
MY BROTHER 
EVELYN

by ALEC WAUGH

“Now w e ll have a wickelkeep,” exclaimed Alec Waugh when his brother was horn in 1903. Bui for reasons here 

recalled Ivy the late Evelyn Waugh's older brother, that never came to be. Glimpses of the Waugh fam ily, Evelyn s 

early years, his Oxford days, and the brief span of his first marriage to She-Evelyn are conveyed only as a member 

of the fa m ily  could convey them. Alec Waugh, five years older than Evelyn, has written more than forty books, 

among them is l a n d  i n  t h e  s u n  (1996) and  a f a m il y  o f  is l a n d s  (1969). H is latest, from  which this memoir 
is drawn, will he published in September l>y Farrar, Straus Giroux.

X w r o t e  in m y  p a r t ia l  a u to b io g ra p h y ,  The Early 
Tears of Alec Waugh, in ex p lana tion  of the  fact th a t  
it co n ta in e d  so little  ab o u t  m y  b ro ther ,  “ I lack the 
key to  Evelyn. I can n o t  e n te r  im ag ina tive ly  in to  
th e  m in d  of a person  for w h o m  religion is the  d o m 
in a n t  force in his life, for w h o m  religion is a c r u 
sade. . . .  Y ou  ca n n o t  ap p ra ise  a stained-glass 
w in d o w  if you  look a t  it from  the  ou ts ide  a n d  no t 
possessing th a t  key to  E ve lyn’s n a tu re ,  I m igh t  give 
in a full leng th  essay . . .  a m is lead ing  p ic tu re  of 
h im . I m ig h t  lay th e  w rong  em phasis  on ce r ta in  
episodes a n d  m is lead  r a th e r  th a n  gu ide  his read e rs .”

But w hen  I w ro te  tha t,  I cou ld  no t  h av e  foreseen 
th a t  Evelyn w ou ld  never  finish his ow n a u to b io g ra 
phy ; a n d  th o u g h  for those sam e  reasons I do  not 
feel myself co m p e te n t  to d r a w  a fu ll- length  p o r tra i t  
of h im , I do  feel t h a t  I owe it to  his m e m o ry  to 
sketch , for th e  benefit  of his readers ,  a p ic tu re  of 
his early  days, u p  till his conversion.

T h e  only  p e r io d  w hen  w e w ere  really  close was 
the  d e c a d e  b e tw een  his go ing  up  to  O xford  a n d  
m y  second  m a r r i a g e — J a n u a r y ,  1922, to  O ctober ,  
1932. I saw  little of h im  d u r in g  his ch ildhood .  H e 
was by five a n d  a q u a r te r  years m y  ju n io r .  T w o  
th ird s  of the  y ea r  I was aw ay  a t  a b o a rd in g  school. 
H e  took no  in te res t  in athletics. W h e n  m y fa the r  
a n n o u n c e d  his b ir th ,  I said, “ G ood, n o w  w e’ll have  
a  w icke tkeep .” B u t my a t te m p ts  to teach  h im

cricket incu lca ted  in h im  a p e rm a n e n t  rep u g n an ce  
for the  gam e.

H e  was, inevitably , som eth ing  of a nu isance  to 
me. P re su m ab ly  I was to h im . In  ou r  first hom e, 
in W est H a m p s te a d ,  m y nu rsery  cricket, a  gam e  I 
p layed  by  myself, was restric ted  by  th e  d a n g e r  of 
h i t t in g  a ball into his cot. W h e n  we m oved to 
U nderh i l l ,  a la rger  house, I a t  first left the  nursery  
to  h im , a n d  spen t the w in te r  d a y t im e  read in g  in 
m y  fa th e r ’s book room . But after a while I becam e 
in terested  in billiards, a n d  a small tab le  was in 
stalled in the  nursery . Evelyn m ust h ave  rega rded  
this as an invasion of his te rr i to r ia l  rights.

It is p ro b ab le  th a t  he realized th a t  I considered 
h im  a nu isance  a n d  th a t  he resen ted  it. H e  m ad e  
friends soon after we m oved  to  U n d e rh i l l  with a 
fam ily  th a t  lived a q u a r te r  of a mile aw ay  in a 
house  called  W yldesm ead . H e  has described how 
he  a n d  this fam ily  o rganized  the  “ Pistol t ro o p ,” to 
resist the  G e rm a n  invasion w hich  a t  t h a t  early  day  
was to  th e m  obviously im m inen t .  A clay h eap  in a 
b u i ld e r ’s plot was fortified, a n d  provisions for a 
siege were bu ried .  T h e  paren ts  of the  family, who 
h a d  no t yet m e t m y parents , w ere  for a t im e  u n d e r  
th e  impression th a t  Evelyn was an  only child. 
“ O h , n o ,” said one of the  ch ild ren , “ he has a 
b ro th e r  w h o m  he ha tes .”

I t  is possible th a t  I was n o t  very  k in d  to Evelyn.'
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I c an  still v isualize  the  occasion w h en  m y m o th e r  
lec tu red  m e  o n  this po in t.  W c  w ere  sp en d in g  an  
A ugust  w ith  m y  fa th e r ’s fam ily, w here  I had  to  see 
r a th e r  m ore  th a n  usua l of m y  b ro th e r .  M y  m o th e r  
said , “ I d o n ’t  like h e a r in g  y o u r  a u n ts  c o m p la in  
th a t  you  a r e n ’t k in d  to  E v e ly n .”

I fancy th a t  I, a n  in du lged  child , very  m uch  m y  
fa th e r ’s favorite , g rew  u p  w ith  a superio r i ty  c o m 
plex. I w as con fiden t  th a t  I was go ing  to m a k e  a 
conside rab le  m a rk  in the  w orld .  E velyn  m ay  well 
h ave  felt re lega ted  to  a second  place. He once  
said to his m o th e r ,  “ D a d d y  loves Alec m ore  th a n  
me. But you love m e  m ore  t h a n  you love A lec.”

T his  w as indeed  true, b u t  m y m o th e r  felt th a t  she 
shou ld  n o t  show favoritism . “ N o ,” she said, “ I 
love you b o th  the s a m e .”

“ T h e n  I a m  lack ing  in love,” he said.
Evelyn has  described  his c h i ld h o o d  as be ing  

blissfully h a p p y .  H e  a d o re d  his m o th e r  a n d  his 
nurse . H e  resen ted  his f a th e r ’s in tru s ion  on the ir  
life toge the r .  His d a y  en d e d  w ith  th e  click of his 
fa th e r ’s la tchkey  in  th e  lock, a n d  th e  shou t from  
the  hall, “ W h e re  is K ., w here  is m y wife.”  M y  life, 
on the  o th e r  h a n d ,  s ta r ted  w ith  my f a th e r ’s re tu rn  
from  w ork . I do n o t  really  know  h o w  I spen t  m y 
C hris tm as  a n d  Easter  holidays. I d id  no t  h a v e  a 
single fr iend  in the n e ig h b o rh o o d  until ,  d u r in g  m y  
second  y e a r  a t  S h e rb o u rn e ,  a n o th e r  boy from  
H a m p s te a d  c a m e  to the schoolhouse. I was never  
lonely, b u t  I ce r ta in ly  led a solitary life.

As a  ch ild ,  Evelyn h a d  a su n n y  n a tu re .  H e  was 
always hap p i ly ,  busily occup ied . H e  indulged  
in “ d ifferen t a r ra n g e m e n ts ,”  w h ich  m e a n t  m ov ing  
a ro u n d  all the  nu rse ry  fu rn i tu re  to see if it looked 
b e t te r  w ith  the  w icker c h a i r  beside the  door a n d  
the  Pe te r  P an  p ic tu re  over th e  fireplace. H e was 
th e  cen te r  of his own g ro u p  of ch ild ren ,  the  spokes
m a n ,  th e  organ izer .

