebecca's. Even so | thought |ike everyone el se that
the first body was a m st ake and Rebecca had somehow got shut inthe cabin
when she went to fetch a coat. Well, | attended that inquest today, as
you know. And everything went snoothly, didn't it, until Tabb gave his



evi dence? But after that? Well, Max, old nan, what have you got to say
about those hol es inthe fl oorboards, and t hose seacocks turned full on?
"Do you think,' said Maximslowy, 'that after those hours of talk this
afternoon | amgoing into it again - with you? You heard the evi dence,
and you heard the verdict. It satisfiedthe Coroner, and it nust satisfy

you. '

" Sui ci de, eh?' saidFavell. ' Rebeccacomttingsuicide. Thesort of thing
she woul d do, wasn't it? Listen; you never knewl had this note, did you?
| kept it, because it was the |l ast thing she ever wote tonme. |I'll read
it toyou. |I think it will interest you.'

He t ook a pi ece of paper out of his pocket. | recogni zedthat thin, pointed

sl anting hand.

| tried toring you fromthe flat, but could get no answer [he read].
I ' mgoi ng downt o Manders ri ght away. | shall be at the cottagethis evening
and if youget thisintinewll youget the car and followne. I'll spend
the night at the cottage, and | eave the door open for you. |'ve got
sonmethingtotell youand | want to see you as soon as possi bl e. Rebecca.
He put the note back i n his pocket. "That's not the sort of note youwite
when you're going to comit suicide, is it? he said. 'It was waiting
for me at ny flat when | got back about four in the norning. | had no
i dea Rebecca was to be in London that day or | should have got in touch
with her. It happened, by a vile stroke of fortune, | was on a party t hat
night. When | read the note at four in the norning | decided it was too
late to go crashing down on a six-hour run to Manderley. | went to bed,
determined to put a call through later in the day. | did. About twelve
o' clock. And | heard Rebecca had been drowned!’

He sat there, staring at Maxim None of us spoke.

' Supposi ng the Coroner this afternoon had read that note, it woul d have
made it a little bit nmore tricky for you, wouldn't it, Max, old man?
sai d Favell.

"Well,' said Maxim 'why didn't you get up and give it to hin®

' St eady, ol d boy, steady. No need to get rattled. | don't want to snash
you, Max. God knows you've never been a friend to me, but | don't bear
mal i ce about it. AIl married nen with |ovely wi ves are jeal ous, aren't
t hey? And sone of 'emjust can't hel p playing Ghello. They're nade t hat

way. | don't blane them |'msorry for them |I'ma bit of a Socialist
inm way, you know, and | can't think why fellows can't share their wonmen
instead of killing them What difference does it make? You can get your
fun just the sane. Alovely woman isn't |ike a nmotor tyre, she doesn't
wear out. The nore you use her the better she goes. Now, Max, |'ve laid
all ny cards on the table. Wiy can't we conme to sone agreenent? |' mnot
arichman. |'mtoo fond of ganbling for that. But what gets ne down is

never having any capital to fall back upon. Nowif |I had a settlenment
of two or three thousand a year for life |l could jog al ong confortably.



And |'d never trouble you again. | swear before God | would not.'

"I've asked you before to | eave the house,' said Maxim '1'mnot goi ng
to ask you again. There's the door behind nme. You can open it yourself.'
"Hai fa minute, Maxim' said Frank; 'it's not quite so easy as all that.'
He turned to Favell. '| see what you're driving at. It

happens, very unfortunately, that you could, as you say, twi st things
round and make it difficult for Maxim | don't think he seesit as clearly
as | do. What i s the exact anpunt you propose Maxi mshoul d settl e on you?'

| sawMaxi mgovery white, andalittle pul se beganto showon his forehead.

"Don't interferewiththis, Frank,' hesaid, "thisismnyaffair entirely.

I'"mnot going to give way to blackmail.'

"I don't suppose your wi fe wants to be pointed out as Ms de Wnter, the
wi dow of a nmurderer, of afell owwho was hanged,' sai d Favel | . He | aughed,

and gl anced towards ne.

"You think you can frighten ne, don't you, Favell?' said Maxim ' Wl I,

you are wong. |I' mnot afrai d of anythi ng youcando. Thereisthetel ephone,
inthe next room Shall | ring up Col onel Jul yan and ask hi mto conme over?
He's the nagistrate. He'll be interested in your story.'

Favel |l stared at him and | aughed.

'Good bluff,' hesaid, "but it won't work. You wouldn't dare ring up old
Julyan. 1've got enough evidence to hang you, Max, old man.'

Maxi mwal ked sl ow y across t he roomand passed throughtothelittle room
beyond. | heard the click of the tel ephone.

"Stop him' | said to Frank. 'Stop him for God's sake.'

Frank gl anced at ny face, he went swiftly towards the door.

| heard Maxi m s voi ce, very cool, verycalm 'l want Kerrith 17,' he sai d.

Favel | was watching the door, his face curiously intense.

'Leave nme alone,' | heard Maxim say to Frank. And then, two ninutes
afterwards. 'Is that Col onel Julyan speaking? It's de Wnter here. Yes.
Yes, | know. | wonder if you coul d possi bly cone over here at once. Yes,
to Manderley. It's rather urgent. | can't explain why on the tel ephone,
but you shall hear everything directly you conme. |'mvery sorry to have

to drag you out. Yes. Thank you very much. Goodbye.'

He canme back againintothe room 'Julyanis comngright away,' he said.
He crossed over and threw open the windows. It was still raining very
hard. He stood there, with his back to us, breathing the cold air.
"Maxim' said Frank quietly. 'Maxim'

He di d not answer. Favel | | aughed, and hel ped hi nsel f t o anot her ci garette.
"I'f you want to hang yourself, old fellow, it's all the same to ne,"' he
sai d. He picked up a paper fromthe table and flung hinsel f down on the
sofa, crossed his | egs, and beganto turn over the pages. Frank hesit at ed,

glancing fromnme to Maxim Then he came besi de ne.



"Can't you do sonething? | whispered. ' Go out and neet Col onel Jul yan,
prevent himfromcoming, say it was all a m stake?
Maxi m spoke fromthe wi ndow wi thout turning round.
"Frank is not to leave this room' he said. 'I'mgoing to manage this






We none of us said anything. Favell went on readi ng his paper. There was
no sound but the steady falling rain. It fell without a break, steady,
strai ght, and nonotonous. | felt hel pl ess, without strength. There was
not hing | could do. Nothing that Frank could do. In a book or in a play
| woul d have found a revol ver, and we shoul d have shot Favell, hidden
his body in a cupboard. There was no revol ver. There was no cupboard.
We were ordinary people. These things did not happen. | could not goto
Maxi mnow and beg hi mon nmy knees to give Favell the noney. | had to sit
there, with my hands in my | ap, watching the rain, watching Maxi mwi th
his back turned to nme, standing by the w ndow.

It was raining too hard to hear the car. The sound of the rain covered
all other sounds. W did not know Col onel Jul yan had arrived until the
door opened, and Frith showed himinto the room

Maxi mswung r ound fromt he wi ndow. ' Good eveni ng, ' he sai d. ' W neet agai n.
You' ve nmade very good tine.'

"Yes,' said Colonel Julyan, 'you said it was urgent, so | cane at once.
Luckily, ny man had |left the car handy. Wat an evening.'

He gl anced at Favel | uncertai nly, and t hen cane over and shook hands wi th
me, nodding to Maxim 'A good thing the rain has cone,' he said. 'It's
been hangi ng about too long. | hope you're feeling better.'

I murnmured sonething, | don't knowwhat, and he stood there | ooki ng from
one to the other of us, rubbing his hands.

"l think you realize', Maximsaid, 'that | haven't brought you out on
an evening like this for a social half-hour before dinner. This is Jack
Favell, my latewife's first cousin. | don't knowif you have ever net.'

Col onel Jul yan nodded. ' Your face seens famliar. |'ve probably nmet you
here in the old days.'

"Quite,' said Maxim ' Go ahead, Favell.'

Favel | got up fromthe sofa and chucked t he paper back on the table. The
ten m nutes seened to have sobered him He wal ked quite steadily. He was
not smiling any longer. | had the inpression that he was not entirely
pl eased with the turn in the events, and he was ill-prepared for the
encounter with Col onel Julyan. He began speaking in a |oud, rather
dom neeringvoice. ' Look here, Col onel Jul yan,' hesaid, 'there'snosense
i n beating about t he bush. The reasonwhy |' mhereisthat |I' mnot satisfied
with the verdict given at the inquest this afternoon.’

'"Ch?' said Colonel Julyan, 'isn't that for de Wnter to say, not you?

"No, | don't think it is,' said Favell. 'l have a right to speak, not
only as Rebecca' s cousi n, but as her prospective husband, had she lived.'

Col onel Jul yan | ooked rat her taken aback. ' Ch,' hesaid. 'Ch, | see. That's
rather different. |Is this true, de Wnter?

Maxi mshrugged hi s shoulders. "It'sthefirst |'ve heard of it,' he said.
Col onel Julyan | ooked from one to the other doubtfully. 'Look here

Favel | ,' he said, 'what exactly is your trouble?



Favel | stared at hima nonment. | coul d see he was pl anni ng sonmething in
his m nd, and he was still not sober enough to carry it through. He put

his hand slow y in his wai stcoat pocket and brought out Rebecca' s note.

"This note was witten a few hours before Rebecca was supposed to have
set out on that suicidal sail. Here it is. | want you to read it, and
say whet her you think a woman who wote that note had made up her m nd
to kill herself.'

Col onel Julyan took a pair of spectacles froma case in his pocket and
read the note. Then he handed it back to Favell.

"No,' he said, 'on the face of it, no. But | don't know what the note
refers to. Perhaps you do. Or perhaps de Wnter does?

Maxi mdi d not say anyt hi ng. Favel | tw stedthe pi ece of paper i nhisfingers,
consi dering Colonel Julyan all the while. 'My cousin nade a definite
appoi ntrment in that note, didn't she?' he said. 'She deliberately asked
me to drive down to Manderl ey that night because she had sonmething to
tell me. What it actually was | don't suppose we shall ever know, but

that's beside the point. She made the appoi ntnent, and she was to spend
the night in the cottage on purpose to see nme alone. The nere fact of

her going for a sail never surprised ne. It was the sort of thing she
did, for an hour or so, after a long day in London. But to plug hol es
in the cabin and deliberately drown herself, the hysterical inpulsive
freak of a neurotic girl - oh, no, Colonel Julyan, by Christ no!' The
col our had flooded into his face, and the | ast words were shouted. H s
manner was not hel pful to him and | coul d see by the thinline of Col onel

Julyan's nmouth that he had not taken to Favell.

"My dear fellow,' he said, '"it's not the slightest use your | osing your

temper with me. I'm not the Coroner who conducted the inquiry this
aft ernoon, nor aml a nenber of the jury who gave the verdict. |'mnerely
the magi strate of the district. Naturally | want to help you all I can,

and de Wnter, too. You say you refuse to believe your cousin conmtted
sui ci de. On the ot her hand you heard, as we all did, the evidence of the
boat - bui | der. The seacocks were open, the holes were there. Very well.
Suppose we get to the point. What do you suggest really happened?
Favel | turned his head and | ooked slowy towards Maxim He was still
twisting the note between his fingers. 'Rebecca never opened those
seacocks, nor split the holes in the planki ng. Rebecca never commtted
sui ci de. You' ve asked for ny opi ni on, and by God you shal | haveit. Rebecca
was nurdered. And i f you want to know who the nmurderer is, why there he
stands, by the wi ndowthere, with that God-damed superior smle on his
face. He couldn't even wait could he, until the year was out, before
marryingthe first girl he set eyes on? There heis, there's your nurderer
for you, M Maximlian

de Wnter. Take a good | ong | ook at him He'd | ook wel | hangi ng, woul dn' t
he?



And Favel | beganto | augh, the |l augh of a drunkard, hi gh-pitched, forced,

and foolish, and all the while tw sting Rebecca' s note between his
fingers.

chapter twenty-four

Thank God for Favell's |augh. Thank God for his pointing finger, his
flushed face, his staring bl oodshot eyes. Thank God for the way he stood
t her e swayi ng on histwo feet. Because it nmade Col onel Jul yan ant agoni sti c,
it put himon our side. | sawthe di sgust on his face, the qui ck novenent

of his |ips. Colonel Julyan did not believe him Colonel Julyan was on
our side.

"The man's drunk,' he said quickly. 'He doesn't know what he's saying.'

"Drunk, am|?'" shouted Favell. 'Ch, no, nmy fine friend. You nay be a
magi strate and a colonel into the bargain, but it won't cut any icewth
me. |'ve got the law on ny side for a change, and |'mgoing to use it.

There are other magi strates in this bloody county besi des you. Fellows
with brains in their heads, who understand the neani ng of justice. Not

sol di ers who got the sack years ago for i nconpetence and wal k about with
a string of putty nedals on their chest. Max de Wnter nurdered Rebecca
and |'mgoing to prove it.'

"Wait aminute, M Favell,' sai d Col onel Jul yan quietly, 'you were present

at the inquiry this afternoon, weren't you? | renenber you now. | saw
yousittingthere. If youfelt sodeeply about theinjusticeof theverdict

why didn't you say sothen, tothejury, tothe Coroner hinsel f? Wy didn't

you produce that letter in court?

Favel |l stared at him and | aughed. 'Why?' he said, 'because |

did not choose to, that's why. | preferred to cone and tackle de Wnter

personal ly."'

"That's why | rang you up,' said Maxim coming forward fromthe wi ndow,

"we' ve al ready heard Favel | ' s accusati ons. | asked hi mt he sanme questi on.

Way didn't he tell his suspicions to the Coroner? He said he was not a
rich man, and that if | cared to settle two or three thousand on hi mfor

life he would never worry me again. Frank was here, and ny wife. They
both heard him Ask them'

"It'sperfectlytrue, sir,' saidFrank. 'It's blackmail, pureandsinple.'

'Yes, of course,' said Colonel Julyan, 'the trouble is that blackmail

is not very pure, nor is it particularly sinple. It can nake a | ot of

unpl easantness for a great nmany people, even if the blackmailer finds
hinself injail at theendof it. Sonetimes innocent peoplefindthensel ves
injail aswell. Wewant to avoidthat, inthis case. | don't know whet her

you are sufficiently sober, Favell, to answer ny questions, and if you
keep of f irrelevant personalities we may get through with the business
qui cker. You have just nade a serious accusati on agai nst de Wnter. Have
you any proof to back that accusati on?

