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LAST night 1 dreamt I went (o Manderiey

It seemed to me T stood by the
irnn gate leading to the drive, and for a
while | ¢could nob enler as the way wasg
There was a padlock and a
chain upon. the gate, 1 called in my dream
ta the lodge-keeper, and had no answer,

axain,
harved 1o Mme,

and prering closer througn the
rusted spokes of the gate | saw
thal the Tdere wias wninhabited,

No sinoke eame Trom the chim-
ney, wnd the little lattice windowsa
gaped forlorn. Then, like all
drcannrs, 1 owias possessed of 4
Audilen with supernatural powers
and passed Like a spivit through
tho harier before me. The drive
waound away in Tront of me,
Iwisting and turning as it had
always done, but as 1 sdvancod 1
was twmre thal a change had
vote upon it it was narrow and
unliept, rnt the drive thal we had
known.

At firat T wis puzzled and did
not undersiand, and il wax only
when | hent my head 1o avoid the
Jow swinging branch of a tree
that 1 yealired what had hap-
pened, Nalure had come into ber
own again and, Little hy little, in
her stealthy, inxidious way had
encruvached upon the drive with
long, lenacious fingers. The
woods, always A meniace even in
the pa-t, had triumphed in the
end.

They crvowded, dark mnd un-
controlled, to the harders of the
drive. The beeches with white,
uaked linbs leant close te one
another, their brancheaz inters
mingled in a srange embrace,
making a vilt above my head
like the ar¢chwuy of a ¢hurch,

Wildernen_

Aund there were other trees as
well, trees that [ did not recop-
nise, squat cakg and tortured ehs
that straggled cheek by jowl wiih
tha beeches, and had thryel them-
selvez out of tha quiet carth,
along with monster shrubs and
Bl:::.;, none of which 1 remen.-

T .

The drive was a ribbon now, a
thread of ita former self, with
gravel surface gone, and choked
with grass and moss. The trees
had thrown out low brauchees,
making an impediment lo prog-
reay: the gnarled rools Inoked like
sheieton claws.

Scatiered beres and again
amongst this jungle growth 1
wouid recognise shrubs that had
been land-marks in our time,
things of culture and of grace.
hydrangeus whose blue heads had
been famous. No hand had
chevked Lheir progress, and they
bad gone natlive now, rearing to
nionster height without a bloom,
black and ugly uas the nameless
porasites thut grew beside them.

On and on, now cast now west,
wound the poor thread that once
had Lieen our drive, Sonetimes
I thoupht it last, but it appeared
apruin, bencath a fallen tree pur-
h. e, or struggling an the olher
side of 1 muddied diteh ereatad
Ly the Wmter rain-.

I had oot thonght the way =n
forig.  Surely the miley had nat-
tiplied, even ax the Arces had
dutte, and thiz path led but Lo o
labyrinth, some chinked  wildoe-
s, aed wol to the house at wlh
I camie upon it suddenly; the ap-
proach musked by the nanatreal
mrowlh of w vast shrob that
spread in all dieections, and |
stood, 1y hearl thumping in my
breast, the strunge prick of tears
behind my eyes.

There  was Manderley, our
Manderley, secretivea and silent
a3 it had olways been, the grey
stone shining in the moonlight of
oy dream, the mullipned win-
dows reflecting the preen lnwns
and the terrace. Time could nol
wreck the perfect aymmctri,v of
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about the paths, t‘u_‘.‘y

Then, like all dreamers, | was possessed of a audden with supernatural
powers and passred like a spirit through the barrier before me.

iawne, and tha iswne gtretched to
the sea, and turning I could see
the sheet of silver, placid under
the mnon, like & Iaks undisturbed
by wind or storm.

No waves would conie to ruflle
this dreuam waler, and no buik of
cloud, wind-driven from the west,
obscure the clarity of thia pale
sky. I turned again to the house,
and though it stoed inviolate, un-
touched, as though we ourselves
had left but yesterday, 1 sew that
the garden had obeyetl' the jungle
luw, even 43 the woods had done,
The rhododendrona sinoed fifiy
feet high, twisted and entwined
with byacken, and they had en-
tered into alien marriage with a
host of nameless sbrubs, poor,
hastard things that clung about
their roots as though consgious
of their spurieus origin.

A lilae had mated with 8 cop-
per beech, and to bind them yet
nore rlosely ta ona another the
m:levolent ivy, always an encmny
to grace, had thrown het ten-
drila about the pair and niwie
them priconery.  Ivy held prior
pliwe in Lhis lost garden, the lony
strantls errpt across the lawns,
mul soon would encroach wupnon
the hause itself. Thore wis an-
other plant, too, soma half-breed
lrom Lthe woods, whose seed hail
hean regttered fong Reo henenth
the trees and then forgotten, anl
now, marching in unison with the
ivy, thrust ita ugly form like a
giant rhubarb towards the sofi
grass whers the daffodils had
blown.