Evelyn has descr ibed  his p r e p a ra to ry  school —  
H e a th m o u n t ,  a d a y  school in H a m p s te a d  — w here  
Cecil B eaton  was a  ju n io r  c o n te m p o ra ry  of his. H e  
was sent th e re  instead  of to  F e rn d e n  because  his 
m o th e r  th o u g h t  he h a d  too gen tle  a n a tu re  for 
F e r n d e n ’s S p a r ta n  discipline. F e rn d e n  was ex
trem ely  tough ,  so to u g h  th a t  ev e ry th in g  th a t  has 
h a p p e n e d  to  m e since has in c o m p ar iso n  seem ed  
tam e . I t  m a y  seem  surprising, in view of the  r e p u 
ta t ion  for toughness w h ich  Evelyn a c q u ire d  in a f te r 
years, t h a t  a n y th in g  cou ld  h ave  seem ed  too to u g h  
for h im  a t  th e  age  of n ine, b u t  it  m ust  never  be for
go tten  th a t  he h a d  a  very te n d e r  hear t .  T h e  to u g h 
ness was superim posed ,  in self-defense. B enea th  it 
he  was h igh ly  vu lnerab le .

E ve lyn ’s A Little Learning con ta ins  an  am u s in g  
descr ip tion  of H e a th m o u n t ,  b u t  it does no t m en tio n  
a schoolm aster ,  A u b rey  Ensor, w ho  c a n  be seen 
in re tro sp ec t  as a fo rm ative  influence in E ve lyn’s 
d eve lopm en t.  Ensor, w ho b e c a m e  a good fr iend

of m in e  a n d  very  m u c h  a  fam ily  f r ien d  o f m y  
p a ren ts ,  w as t h a t  n o t  u n c o m m o n  type , a  y o u n g  
p r e p a r a to r y  school m a s te r  w ith  l i te ra ry  a m b i t io n s ,  
w ho  r e g a rd e d  his h o u rs  in th e  c la ssroom  as a  p r e l 
u de  to  a su b s ta n t ia l  c a re e r  as a  d r a m a t i s t .  H e  
d id  no t  rea lize  his a m b it io n s ,  b u t  h e  h a d  a  rea l  
gift for w r i t in g  s tage  d ia lo g u e ;  w ith  a  little  lu c k  h e  
m ig h t  h a v e  b r o u g h t  it  off, a n d  even  so, h e  has  h a d  
a n o t  unsuccessful life, sp e n t  in co n g en ia l  o c c u p a 
tions. H e  was a t  o ne  t im e  c o n n e c te d  w i th  th e  
E v e ry m a n  T h e a t r e ,  a n d  a t  a n o th e r  su p e rv ised  th e  
In v e a g h  b eques t  in K e n w o o d .  F o r  n e a r ly  ev e ry  
artis t  th e re  is so m eo n e  o u ts ide  th e  fam ily , a  s c h o o l
m aste r ,  a parson , w h o  a t  a ve ry  e a r ly  ag e  le n g th e n s  
his h o r izon ,  o p e n in g  w in d o w s  on n e w  lan d scap es .  
A u b rey  E nsor  d id  t h a t  for Evelyn . H e  in t r o d u c e d  
h im  to Saki. In  th e  le t te r  t h a t  he  w ro te  to  m e  a f te r  
E ve lyn ’s d e a th ,  he  to ld  m e  h o w  su rp r is e d  a n d  
am u sed  he h a d  b een  w h e n  Evelyn, as an  e leven-  
year-o ld  schoolboy, h a d  re m a rk e d ,  “ T e r r ib le  m a n ,  
m y  fa ther.  He likes K ip l in g .”

H a d  Evelyn c a re d  for cr icke t,  he  a n d  I w o u ld  h a v e  
h a d  m a n y  c o m p a n io n a b le  t im es to g e th e r  a t  L o rd 's  
a n d  a t  th e  O val .  B u t as it  was, th e re  w as n o th in g  
except th e  c in e m a  th a t  w e c o u ld  s h a re  u n t i l  h e  was 
old en o u g h  to go to  a d u l t  parties .  T h a t  d id  n o t  
h a p p e n  till he  w e n t  u p  to  O xfo rd ,  in J a n u a r y ,  1922, 
w hen  he  was e ig h teen  a n d  a q u a r te r .  In  th a t  m o n th  
m y first m a r r ia g e  b ro k e  u p ;  I d id  n o t  tak e  a  flat 
of m y ow n un ti l  J a n u a r y ,  1 924. F o r  m ost o f  E v e ly n ’s 
t im e  a t  O xford , w e w ere ,  d u r in g  his vacs, l iv ing 
u n d e r  the  s a m e  roof. I d id  n o t  s ta r t  t r a v e l in g  
un til  J u n e ,  1926, so t h a t  for four a n d  a  h a l f  y ears  
we w ere  co n s tan t ly  in e a c h  o th e r ’s c o m p a n y .

D u r in g  E ve lyn ’s first tw o  years  a t  O xfo rd ,  w e  h a d  
a n u m b e r  of good  t im es tog e th e r .  I in t r o d u c e d  
h im  to m y friends, I took h im  to p ar t ies  a n d  inv i ted  
h im  to m y  own. I felt ve ry  p ro u d  of h im . H e  was 
excellen t c o m p a n y :  w itty ,  lively, hopefu l .  H e
was good-look ing  in a  faun ish  w ay. E v e ry b o d y  
liked h im . It  is p lea san t  to  b e  th e  in i t ia to r ,  to  sh o w  
to the  inex p e r ien ced  places w ith  w h ic h  o ne  is 
fam ilia r ,  a n d  it  was p le a sa n t  to  h a v e  so m e o n e  w i th  
w h o m  I could  ta lk over  th e  pa r t ie s  a f te rw ard s .  M y  
f a th e r ’s sisters a lw ays  g ave  h im  a S til ton  cheese  
for C hris tm as , a n d  I c a n  r e m e m b e r  m a n y  occasions 
w h en  E velyn  a n d  I, r e tu r n in g  la te , w o u ld  r a id  th e  
la rd e r  a n d  pick a w a y  a t  th e  d w in d l in g  cheese, 
discussing var ious  aspects  o f  th e  p a r ty .

A few weeks before his d e a th ,  E velyn  to ld  a n  in 
te rv iew er  th a t  af te r  a n  idle year ,  he  w as ag a in  
a t  w ork u p o n  his a u to b io g ra p h y ,  th e  second  v o lu m e  
of w h ich  was to  be  ca l led  A Little Hope. H e  left only 
seven or e igh t  pages. I was v e ry  to u c h e d  t h a t  one  
of th e m  should  h av e  pa id  a t r ib u te  to  those  times.
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H e  w ro te  of m e  as “ a host w ho  in tro d u c e d  m e  to 
th e  best r e s ta u ra n ts  of L ondon , on w h o m  I sponged , 
b r in g in g  m y friends to  his flat a n d  w hen  short  of 
m o n ey ,  s leeping on his floor, un ti l  th e  tubes op en ed  
w h en  1 w ould  a t  d a w n  sway h o m e  to H a m p s te a d ,  
in c ru m p le d  even ing  dress a m o n g  the  navvies 
se t t ing  o u t  for th e ir  d a y ’s w o rk .”  In r e tu rn  he  im 
m ensely  e n la rg e d  m y life by  in t ro d u c in g  m e to m en  
like H a ro ld  A c ton ,  H u g h  M olson, C h r is to p h e r  
Hollis, R o b e r t  Byron, P e te r  Q u en n e l l ,  B rian  
H o w a rd ,  a n d  T e re n c e  G reenidge.