"Proof ?' said Favell. 'Wat the hell do you want with proof? Aren't those



holes in the boat proof enough?

"Certainly not,' said Colonel Julyan, 'unless you can bring a witness
who saw himdo it. Were's your w tness?

"Wtness be dammed,' said Favell. 'O course de Wnter didit. Wo el se
woul d kill Rebecca?

"Kerrith has a |l arge popul ation,' said Col onel Julyan. 'Wy not go from
door to door making inquiries? | nmight have done it nyself. You appear

t o have no nore proof agai nst de Wnter there than you woul d have agai nst

ne. '

"Ch, | see,' said Favell, "you're going to hold his hand through this.

You're going to back de Wnter. You won't |let himdown because you've
dined with him and he's dined with you. He's a bi g name down here. He's
the owner of Manderley. You poor bloody little snob.'

' Take care, Favell, take care.'

"You think you can get the better of ne, don't you? You

think I've got no case to bring to a court of law. I'll get nmy proof for
you all right. | tell you de Wnter kill ed Rebecca because of ne. He knew

| was her lover; he was jeal ous, nmadly jeal ous. He knew she was wai ti ng
for me at the cottage on the beach, and he went down t hat ni ght and kil l ed
her. Then he put her body in the boat and sank her.'

"Quite a clever story, Favell, inits way, but | repeat again you have
no proof. Produce your w tness who saw it happen and | might begin to
take you seriously. | know that cottage on the beach. A sort of picnic

place, isn't it? Ms de Wnter used to keep the gear there for the boat.
It would hel p your story if you could turnit into a bungaloww th fifty
replicas alongside of it. There would be a chance then that one of the
i nhabi tants nmi ght have seen the whole affair.’

"Hold on,' said Favell slowy, '"hold on... There is a chance de Wnter
m ght have been seent hat ni ght. Quiteagoodchancetoo. It'sworthfinding
out. What would you say if | did produce a w tness?'

Col onel Jul yan shrugged his shoul ders. | saw Frank gl ance inquiringly
at Maxi m Maxi mdi d not say anyt hi ng. He was wat chi ng Favel | . | suddenly
knew what Favell nmeant. | knew who he was tal ki ng about. And in a fl ash

of fear and horror | knew that he was right. There had been a wi tness
that night. Littl e sentences cane back to ne. Wrds | had not under st ood,
phrases | believed to be the fragnents of a poor idiot's mnd. 'She's

down there isn't she? She won't cone back again.' 'l didn't tell no one.'
"They' Il find her there, won't they? The fi shes have eaten her, haven't
they?' 'She'll not come back no nore.' Ben knew. Ben had seen. Ben, with

hi s queer crazed brai n, had beenaw tness all thetinme. He had been hi di ng
i nthe woods that ni ght. He had seen Maxi mt ake t he boat fromt he nmoori ngs,
and pull back in the dinghy, alone. | knew all the col our was draini ng
away fromny face. | |eant back agai nst the cushion of the chair.

"There's alocal hal f-wit who spends his tinme onthe beach,' sai d Favell.



' He was al ways hangi ng about, when | used to cone down and neet Rebecca.
|"ve often seen him He used to sleep in the woods, or on the beach when
the ni ghts were hot. Thefell ow s cracked, he woul d never have cone f orward
on

his own. But | could make himtalk if he did see anything that night.
And there's a bl oody big chance he did.'

"Who is this? What's he tal king about?' said Col onel Jul yan.

'He must nmean Ben,' said Frank, with another glance at Maxim 'He's the
son of one of our tenants. But the man's not responsi bl e for what he says
or does. He's been an idiot since birth.’

"What the hell does that matter?' said Favell. 'He's got eyes, hasn't
he? He knows what he sees. He' s only got t o answer yes or no. You're getting
wi ndy now, aren't you? Not so mghty confident?

"Can we get hold of this fell owand question hin?' asked Col onel Jul yan.
"OF course,' said Maxim ' Tell Robert tocut downto his nother's cottage,
Frank, and bring hi mback."

Frank hesitated. | saw himglance at ne out of the tail of his eye.
"Go on, for God's sake,' said Maxim 'W want to end this thing, don't
we?' Frank went out of the room | began to feel the old nagging pain
beneath ny heart.

In a few m nutes Frank cane back again into the room

"Robert's taken ny car,' he said. 'If Ben is at hone he won't be nore
than ten mnutes.'

"The rainwi |l keep himat hone all right,' said Favell; "he'll be there.
And | think youw Il find I shall be able to make himtal k.' He | aughed,
and | ooked at Maxim His face was still very flushed. Excitenent had nade
hi msweat; there were beads of perspiration on his forehead. | noticed

how hi s neck bul ged over the back of his collar, and how | ow his ears
were set on his head. Those florid good | ooks would not |ast himvery
| ong. Al ready he was out of condition, puffy. He hel ped hi nsel f to anot her
cigarette. 'You're like alittle trade union here at Manderl ey, aren't
you?' he said; 'no one going to give anyone el se away. Even the | ocal
magi strate is on the sanme racket. W nmust exenpt the bride of course.
A wi fe doesn't give evidence agai nst her husband. Craw ey of course has
been squared. He knows he would | ose his job if he told the truth. And
if | guessrightly there's a spice of malice in his soul towards ne too.
You didn't have nmuch success with Rebecca, did you, Crawl ey?

That garden path wasn't quite | ong enough, eh? It's a bit easier this
time, isn't it. The bride will be grateful for your fraternal armevery
time she faints. Wen she hears the judge sentence her husband to death
that armof yours will come in very handy.'

It happened very qui ckly. Too quick for me to see how Maximdid it. But
| saw Favel | stagger and fall against the armof the sofa, and down on



tothe fl oor. And Maxi mwas standi ng just beside him | felt rather sick.
There was sonet hing degrading in the fact that Maxi mhad hit Favell. |
wi shed | had not known. | w shed | had not been there to see. Col onel
Jul yan di d not say anything. He | ooked very grim He turned his back on
t hem and cane and stood besi de ne.

"I think you had better go upstairs,' he said quietly.

| shook my head. 'No,' | whispered. 'No.

"That fellowis in a state capable of saying anything,' he said. 'Wat
you have j ust seen was not very attractive, was it? Your husband was ri ght
of course, but it's a pity you sawit."'

| did not answer. | was watching Favell who was getting slowy to his
feet. He sat down heavily on the sofa and put his handkerchief to his
face.

"Get nme a drink,' he said, 'get ne a drink.

Maxi m| ooked at Frank. Frank went out of the room None of us spoke. In
a nonent Frank cane back with the whisky and soda on a tray. He m xed
some in a glass and gave it to Favell. Favell drank it greedily, like
an ani mal . There was sonet hi ng sensual and horrible the way he put his
nmouth to the glass. His |ips folded upon the glass in a peculiar way.
There was a dark red patch on his jawwhere Maxi mhad hit him Maxi mhad
turned his back on himagain and had returned to the wi ndow. | gl anced
at Col onel Jul yan and sawt hat he was | ooki ng at Maxi m Hi s gaze was curi ous,
intent. My heart began beating very qui ckly. Wy di d Col onel Jul yan | ook
at Maximin that way?

Did it nmean that he was beginning to wonder, to suspect?

Maxi mdi d not see. He was watching therain. It fell straight and steady
as before. The sound filled the room Favell finished his whisky and soda
and put the glass back on the tabl e beside

the sofa. He was breathing heavily. He did not | ook at any of us. He was
staring straight in front of himat the floor.

The tel ephone began ringing in the little room It struck a shrill
di scordant note. Frank went to answer it.

He canme back at once and | ooked at Col onel Julyan. '"It's your daughter,’
he said; 'they want to know if they are to keep di nner back.

Col onel Jul yan waved his hand i npatiently. 'Tell themto start,' he said,
"tell theml don't know when | shall be back.' He glanced at his watch.
"Fancy ringing up,' he nuttered; 'what a nonent to choose.'

Frank went back intothe little roomto give the nessage. | thought of
t he daughter at the other end of the tel ephone. It woul d be t he one who
pl ayed golf. | could inmagine her calling to her sister, 'Dad says we're

to start. What on earth can he be doi ng? The steak will be |ike | eather.'
Their little househol d di sorgani zed because of us. Their eveni ng routine
upset. Al these foolish inconsequent threads hangi ng upon one anot her,
because Maxi mhad kill ed Rebecca. | | ooked at Frank. H s face was pal e



and set.

"I heard Robert coming back with the car,' he said to Col onel Jul yan.

"The window in there | ooks on to the drive.'

He went out of the library to the hall. Favell had lifted his head when
he spoke. Then he got to his feet once nore and stood | ooki ng t owards
the door. There was a queer ugly smile on his face.

The door opened, and Frank cane in. He turned and spoke to someone in
t he hall outside.

"Al'l right, Ben,' he said quietly, 'M de Wnter wants to gi ve you sone
cigarettes. There's nothing to be frightened of.'

Ben st epped awkwardly i nto the room He had his sou' wester in his hands.

He | ooked odd and naked without his hat. | realized for the first tine
t hat hi s head was shaved al | over, and he had no hai r. He | ooked di f f erent,

dr eadf ul .

The |l i ght seenmedt o daze hi m He gl anced f ool i shly round the room blinking
his small eyes. He caught sight of ne, and | gave him a weak, rather
tremul ous smle. | don't knowif he recogni zed nme or not. He just blinked
his eyes. Then Favell wal ked slowy towards himand stood in front of

hi m

"Hullo,'" he said; 'hows |life treated you since we |ast net?

Ben stared at hi m There was norecognitionon his face. He di d not answer.

"Wl | ?' said Favell, 'you know who | am don't you?

Ben went on twisting his sou wester. 'Eh?'" he said.

'Have acigarette,' saidFavel |, handi ng hi mt he box. Ben gl anced at Maxi m
and Frank.

"All right,' said Maxim 'take as nmany as you like.'

Ben t ook four and stuck two behi nd each ear. Then he stood twi sting his
cap again.

"You know who | amdon't you?' repeated Favell.

Still Ben di d not answer. Col onel Jul yan wal ked across to him ' You shal |

go honme in a few nonents, Ben,' he said. 'No one is going to hurt you.

We j ust want you t o answer one or two questions. You knowM Favel |, don't

you?'
This time Ben shook his head. '|I never seen 'un,' he said.
"Don't be a bl oody fool,' said Favell roughly; 'you knowyou' ve seen ne.

You' ve seen nme go to the cottage on the beach, Ms de Wnter's cottage.
You' ve seen ne there, haven't you?

"No,' said Ben. 'l never seen no one.'

'You damed hal f-witted liar,' saidFavell, 'are yougoingto standthere
and say you never saw nme, |ast year, wal k through those woods with Ms
de Wnter, and go into the cottage? Didn't we catch you once, peering
at us fromthe w ndow?

"Eh?' said Ben.

"A convincing witness,' said Colonel Julyan sarcastically.



Favel | swung round on him 'It's a put-up job,' he said. 'Soneone has
got at this idiot and bribed himtoo. | tell you he's seen me scores of
times. Here. WII this nake you renenber?' He funbled in his hip-pocket
and brought out a note-case. He flourished a pound note in front of Ben.
"Now do you remenber me?' he said.

Ben shook his head. '| never seen 'un,' he said, and then he took hold
of Frank's arm 'Has he cone here to take ne to the asylun?' he said.
"No," said Frank. 'No, of course not, Ben.'

"I don't want to go to the asylum' said Ben. 'They' mcruel to folk in
there. | want to stay hone. | done nothing."'

"That's all right, Ben,' said Colonel Julyan. 'No one's going

to put you in the asylum Are you quite sure you've never seen this man
bef ore?’

"No,' said Ben. '|I've never seen 'un.'

"You remenber Ms de Wnter, don't you?' said Col onel Julyan.

Ben gl anced doubtfully towards ne.

"No,' said Colonel Julyan gently, 'not this |lady. The other |ady, who
used to go to the cottage.'

"Eh?' said Ben.

"You renenber the | ady who had the boat?

Ben blinked his eyes. 'She's gone,' he said.

"Yes, we know that,' said Col onel Julyan. 'She used to sail the boat,
didn't she? Were you on t he beach when she sail ed the boat the | ast tine?
One eveni ng, over twelve nmonths ago. When she didn't conme back agai n?
Ben twisted his sou wester. He glanced at Frank, and then at Maxi m
'Eh?' he said.

"You were there, weren't you?' said Favell, leaning forward. 'You saw
Ms de Wnter come down to the cottage, and presently you sawM de W nt er
too. He went into the cottage after her. What happened then? Go on. Wat

happened?
Ben shrank back against the wall. 'l seen nothing,' he said. 'l want to
stay honme. |'mnot going to the asylum | never seen you. Never before.

| never seen you and she i n the woods.' He began to bl ubber like a child.
"Youcrazylittlerat,' saidFavell slowy, 'youbloodycrazylittlerat.'
Ben was wi ping his eyes with the sleeve of his coat.

"Your witness does not seemto have hel ped you,' said Col onel Jul yan.
' The performance has been rather a waste of tine, hasn't it? Do you want
to ask himanything el se?

"It'saplot,' shouted Favell. 'Aplot against ne. You'reall init, every
one of you. Sonmeone's paid this half-wit, | tell you. Paid himto tel
his string of dirty lies.'

"I think Ben might be allowed to go hone,' said Col onel Jul yan.

"Al'l right, Ben,' said Maxim 'Robert shall take you back. And no one
wll put you in the asylum don't be afraid. Tel



Robert to find himsonething in the kitchen,' he added to Frank. ' Sone
cold neat, whatever he fancies.'

" Paynent for services rendered, eh?' said Favell. 'He's done a good day' s
work for you, Max, hasn't he?

Frank took Ben out of the room Colonel Julyan glanced at Maxim ' The
fell owappearedto be scaredstiff,' he said; 'he was shakinglike al eaf.
| was watching him He's never been ill-treated, has he?

"No,' said Maxim 'he's perfectly harnl ess, and |'ve al ways | et hi mhave
the run of the place.'