Netiles were everywhere, the
vanguard of ths army. They
choked the terrace the{ aprawled

leant, vul-
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They made indiffersnt senti-
nely, for in many places their
ranks had been broken by the
rhubarb plant, and they lay with
crumpled heads and listless stena,
making & pathway for the rab-
bits, 1 left the drive and went
on to the terrace, for the net-
tfes were no barrier to me, &
dreamer, 1 walked enchanted,
and nolhing held me back.

Desolate Shell

Moonlight can play odd tricks
npon the fancy, even upon a
dreamer's faney., As 1 stood
there, hushed and still, T eould
swenr that the house was not
&n empty shell but lived and
breathed as it had lived before.

Licht came from the windows,
the curtains blew softly in the
night air, and there, in the l-
brary, the door would stand half
open uz5 we had left it, with my
hundkerchief on the tahle beside
the howl of Autuinn roses,

The room wonld herar witnexs
in our presence, ‘The little heap
af Dihrary books murked ready
ta return, and the dizcarded copy
of The Times.

Ash traya, with the stuh of n
sigiaretle; cushions, wilth the im-
prini of oumr heads upon them
lalling in the chaira} the charre
cibers of our leg fire still
smouldering against tha morning.
And Jasper, desr Jasper, wit
hiz soulful evea and graat, sng-
ging jowl, wauld be stretched
upon the floor, his tall a-thump
when he heard his master's foot-
sleps.,

A cloud, hitherte unsean, eame
upon ‘he mnnn and hpvared an
instan' o “and befors a
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wera extinguished. I locked upon
a desolate shell, soulless at last,
unhauntad with no whisper of tha
past mbout ita staring walls.

® houre was a sepulchre, our
fenr and suffering lay buried in
the ruins. There wnuld be no res-
urrection, When I thought of
Manderley in my waking hoeurs
I would not be bitter.

I should think of it as it might
have been, could I have lived
there without fear. 1 should re.
member the roge-garden in sum-
mer, &nd tha hirds that sang nt
dawn. Tea under the chestnut
trea, znd the murtur of the sea
comiag up to us from the iawng
below.

I would think of the blown
lilue, and the Happy Valiey,
Thesa things were permanent,
they could not be dissolved. They
wera memories that cannol huri.
All thix I resolved in my dream,
while the cloudsz lay across the
fuce of the moon, for like niast
sleepers I knew that 1 drenmed.

In reality T lay many hundred
milea away in an alien land, and
would wake, hefare many sec.
onds had passed in the bare little
hotel bedraown, comforting in its
very luck of almosphére.

I would sigh a moment, stretch
mysaelf and turn, and opening my
eyen, ba bawildered at that glit-
tering sun, that hard, clean sky,
w0 different from the soft moon-
light of my dream. The day woul:l
lis before us both, long ne doubt,
and uneventful, but fraught wilh
a certain astillnezs, a dear tran.
quillity we had not known befove.

We wounld not talk of Mander.
ley, I would not tell my dream.
For Msanderley was ours no
lenger, _Hl;ldﬁ oy was no mors.,
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that much is certain. The
is gtill too closa te u», LY
thinga we have tried to ]
and put behind Us wouid stir
again, and that sense of fear, of
furtive unrest, struggling =t
length to blind unresasonin
panic — now mercifully stille:,
thank God—might in some man-
ner unforeseen become a living
contpanien, ad it had been bafore.
He is wonderfully patient and
never complaing, hot even when
ha remnembers. . .which happens,
I think, rather more often than
ha would have me know,

1 can tell by the way he will
look lost and puzzled suddenly,
all, expression dying away from
hiy dear face aszs though »we
clean by an unseen hand, and in
ita place a magk will form.

He will fall to smoking cigar-
ette after cigarette, not bother-
ing to extinguish them, and the
glowing stubs will He around on
the ground like petals. He wilt
talk quickly and eagerly about
nothing at all, snatching at an{
subject na a panacea to pain.
believe there is a theary that men
and woimen emerge finer and
stronger after suffering, and th
to advance Iin this or any worl
we must endure ordeal by fire.

This we have done in full
mensure, ironic though it seems,
Wa have both known fear, and
loneliness, and very great dis-
trass. T suppose sooner or later in
the life o?ever}wle COmes 2 mo-
ment of trial. We all of us have
our parlicular devil who rides ua’
nyd terments ux, and we must
give battle in the end. We hava
conquercd ours, or :0 we believe.

The dovil does 110t nde uy any
more. We have rome through nur
erisiz, not ungeathed of course.
His premonition of disaster was
vorrect from the beginning; and
lika a ranting aciress in an indif-
forent play, 1 niighl say that we
hiive puid for freedom,
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