Evelyn w ro te  a t  length  a b o u t  his th ree  years  a t  
O xford , b o th  in lirideshead Revisited a n d  in A  Little  
Learning. Like C harles  R yder ,  he was studiously  
in dus tr ious  for his first tw o te rm s;  he th e n  h a d  
a y ea r  of a b o u n d in g  happiness, b u t  su d den ly  the  
m ag ic  faded. R y d e r  decided  th a t  he  h a d  go t the  
best o u t  of O x fo rd  an d  th a t  he w o u ld  be b e t te r  
em p lo y ed  s tu d y in g  a r t  in Paris .  Evelyn also th o u g h t  
he  h a d  got the  best out of O xford  a n d  asked his 
fa th e r  if he  co u ld  co m e  dow n . But un like  R y d e r ,  
Evelyn h a d  n o th in g  to  com e d o w n  to. O u r  fa ther,  
as most fa thers  w ou ld , told h im  th a t  it  w ou ld  be  
foolish for h im  to leave before he h a d  taken  a degree. 
I t  was only  a m a t te r  of a n o th e r  year, then  they  
cou ld  review  th e  s ituation . Evelyn s tayed  on a n d  
took a th ird .  Because he h a d  gone u p  a te rm  late, 
h e  w ould  have  h a d  to  stay on a n o th e r  t e r m  before 
he  co u ld  take  his degree; as he h a d  h a d  his sch o la r
sh ip  tak en  aw ay ,  because  of his th ird ,  th e re  seem ed 
n o  p o in t  in d e lay in g  his s ta r t  on life for six m o n th s  
in o rd e r  to  be  ab le  to put B.A. after  his nam e .

F ro m  th e  s u m m e r  of 1924 to  th e  s u m m e r  of 
1928, w h en  Decline and Fall was in the  press, Evelyn 
was, th o u g h  casua lly  em ployed  for th e  m ost p a r t  of 
th e  tim e, defin ite ly  n o t  engaged  on a ca ree r .  H e  
en ti t led  th e  c h a p te r  describ ing this pe r iod  as one 
“ In  w h ich  o u r  h e ro  finds h im self  in very low w a te r .” 
T h e  book  ends in Ju ly ,  1925, a n d  th e  low -w ater  
per iod  h a d  a n o th e r  th ree  years to  ru n .  F o u r  years 
m a y  no t  seem a long time in the  re tro sp ec t  of sixty 
years  a n d  as a p re lu d e  to  an  u n b ro k e n  series of 
successes, b u t  a t  th e  tim e those four years w ere  in
te rm in a b le  in the ir  passing, a c o n s ta n t  source of 
anx ie ty ;  after  all, th e re  was no  m eans  o f  k n o w in g  
th a t  they  w ere  a  pre lude .

A t O xfo rd  Evelyn h a d  been one of the  m ost p r o m 
in en t  of a b r i l l ian t  g roup . T h e  h ighes t  a c h ie v e m en t  
h a d  b een  p red ic ted  for him , ye t  he  a lone  of all th a t  
g ro u p  seem ed n o w  to be h e a d e d  now here .  H e  m ust 
h av e  b een  conscious of his own la ten t  powers. H e  
m u s t  h ave  k n o w n  th a t  p o ten tia l ly  he  was m ore  
g ifted  th a n  those w h o  had  passed h im  in th e  race. 
Y et a t  the  s am e  t im e  he m u st  h ave  h a d  to r tu r in g  
m o m en ts  of self-doubt. H e  ex p la ined  pub lic ly  his 
fa ilu re  in schools w ith  the excuse th a t  he  h a d  no t 
rea lly  tr ied , b u t  ac tua lly  he h a d  w orked  m u c h  
h a r d e r  th a n  he h a d  let his friends suspect. It  was
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no t  su rp ris ing  th a t  he shou ld  have in self-defense 
d ispa raged  th e  successes of his con tem porar ies .  
W h a t  d id  w h a t  they  were  do in g  a m o u n t  to? W ere  
they  not trivial timeservers, accep t in g  the s ta n 
d a rd s  of the  m arke tp lace?  H e  looked for the ir  weak 
points  a n d  then  a t ta c k e d  them . His qu ick  tongue 
was like a snake’s.

I t  was u n lucky  th a t  he shou ld  have  fallen in love 
w ith  the last person e q u ip p e d  to restore  his self- 
confidence  a n d  self-esteem. Evelyn has w ritten  in 
A Little Learning a b o u t  O liv ia  P lu n k e t t  Greene. 
I m e t h e r  only a  few times. She was pre tty , g r a 
cious, a n d  well m a n n e re d .  She was no t negative, 
since on several points  she held  s trong  opinions; bu t 
she was p ro found ly  indifferent to the  forces th a t  
ac t iv a te  most crea tive  lives. She was w ithou t  p e r 
sonal am b it io n ,  a n d  could  no t  u n d e rs ta n d  the hold 
a m b it io n  takes on others. She was suprem ely  un- 
B alzacian . T h e  n eed  “ to be fam ous a n d  to be 
loved” was in com prehens ib le  to her. O n e  values 
the  w o m en  w ho m ak e  one feel b e t te r  a b o u t  oneself. 
O liv ia  invar iab ly  d im in ished  E velyn’s self-esteem, 
no t  willingly, not consciously —  she was basically 
g o o d -n a tu re d  —  b u t  th ro u g h  her  indifference to 
his p roblem s. H e  w ould  com e u p  to L ondon  from 
his exile as a schoo lm aste r  especially to lunch  
w ith  her, an d  w ould  re tu rn  in heavy gloom. He
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was loyal to  h e r  a n d  ch iv a lro u s. “ D ow n th e re  
a t  m y school I see h e r  as th e  sym bol of ev ery th in g  
from  w hich  I a m  c u t off,” he sa id  to  m e. “ I expect 
too  m u c h ; it isn ’t  fa ir to  h e r .”

H e r  a p a th y  to w a rd  am b itio n  in c reased  his c o n 
te m p t for his friends’ c o m p lacen ce  over th e ir  sm all 
successes, d  hey  m ig h t th in k  them selves terrific  
figures, b u t  th e ir  p o s tu rin g  c u t n o  ice w ith  O liv ia  
G reene. P e rh ap s  in th is respec t, h e r ind ifference  
w as a b o n d  betw een  th em . I n ev er saw  her a fte r 
1927. I h av e  no  id ea  how  she re a c te d  to  E velyn’s 
su b seq u en t success. I questio n  if she was m uch im 
pressed b y  it. S he w as consisten t.

I t  m ay  su rp rise  m a n y  th a t  it w as n o t a p p a re n t to  
E velyn  a n d  to  his friends th a t  a c a re e r  as a novelist 
a w a ited  h im . B ut he  d id  n o t seem  a t  this tim e to  
h av e  any  in c lin a tio n  to  w rite , an d  w h a t little  he 
d id  w rite  d id  n o t seem  ex cep tio n a l. H e had  no t 
rev ea led  his c a p a c ity  for sa tiric  com edy . O n th e  
o th e r h a n d  his d raw in g s  h a d  a very  defin ite  in d i
v id u a lity . A t O x fo rd  he designed  book jacke ts , 
le tte r  h ead in g s, a n d  book p la tes . T h e  illu stra tions 
to  th e  first ed itio n  of Decline and Fall surely  show  
a very  special ta le n t. I t  seem ed  to  a ll o f us th a t  it 
w as in th is d irec tio n  th a t  his t ru e  b e n t lay . I t  w as 
also w h a t he m ost liked  do ing .