'"He' s been frightened at sone tine,' said Col onel Jul yan. ' He was show ng
the whites of his eyes, just |ike a dog does when you're going to whip
him'

"Wel |, why didn't you?' said Favell. 'He'd have renenbered ne all right
i f you' d whipped him GCh, no, he's going to be given a good supper for
his work tonight. Ben's not going to be whipped.'

' He has not hel ped your case, has he?' said Col onel Julyanquietly; "we're

still where we were. You can't produce one shred of evidence agai nst de
Wnter and you knowit. The very notive you gave won't stand the test.
In acourt of law, Favell, you wouldn't have a leg to stand on. You say

you were Ms de Wnter's prospective husband, and that you held
cl andestine neetings with her inthat cottage onthe beach. Even t he poor
i diot we have just had in this roomswears he never saw you. You can't
even prove your own story, can you?'

"Can't |?' said Favell. | sawhimsnile. He cane across to the firepl ace
and rang the bell.

"What are you doi ng?' said Col onel Julyan.

"Wait a nonment and you'll see,' said Favell.

| guessed al ready what was going to happen. Frith answered the bell.
"Ask Ms Danvers to cone here,' said Favell.

Frith gl anced at Maxi m Maxi m nodded shortly.

Frith went out of the room 'Isn't Ms Danvers the housekeeper?' said
Col onel Jul yan.

' She was al so Rebecca's personal friend,' said Favell. ' She was with her
for years before she nmarried and practically

br ought her up. YouaregoingtofindDanny averydifferent sort of witness
to Ben.'

Frank came back i ntothe room ' Packed Ben of f t o bed?' said Favell. ' G ven
hi mhi s supper and tol d hi mhe was a good boy? Thistineit won't be quite
so easy for the trade union.'

'Ms Danvers is coning down,' said Col onel Julyan. 'Favell seens tothink
he will get sonething out of her.'

Frank gl anced qui ckly at Maxi m Col onel Jul yan sawthe glance. | sawhis
lips tighten. | did not likeit. No, I didnot likeit. |I began biting



my nails.

W all waited, watching the door. And Ms Danvers cane into the room
Perhaps it was because | had general ly seen her al one, and besi de ne she
had seened t al | and gaunt, but shel ooked shrunken nowi n si ze, nore w zened,
and | noticed she had to | ook up to Favell and to Frank and Maxi m She
stood by the door, her hands folded in front of her, |ooking fromone
to the other of us.

' Good evening, Ms Danvers,' said Colonel Julyan.

' Good evening, sir,' she said.

Her voice was that old, dead, nmechanical one | had heard so often.
"First of all, Ms Danvers, | want to ask you a question,' said Col onel
Julyan, '"and the question is this. Were you aware of the relationship
between the late Ms de Wnter and M Favell here?

"They were first cousins,' said Ms Danvers.

"I was not referring to bl ood-rel ati onship, Ms Danvers,' said Col onel

Julyan. '| nmean something closer than that.'

"I"'mafraid | don't understand, sir,' said Ms Danvers.

"Ch, coneoff it, Danny,' saidFavell; 'youknowdanm wel | what he' s dri vi ng
at. |1've told Col onel Julyan al ready, but he doesn't seemto believe ne.

Rebecca and | had lived together off and on for years, hadn't we? She
was in love with ne. wasn't she?'

To ny surprise Ms Danvers consi dered hi ma nonment wi t hout speaki ng, and
there was sonething of scorn in the glance she gave him

' She was not,' she said.

"Listen here, you old fool ...' began Favell, but Ms Danvers cut him
short.

'She was not inlove with you, or with M de Wnter. She was not in | ove
wi th anyone. She despised all nen. She was above all that.'

Favel | flushed angrily. 'Listen here. Didn't she cone down the path
t hrough the woods to neet ne, night after night? Didn't you wait up for
her? Didn't she spend the weekends with nme in London?

"Wl | ?' said Ms Danvers, with sudden passion, 'and what if she di d? She
had a right to anuse herself, hadn't she. Love-neking was a gane with
her, only a gane. She told ne so. She did it because it made her | augh.
It made her laugh, | tell you. She laughed at you |ike she did at the
rest. |I've known her cone back and sit upstairs in her bed and rock with
| aughter at the | ot of you.'

There was sonmething horrible in the sudden torrent of words, sonething
horri bl e and unexpected. It revolted ne, even though | knew. Maxi mhad
gone very white. Favell stared at her blankly, as though he had not
under st ood. Col onel July an tugged at his small nobustache. No one said
anything for a few ninutes. And there was no sound but that inevitable
falling rain. Then Ms Danvers began to cry. She cried |i ke she had done
that norning in the bedroom | could not | ook at her. | had to turn away.



No one said anything. There were just the two sounds in the room the
falling rain and Ms Danvers crying. It nmade me want to scream | wanted
to run out of the room and scream and scream

No one noved towards her, to say anything, or to help her. She went on
crying. Then at last, it seened eternity, she began to control herself.
Littlebylittlethecryingceased. Shestoodquitestill, her face worKki ng,
her hands cl utching the bl ack stuff of her frock. At | ast she was sil ent
again. Then Col onel Jul yan spoke, quietly, slowy.

'"Ms Danvers,' he said, 'can you think of any reason, however renote,
why Ms de Wnter should have taken her own |ife?

M s Danvers swal | owed. She went on cl utching at her frock. She shook her
head. 'No,' she said. 'No.'

"There, you see?' Favell said swiftly. '"It's inpossible. She knows t hat
as well as | do. I've told you al ready."

"Bequiet, will you?' said Col onel Julyan. ' G ve Ms Danverstinetothink.
We all of us agree that on the face of it the thing' s absurd, out of the
question. |I'mnot disputing the truth or veracity of that note of yours.
It's plain for us to see. She wote you that note sone tine during those
hours she spent in London. There was sonethi ng she wanted to tell you.
It's just possible that if we knew what that sonet hi ng was we m ght have
t he answer to t he whol e appal I i ng problem Let Ms Danvers read t he note.
She may be able to throw light on it.' Favell shrugged his shoul ders.
He felt inhis pocket for thenoteandthrewit onthe floor at Ms Danvers'
feet. She stooped and picked it up. W watched her |ips nove as she read
the words. She read it twi ce. Then she shook her head. 'It's no use,’
she said. 'I don't knowwhat she meant. |f there was sonet hi ng i nport ant
she had to tell M Jack she would have told nme first.'

"You never saw her that night?

"No, | was out. | was spending the afternoon and evening in Kerrith. |
shall never forgive nmyself for that. Never till ny dying day.'

' Then you know of not hing on her mnd, you can't suggest a solution, Ms
Danver s? Those words "l have sonethingtotell you" do not convey anyt hi ng
to you at all?

"No," she answered. 'No, sir, nothing at all.’

' Does anybody know how she spent that day in London?'

Nobody answered. Maxi m shook his head. Favell swore under his breath.
"Look here, she left that note at my flat at three in the afternoon,'
he said. 'The porter saw her. She nust have driven down here straight
after that, and gone like the wind too.'

'"Ms de Wnter had a hair appoi ntnent fromtwel ve until onethirty,' said
M s Danvers. '| renenber t hat, because |l hadtotel ephonethroughto London
fromhere earlier in the week and book it for her. | renmenber doingit.
Twelve to one thirty. She always |unched at her club after a hair
appoi ntment so that she could | eave the pins in her hair. It's al nost



certain she lunched there that day.'

"Say it took her half an hour to have lunch; what was she

doing fromtwo until three? W ought toverifythat,' said Col onel Jul yan.
" Ch, Christ Jesus, whothe hell cares what she was doi ng?' shout ed Favel | .
"She didn't kill herself, that'stheonly thing that matters, isn't it?
"I've got her engagenent di ary |l ockedinnmy room' saidMs Danvers sl owy.
"I kept all those things. M de Wnter never asked ne for them It's just
possi bl e she may have not ed down her appoi ntnents for that day. She was
met hodi cal in that way. She used to put everything down and then tick
theitenms off with across. If youthink it would be helpful I'lIl go and
fetch the diary.'

"Wll, de Wnter?' said Col onel Julyan, 'what do you say? Do you nind
us seeing this diary?

"OfF course not,' said Maxim "Wy on earth should | ?

Once agai n | saw Col onel Jul yan give hi mthat swi ft, curious gl ance. And
this time Frank noticedit. | saw Frank | ook at Maxi mtoo. And t hen back
againtonme. Thistine it was | who got up and went towards the w ndow.
It seemed to ne that it was no longer raining quite so hard. The fury
was spent. The rain that was falling nowhad a qui eter, softer note. The
grey light of evening had cone into the sky. The | awns were dark and
drenched with the heavy rain, and the trees had a shrouded hunped
appearance. | coul d hear the housenai d overhead drawi ng the curtains for
t he ni ght, shutting down the wi ndows that had not been cl osed al ready.
The little routine of the day going oninevitably as it had al ways done.
The curtains drawn, shoes taken down to be cl eaned, the towel |aid out
onthe chair in the bathroom and the water run for ny bath. Beds turned
down, slippers put beneath a chair. And here werewe inthe library, none
of us speaki ng, knowi ng i n our hearts that Maxi mwas standing trial here
for his life.

| turnedroundwhen!| heardthesoft cl osi ngof thedoor. It was Ms Danvers.
She had come back again with the diary in her hand.

"I was right,' she said quietly. 'She had marked down t he engagenents
as | said she would. Here they are on the date she died.'

She opened the diary, a snall, red | eather book. She gave it

to Col onel Julyan. Once nore he brought his spectacles fromhis case.
There was a | ong pause while he gl anced down the page. It seened to ne
then that there was sonmething about that particular nonent, while he
| ooked at the page of the diary, and we stood waiting, that frightened
me nore than anything that had happened that eveni ng.

I dug my nails in my hands. | could not | ook at Maxim Surely Col onel
Jul yan nmust hear ny heart beating and thunping in ny breast?

"Ah!' he said. His finger was in the nmiddle of the page. Sonething is
goi ng t o happen, | thought, sonmethingterribleis goingto happen. 'Yes,"
he said, 'yes, here it is. Hair at twelve, as Ms Danvers said. And a



cross beside it. She kept her appointnment, then. Lunch at the club, and
a cross beside that. What have we here, though? Baker, two o' cl ock. Wo
was Baker ?' He | ooked at Maxi m Maxi mshook hi s head. Then at Ms Danvers.

' Baker ?' repeated Ms Danvers. ' She knew no one cal | ed Baker. |'ve never
heard the nanme before.’

"Well, hereit is,' said Colonel Julyan, handi ng her the diary. ' You can
see for yourself, Baker. And she's put a great cross beside it as though
she wanted to break the pencil. She evidently saw this Baker, whoever

he may have been.'

M's Danvers was staring at the nane witten in the diary, and t he bl ack
cross beside it. 'Baker,' she said. 'Baker.

"I believe if we knew who Baker was we'd be getting to the bottomof the
whol e business,' said Colonel Julyan. 'She wasn't in the hands of
noneyl enders, was she?'

Ms Danvers | ooked at himwith scorn. 'Ms de Wnter?' she said
"Wel |, blackmail ers perhaps? said Colonel Julyan, with a glance at
Favel | .

M's Danvers shook her head. 'Baker,' she repeated. 'Baker.

' She had no eneny, no one who had ever threatened her, no one she was
afraid of ?'

'"Ms de Wnter afrai d?' said Ms Danvers. ' She was afrai d of not hi ng and
no one. There was only one thing ever worried her, and that was the i dea

of getting old, of illness, of dying in her bed. She has said to ne a
score of times, "Wien | go
Danny, | want to go quickly, like the snuffing out of a candle." That

used to be the only thing that consoled nme, after she died. They say
drowning is painless, don't they?

She | ooked sear chi ngl y at Col onel Jul yan. He di d not answer. He hesitated,
tugging at his nmoustache. | saw himthrow anot her glance at Maxi m
"What the hell'stheuseof all this? saidFavell, comngforward. 'W're
streaki ng anay fromt he poi nt t he whol e bl oody ti me. Who cares about this
Baker fellow? What's he got to do with it? It was probably sone dam
merchant who sold stockings, or face-cream |f he had been anyone
i mportant Danny here woul d know hi m Rebecca had no secrets frombDanny.'
But | was watching Ms Danvers. She had the book in her hands and was
turning the | eaves. Suddenly she gave an excl amati on.

' There' s sonet hing here,' shesaid, 'right at the back anongthetel ephone
nurmbers. Baker. And there's a nunber beside it: 0488. But there is no
exchange. '

"Brilliant Danny,' said Favell: 'becom ng quite asleuthinyour old age,
aren't you? But you're just twelve nmonths too late. If you'd done this
a year ago there mght have been sone use init.'

"That's his nunber all right,' said Col onel Jul yan, '0488, and t he nane
Baker beside it. Wiy didn't she put the exchange?



"Try every exchange i n London,' jeered Favell. "It will take you t hrough
the night but we don't mnd. Max doesn't care if his tel ephone bill is
a hundred pounds, do you, Max? You want to play for time, and so should
I, if I were in your shoes.'

"Thereisamark besi dethe nunber but it m ght nean anyt hi ng,' sai d Col one

Julyan; 'take a look at it, Ms Danvers. Could it possibly be an M

Ms Danvers took the diary in her hands again. 'It mght be,' she said
doubtfully. "It's not |ike her usual Mbut she may have scribbled it in
a hurry. Yes, it mght be M’

"Mayfair 0488,' said Favell; 'what a genius, what a brain!'

"Wl l?' said Maxim lighting his first cigarette, 'sonething

had better be done about it. Frank? Go through and ask the exchange for
Mayfair 0488.'

The naggi ng pain was strong beneath ny heart. | stood quite still, ny
hands by ny side. Maximdid not | ook at ne.

"Go on, Frank,' he said. 'What are you waiting for?

Frank went through tothe little roombeyond. W waited while he called
t he exchange. I n a nonent he was back again. "They're going to ring ne,
he said quietly. Colonel Julyan clasped his hands behind his back and
began wal ki ng up and down the room No one said anything. After about

four mnutes the tel ephone rang shrill and insistent, that irritating,
nonot onous note of a | ong-distance call. Frank went through to answer
it. 'Is that Mayfair 0488?' he said. 'Can you tell ne if anyone of the
nanme of Baker lives there? Ch, | see. I'mso sorry. Yes, | must have got

t he wong nunber. Thank you very rmuch.'

The little click as he repl aced the receiver. Then he canme back into the
room 'Soneone called Lady Eastleigh lives at Myfair 0488. It's an
address in Gosvenor Street. They've never heard of Baker.'

Favel | gave a great cackle of l|aughter. "The butcher, the baker, the
candl esti ck-maker, they all junped out of a rotten potato,' he said.
"Carry on, detective Nunber One, what's the next exchange on the list?
"Try Museum' said Ms Danvers.

Frank gl anced at Maxim ' Go ahead,' said Maxim

The farce was repeated all over again. Col onel Jul yan repeated his wal k
up and down the room Another five mnutes went by, and the tel ephone
rang again. Frank went to answer it. He | eft the door w de open, | could
see himlean down to the table where the tel ephone stood, and bend to
t he nout h- pi ece

"Hull 0? I's that Museum 04887 Can you tell nme if anyone of the nane of
Baker lives there? Ch; who is that speaki ng? A night porter. Yes. Yes,
| understand. Not offices. No, no of course. Can you gi ve ne t he addr ess?
Yes, it'srather inportant.' He paused. He cal |l ed t o us over hi s shoul der.
"I think we've got him"' he said.



Ch, God, don't let it betrue. Don't | et Baker be found. Pl ease God nake
Baker be dead. | knew who Baker was. | had known all along. | watched
Frank through the door, | watched himlean

forward suddenly, reach for a pencil and a pi ece of paper. 'Hullo0? Yes,
|"mstill here. Could you spell it? Thank you. Thank you very nuch. Good
ni ght.' He cane back i nto the room the pi ece of paper in his hands. Frank
who | oved Maxim who did not know that the piece of paper he held was
the one shred of evidence that was worth a dam in the whol e ni ght mare
of our evening, and that by producing it he coul d destroy Maxi mas wel |
and truly as though he had a dagger in his hand and stabbed himin the
back.

"I't was the night porter froman address i n Bl oonsbury,' he said. ' There
arenoresidentsthereat all. Theplaceisusedduringthedayasadoctor's
consulting roons. Apparently Baker's given up practice, and left six
nont hs ago. But we can get hold of himall right. The night porter gave






chapter twenty-five

It was then that Maxi ml ooked at me. He | ooked at ne for the first tine
that evening. And in his eyes | read a nessage of farewell. It was as
t hough he | eant agai nst the side of a ship, and | stood bel ow hi mon the
quay. There woul d be ot her peopl e touching his shoul der, and touching
m ne, but we woul d not see them Nor woul d we speak or call to one anot her,
for the wind and t he di stance woul d carry away t he sound of our voi ces.
But | shoul d see his eyes and he woul d see ni ne before the ship drew awnay
fromthe side of the quay. Favell, Ms Danvers, Colonel Julyan, Frank
withthe slipof paper i nhishands, theywereall forgottenat thisnonment.
It was ours, inviolate, afraction of tinme suspended bet ween t wo seconds.
And then he turned away and hel d out his hand to Frank. 'Wl | done,' he
said. '"What's the address?

' Sorewher e near Barnet, north of London,' sai d Frank, givi ng hi mthe paper.
"But it's not on the tel ephone. We can't ring himup.'

"Satisfactory work, Crawl ey,' said Col onel Julyan, 'and fromyou too,
M's Danvers. Can you throw any light on the matter now?'

M's Danvers shook her head. 'Ms de Wnter never needed a doctor. Like
all strong peopl e she despised them W only had Doctor Phillips from
Kerrith here once, that tinme she sprained her wist. |'ve never heard
her speak of this Doctor Baker, she never nentioned his nane to ne.'
"I tell you the fellowwas a face-creamni xer,' said Favell. 'Wat the
hell does it matter who he was? If there was anything to it Danny woul d
know. | tell youit's sone fool fell ow who had di scovered a new way of
bl eaching the hair or whitening the skin, and Rebecca had probably got
t he address fromher hairdresser that norni ng and went al ong after | unch
out of curiosity.'

"No,"' said Frank. 'l think you're wong there. Baker wasn't a quack. The
ni ght porter at Miseum 0488 told nme he was a very well-known worman's
specialist.'

"Hm' said Colonel Julyan, pulling at his moustache, 'there must have
been sonething wong with her after all. It seems very curious that she
did not say a word to anybody, not even to you, Ms Danvers.'
"Shewastoothin,' saidFavell. "Il toldher about it, but she only | aughed.
Saidit suited her. Banting | suppose, like all these wonen. Perhaps she
went to this chap Baker for a diet sheet.'

"Do you think that's possible, Ms Danvers?' asked Col onel Julyan.

M s Danvers shook her head sl owl y. She seened dazed, bew | dered by this
sudden news about Baker. 'l can't understandit,' shesaid. 'l don't know
what it means. Baker. A Doctor Baker. Wiy didn't she tell ne? Wy did
she keep it fromnme? She told nme everything.'

' Perhaps she didn't want to worry you,' said Col onel Julyan. 'No doubt
she nmade an appointnment with him and saw him and then when she cane
down that night she was going to have told you all about it."'



"And the note to M Jack,' said Ms Danvers suddenly. 'That note to M
Jack, "1 have sonmething to tell you. |I nust see you"; she was going to
tell himtoo?

"That's true,' said Favell slowmy. 'W were forgetting the note.' Once
more he pulled it out of his pocket and read it to us aloud.' "I've got
somethingtotell you, and | want to see you as soon as possi bl e. Rebecca."

"OfF course, there's no doubt about it,"' said Colonel Julyan, turningto

Maxim ‘| wouldn't mnd betting a thousand pounds on it. She was going
to tell Favell the result of that interviewwith this Doctor Baker.'
"I believe you're right after all,' said Favell. "The note and that

appoi nt rent seemto hang together. But what the hell was it all about,
that's what | want to know? What was the matter with her?

The truth screaned in their faces and they did not see. They all stood
there, staring at one another, and they did not understand. | dared not
| ook at them | dared not nove lest | betray ny know edge. Maxi msaid
not hi ng. He had gone back t o t he wi ndowand was | ooki ng out i ntothe garden
t hat was hushed and dark and still. The rai n had ceased at | ast, but the
spots fell fromthe dripping |l eaves and fromthe gutter above t he wi ndow.
"It ought to be quite easy to verify,' said Frank. 'Here is the doctor's
present address. | can wite hima letter and ask himif he renenbers
an appointrment last year with Ms de Wnter.'

"I don't knowif he would take any notice of it,' said Col onel Julyan,
"thereis sonuchof thisetiquetteinthe nedical profession. Every case
is confidential, you know. The only way to get anythi ng out of hi mwoul d
be to get de Wnter to see himprivately and expl ai n the circunstances.
What do you say, de Wnter?'

Maxi mturned round fromthe window. '|I'mready to do whatever you care
to suggest,' he said quietly.

"Anything for tinme, eh?" said Favell; 'a lot can be done in twenty-four
hours, can't it? Trains can be caught, ships can sail, aeroplanes can
fly.'

| saw Ms Danvers | ook sharply fromFavell to Maxim and |

realized then, for the first tine, that Ms Danvers had not known about
Favel | 's accusation. At |ast she was begi nning to understand. | could
tell fromthe expression on her face. There was doubt wittenonit, then
wonder and hatred m xed, and then convi ction. Once agai n those | ean | ong
hands of hers cl ut ched convul si vel y at her dress, and she passed her t ongue
over her |ips. She went on staring at Maxi m She never took her eyes away
fromMaxim It's too late, | thought, she can't do anything to us now,
the harmis done. It does not matter what she says to us now, or what
she does. The harmis done. She can't hurt us any nore. Maxi mdid not
notice her, or if he didhe gave no sign. He was tal ki ng to Col onel Jul yan.
"VWhat do you suggest?' he said. 'Shall | goup in the norning, driveto



this address at Barnet? | can wire Baker to expect ne.'

'He's not going alone,' said Favell, with a short laugh. 'I have a ri ght
toinsist onthat, haven't | ? Send hi mup with I nspector Wl ch and | won't
obj ect .’

If only Ms Danvers woul d t ake her eyes away from Maxi m Frank had seen
her now. He was watchi ng her, puzzled, anxious. | saw hi mglance once
nmore at the slip of paper in his hands, on which he had witten Doctor
Baker's address. Then he too gl anced at Maxim | believe then that-sone
faint idea of the truth began to force itself to his conscience, for he
went very white and put the paper down on the table.

T don't think there is any necessity to bring I nspector Welch into the
affair - yet,' said Colonel Julyan. H's voice was different, harder. |
did not |ike the way he used the word 'yet'. Wy nust he use it at all?
| didnot likeit. "If | gowith de Wnter, and stay with hi mthe whol e
time, and bring himback, will that satisfy you?' he said.

Favel | | ooked at Maxim and then at Col onel Julyan. The expression on
his face was ugly, calculating, and there was sonet hing of triunph too
in his light blue eyes. 'Yes,' he said slowy, 'yes, | suppose so. But

for safety's sake do you mind if | conme with you too?'
"No,"' said Col onel Julyan, "unfortunately | think you have the right to

ask that. But if you do cone, | have the right to insist on your being
sober .

"You needn't worry about that,' said Favell, beginning to smle; "I"'Ill
be sober all right. Sober as the judge will be when he sentences Max in
three nonths' tine. | rather think this Doctor Baker is going to prove
my case, after all.’

He | ooked around at each one of us and began to laugh. | think he too
had understood at |ast the significance of that visit to the doctor.

"Well,' he said, "what time are we going to start in the norning?

Col onel Julyan | ooked at Maxim 'How early can you be ready?

"Any tinme you say,' said Maxim

"N ne o' cl ock?

"Nine o'clock,' said Maxi m

" How do we know he won't do a bolt inthe night? said Favell. 'He's only
to cut round to the garage and get his car.'

"I's nmy word enough for you?' said Maxim turning to Col onel Jul yan. And
for the first time Colonel Julyan hesitated. | saw hi mgl ance at Frank.
And a flush cane over Maxims face. | sawthe little pulse beating on
his forehead. ' Ms Danvers,' he said slowy, 'when Ms de Wnter and
gotobedtonight will youcone upyourself and|l ockthe door onthe outside?
And call us yourself, at seven in the norning?

"Yes, sir,' said Ms Danvers. Still she kept her eyes on him still her
hands cl utched at her dress.

"Very well, then,' said Col onel Julyan brusquely. "I don't think there



i s anyt hi ng el se we need di scuss, tonight. | shall be here sharp at ni ne
in the nmorning. You will have roomfor ne in your car, de Wnter?
"Yes,' said Maxim

"And Favell will follow us in his?

"Right on your tail, my dear fellow, right on your tail,' said Favell.
Col onel Julyan cane up to me and took ny hand. ' Good night,' he said.
"You know how | feel for youinall this, there's no need for netotell
you. Get your husband to bed early, if you can. It's going to be a |long
day.' He held nmy hand a m nute and then he turned away. It was curious
how he avoi ded nmy eye. He | ooked at ny chin. Frank hel d the door for him
as he went out.

Favell leant forward and filled his case with cigarettes fromthe box
on the table.

"I suppose |'mnot going to be asked to stop to dinner?" he said.
Nobody answered. He lit one of the cigarettes, and bl ewa cl oud of snoke

intotheair. 'It neans a qui et eveni ng at the pub on t he hi ghroad t hen,'
he said, 'and the barmai d has a squint. What a hell of a night |'mgoing
to spend! Never mind, I'mlooking forward to tonorrow. Good ni ght, Danny

old lady, don't forget to turn the key on M de Wnter, will you?

He canme over to ne and held out his hand.

Li ke a foolishchild |l put my hands behi nd ny back. He | aughed, and bowed.
"It's just too bad, isn't it?" he said. 'Anasty man |li ke ne com ng and
spoiling all your fun. Don't worry, it will be a great thrill for you
when the yel l ow Press gets going with your life story, and you see the
headl i nes "From Monte Carlo to Manderley. Experiences of murderer's
girl-bride," witten across the top. Better luck next tine.'

He stroll ed across the roomto the door, waving his hand to Maxi mby t he
wi ndow. ' So |l ong, old man,' he said, 'pleasant dreanms. Make the nost of
your night behind that | ocked door.' He turned and | aughed at ne, and
t hen he went out of the room M s Danvers followed him Maxi mand | were
al one. He went on standing by the wi ndow. He did not cone to ne. Jasper

cane trottinginfromthe hall. He had been shut outside all the evening.
He came fussing up to nme, biting the edge of ny skirt.
"I"'mcomng with you in the nmorning,' | said to Maxim 'I'm coning up

to London with you in the car.'

He did not answer for a norment. He went on | ooking out of the w ndow.
Then ' Yes,' he said, his voice w thout expression. 'Yes, we nust go on
bei ng together.'

Frank cane back into the room He stood in the entrance, his hand on the
door. ' They' ve gone,' he said, ' Favel |l and Col onel Jul yan, | watched t hem
go.'

"All right, Frank,' said Maxim

"Isthereanythingl can do?' said Frank, 'anythingat all? Wreto anyone,
arrange anything? I'Il stay up all night if only there's anything | can



do. 1'Il get that wire off to Baker of course.'

"Don't worry,' said Maxim 'there's nothing for you to do -yet. There
may be plenty - after tonorrow. W can go into all that when the tine
comes. Tonight we want to be together. You understand, don't you?
"Yes,' said Frank. 'Yes, of course.’

He waited a nonent, his hand on the door. 'Good night,' he said.
"Good night,' said Maxim

When he had gone, and shut the door behind him Maxi mcanme over to ne
where | was standing by the fireplace. | held out ny arns to hi mand he
came to nme like a child. I put my arms round himand held him W did
not say anything for along tinme. | held himand conforted hi mas though
he were Jasper. As t hough Jasper had hurt hinmself in sone way and he had
come to ne to take his pain away.

"W can sit together,' he said, 'driving up in the car.'

"Yes,' | said.

"Julyan won't mnd,' he said.

"No,"' | said.

"W shal |l have tonorrow ni ght too,' he said. ' They won't do anythi ng at
once, not for twenty-four hours perhaps.

"No,' | said.

"They aren't so strict now,' he said. "They | et one see people. And it
all takes suchalongtine. If | canl shall try and get hol d of Hasti ngs.
He's the best. Hastings or Birkett. Hastings used to know ny father.'
"Yes,' | said.

"l shall have to tell himthe truth,' he said. 'It makes it easier for
them They know where they are.'
"Yes,' | said.