E velyn  w as, in  f a c t —  a t an y  ra te , u n til  1945 —  
alm o st th e  on ly  w rite r  I k n o w  w ho d id  not like 
w ritin g . In  those  e a rly  days he  resisted  his fate. 
H e was, p e rh ap s , subconsciously  aw are  of the  d e 
m an d s  th a t  it w o u ld  m ake on h im . H e  w as re lu c 
ta n t  to  yield  him self. “ M y  a m b itio n ,”  he w rote , 
“ w as to d eco ra te , design  a n d  illu s tra te . I w orked  
w ith  th e  b ru sh  an d  w as en tire ly  h a p p y  in  m y e m 
p lo y m en t of it, as I was n o t w h en  re a d in g  or w r it
ing. L a te r  in th is  ch ro n ic le , I shall n o te  v a rio u s 
a tte m p ts  to  escape  from  m y lite ra ry  destiny  in to  
p le a sa n te r  b u t  less a p p ro p r ia te  w ork  w ith  m y 
h a n d s .”

Y et h e  was d o in g  som e w ritin g . E arly  in  1926 he 
w ro te  a long  a v a n t-g a rd e  sh o rt sto ry , “ T h e  B alan ce” 
—  w hich  I in c lu d ed  in  Georgian Stories 1926, of 
w hich  I w as th e  e d ito r. S ev era l w riters , G . B. S te rn  
in p a r tic u la r , reco g n ized  its o rig in a lity , a n d  M ich ae l 
S ad le ir asked h im  to  c o n tr ib u te  to  his story a n 
th o logy  1 he N ew  Decameron. I h av e  n o t re a d  “ T h e  
B alance” for fo rty  years. E velyn d id  n o t th in k  it 
w o rth  in c lu d in g  in  M r. Lovedaf s Outing. B ut I 
h ope  th a t  it w ill a p p e a r  in th e  ev en tu a l c an o n  
of his w ritings. I t  gives m e p lea su re  to  be ab le  to  
boast th a t  I w as his first e d ito r.

I n J u n e , 1 926, I s ta r te d  on a to u r  a ro u n d  the w orld . 
I w as aw ay  n in e  m o n th s, a n d  w h en  I re tu rn e d  to  
E n g la n d  in  m id -M a rc h  it w as to  find  Evelyn in 
h ig h  spirits. T o m  B alston , one of the  p a rtn e rs  in

D u c k w o rth ’s p u b lish in g  house , h a d  d e c id e d  to  in 
vest a  c e r ta in  a m o u n t o f c a p ita l  in  “ Y o u n g  O x fo rd .” 
H e  p u b lish ed  H a ro ld  A c to n ’s p o e try , a n d  he  g av e  
E velyn  a n  ad v a n c e  of £ 5 0  on  a n  u n w rit te n  b o o k  
a b o u t R ossetti. M y  fa th e r , w h o  as a  p u b lish e r  n e v e r  
m a d e  an  a d v a n c e  w ith o u t a  m a n u s c r ip t,  sho o k  his 
h e a d  g loom ily . “ B alston  w ill n e v e r  see th a t  b o o k .
I suppose  I ’ll h av e  to  m a k e  it  g o o d .” B u t ra re ly  
has £ 5 0  been  invested  m o re  p ro fitab ly . D u c k w o rth  
go t n o t on ly  th e  book  o n  R o sse tti, b u t  a ll o f E v e ly n ’s 
su b se q u e n t tra v e l books. T h e y  w o u ld  h a v e  g o t his 
novels too , h a d  n o t D u c k w o rth  in  B a ls to n ’s a b sen ce  
b een  sca red  of th e  a u d a c itie s  of Decline and Fall. 
E velyn  w as very  loyal. As F a th e r  C a ra m a n  p o in te d  
o u t in  his R e q u ie m  ad d re ss , he  h a d  th e  sam e  p u b 
lishers a n d  th e  sam e a g e n t  a ll his life.

In  a d d itio n  to  th is  com m ission  to  w rite  a  b o o k , 
E velyn  h a d  b een  ta k e n  o n  th e  s ta ff  o f th e  D aily  
Express as a p ro b a tio n a ry  re p o r te r , a n d  h e  w as in  
funds. “ I a m  so g la d  th a t  you  c a m e  b a c k  n o w ,”  h e  
sa id , “ w h en  I d o n ’t n e e d  y o u : I c a n  w e lco m e y o u  
w ith o u t an y  th o u g h t o f se lf-a d v a n ta g e .”  L o n d o n  in  
th a t  e a rly  su m m e r o f 1927 w as v e ry  g ay . A  y e a r  
ea rlie r  th e  g en e ra l s trik e  h a d  b een  d e fe a te d . T h e  
p o litica l c lim a te  w as e n c o u ra g in g , a n d  th o u g h  
th e re  w as no  e q u iv a le n t in  L o n d o n  to  th e  stock  
m a rk e t b o o m  in N ew  Y ork , a  lo t of m o n ey  w as 
b e in g  m a d e  a n d  sp en t. F lo ren ce  M ills a n d  h e r  
“ b la c k b ird s” w ere  b e in g  c o u r te d  by  M a y fa ir  a n d  
B elg rav ia  hostesses. “ T h e  B rig h t Y o u n g  T h in g s ” 
w ere  new s, a n d  E velyn  jo in e d  th e  ro u t. H e  seem ed  
to  be  seeing  less of O liv ia  a n d  m o re  of E v e ly n  
G a rd n e r , a d a u g h te r  of th e  la te  L o rd  B u rg h c le re .

F o r h im  th e  ro u t d id  n o t last very  long . T o w a rd  
th e  en d  of M ay  he  in v ited  m e  to  d in n e r  a t  th e  
G argoy le  C lub . H e  sa id  w h en  I jo in e d  h im  th e re , 
“ W e h a d  b e tte r  m a k e  th is  a  good  d in n e r . I t  is 
p ro b a b ly  th e  last one  I sha ll be  a b le  to  g ive you  
for q u ite  a w hile. I w as fired  fro m  th e  Express th is  
m o rn in g .”

I t  w as a t th a t  tim e  th e  p ra c tic e  of th e  la rg e  da ilie s  
to  h ire  u n iv e rs ity  g ra d u a te s  as p ro b a tio n e rs  a t  
less th a n  u n io n  ra tes. I f  th ey  re ta in e d  th e m  a f te r  
six m o n th s, th ey  h a d  to  p ay  th e m  th e  m in im u m  
u n io n  sa la ry . I t  w as a sa tisfac to ry  system  fo r e v e ry 
one. T h e  n ew sp ap ers  g o t go o d  w o rk  c h e a p , th e y  
m ig h t m ak e  a d iscovery ; th e  y o u n g  m e n  g o t v a lu 
ab le  experience . E v e ly n ’s p e rio d  w as u p . N o t o n e  
line th a t  he  w ro te  d u r in g  it w as p r in te d . F ifteen  
m o n th s la te r  th e  sam e  e d ito r  w h o  h a d  fired  h im  
w as offering  th e  a u th o r  of Decline and Fall tw e n ty -  
five g u ineas a th o u sa n d  w ords to  w rite  on  a n y th in g  
he  liked. B ut a t  th e  m o m e n t o u r  h e ro  w as o n ce  
a g a in  in  exceed ing ly  low  w a te r.