The door opened and Frith cane intothe room | pushed Maxi maway, | stood
up straight and conventional, patting my hair into place.

"WIIl you be changi ng, Madam or shall | serve dinner at once?

"No, Frith, we won't be changing, not tonight,' | said.

"Very good, Madam' he said.

He | eft the door open. Robert canme in and began draw ng the

curtains. He arranged the cushions, straightened the sofa, tidied the
books and papers on the tabl e. He took away t he whi sky and soda and t he
dirty ashtrays. | had seen hi mdo these things as aritual every evening
| had spent at Manderl ey, but tonight they seened to take on a speci al

significance, as though the menory of themwoul d | ast for ever and | woul d
say, long after, in sone other tinme, 'l renmenber this nmonment.'

| remenber every detail of that evening. | renenber theice-cold consome
in the cups, and the fillets of sole, and the hot shoul der of |anb.

| renmenber the burnt sugar sweet, the sharp savoury that foll owed.

We had newcandles inthe silver candl esticks, they | ooked white and slim
and very tall. The curtai ns had been drawn here t oo agai nst the dull grey



evening. It seenmed strange to be sitting in the dining-roomand not | ook
out on to the lawns. It was |like the beginning of autum.
I't was whil e we weredrinkingour coffeeinthelibrarythat thetel ephone,

rang. This time it was | who answered it. | heard Beatrice speaking at
the other end. 'Is that you?' she said, 'I've been trying to get through
all the evening. Twice it was engaged.'
"I"'mso sorry,' | said, 'so very sorry.

"W had t he eveni ng paper s about two hours ago.' she said, 'andthe verdi ct
was a frightful shock to both G les and nmysel f. What does Maxi msay about
it?

"I think it was a shock to everybody,' | said.

"But, nmy dear, the thing is preposterous. Wiy on earth shoul d Rebecca
have comm tt ed sui ci de? The nost unlikely personinthe world. There nust
have been a bl under somewhere.'

"l don't know,' | said.
"What does Maxi m say? Where is he?' she said.
' Peopl e have been here,' | said - 'Colonel Julyan, and others. Maximis

very tired. W're going up to London tonorrow.'

"What on earth for?

"Something to do with the verdict. | can't very well explain.'

"You ought to get it quashed,' she said. 'It's ridiculous, quite
ridiculous. Andso bad for Maxim all thisfrightful publicity. It's going
to reflect on him'

"Yes,' | said.

"Surely Col onel Jul yan can do sonet hing?' she said. 'He's a magi strate.
What are magistrates for? A d Horridge fromLanyon nust have been off
hi s head. What was her notive supposedto be? It's the nost idiotic thing
|'ve ever heard in nmy |ife. Soneone ought to get hold of Tabb. How can
he tell whether those holes in the boat were nmade deliberately or not?
G les said of course it nust have been the rocks.'

"They seenmed to think not,' | said.

"I'f only | could have been there,' she said. 'l should have insisted on
speaki ng. No one seens to have nmade any effort. |Is Maxi mvery upset?'
"He's tired,' | said, 'nore tired than anything el se.'

"I wish | could cone up to London and join you,' she said, 'but | don't
see how!| can. Roger has a tenperature of 103, poor ol d boy, and t he nurse
we've got inis aperfect idiot, he loathes her. | can't possibly | eave
him'

"CF course not,' | said. 'You nustn't attenpt it.'

"Wher eabouts in London will you be?

"I don't know,' | said. '"It's all rather vague.

"Tell Maxi mhe nust try and do sonething to get that verdict altered.
It's so bad for the family. I'mtelling everybody here it's absolutely

wi cked. Rebecca woul d never have killed herself, she wasn't the type.



|"ve got a good mind to wite to the Coroner nyself.'

"It"'s too late," | said. 'Mich better leave it. It won't do any good.'
"The stupidity of it gets ny goat,' she said. '"Gles and | think it rmuch
more likely that if those hol es weren't done by the rocks they were done
del i berately, by some tranp or ot her. AConmuni st perhaps. There are heaps
of them about. Just the sort of thing a Comuni st would do.'

Maxi mcalled to me fromthe library. 'Can't you get rid of her? Wat on
earth is she tal ki ng about ?'

"Beatrice,' | said desperately, "I'Il try and ring you up fromLondon.'
"I's it any good ny tackling D ck Godol phin?" she said. 'He's your M.
| know hi mvery well, much better than Maxi mdoes. He was at Oxford with

G les. Ask Maxi mwhet her he would li ke ne to tel ephone Dick and see if
he can do anyt hi ng to quash the verdi ct ? Ask Maxi mwhat he t hi nks of this
Communi st idea.'

‘It's nouse,' | said. "It can't do any good. Pl ease, Beatrice, don't
try and do anything. It will nake it worse, much worse. Rebecca may have
had some noti ve we don't knowanyt hi ng about. And | don't thi nk Communi sts
go ranmm ng hol es i n boats, what woul d be t he use? Pl ease, Beatrice, | eave
it alone.'

Oh, thank God she had not been with us today. Thank God for that at | east.
Sonet hi ngwas buzzinginthetel ephone. | heard Beatrice shouting, ' Hul |l o,
hul 1 o, don't cut us of f, exchange,' andthentherewas aclick, andsil ence.

I went back into the library, linmp and exhausted. In a few ninutes the
t el ephone began ringing again. | did not do anything. | let it ring. |
went and sat down at Maxim s feet. It went on ringing. | did not nove.

Presently it stopped, as though cut suddenly i n exasperation. The cl ock
on the nmantel pi ece struck ten o' cl ock. Maxi mput his arnms round nme and
lifted nme against him W began to kiss one another, feverishly,
desperately, like guilty lovers who have not kissed before.

chapter twenty-six

When | awoke the next norning, just after six o'clock, and got up and
went to the wi ndowthere was a foggy dew upon the grass |ike frost, and
the trees were shrouded in a white mst. There was a chill in the air
and a little, fresh wind, and the cold, quiet snell of autum.

As | knelt by the wi ndow | ooki ng down on to the rose-

garden where the fl owers t hensel ves drooped upontheir stal ks, the petal s
brown and dragging after last night's rain, the happeni ngs of the day
bef ore seenmed renot e and unreal . Here at Mander| ey a newday was starting,
t he t hi ngs of t he garden were not concerned with our troubles. Ablackbird
ran across the rose-gardentothe lawns in sw ft, short rushes, stopping
now and again to stab at the earth with his yell ow beak. A thrush, too,
went about his business, and two stout little wagtails, follow ng one
another, and a little cluster of twittering sparrows. A gull poised
himself highintheair, silent and al one, and then spread hi s wi hgs w de



and swooped beyond the |Iawns to the woods and t he Happy Valley. These
t hi ngs conti nued, our worries and anxi eti es had no power to alter them
Soon t he gardeners woul d be astir, brushing the first | eaves fromthe
| awns and the paths, raking the gravel in the drive. Pails would cl ank
inthe courtyard behind the house, the hose woul d be turned on the car,
the little scullery maid would begin to chatter through the open door
to the men in the yard. There would be the crisp, hot snell of bacon.
The housenai ds woul d open up t he house, throww de t he wi ndows, draw back
t he curtains.

The dogs would crawl fromtheir baskets, yawn and stretch thensel ves,
wander out onto the terrace and blink at the first struggles of the pale
sun com ng through the nist. Robert would lay the table for breakfast,
bring in those piping scones, the clutch of eggs, the glass di shes of
honey, jam and marmal ade, the bowl of peaches, the cluster of purple
grapes with the bl oomupon themstill, hot fromthe greenhouses.

Mai ds sweeping in the norning-room the draw ng-room the fresh clean
air pouringintothe |l ong open wi ndows. Snoke curling fromthe chi meys,
and little by little the autumm mi st fading away and the trees and the
banks and t he woods taking shape, the glinmer of the sea showing with
the sun upon it bel owthe valley, the beacon standing tall and strai ght
upon the headl and.

The peace of Manderl ey. The qui etude and the grace. Whoever lived within
itswalls, whatever troubl e there was and strife, however nuch uneasi ness
and pain, no matter what tears were shed, what sorrows borne, the peace
of Manderl ey coul d

not be broken or the | oveliness destroyed. The flowers that died would
bl oomagai n anot her year, the sane birds buildtheir nests, the same trees
bl ossom The ol d qui et noss snell woul d I'i nger in the air, and bees woul d
conme, and crickets, and herons build their nests in the deep dark woods.

The butterflies would dancetheir merry jigacross thelawns, and spi ders
spin foggy webs, and snall startled rabbits who had no busi ness to cone
trespassi ng poke their faces through the crowded shrubs. There woul d be
I'ilac, and honeysuckl e still, and the white magnol i a buds unfol di ng sl ow
and ti ght beneat ht he di ni ng-roomwi ndow. No one woul d ever hurt Mander| ey.
It would lie always in a hollowlike an enchanted thing, guarded by the
woods, safe, secure, while the sea broke and ran and cane again in the
little shingle bays bel ow

Maxi m sl ept on and | did not wake him The day ahead of us would be a
weary thing and | ong. Hi gh roads, and tel egraph pol es, and t he nonot ony
of passing traffic, the slowcrawl into London. W di d not know what we
shoul d find at the end of our journey. The future was unknown. Sonewhere
to the north of London lived a man cal | ed Baker who had never heard of

us, but he held our future in the hollow of his hand. Soon he too woul d



be waki ng, stretching, yawni ng, goi ng about the business of his day. |
got up, and went i ntothe bat hroom and beganto run ny bath. These acti ons
hel d f or me t he sane si gni fi cance as Robert and hisclearingof thelibrary

had t he ni ght before. | had done these things before nmechanically, but
now | was aware as | dropped ny sponge into the water, as | spread ny
towel on the chair fromthe hot rail, as | lay back and let the water

run over ny body. Every nonent was a precious thing, having in it the
essence of finality. Wien | went back to t he bedroomand began to dress
| heard a soft footstep cone and pause out si de the door, and the key turn
quietly in the | ock. There was silence a nonment, and then the footsteps
went away. It was M's Danvers.

She had not forgotten. | had heard the same sound t he ni ght before after
we had conme up fromthe library. She had not knocked upon the door, she
had not nade herself known; there was just the sound of footsteps and
the turning of the key in the

lock. It brought ne to reality and the facing of the i mmedi ate future.
| finished dressing, and went and turned on Maxim s bath. Presently
Clarice cane with our tea. | woke Maxim He stared at nme at first like
a puzzled child, and then he held out his arns. W drank our tea. He got
up and went to his bath and | began putting things nethodically in ny
suitcase. It nmight be that we should have to stay in London.

| packed t he brushes Maxi mhad gi ven ne, a nightdress, nmy dressi ng- gown
and sl i ppers, and anot her dress too and a pair of shoes. My dressing-case
| ooked unfamiliar as | dragged it fromthe back of a wardrobe. It seened
solong sincel had usedit, and yet it was only four nonths ago. It still
had the Custons mark upon it they had chal ked at Calais. In one of the
pockets was a concert ticket fromthe casinoin Monte Carlo. | crunpled
it and threwit into the waste-paper basket. It m ght have bel onged to
anot her age, another world. My bedroombegan to take on the appearance
of all roons when t he owner goes away. The dressi ng-tabl e was bare w t hout
ny brushes. There was ti ssue-paper |ying onthe fl oor, and an ol d | abel .
The beds where we had sl ept had aterri bl e enpti ness about them The towel s
I ay crunpl ed on the bat hroomfl oor. The war dr obe doors gaped open. | put
on ny hat so that | should not have to cone up again, and | took nmy bag
and nmy gl oves and nmy suitcase. | glanced round the roomto see if there
was anyt hing | had forgotten. The m st was breaki ng, the sun was forcing
its way through and throwi ng patterns on the carpet. Wen | was hal f way
down the passage | had a curious, inexplicable feeling that | nust go
back and | ook i n my roomagain. | went w thout reason, and stood a nonent
| ooki ng at the gapi ng wardrobe and the enpty bed, and the tray of tea
upon the table. | stared at them inmpressing themfor ever on ny mnd,
wondering why they had the power to touch nme, to sadden ne, as though
they were children that did not want nme to go away.

Then | turned and went downstairs to breakfast. It was cold in the



di ni ng-room the sun not yet on the wi ndows, and | was grateful for the
scal ding bitter coffee and hearteni ng bacon. Maxi mand | ate in sil ence.
Now and agai n he gl anced at the clock. | heard Robert put the suitcases
in the hall with the rug,

and presently there was the sound of the car being brought to the door.
| went out and stood on the terrace. The rain had cleared the air, and
the grass snelt fresh and sweet. \Wen the sun was higher it would be a

| ovely day. | thought how we m ght have wandered in the valley before
|l unch, and then sat out afterwards under the chestnut tree with books
and papers. | closed nmy eyes a minute and felt the warnth of the sun on

my face and on ny hands.

| heard Maxi mcalling to nme fromthe house. | went back, and Frith hel ped
me into ny coat. | heard the sound of another car. It was Frank.

" Col onel Julyaniswaitingat thelodge gates,' he said. ' He di d not think
it worth while to drive up to the house.'

"No,"' said Maxi m

"I''l'l stand by inthe office all day and wait for youto tel ephone,’' said
Frank. ' After you' ve seen Baker you may find you want nme, up in London.'
"Yes,' said Maxim 'Yes, perhaps.'

"It's just nine now,' said Frank. 'You're up totinme. It's going to be
fine too. You should have a good run.'

'Yes.'

"l hope you won't get over-tired, Ms de Wnter,' he said to ne. '"It's
going to be a long day for you.'

"I shall be all right," | said. | |ooked at Jasper who was standi ng by
ny feet with ears drooping and sad reproachful eyes.

' Take Jasper back withyoutotheoffice,' | said. 'Hel ooks som serable.’
"Yes,' he said. "Yes, | wll.'

"We' d better be off,' said Maxim 'Ad Julyan will be getting inpatient.
Al right, Frank.'

| clinbed in the car beside Maxim Frank sl amed the door.

"You will tel ephone, won't you?' he said.

'Yes, of course,' said Maxim

| 1 ooked back at the house. Frith was standing at the top of the steps,
and Robert just behind. My eyes filledwithtears for noreason. | turned
away and groped with nmy bag on the fl oor of the car so t hat nobody shoul d
see. Then Maxi mstarted up the

car and we swept round and into the drive and the house was hi dden.
We stopped at the | odge-gates and pi cked up Col onel Julyan. He got in
at the back. He | ooked doubtful when he saw ne.

"It's going to be a long day,' he said. 'I don't think you should have
attenpted it. | would have taken care of your husband you know.'
"I wanted to cone,' | said.

He di d not say any nore about it. He settled hinself inthe corner. "It's



fine, that's one thing,' he said.

"Yes,' said Maxim

"That fell ow Favell said he woul d pick us up at the crossroads. If he*s
not there don't attenpt towait, we'd do much better w thout him | hope
the dammed fell ow has oversl ept hinsel f.'

When we cane to the crossroads though | saw the | ong green body of his
car, and ny heart sank. | had thought he might not be on time. Favell
was sitting at the wheel, hatless, acigarette in his nouth. He grinned
when he sawus, and waved us on. | settled down in ny seat for the journey
ahead, one hand on Maxim s knee. The hours passed, and the nmiles were
covered. | watched the road ahead in a kind of stupor. Col onel Julyan
slept at the back fromtinme to tinme. | turned occasionally and saw hi s
head | ol | agai nst the cushions, and his nouth open. The green car kept
cl ose beside us. Sonetinmes it shot ahead, sonetinmes it dropped behind.
But we never lost it. At one we stopped for | unch at one of t hose i nevitabl e
ol d-fashi oned hotels inthe nmain street of a county town. Col onel Jul yan
waded t hrough t he whol e set | unch, starting with soup and fi sh, and goi ng
ontoroast beef and Yorkshi re puddi ng. Maxi mand | had col d hamand cof f ee.
| hal f expected Favell to wander into the dining-roomand join us, but
when we cane out to the car again | sawhis car had been drawn up out si de
a cafe on the opposite side of the road. He nust have seen us fromthe
wi ndow, for three minutes after we had started he was on our tail again.
W cane to the suburbs of London about three o'clock. It was then that
| beganto feel tired, the noise and the traffic bl ocks started a hunm ng
in ny head. It was warmin London

too. The streets had that worn dusty | ook of August, and the | eaves hung
listless on dull trees. Qur stormnust have been | ocal, there had been
no rain here.

Peopl e wer e wal ki ng about incotton frocks and the nen were hatl ess. There
was a snell of waste-paper, and orange-peel, and feet, and burnt dried
grass. Buses | unbered slowy, and taxis craw ed. | felt as t hough nmy coat
and skirt were sticking to nme, and ny stockings pricked nmy skin.

Col onel Julyan sat up and | ooked out through his wi ndow. ' They've had
no rain here,' he said.

"No," said Maxim

' Looks as though the place needed it, too.'

"Yes.'

"W haven't succeeded in shaking Favell off. He's still on our tail.'
"Yes.'

Shoppi ng centres on the outskirts seened congested. Tired wonmen with
crying babies in prans stared i nt o wi ndows, hawkers shouted, small boys
hung on to the backs of lorries. There were too many people, too nuch
noi se. The very air was irritable and exhausted and spent.

The drive through London seened endl ess, and by the tinme we had drawn



cl ear again and were out beyond Hanpstead there was a sound i n ny head
like the beating of a drum and ny eyes were burning.

| wondered howtired Maxi mwas. He was pal e, and t here were shadows under
his eyes, but he did not say anything. Colonel Julyan kept yawni ng at
t he back. He opened hi s nouth very w de and yawned al oud, si ghi ng heavily
afterwards. He would dothis every fewmnutes. | felt a sensel ess stupid
irritation cone over ne, and | did not know howto prevent nyself from
turning round and screaming to himto stop.

Once we had passed Hanpstead he drew out a |large-scale map from his
coat - pocket and began directing Maximto Barnet. The way was cl ear and
there were sign-posts to tell us, but he kept pointing out every turn
and twist inthe road, and if there was any hesitati on on Maxi m s part
Col onel Jul yan woul d turn down t he wi ndow and call for information from
a passer-hy.

When we canme to Barnet itself he nade Maxi mstop every fewm nutes. ' Can
you tell us where a house called Roselands is? It belongs to a Doctor
Baker, who's retired, and cone to live there |ately,' and the passer-by
woul d stand frowni ng a noment, obvi ously at sea, ignorance witten plain
upon his face.

' Doct or Baker? | don't knowa Doct or Baker. There used to be a house cal | ed
Rose Cottage near the church, but a Ms Wlson lives there.'

‘"No, it's Rosel ands we want, Doctor Baker's house,' sai d Col onel Jul yan,
and then we woul d go on and stop again in front of a nurse and a pram
‘Can you tell us where Rosel ands is?

"I"'msorry. I"'mafraid |I've only just cone to live here.'

"You don't know a Doctor Baker?'

"Doct or Davidson. | know Doctor Davidson.'

"No, it's Doctor Baker we want.'

| glanced up at Maxi m He was | ooki ng very tired. Hi s nouth was set hard.
Behi nd us crawl ed Favell, his green car covered in dust.

It was a postman who pointed out the house in the end. A square house,
i vy covered, with no nane on the gate, which we had al ready passed t wi ce.
Mechanical ly | reached for nmy bag and dabbed ny face with the end of the
powder puff. Maxi mdrew up outside at the side of the road. He did not
take the car into the short drive. W sat silently for a few mi nutes.
"Wl l, herewe are,' saidCol onel Julyan, '"andit's exactlytwelve m nutes
past five. We shall catch themin the mddle of their tea. Better wait
for a bit.'

Maximlit a cigarette, and then stretched out his hand to ne. He did not
speak. | heard Col onel Julyan crinkling his nap.

"W coul d have cone ri ght across wi t hout touchi ng London,' he sai d, ' saved
us forty mnutes | dare say. W made goodtinme thefirst two hundred m | es.
It was from Chiswick on we took the tinme."'

An errand-boy passed us whistling on his bicycle. A notorcoach stopped



at the corner and two wonmen got out. Somewhere a church cl ock chi ned t he

quarter. | coul d see Favel |l | eani ng back i n his car behi nd us and snoki ng
a
cigarette. | seenedto havenofeelinginneat all. | just sat and wat ched

the little things that did not matter. The two wonmen fromthe bus wal k
al ong the road. The errand-boy di sappears round the corner. A sparrow
hops about in the mddle of the road pecking at dirt.

"This fell ow Baker can't be much of a gardener,' said Col onel Jul yan.
'Look at those shrubs tunbling over his wall. They ought to have been
pruned right back.' He folded up the map and put it back in his pocket.
"Funny sort of placeto choosetoretirein,' hesaid. 'Cosetothe main
road and overl ooked by ot her houses. Shouldn't care about it nyself. |
dare say it was quite pretty once before they started buil di ng. No doubt
there is a good gol f-course somewhere handy.'

He was silent for a while, then he opened the door and stood out in the
road. 'Well, de Wnter,' he said, 'what do you think about it?

"I" mready,' said Maxim

We got out of the car. Favell strolled up to neet us.

"What were you all waiting for, cold feet?" he said.

Nobody answered him W wal ked up the drive to the front door, a strange
i ncongruous littleparty. | caught sight of atennis|awnbeyondthe house,
and | heard the thud of balls. Aboy's voice shouted ' Forty-fifteen, not
thirty all. Don't you renenber hitting it out, you silly ass?

"They must have finished tea,' said Col onel Julyan.

He hesitated a noment, glancing at Maxim Then he rang the bell.

I't tinkled sonewhere inthe back preni ses. There was a | ong pause. Avery
young nai d opened the door to us. She | ooked startled at the sight of
so many of us.

"Doct or Baker?' said Col onel Julyan.

"Yes, sir, will you conme in?

She opened the door on the left of the hall as we went in. It would be
t he drawi ng-room not used nuch in the summer. There was a portrait of
a very plain dark woman on the wall. | wondered if it was Ms Baker. The
chintz covers on the chairs and on the sofa were new and shiny. On the
mant el pi ece wer e phot ogr aphs of two school boys with round, sm lingfaces.
There was a very large wireless in the corner of the roomby t he wi ndow.
Cords trailed fromit, and bits of aerial. Favell exam ned the portrait
on the wall. Col onel July an went and stood by the empty fireplace. Maxi m
and | | ooked out of the window. | could see a deck-chair under a tree,
and t he back of a woman' s head. The tenni s court rmust be round t he corner.
| could hear the boys shouting to each other. Avery old Scotch terrier
was scratching hinmself in the nmiddle of the path. W waited there for
about five mnutes. It was as though | was living the life of sonme ot her
person and had cone to this housetocall for asubscriptiontoacharity.



It was unlike anything | had ever known. | had no feeling, no pain.
Then t he door opened and a man cane into the room He was nedi umhei ght,
rather long in the face, with a keen chin. H s hair was sandy, turning
grey. He wore flannels, and a dark blue bl azer.

"Forgi ve ne for keepingyouwaiting,' hesaid, lookingalittle surprised,

as the mai d had done, to see so nmany of us. 'l had to run up and wash.
| was playing tennis when the bell rang. Wn't you sit down?' He turned
to me. | sat down in the nearest chair and waited.

"You nust think this a very unorthodox invasion, Doctor Baker,' said
Col onel Julyan, 'and | apol ogi ze very hunbly for di sturbingyoulikethis.
My nanme is Julyan. This is M de Wnter, Ms de Wnter, and M Favel |.
You may have seen M de Wnter's nanme in the papers recently.’

'"Ch,' said Doctor Baker, 'yes, yes, | suppose | have. Sone inquest or
other, wasn't it? My wife was reading all about it."'

"The jury brought in a verdict of suicide,' said Favell comni ng forward,
"whichl sayis absol utelyout of the question. Ms de Wnter was nmy cousi n,
| knew her intimtely. She woul d never have done such a thing, and what's
nore she had no notive. What we want to knowis what the devil she cane
to see you about the very day she died?

"You had better leave this to Julyan and nyself,' said Maximquietly.
' Doct or Baker has not the faintest idea what you are driving at.'

He turned to the doctor who was standi ng between them

with aline between his brows, and his first polite snmle frozen on his
lips. "My late wife's cousin is not satisfied with the verdict,' said
Maxi m 'and we' ve driven up to see you t oday because we found your nane,
and the tel ephone nunmber of your old consulting-roons, in nmy wife's
engagenent diary. She seens to have nmade an appointrment with you, and
kept it, at two o' clock on the | ast day she ever spent in London. Could
you possibly verify this for us?'

Doct or Baker was listening with great interest, but when Muxi m had
finished he shook his head. 'I'mnost awfully sorry,' he said, 'but |
t hi nk you' ve nade a nmi stake. | shoul d have renmenber ed t he name de Wnter.
I've never attended a Ms de Wnter in ny life.'

Col onel Jul yan brought out his note case and gave himthe page he had
tornfromthe engagenent diary. 'Hereitis, wittendown,' hesaid, 'Baker,
two o' clock. And a big cross beside it, to showthat the appoi nt nent was
kept. And here is the tel ephone address. Miseum 0488.'

Doct or Baker stared at the piece of paper. "That's very odd, very odd
i ndeed. Yes, the nunber is quite correct as you say.'

' Coul d she have cone to see you and given a fal se nane?' said Col onel

Jul yan.
"Wy, yes, that's possible. She may have done that. It's rather unusual
of course. |'ve never encouraged that sort of thing. It doesn't do us

any good in the professionif people think they cantreat us Iike that."'



"Woul d you have any record of thevisit inyour fil es? said Col onel Jul yan.
"I knowit's not etiquettetoask, but thecircunstances are very unusual .
We do feel her appointnment with you nmust have sone bearing on the case
and her subsequent - suicide.'

"Murder,' said Favell.

Doct or Baker rai sed his eyebrows, and | ooked i nquiringly at Maxim '1'd
no i dea there was any question of that,' he said quietly. 'O course |
understand, and |'Il do anything in my power to help you. If you wll

excuse me a fewmnutes | will go and | ook up ny files. There shoul d be
a record of every appointment booked throughout the year, and a
description of

the case. Please help yourself to cigarettes. It's too early to offer
you sherry, | suppose?

Col onel Jul yan and Maxi mshook their heads. | thought Favell was going
t o say sonet hi ng but Doct or Baker had | eft t he roombef ore he had a chance.
'Seens a decent sort of fellow,' said Col onel Julyan.

"Why didn't he offer us whi sky and soda?' said Favell. 'Keeps it | ocked
up, | suppose. | didn't think nuch of him | don't believe he's going
to help us now.'

Maxi mdi d not say anything. | could hear the sound of the tennis balls

fromthe court. The Scotch terrier was barking. Aworman's voi ce shouted
to himto be quiet. The summer holidays. Baker playing with his boys.
We had interrupted their routine. A high-pitched, gold clock in a gl ass
case ticked very fast on the mantel pi ece. There was a postcard of the
Lake of Geneva |l eani ng agai nst it. The Bakers had friends in Switzerl and.
Doct or Baker cane back into the roomwith a | arge book and a fil e-case
i nhishands. Hecarriedthemover tothetable. |'vebrought thecollection

for | ast year,' he said. '|I haven't been t hrough themyet since we noved.
| only gave up practice six nonths ago you know.' He opened t he book and
began turning the pages. | watched himfasci nated. He would find it of

course. It was only a question of nonents now, of seconds. ' The seventh,
eighth, tenth,' he nurnured, 'nothing here. The twelfth did you say? At
two o' cl ock? Ah!'

W none of us noved. W all watched his face.

'l saw a Ms Danvers on the twelfth at two o' clock,' he said.

"Danny? What on earth ..." began Favell, but Maxi mcut himshort.

' She gave a wong nane, of course,' he said. "That was obvi ous fromthe
first. Do you renenber the visit now, Doctor Baker?'

But Doct or Baker was al ready searching his files. | sawhis fingers del ve
into the pocket marked with D. He found it al nost at once. He gl anced
down rapidly at his handwiting. 'Yes,' hesaidslowy. 'Yes, Ms Danvers.
| renmenber now.'

"Tall, slim dark, very handsone?' said Col onel Julyan quietly.

"Yes,' said Doctor Baker. 'Yes.'