I w as d u e  to  c a tc h  in  m id -Ju n e , a t  M arse illes , 
a slow  F re n c h  s te a m e r fo r T a h it i .  I w as to  sp e n d  
a  few  days on th e  w ay  w ith  m y  p a re n ts , w h o  w ere  
ta k in g  a  h o lid ay  in  N im es. I suggested  to  E ve ly n
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th a t  he shou ld  co m e  along w i th  me. O n  m y last 
even ing  in L o n d o n ,  I gave  a good-bye  cocktail 
p a r ty .  It was com posed , as m y  la rg e r  parties ten d ed  
to  be a t  th a t  t im e, par t ly  of bo h em ian s ,  pa r t ly  ot 
a th le tes  an d  the ir  a t te n d a n t  ny m p h s .  Evelyn a n d  
I w ere  seen off a t  W ate r loo  S ta t ion  by  a g ro u p  ol 
football  hearties . O n e  of th e m  was to serve la te r  as 
a p a r t ia l  m odel for Rex M o t t r a m .  In  the  tra in  
af te rw ards ,  Evelyn said of h im , “ I feel a w k w a rd  
w ith  m e n  like th a t ,  but I w o n d e r  w h e th e r  he 
w o u ld n ' t  be  r ig h t  for O liv ia . V u lg a r  b u t  no t 
c o m m o n .”

It was a very  h a p p y  few days th a t  w e sp en t  to 
ge ther .  W e trave led  south  by d ay l ig h t ;  be tw een  
D ijon a n d  B eaune  we rose a n d  bow ed reveren tly  
to the  sacred  vineyards, C h a m b e r l in .  Clos de 
V ougeo t,  G orton . W e  ch an g ed  tra ins a t  T a rascon , 
a n d  w ith  an h o u r  to wait, d r a n k  T ave l ,  I for the 
first time, w ith  o u r  sandwiches. In  N im es we 
w a tch ed  in the  a r e n a  the  film of C o n a n  D oyle’s 
The Lost World. Evelyn found  it “ a p p ro p r ia te ly  
in a p p ro p r ia te .” L a te r  he w en t  on w ith  our paren ts  
to Les Baux, w ith  which Evelyn was delighted . 
B oth  paren ts  ag reed  that the ir  live days there  were 
a m o n g  the very happiest  they  h a d  spen t  with him.

I t  was to a very  different a tm o sp h e re  th a t  I re 
tu rn e d  early  in N ovem ber .  I was myself involved 
in a love affair w ith  an A m erican  m a rr ie d  w o m an , 
w hich  I have  described  in m y  Early Tears. I knew  
inside myself t h a t  it cou ld  h av e  no  fu tu re ,  b u t  I 
h a d  to act as th o u g h  it had . I h a d  to  m ak e  quickly 
en o u g h  m oney  to be  able to  finance  th e  start  of a 
jo in t  life if she e lected  to e lope w ith  me. I d id  not 
w a n t  to spend  m o n e y  on a  flat in L o n d o n ,  so I 
dec ided  to go d ow n  in to  the co u n try ,  to a small inn, 
d u r in g  the  week a n d  work up o n  a  novel, spend ing  
the  w eekends a t  U nderh ill .  I was no  d o u b t  in an  
edgy  m ood.

M y  fa the r  h a d  lost d u r in g  the a u tu m n  a dearly  
loved  sister; he was becom ing  increasing ly  w orr ied  
a b o u t  the  fu tu re  of C h a p m a n  & H all .  Evelyn, 
also, was living at U nd erh i l l  w ith  his fortunes at 
the ir  lowest. D u r in g  the a u tu m n ,  he h a d  been 
knock ing  on in n u m e ra b le  doors. H e h a d  letters 
of in t ro d u c t io n  to a few L o n d o n  editors. T h e y  all 
said the  sam e th ing :  “ T h e  m a r k e t ’s c ro w d ed ;  not 
a g l im m e r  of  an  opening , old boy; fix u p  som eth ing  
w ith  th e  p ro v in c ia l  press, th e n  w o rm  y o u r  w ay  in 
f ro m  th e re .” I h ave  n o t  know n a  single prospective 
journalis t  who has n o t  been  given th a t  advice. 
I h av e  no t k n o w n  one  w ho  has taken  it. E ither  
they  have  c ra sh ed  Fleet S tree t  on th e ir  own, as 
buccaneers ,  o r  th ey  have failed  a n d  sough t some 
o th e r  source of  livelihood.

Evelyn was rece iv in g  from  his fa th e r  a dole of 
four pou n d s  a  week, w hich  he  p re fe r red  to call an 
a n n u a l  a l low ance  of tw o h u n d r e d  pounds ,  a n d  he 
was a  p a r t - t im e  in s tru c to r  a t  a th i rd - r a te  day  school

in Goiders G reen. I lea rned  of this f rom  m y m other:  
he  was h im self too a sh am ed  to m en tio n  it. It is 
no t  surpris ing  th a t  he was fractious. I w ou ld  not 
c a re  to relive th e  N o v e m b e r  a n d  early  D ecem b er  of 
1927. E v en tua lly  it was ag reed  th a t  Evelyn should  
be ap p ren t iced  to a c a rp e n te r .  A p re m iu m  was 
pa id ,  a n d  he  was to e n te r  in to  residence  w ith  a 
m as te r  of th e  c ra f t  in J a n u a r y .  But before tha t  
cou ld  h a p p e n  he a n n o u n c e d  his e n g ag em en t  to 
Evelyn G a rd n e r .

X w a s  very curious to know  w ha t E ve lyn  w ould  say 
in  A Little Hope of his first m arr iage . I t  m ay  well 
h ave  been th a t  d o u b t  of how  to deal w ith  it c o n 
tr ib u te d  to the  w riting  block th a t  h e ld  h im  in 
opera t ive  d u r in g  his last year. H e  m ust by then  
inev itab ly  have  held harsh  feelings for Evelyn 
G ard n e r ,  b u t  he m ust have know n th a t  near ly  
everyone found her a delightfu l person; ce r ta in ly  I 
did. She was p re tty ,  neat,  a n d  gracious; she h a d  
w in n in g  ways; she h a d  “ r a c e ” bu t unobtrusively .  
She was friendly, welcom ing, a n d  cozy. She spent 
C hris tm as  at U nderh il l .  It was a m odest house, 
c o m p a re d  with the m an y  g ra n d  ones w ith  which 
she was fam iliar.  But she was a p p rec ia t iv e  of 
eve ry th ing  th a t  was done  for her. She  m a d e  h e r 
self very p leasan t  to m y  parents . R ecogniz ing  
th a t  Evelyn a n d  I were ‘‘a t ou ts ,” she p u t  herself 
a t  once  “ to set th a t  s t ra ig h t .”  A n d  she succeeded.

She a n d  Evelyn were a delightfu l te a m :  they 
were  so a t  ease, so affec tionate  together, the ir  h a v 
ing the sam e  C hris tian  n a m e  was an  am u s in g  bond. 
T h e y  were called  " H e -E v e ly n ” and  “ S h e-E ve lyn .” 
But of course from  every w orldly  po in t  of view, it 
was a r id iculous engagem ent.

Lord  Burghclere , a m an  of g rea t  d istinction, was 
from  one po in t  of view a self-made m an . His widow, 
w h o  h ad  ad o red  h im  a n d  was b itterly  d isappo in ted  
a t  n o t  hav in g  h a d  a  son w ho could  c a r ry  on the  
title, was one of the C a rn a v o n  H erberts ,  so th a t  
w hen  at a la ter  da te  Evelyn b ecam e  engaged  to 
L a u r a  H erbe r t ,  the  sam e g rea t-au n t ,  L ad y  V ic 
to r ia  H e rb e r t ,  w ho  h ad  protested  aga ins t  his m a r 
riage  to her  niece was able  to exclaim , “ W h a t ,  this 
y o u n g  m a n  aga in ;  I th o u g h t  we’d seen the  last of 
h im ."