Hereadthroughthefiles, andthenreplacedtheminthecase. 'O course,’
he said, glancing at Maxim 'this is unprofessional you know? W treat
patients as though they were i n the confessional. But your wife is dead,
and | quite understand the circunstances are exceptional. You want to
knowif | can suggest any noti ve why your wi fe shoul d have t aken her |ife?
| think | can. The woman who cal | ed hersel f Ms Danvers was very seriously
il
He paused. He | ooked at every one of us in turn.
"I remenber her perfectly well,' he said, and he turned back tothe files
again. 'She cane to ne for the first tinme a week previously to the date
you nenti oned. She conpl ai ned of certain synptons, and | t ook sonme X-rays
of her. The second visit was to find out the result of those X-rays. The
phot ographs are not here, but | have the details witten down. | renmenber
her standing in nmy consulting-room and hol ding out her hand for the
phot ographs. "I want to know the truth," she said; "I don't want soft
words and a bedside manner. If I'mfor it, you can tell ne right away."
He paused, he gl anced down at the files once again.
| waited, waited. Wiy couldn't he get done with it and finish and | et
us go? Why nust we sit there, waiting, our eyes upon his face.
"Wll,' he said, 'she asked for the truth, and | |let her have it. Sone
patients are better for it. Shirking the point does themno good. This
M's Danvers, or Ms de Wnter rather, was not the type to accept alie.
You rust have known that. She stood it very well. She did not flinch.
She said she had suspected it for sone tinme. Then she paid ny fee and
went out. | never saw her again.'
He shut up the box with a snap, and cl osed t he book. ' The pai n was sl i ght
as yet, but the growt h was deep-rooted,' he said, '"and in three or four
nont hs' tine she woul d have been under norphia. An operation woul d have
been no earthly use at all. | told her that. The thing had got too firm
a hold. There is nothing anyone can do in a case |like that, except give
nor phia, and wait.'
No one said a word. The little clock ticked on the mantel pi ece, and the
boys played tennis in the garden. An aeroplane hunmed over head.
"Qutwardly of course she was a perfectly healthy woman,' he said- 'rather
toothin, | renenber, rather pale; but then that's the fashi on nowadays,
pity though it is. It's nothing to go upon with a patient. No, the pain
woul d i ncrease week by week, and as | told you, in four or five nonths
time she would have had to be kept under norphia. The X-rays showed a
certain mal formation of the uterus, | remenber, which nmeant she coul d
never have had a child; but that was quite apart, it had nothing to do
with the disease.'
| renenber hearing Col onel July an speak, sayi ng sonet hi ng about Doct or
Baker being very kind to have taken so nuch trouble. 'You have told us
all we want to know,' he said, "and if we coul d possi bly have a copy of



the menoranda in your file it might be very useful.’

"Of course,' said Doctor Baker. 'O course.'

Everyone was standing up. | got up fromnmy chair too, | shook hands with
Doct or Baker. We all shook hands with him W followed himout into the
hal . A woman | ooked out of the roomon the other side of the hall and
darted back when she saw us. Someone was running a bath upstairs, the
water ran loudly. The Scotch terrier cane in fromthe garden and began
sniffing at ny heels.

"Shall | send the report to you or to M de Wnter?' said Doctor Baker.
"W may not needit at all,' said Colonel Julyan. 'I rather think it won't
be necessary. Either de Wnter or | will wite. Here is ny card.’
"I"'mso glad to have been of use,' said Doctor Baker; 'it never entered
my head for a monent that Ms de Wnter and Ms Danvers coul d be t he sane
person.’

"No, naturally,' said Colonel Julyan.

"You'll be returning to London, | suppose?

"Yes. Yes, | immgine so.'

"Your best way then is to turn sharp |l eft by that pillar-box, and then
right by the church. After that it's a straight road.'

' Thank you. Thank you very nuch.'

We cane out ontothe drive and went towards the cars. Doctor Baker pulled
the Scotch terrier inside the house. | heard the door shut. A man with
one |l eg and a barrel -organ began playing ' Roses in Picardy', at the end
of the road.

chapter twenty-seven

W went and stood by the car. No one said anything for a few m nutes.
Col onel Jul yan handed round hi s ci garette case. Favel | | ooked grey, rather
shaken. | noticed his hands were trenbling as he held the match. The nan
with the barrel-organ ceased playing for a noment and hobbl ed t owards
us, his cap in his hand. Maxi mgave himtwo shillings. Then he went back
to the barrel-organ and started another tune. The church cl ock struck
six o' clock. Favell. began to speak. Hi s voi ce was diffident, carel ess,
but his face was still grey. He di d not | ook at any of us, he kept gl anci ng
down at his cigarette and turning it over in his fingers. "This cancer
busi ness,' he said; 'does anybody know if it's contagi ous?

No one answered him Col onel Julyan shrugged his shoul ders.

"I never hadtherenotest idea,' saidFavell jerkily. 'She kept it asecret
fromeveryone, even Danny. Wat a God-dammed appal | i ng thing, eh? Not
the sort of thing one would ever connect with Rebecca. Do you fell ows
feel likeadrink? |'mall out over this, and | don't mind adnmittingit.
Cancer! Oh, ny CGod!'

He | eant up agai nst t he si de of the car and shaded hi s eyes wi th hi s hands.
"Tell that bloody felloww th the barrel-organ to clear out,' he said.
"I can't stand that God-damed row.'



"Wuldn't it be sinpler if we went ourselves? said Maxim

' Can you manage your own car, or do you want Julyanto driveit for you?

"Gve me a minute,' nuttered Favell. "I'Il be all right. You don't
understand. This thing has been a dammed unholy shock to ne.

"Pull yourself together, man, for heaven's sake,' said Col onel Jul yan.
"I'f you want a drink go back to the house and ask Baker. He knows how

to treat for shock, | dare say. Don't nmake an exhi bition of yourself in
the street.'’
"Ch, you're all right, you're fine,' said Favell, standi ng strai ght and

| ooki ng at Col onel Jul yan and Maxi m ' You' ve got nothing to worry about
any nore. Max i s on a good wi cket now, isn't he? You' ve got your notive,
and Baker will supply it in black and white free of cost, whenever you
send the word. You can di ne at Manderl ey once a week on the strength of
it and feel proud of yourself. No doubt Max wi |l ask you to be godfat her
to his first child.'

"Shall we get into the car and go?' said Colonel Julyan to Maxim 'We
can make our plans going along.'

Maxi m hel d open the door of the car, and Col onel Julyan clinbed in. |

sat down inny seat inthe front. Favell still |eant agai nst the car and
did not nove. 'l shoul d advi se you to get straight back to your flat and
go to bed,' said Col onel Julyan shortly, "and drive slowy, or you wll
find yourself injail for manslaughter. | may as well warn you now, as

| shall not be seei ng you agai n, that as a magi strate | have certai n powers
that will prove effectiveif you ever turnupinKerrithor thedistrict.
Bl ackrmai | is not nmuch of a profession, M Favell. And we know howt o dea
with it in our part of the world, strange though it nay seemto you.'
Favel | was wat ching Maxi m He had | ost the grey col our now, and the old
unpl easant smle was formng on his lips. 'Yes, it's been a stroke of
luck for you, Max, hasn't it?' he said slowy; 'you think you' ve won,
don't you? The | aw can get you yet, and so can |, in a different way
Maxi mswi t ched on the engi ne. ' Have you anyt hing el se you want to say?
he said; 'because if you have you had better say it now'

"No,' said Favell. "No, | won't keep you. You can go.' He
st epped back on to the pavenent, the smle still on his Iips. The car
slid forward. As we turned the corner | | ooked back and saw hi mst andi ng

there, watching us, and he waved his hand and he was | aughing.

We drove on for awhilein silence. Then Col onel Jul yan spoke. 'He can't
do anything,' he said. 'That smle and that wave were part of his bl uff.
They're all alike, those fellows. He hasn't a thread of a case to bring
now. Baker's evidence woul d squash it.'

Maxi mdi d not answer. | gl anced si deways at his face but it tol dne nothing

"I always felt the solution would lie in Baker,' said Col onel Julyan;
"the furtive business of that appoi ntnent, and the way she never even
told Ms Danvers. She had her suspicions, you see. She knew sonet hi ng



was wrong. A dreadful thing, of course. Very dreadful. Enough to send
a young and lovely worman right off her head.

We drove on al ong t he strai ght nmai n road. Tel egraph pol es, notor coaches,
open sports cars, little sem -detached villas with new gardens, they
fl ashed past making patterns in nmy mind | should al ways renenber.

"| suppose you never had any i dea of this, de Wnter?' sai d Col onel Jul yan.
"No," said Maxim ' No.'

"OF course sone peopl e have a norbid dread of it,' said Col onel Jul yan.
"Worren especi al ly. That nmust have been the case with your wife. She had
courage for every other thing but that. She could not face pain. Wll,
she was spared that at any rate.'

"Yes,' said Maxim

"I don't think it would do any harmif | quietly let it be known down
in Kerrith and in the county that a London doctor has supplied us with
a notive,' said Col onel Julyan. 'Just in case there shoul d be any gossi p.

You never can tell, you know. People are odd, sonetimes. |f they knew
about Ms de Wnter it mght nake it a |l ot easier for you.'

"Yes,' said Maxim 'yes, | understand.'

"It'scurious andveryirritating,' said Colonel Julyanslowy, 'howl ong
stories spread in country districts. | never know why they shoul d, but

unfortunately they do. Not that | anticipate any

troubl e over this, but it's as well to be prepared. People are inclined
to say the wildest things if they are given half a chance.'

"Yes,' said Maxi m

"You and Crawl ey of course can squash any nonsense in Manderl ey or the
estate, and | can deal withit effectively inKerrith. |I shall say a word
tonmy girl too. She sees a | ot of the younger people, who very often are
t he worst offendersinstory-telling. | don't suppose the newspapers wil |
worry you any nore, that's one good thing. You'll find they will drop
the whole affair in a day or two.'

"Yes,' said Maxim

W drove on through the northern suburbs and cane once nore to Finchl ey
and Hanpst ead.

"Hal f past six,' said Colonel Julyan; 'what do you propose doing? |'ve
got a sister living in St John's Wod, and feel inclined to take her
unawar es and ask for di nner, andthencatchthel ast trai nfromPaddi ngton.
I knowshe doesn't go away f or anot her week. |' msur e she woul d be del i ght ed
to see you both as well.'

Maxi m hesitated, and glanced at ne. 'It's very kind of you,' he said,
"but | think we had better be i ndependent. | nust ring up Frank, and one
thing and another. | dare say we shall have a quiet neal sonewhere and

start off again afterwards, spending the night at a pub on the way, |
rather think that's what we shall do.'
"OF course,' said Colonel Julyan, 'I quite understand. Could you throw



me out at ny sister's? It's one of those turnings off the Avenue Road.'
When we cane to the house Maximdrewup a little way ahead of the gate.
"It's inpossibletothank you,' he said, 'for all you' ve done today. You
know what | feel about it without ny telling you.'

"My dear fellow,' said Colonel Julyan, 'I've beenonly too glad. If only
we' d known what Baker knew of course there woul d have been none of this
at all. However, never m nd about that now. You nust put the whol e thing
behi nd you as a very unpl easant and unfortunate epi sode. |' mpretty sure
you won't have any nore trouble fromFavell. If you do, | count on you
to

tell me at once. | shall know howto deal with him' He clinbed out of
the car, collecting his coat and his map. '| should feel inclined,' he

said, not looking directly at us, '"to get away for a bit. Take a short
hol i day. Go abroad, perhaps.'

We did not say anything. Colonel Julyan was funbling with his map.
"Switzerland is very nice this tinme of year,' he said. '| renmenber we
went once for the girl's holidays, and t horoughly enj oyed oursel ves. The
wal ks are delightful.' He hesitated, cleared his throat. "It is just
faintly possiblecertainlittledifficulties mght arise,' he said, 'not
fromFavell, but fromone or two people inthe district. One never knows
qui t e what Tabb has been sayi ng, and repeati ng, and so on. Absurd of course.
But you knowthe ol d sayi ng? Qut of sight, out of mnd. If people aren't
there to be tal ked about the talk dies. It's the way of the world."'
He stood for a monent, counting his belongings. 'I've got everything,
| think. Map, gl asses, stick, coat. Everything conplete. Wl |, goodbye,
both of you. Don't get over-tired. It's been a | ong day.'

He turned in at the gate and went up the steps. | saw a wonan cone to
t he wi ndow and sni |l e and wave her hand. W drove away down the road and
turned the corner. | | eant back in ny seat and cl osed ny eyes. Now t hat

we were alone again and the strain was over, the sensation was one of
al nost unbearable relief. It was |ike the bursting of an abscess. Maxi m
di d not speak. | felt his hand cover m ne. W drove onthroughthetraffic

and | saw none of it. | heard the runble of the buses, the hooting of
taxis, that inevitable, tirel ess London roar, but | was not part of it.
| rested in sone other place that was cool and quiet and still. Nothing

could touch us any nore. W had cone through our crisis.

When Maxi mstopped the car | opened ny eyes and sat up. W were opposite
one of those nunerous little restaurants in a narrow street in Soho. |
| ooked about ne, dazed and stupid.

"You'retired,' said Maximbriefly. "Enpty andtired and fit for nothing.
You'll be better when you' ve had sonmething to eat. So shall I. W'll go
in here and order dinner right away. | can tel ephone to Frank too.'
We got out of the car. There was no one in the restaurant but

the maitre d hotel and a waiter and a girl behind a desk. It was dark



and cool. W went to a table right in the corner. Maxi mbegan ordering
the food. 'Favell was right about wanting a drink,' he said. '| want one
too and so do you. You're going to have sone brandy.'

The maitre d' hotel was fat and smiling. He produced long thinrolls in
paper envel opes. They were very hard, very crisp. | began to eat one
ravenously. My brandy and soda was soft, warm ng, curiously conforting.
"When we' ve had dinner we'll drive slowy, very quietly,' said Maxim
"It will be cool, too, inthe evening. We'll find somewhere on the road
we can put up for the night. Then we can get along to Manderley in the
morning.' 'Yes,' | said.

"You didn't want to dine with Julyan's sister and go down by the late
train?' 'No.'

Maxi mfini shed his drink. Hi s eyes | ooked | arge and they were ringed with
the shadows. They seened very dark against the pallor of his face.
"How much of the truth', he said, 'do you think July an guessed?'

| watched himover the rimof nmy glass. | did not say anything.
"He knew,' said Maxi mslow y: 'of course he knew.' 'If he did,' | said,
"he will never say anything. Never, never.' 'No,' said Maxim 'No.'