She was far from  being the  only re la tive who 
objected . L ady  Burghclere  was not rich. She h ad  
tw o o th e r  dau g h te rs ;  no d o u b t  the family could 
have  rall ied  to  a deserving cause, a h u n d re d  from 
this uncle, th ree  h u n d re d  from th a t  au n t .  But my 
b ro th e r  d id  not seem  a deserving cause. M y  fa ther  
a n d  L ad y  Burghclere  m et:  the re  was, as politicians 
say, “ a f rank  exchange  of views.”  Evelyn rem ark ed  
on how  useful it was a t  such a t im e  to h ave  a fa ther 
with an u n b lem ished  re p u ta t io n .  But there  was
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no pub lic  a n n o u n c e m e n t  of the  b e tro th a l  in the  
Times. O n e  th ing  was cer ta in ,  if H e-E ve lyn  was 
to  m a r ry  She-Evelyn , the  un io n  cou ld  no t  be s u p 
p o r te d  by cab ine ts  a n d  chairs  f rom  Sussex. Evelyn 
cou ld  evade  his l i te rary  destiny  no longer.  As P. G. 
W o d eh o u se  w ould  h av e  said, “ H e  bit the  b u l le t ,”  
a n d  w en t to a small co u n try  inn to w rite  Decline and 
Fall.

A t  t h e  e n d  of J a n u a r y ,  1928, I w ent to C ali
fornia. I was no t back  until early  M a y .  Phis tim e 
I found  Evelyn in h igh  good  h u m o r .  Decline and Fall 
was finished, a n d  his book on Rossetti had e i the r  
ju s t  been  or was shortly  to  be  pub lished . A crit ica l 
s tudy  of Rossetti  c a n n o t  expect a la rge  sale, b u t  it 
was well rev iew ed: the  Times Literary Supplement, 
no tic ing  it a t  leng th , referred  to  its a u th o r  as Miss 
W a u g h ,  w h ich  gave  Evelyn the  o p p o r tu n i ty  of 
m ak in g  an  am u s in g  riposte, a n d  he  was deligh ted  
to  receive a le tter  of co n g ra tu la t io n  f rom  R ebecca  
West, in w h ich  she praised in p a r t ic u la r  his flashes 
of wit, recogn iz ing  in a d v a n c e  of a n y o n e  else the  
e v e n tu a l  d irec tion  of his w riting . T h e  tw o  Evelyns 
were  as delightfu l a te a m  as ever, a n d  th o u g h  the re  
was still no  definite  e n g ag em en t ,  the re  was a g e n 
eral u n d e rs ta n d in g  th a t  if Decline and Fall was a 
success, fam ily  opposition  w ould  be relaxed.

I read  Decline and Fall w hile  it was u n d e r  c o n 
sidera t ion  a t  D u c k w o r th ’s. I h a d  no  d o u b t  of its 
quality . I found  it hilariously  funny , an d  was 
as ton ished  a t  the  rid icu lous correc tions tha t D u c k 
w o r th ’s w a n te d  h im  to m ak e  in it. T hey  were  
shocked, for instance, a t  a “ d e b a g g e d ” u n d e r 
g ra d u a te  ru n n in g  a ro u n d  th e  q u a d  w ithou t  his 
trousers. T o m  Balston was, as I have  said, aw ay  on 
a ho liday , a n d  G era ld  D uck w o rth ,  w ho  was a c o n 
s ide rab le  fr iend  of L ad y  B urghc le re ’s, was nervous 
a b o u t  h e r  reac tion  to  the  book. E velyn  could no t 
accep t  the ir  em endations .  H e  knew  th a t  the  book 
was good, th o u g h  he w o n d e red  w h e th e r  he shou ld  
publish  it u n d e r  a d ifferent nam e , on the p r in 
ciple t h a t  a poet publishes his detec tive  stories 
u n d e r  a  p seudonym . C ou ld  a serious l i te ra ry  
critic sponsor C a p ta in  Grimes?

I do n o t  keep  a d ia ry  a n d  c a n n o t  recall  the exact 
sequence  of events. M y  p a ren ts  w en t  for a ho l id ay  
in early  J u n e ,  and  it  is m y  belief t h a t  my fa the r  
left his fellow direc tors  to  dec ide  w h e th e r  o r  no t  
C h a p m a n  & H all  should  pub lish  Decline and Fall. 
H e  a d m ire d  the book im m ensely , b u t  h e  was h y p e r 
sensitive on th e  use of th e  f i rm ’s m o n ey  to finance  
his family. Iron ica l ly  enough , the  decisive vo te  in 
E ve lyn ’s favor was cast by  a scientist who th re e  
years earlier  h a d  been  vo ted  on to  th e  board ,  af ter  
a s to rm y  sha reh o ld e rs ’ m eeting , to ensure  th a t  the  
f i rm ’s m o n ey  was n o t  w asted  on a v a n t-g a rd e  belles 
lettres w hen  such sound  profits cou ld  b e  m a d e  on

m a th e m a t ic s  for engineers . W h e n  th e  final a c 
c e p ta n c e  le tter was sen t  I do  n o t  k n o w ; b u t  it  w as 
ce r ta in ly  while m y  p a re n ts  w e re  still a w a y  on  a 
h o l iday  th a t  H a r o ld  A c to n  a n d  E velyn  c a m e  
a ro u n d  to m y flat to  a n n o u n c e  th a t  th e  E ve lyns  
were  be ing  m a r r ie d  c lan d es t in e ly  in tw o  d a y s ’ t im e, 
a n d  to invite m e  to  th e  c e re m o n y  a t  St. P a u l ’s 
C h u rc h ,  Baker S tree t ,  a n d  to  lu n c h e o n  a f te rw a rd  
a t  Boulestin’s.

In  Memoirs o j an Aesthete H a r o ld  A c to n  has  g iven  
a c h a rm in g  a c c o u n t  of th e  occasion. T h e r e  w ere  
only  six of us th e re  in all, L a d y  P ansy  P a c k e n h a m  
(la ter L a m b )  a n d  R o b e r t  B yron  b e in g  th e  o th e r  
two. I t  was all ve ry  sw eet a n d  to u c h in g .  She- 
Evelyn a p p e a re d  to  giggle w h e n  H e -E v e ly n  p r o m 
ised to endow  h e r  w ith  all his w orld ly  goods. T h e y  
looked so young , so in n o c e n t ,  a n d  so defenseless to  
be lau n c h e d  u p o n  such  r o u g h  seas. O n e  p r a y e d  for 
c h a r i ta b le  tides.

Five m on ths  la te r  it  seem ed  th a t  o u r  p ra y e rs  h a d  
been a m p ly  g ra n te d .  L o n d o n  m an te lp ieces  w ere  
a d o rn e d  with  ca rd s  of in v i ta t io n  to  th e  E v e ly n s ’ 
h o u sew arm in g  cock ta i l  p a r ty  a t  17a C a n n o n b u r y  
Square .  This  w as in Is l ing ton , a  section  o f  L o n d o n  
th a t  h a d  been o ccu p ied  by  c ity  m e rc h a n ts  in th e  
m id d le  of the n in e te e n th  c e n tu ry .  T h e  houses w e re  
solid, well built, in th e  G e o rg ia n  style. Y o u  w o u ld  
im ag ine  yourse lf  in B loom sbury .  F o r  fifty y ears  it 
h a d  been  occup ied  b y  h u m b le  families, a n d  E velyn  
got a spacious first-floor flat, u n fu rn ish e d ,  for a 
p o u n d  a  week.

T h e  p a r ty  was also in ce le b ra t io n  of Decline and 
Fall. It h a d  been  p u b l ish e d  a few weeks ear lie r .  
I t  was n o t  a best seller, b u t  it w as a  seller, a n d  
it was be ing  ta lk ed  a b o u t .  I t  was reco g n ized  th a t  
a new  a n d  exciting  figure  h a d  a p p e a r e d  u p o n  the  
stage. T h e  ro a d  to  success ra n  b r o a d  a n d  c lear .  
T h e  la rge  flat was c ro w d e d ,  w ith  n e w  fr iends  a n d  
old. I h av e  se ld o m  b een  to  such  a g en ia l  p a r ty .  
E veryone  was so h a p p y  for th e  E ve lyns’ sake. T h e y  
h a d  g a m b le d  on o n e  a n o th e r  —  a h u n d r e d - to - o n e  
ch a n c e  —  a n d  th e y  h a d  b r o u g h t  it off.

O n  th e  first M o n d a y  in D ecem b er ,  I sa i led  for 
the  W est Indies. O n  th e  S u n d a y  even ing , I h a d  a 
very sm all good-bye  p a r ty  a t  th e  G arg o y le  to  w h ic h  
th e  Evelyns cam e . T h e y  w ere  in  h ig h  spirits. T h e  
c o m p a n y  th a t  o w n e d  the  lu x u ry  c ru is ing  l in e r  th e  
Meteor h a d  offered th e m  a free h o l id a y  in th e  M e d i 
t e r r a n e a n  in r e tu r n  for p u b l ic i ty  in  a t rav e l  book . 
T h e y  w ere  to sail d irec t ly  a f te r  C hr is tm as .  I t  was 
to  be  th e i r  rea l  h o n e y m o o n .  In  J u n e  th e y  h a d  
only been  ab le  to  a ffo rd  a fo r tn ig h t  in a c o u n t r y  inn .
I looked back  a  y e a r  to  t h a t  g r im  D e c e m b e r  w h e n  
Evelyn, u n e m p lo y e d  a n d  seem ing ly  u n e m p lo y a b le ,  
h a d  been  so c a n ta n k e ro u s .  W h a t  a m ira c le  She- 
Evelyn h a d  ach ieved .  B u t for h e r  h e  w o u ld  n e v e r  
h av e  w ri t ten  Decline and Fall; h e  w o u ld  still be  
fiddling w ith  fre tsaws; a n d  was th e re  a n y  rea so n  to
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believe th a t  he w o u ld  have been  a n y  m ore  resolute  
as a c a rp e n te r  th a n  he h a d  been  as an a r t  s tu d en t  
a t  H e a th e r le y ’s? H ow  m u c h  cou ld  h a p p e n  in a 
y e a r !

X  w a s  aw ay  for five and  a half  m onths.  O n c e  again  
I f requen tly  c h a n g e d  my plans; in te r is land  travel 
was no t  easy th en ;  mail a c c u m u la ted  in ports  I 
failed to  reach  w hen  I was expected , so th a t  I did 
n o t  lea rn  of the  d ra m a  of the Evelyns’ trip  till its 
d r a m a  was at an  end . T h e  year  1929 p rov ided  one 
o f  th e  worst J a n u a r y s  w ith in  record . ft snow ed in 
M o n te  Carlo, a n d  She-Evelyn ca u g h t  p n eu m o n ia .  
She  was dangerous ly  ill, a n d  Evelyn h a d  to  spend  
several weeks in a hotel in P ort  Said, visiting his 
wife in hospita l,  a stay th a t  gave  h im  u n iq u e  
copy  for one of his most am using  travel chapters . 
I t  was an  anxious time, b u t  by the  t im e  I le a rn ed  
of it, she h a d  recovered.

C lim atica lly ,  the  su m m e r  of 1929 offered a full, 
r ich  reco m p en se  for the ap p a l l in g  w inter . O n  the 
v ineyards  of the  M edoc, g rapes r ip e n e d  to a lovely 
v in tage . Socially the re  was a genera l  he igh ten ing  
o f tem po . T h e re  was, as I have  said, no eq u iva len t  
in E u ro p e  to  the  boom  on the N ew  York stock 
m arke t ,  b u t  a g rea t  m any  A m ericans in Paris a n d  
L o n d o n  were  living in term s of W a ll  Street.  T h e y  
he lped  to set the  pace.

T h e  pace was so keen th a t  Evelyn, w ho  h a d  to 
get the  back  of his new novel b roken , dec ided  to 
go in to  the  c o u n t ry  for three weeks, to the  cenobitic  
refuge of a sm all  ho te l b ed room . She-Evelyn  h a d  
two sisters in L o n d o n  a n d  in n u m e ra b le  friends. 
She  w o u ld  be all right. O n  the th i rd  d ay  of his 
re t re a t ,  he  te leg raphed ,  “ Novel m o v ing  fast all 
c h a ra c te r s  seasick.” T h e  novel was Vile Bodies. A 
novelist is a t  his most serene w hen  he is w ork ing  in a 
sm all  hotel b ed ro o m , for the  sake of so m ebody  he 
loves, th in k in g  at the  end of e ach  d a y ’s work, “ I ’m  
tw o  th o u san d  w ords nea re r  to h e r .” I im ag ine  th a t  
those th ree  weeks m ust have been very h a p p y  ones 
for Evelyn. H e  m ust  have been  well aw a re  of how 
su p rem e ly  excellent those first ch ap te rs  were.

T o  myself, no t work ing  at the  t im e  a n d  c a u g h t  up  
by the  m o v em en t  of a c ro w d ed  season, it seem ed 
only  ha lf  a week la te r  w hen  a t  U nderh i l l  my m o th e r  
said, “ Did you kno w  th a t  Evelyn was back?”

“ Already? I m us t  ring h im  u p .”
I ca lled  d irec tly  after d inner .  She-Evelyn  a n 

sw ered. H e r  voice sounded  s trange. A sen tence  or 
two, a n d  I rea lized  th a t  she was crying. “ I t ’s te r 
rible, i t ’s terrible. I c a n ’t ta lk  on the  te lephone. 
C an  I m ee t  you  som ew here?” W e a r ra n g e d  to 
h a v e  su p p e r  at th e  Gargoyle.

T h e re  m y sister-in-law to ld  m e th a t  she h a d  
fallen in love w ith  J o h n  H eygate ,  a y o u n g  m a n  on 
th e  fringe of au tho rsh ip , a n d  w ho was cu rren t ly

em ployed  on th e  BBC. I h a d  m et h im  once or 
twice. H e was a  perfectly p leasan t  fellow. T h e re  
was no th ing  aga ins t  h im : most people  liked him , 
mildly. H e was no t  p a r t icu la r ly  good-looking. H e  
was not p a r t icu la r ly  any th ing .

“ H ow  long has this been going  on?” I asked.
“ I t ’s only ju s t  b e g u n .”
W e were toge ther  for close u p o n  two hours. It 

was one of those long, w a n d e r in g  discussions th a t  
keep  re tu rn in g  on the ir  tracks.

“ H ow  is Evelyn tak ing  it?” I asked.
“ It's terrible. H e ’s d r ink ing  m u ch  too m uch. 

It makes h im  feel ill. A n d  he thinks I 'm  try ing  to 
poison h im .”

Poor, poor Evelyn, racked  by a b e l lad o n n a  
ha llucination .

“ You always seem ed so h a p p y  tog e th e r ,”  I said.
“ Yes, I suppose I was” —  then, after a pause — 

“ but never as h a p p y  as I’ve been with my sisters.”
T h a t  seemed an e x t ra o rd in a ry  th ing  for a wife 

to  say a b o u t  a h u sb an d .
“ W h a t  a re  you going to do?” I asked.
“ T h a t ’s w h a t  w e’ve n o t  dec ided  yet.”
T h e y  did  not take long deciding. W ith in  a week 

Evelyn te lephoned  to ask if he could  com e a ro u n d  to 
see me. He told m e th a t  he was going to divorce 
his wife, a n d  asked m e to tell ou r  parents .