He ordered another drink fromthe naitre d hotel. W sat silent and
peaceful in our dark corner.

"I believe', said Maxim 'that Rebecca lied to ne on purpose. The | ast
supreme bluff. She wanted nme to kill her. She foresaw t he whol e thing.
That' s why she | aughed. That's why she st ood t her e | aughi ng when she di ed.'
I did not say anything. | went on drinking my brandy and soda. It was
all over. It was all settled. It did not matter any nore. There was no
need for Maximto | ook white and troubl ed.

"It was her |ast practical joke,' said Maxim 'the best of themall. And
I"'mnot sure if she hasn't won, even now.'

"What do you nean? How can she have won?' | said.

"l don't know,' he said. 'l don't know.' He swallowed his second dri nk.
Then he got up fromthe table. 'I'mgoing to nag up Frank,' he said.
| sat there in nmy corner, and presently the waiter brought ne ny fish.
It was | obster. Very hot and good. | had another brandy and soda, too.
It was pl easant and confortable sitting there and nothing mattered very
much. | smiled at the waiter. | asked for sonme nore bread in French for

no reason. It was qui et and happy and friendly in the restaurant. Maxi m
and | were together. Everythi ng was over. Everythi ng was settl ed. Rebecca
was dead. Rebecca coul d not hurt us. She had pl ayed her | ast j oke as Maxi m
had sai d. She could do no nmore to us now. In ten nminutes Maxi mcane back

agai n.

"Wll,' | said, ny own voice sounding far away, 'how was Frank?'
"Frank was all right,' said Maxim 'He was at the office, been waiting
there for ne to tel ephone hi mever since four o' clock. | told hi mwhat

had happened. He sounded gl ad, relieved.'



"Yes,' | said.

" Sorret hi ng rat her odd t hough, ' sai d Maxi msl ow y, aline between hi s brows.
' He t hi nks Mrs Danvers has cl eared out. She's gone, di sappeared. She said
not hi ngt o anyone, but apparently she' d been packi ngup all day, stri pping
her roomof things, and the fellowfromthe station cane for her boxes
at about four o' clock. Frith tel ephoned down to Frank about it, and Frank
toldFrithtoask Ms Danvers to come down to hi mat the office. He wait ed,

and she never canme. About ten nminutes before |l rang up, Frith tel ephoned
t o Frank agai n and sai d t her e had been al ong-di stance call for Ms Danvers
whi ch he had switched through to her room and she had answered. This
nmust have been about ten past six. At a quarter to seven he knocked on
the door and found her roomenpty. Her bedroomtoo. They | ooked for her

and coul d not find her. They thi nk she' s gone. She nust have gone st rai ght

out of the house and t hrough t he woods. She never passedthe | odge-gates.'

"Isn'"t it agoodthing? | said. "It saves us alot of trouble. W shoul d
have had to send her away, anyway. | believe she

guessed, too. There was an expression on her face last night. | kept
thinking of it, coming up in the car.'

"l don't likeit,' said Maxim 'I| don't like it."'

'She can' t do anything,' | argued.' |If she' s gone, so much the better.

It was Favel | who t el ephoned of course. He nust have tol d her about Baker.
He woul d tel |l her what Col onel Jul yan sai d. Col onel Julyan saidif there
was any attenpt at blackmail we were totell him They won't dare doit.
They can't. It's too dangerous.'

"I"mnot thinking of blackmail,' said Maxim

"What el se can they do?" | said. 'W've got to do what Col onel Jul yan
said. W've got to forget it. W nust not think about it any nore. It's
all over, darling, it's finished. W ought to go down on our knees and
thank God that it's finished.'

Maxi m di d not answer. He was staring in front of himat nothing.
"Your lobster will be cold," | said; '"eat it, darling. It will do you
good, you want somret hi ng i nside you. You'retired.' | was using the words
he had usedtone. | felt better and stronger. It was I nowwho was t aki ng
care of him He was tired, pale. |I had got over ny weakness and fati gue
and now he was the one to suffer fromreaction. It was just because he
was enpty, because he was tired. There was nothing to worry about at all.
M s Danvers had gone. W shoul d prai se God for that, too. Everything had
been nmade so easy for us, so very easy. 'Eat up your fish,' | said.
It was going to be very different in the future. | was not going to be
nervous and shy wi th the servants any nore. Wth Ms Danvers gone | shoul d
learn bit by bit to control the house. | would go and i ntervi ewthe cook
inthe kitchen. They woul d | i ke ne, respect ne. Soon it woul d be as t hough
M s Danvers had never had command. | woul d | earn nore about the estate,
too. | should ask Frank to explain things to nme. | was sure Frank |iked



me. | liked him too. | would go into things, and |l earn how they were
managed. What they didat thefarm Howthe workinthe grounds was pl anned.
| m ght taketogardeni ngnyself, andintinehave oneor twothingsaltered
That little square | awn outside the norni ng-roomwi th the statue of the
satyr. | didnot likeit. W woul d gi ve the satyr away. There were heaps
of things that | could do, little by little. People woul d cone and st ay
and | should not m nd. There would be the interest of seeing to their
roonms, having flowers and books put, arrangi ng the food. W woul d have
children. Surely we would have chil dren.

" Have you fi ni shed?' said Maxi msuddenly. '| don't think | want any nore.
Only coffee. Black, very strong, please, and the bill,' he added to the
mattre d' hotel.

| wonder ed why we nmust go so soon. It was confortable in the restaurant,

and there was nothing to take us away. | liked sitting there, with ny
head agai nst t he sofa back, planning the future idly in a hazy pl easant
way. | could have gone on sitting there for a long while.

| foll owed Maxi mout of the restaurant, stunblingalittle, and yawni ng.
"Listen,' he said, when we were on the pavenent, 'do you think you coul d
sleep inthe car if | wapped you up with the rug, and tucked you down
in the back. There's the cushion there, and ny coat as well.

"I t hought we wer e goi ngto put up sonewhere for the night?' | saidblankly.
'One of those hotels one passes on the road.

"I know,' he said, "but | have this feeling | nmust get down tonight. Can't
you possibly sleep in the back of the car?

"Yes,' | said doubtfully. 'Yes, | suppose so.'

"If we start now, it's a quarter to eight, we ought to be there by half
past two,' he said. 'There won't be nuch traffic on the road.'

"You'l | be so tired," |I said. "So terribly tired."'
"No," he shook his head. 'l shall be all right. | want to get hone.
Sonething's wong. | knowit is. | want to get hone.'

H s f ace was anxi ous, strange. He pul | ed open t he door and began arrangi ng
the rugs and the cushion at the back of the car.

"What can be wong?' | said. 'lt seems so odd to worry now, when
everything's over. | can't understand you.'
He did not answer. | clinbed into the back of the car and | ay down with

ny | egs t ucked under ne. He coveredmewiththerug. It was very confortabl e.
Mich better than | inagined. | settled the pillow under ny head.

"Are you all right?' he said; 'are you sure you don't m nd?'

"No," | said, smling. "I'mall right. | shall sleep. | don't want to
stay anywhere ontheroad. It's nuch better to dothis and get hone. W'l |

be at Manderley | ong before sunrise.'

He got in front and switched on the engine. | shut nmy eyes. The car drew
away and | felt the slight jolting of the springs under ny body. | pressed
ny face agai nst the cushion. The noti on of the car was rhythm c, steady,



and the pul se of my m nd beat with it. A hundred i mages cane to nme when
| closed ny eyes, things seen, things known, and t hings forgotten. They
wer e j unbl ed t oget her i nasensel ess pattern. The quill of Ms Van Hopper' s
hat, the hard straight-backed chairs in Frank's dining-room the w de
wi ndow i n the west wi ng at Manderl ey, the sal non-col oured frock of the
smling | ady at the fancy dress ball, a peasant girl in aroad near Mnte
Carl o.

Sonetines | saw Jasper chasing butterflies across the | awns; sonetines
| sawDoct or Baker's Scotchterrier scratchinghis ear besi de adeck-chair.
Ther e was t he post nan who had poi nt ed out t he house to us today, and there
was Cl arice's nother wi pingachair for meinthe back parlour. Ben snil ed
at ne, holding winkles in his hands, and the bishop's wife asked ne if

| would stay to tea. | could feel the cold confort of ny sheets in ny
own bed, and the gritty shingle in the cove. | could snell the bracken
in the woods, the wet nobss, and the dead azal ea petals. | fell into a

st range broken sl eep, waki ng now and again to the reality of my narrow
cranped position and the sight of Maxi m's back in front of nme. The dusk
had turned to darkness. There were the |ights of passing cars upon the
road. There were villages with drawn curtains and little Iights behind
them And | woul d nove, and turn upon ny back, and sl eep again.

| saw the staircase at Manderley, and Ms Danvers standing at the top
in her black dress, waiting for netogoto her. As | clinbed the stairs
she backed under t he archway and di sappeared. | | ooked for her and | coul d
not find her. Then her face | ooked at ne t hrough a hol |l owdoor and | cried
out and she had gone agai n.

"What's the tinme?' | called. 'Wat's the tine?

Maxi mturned round to nme, his face pale and ghostly in the

darkness of thecar. '"It's hal f past el even,' he said. W re over hal f-way
al ready. Try and sl eep again.'

"I"'mthirsty,' | said

He stopped at the next town. The man at the garage said his w fe had not
gone to bed and she woul d make us sone tea. W got out of the car and
stood i nside the garage. | stanped up and down to bring the bl ood back
to ny hands and feet. Maxi msnoked a cigarette. It was cold. A bitter
wi nd bl ew in through the open garage door, and rattled the corrugated
roof. | shivered, and buttoned up ny coat.

"Yes, it's nippy tonight,' said the garage man, as he wound the petro
punp. "The weat her seened to break this afternoon. It's the | ast of the
heat waves for this sumer. W shall be thinking of fires soon.'

"I't was hot in London,' | said.

"Was it?' he said. 'Well, they always have the extremes up there, don't
they? We get the first of the bad weather down here. It will blow hard
on the coast before norning.’

His wife brought us the tea. It tasted of bitter wood, but it was hot.



| drank it greedily, thankfully. Al ready Maxi mwas gl anci ng at hi s wat ch.
"W ought to be going,' he said. "It's ten mnutes to twelve.' | left
the shelter of the garage reluctantly. The cold wind blewin ny face.
The stars raced across the sky. There were threads of cloud too. 'Yes,"
said the garage man, 'sumer's over for this year.'

We clinbed back into the car. | settled nmyself once nore under the rug.
The car went on. | shut nmy eyes. There was the man with the wooden | eg
wi ndi ng his barrel -organ, and the tune of 'Roses in Picardy' humed in
my head against the jolting of the car. Frith and Robert carried the tea
intothelibrary. The woman at the | odge nodded to ne abruptly, and cal | ed

her child into the house. | saw the nodel boats in the cottage in the
cove. and the feathery dust. | sawthe cobwebs stretchingfromthelittle
masts. | heard the rain upon the roof and t he sound of the sea. | wanted

to get to the Happy Valley and it was not there. There were woods about
me, there was no Happy Valley. Only the dark trees and t he young bracken.
The owl s hooted. The

Moon was shining in the wi ndows of Manderl ey. There were nettles inthe
garden, ten foot, twenty foot high.

"Maxim' | cried. 'Maxin'

"Yes,' he said. '"It's all right, I'mhere.'
'l had a dream' | said. 'A dream'

"What was it?' he said.

"I don't know. | don't know.'

Back again into the noving unqui et depths. | was witing letters in the
nmor ni ng-room | was sending out invitations. | wote themall nyself with

a thick black pen. But when | | ooked down to see what | had witten it
was not ny snmall square handwiting at all, it was |long, and sl anting,
wi th curious pointed strokes. | pushed the cards away fromthe blotter

and hid them | got up and went to the | ooki ng-gl ass. A face stared back
at ne that was not ny own. It was very pale, very lovely, framed in a
cloud of dark hair. The eyes narrowed and snmiled. The |lips parted. The
face in the gl ass stared back at nme and | aughed. And | sawthen that she
was sittingonachair beforethedressing-tableinher bedroom and Maxi m
was brushing her hair. He held her hair in his hands, and as he brushed
it he wound it slowy into a thick rope. It twisted |ike a snake, and
he t ook hold of it with both hands and snil ed at Rebecca and put it round
hi s neck.

"No," | screaned. 'No, no. W nmust goto Switzerland. Col onel Jul yan sai d
we nust go to Switzerland.'

| felt Maxim s hand upon nmy face. 'Wat is it?" he said. '"Wat's the
mat t er ?'

| sat up and pushed ny hair away fromny face.

"I can't sleep," |I said. '"It's no use.'

" You' ve been sl eeping,’' hesaid. 'You veslept for two hours. It's quarter



past two. W're four nmiles the other side of Lanyon.'

It was even col der than before. | shuddered in the darkness of the car.
"I"1l conme beside you,' | said. 'We shall be back by three.'

| clinmbed over and sat beside him staring in front of ne through the






"You're cold," he said.

"Yes,' | said.

The hills rose in front of us, and di pped, and rose again. It was quite
dark. The stars had gone.

"What tinme did you say it was?' | asked.
"Twenty past two,' he said.
"It's funny,' | said. 'It |ooks al nbost as though the dawn was breaki ng

over there, beyond those hills. It can't be though, it's too early."'
"It's the wong direction,' he said, 'you're |ooking west.'

"I know,' | said. 'It's funny, isn't it?

He di d not answer and | went on wat chi ng the sky. It seened to get |ighter
even as | stared. Like the first red streak of sunrise. Little by little
it spread across the sky.

"It's inwinter you see the northernlights, isn't it? | said. 'Not in
sumrer ?'

"That's not the northern lights,' he said. "That's Manderl ey."'

| glanced at himand saw his face. | saw his eyes.
"Maxim' | said. 'Maxim what is it?
He drove faster, much faster. W topped the hill before us and saw Lanyon

lying in a hollow at our feet. There to the left of us was the silver
streak of the river, widening to the estuary at Kerrith six nmles away.
The road to Manderl ey | ay ahead. There was no nmoon. The sky above our
heads was inky black. But the sky on the horizon was not dark at all
I't was shot withcrinmson, |ikeasplashof bl ood. Andt he ashes bl ewt owar ds
us with the salt wind fromthe sea.