“ I t ’s going to be a g rea t  blow to th e m ,” I said.
H e laughed  wryly. “ W h a t  ab o u t  me?”  At the 

end  of ou r  talk, he  said, “ T h e  troub le  with the  world 
to d ay  is th a t  th e re ’s no t en ough  religion in it. 
T h e re 's  no th ing  to stop young  people do ing  w h a t
ever they feel like do ing  a t  the  m o m e n t .”

I have no d o u b t  th a t  the b re a k u p  of his m arr iage  
h as tened  his conversion to the  R o m a n  Catholic 
faith. R ecen tly  I w ro te  a n d  asked C hris topher 
Hollis w he the r  Evelyn had  ever discussed the 
m a t te r  w ith  h im  previously. Hollis replied  th a t  
he h a d  not, a n d  th a t  w h en  Vile Bodies was published 
in J a n u a ry ,  1930, he m ade , in a  le tter of c o n g ra tu 
la tion , a l ig h th e a r te d  reference to F a th e r  R o th 
schild. T o  his surprise  Evelyn told h im  th a t  he was 
tak ing  a course of instruction. Evelyn was received 
in to  the C h u rch  th a t  sum m er.

T h e  divorce was a g rea t  shock to  m y parents, 
par t icu la r ly  to m y m other .  M y  fa the r  was dis
tressed pr im ari ly  on h e r  accoun t.  “ Y our poor 
m o th e r ,” he said, “ y o u r  poor, poor m o th e r .” 
E veryone w ho discussed it ta lked of it in terms of 
her . O nly  she th o u g h t  of it in term s of Evelyn.

It was a blow th a t  left a p e rm a n e n t  scar on 
Evelyn. H e  h a d  given him self to She-Evelyn, a n d  
to his m arr iage , w ith o u t  reservations. H e h a d  
t rus ted  h e r  com plete ly : he was vu ln e rab le  from 
every angle. H e h a d  no a rm o r  against h e r  be traya l  
of his trust. H e  was too m u ch  an  artis t to indulge 
a personal re sen tm en t in his novels, yet the  c h a ra c 
ters of T o n y  Last a n d  Charles R y d e r  show how  in-
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cessantly the  old w o u n d  th ro b b e d .  His tongue  
w ould  no t  have  been so sharp , his ripostes so acid, 
h a d  no t th a t  th ro b b in g  needed  to be assuaged.

T h e  whole th in g  was tragic , yet even so, it  is 
impossible to d o u b t  th a t  “ the  d iv in ity  th a t  shapes 
ou r  en d s” was serving its own purposes in bring ing  
Evelyn G a rd n e r  in to  E ve lyn ’s life. But for her  
he m igh t  never h ave  beg u n  to  write. M y  m other, 
w ho was distrustful of the  w rit ten  w ord, said m ore  
th an  once, “ If  it h a d n ’t been  for She-Evelyn, he 
m igh t  h ave  designed lovely fu rn i tu re .”

“ But M o th e r  d e a r ,” I w ould  protest, “ th ink of 
the  books lie’s w r i t te n .”

“ I know, Alec dear ,  I know, b u t  fu rn itu re  is so 
useful; besides, he w ould  h ave  been h a p p ie r  d e 
signing fu rn i tu re .”

T h e re  she was no d o u b t  r igh t ,  bu t  the  im placab le  
destiny, whose slave he h a d  becom e, is u n concerned  
w ith  the in d iv id u a l’s happiness . “ H a lf  a beast is 
the  g rea t  god P a n .” M a u g h a m  w ould  not have  
been the w rite r  he  b ecam e  h a d  his m arr iag e  been 
a success. N or  w ould  Evelyn. H e  m a d e  his first 
tr ip  to Abyssinia in the  a u tu m n  of 1930; for six 
years he was on the  move. U n ti l  his m arr iage  h a d

been  an n u l le d  he  c o u ld  n o t  r e m a r ry .  T h o s e  six 
years of travel gave  h im  th e  m a te r ia l  h e  n e e d e d .  
H e  cou ld  no t  h ave  tak en  a  wife u p o n  those  travels ,  
ce r ta in ly  n o t  She-E ve lyn ,  w h o  w as d e l ic a te  in 
h ea lth .  A novelist to ge t  th e  m a te r ia l  h e  n eed s  
m u st  t rave l  a lone  or w ith  a n o th e r  m a n .  H a d  th e  
E velyns’ m a r r ia g e  b een  a  success, h e  w o u ld ,  w i th  
his a b so rp t io n  in the  w o r ld  of fashion, h a v e  c o n 
c e n tra te d  on social satires t h a t  m ig h t  well h a v e  
becom e br it t le  a n d  superfic ia l.

D id  She-E velyn  subconsc iously  rea l ize  th a t?  H e r  
m a rr ia g e  to J o h n  H e y g a te  was short- l ived , b u t  she  
was genu ine ly  in love w ith  h im  a t  th e  b eg in n in g .  
W o u ld  she, th ough ,  h a v e  b een  p re p a re d  to  let 
herself  fall in love w ith  h im  —  th e re  is a lw ays  a 
p o in t  a t  w hich  o n e  c a n  d r a w  b ack  —  h a d  she  n o t  
felt th a t  since the  success of Decline and Fall she w as 
cast in th e  w ro n g  role? T h e  “ he -E v e ly n ,  she- 
Evelyn, ‘O r p h a n s  of  th e  S to r m ’ Id y l l” h a d  b een  
one th in g ;  it was q u i te  a n o th e r  to be th e  wife, 
c o m p a n io n ,  con f idan te ,  counse lo r ,  a n d  b as t ion  o f  a  
g rea t  m a n  of letters  —  th e  ro le  th a t  L a u r a  H e r b e r t  
was to fill la ter,  so g lad ly , so p ro u d ly ,  so lovingly , 
a n d  with  so t r i u m p h a n t  a  success.

In  th e  b a d  old days  a bew igged  c o u n t r y  squ ire  
W o u ld  never p a y  his deb ts ,  unless a t  ca rds :

W I G S  AN D  B E A R D S  Shot,  ang led , u rg e d  his p a c k  th ro u g h  s ta n d in g  g ra in ,
H o rse w h ip p e d  his te n a n try ,  sn o r te d  a t  th e  arts ,  

b y  R O B E R T  G R A V E S  T o p e d  h im se lf  u n d e r  th e  ta b le  every  n igh t ,
B lasphem ed  G od  with a  crop fu l  of G o d d a m n s ,
A ired  w ho reh o u se  F ren ch  or l a m e  I ta l ia n ,
Set fashions of p lu p erfec t  slovenliness
A n d  c la im ed  se igneuria l  r igh ts  over all w o m e n
W h o  slept, im p ru d e n t ly ,  u n d e r  the  sam e  roof.

T ax es  a n d  w ars  long  ago p lo w ed  th e m  u n d e r  —
“ A n d  serve the  bas ta rd s  r i g h t ” the  Beards agree ,  
H u r l in g  the ir  em p tie s  th r o u g h  th e  cafe w in d o w  
A n d  be lch ing  loud  as th ey  p ro c e e d  dow nsta irs .  
L a t te r -d a y  b a s ta rd s  of t h a t  fam ous  stock,
T h e y  never  ro d e  a nag, no r  gaffed a  t ro u t ,
N o r  w inged  a p h e a sa n t ,  n o r  w e n t  sold iering ,
B ut r e m a in  t ru e  to the  sam e  hellfire code  
I n  all ava ilab le  p a r t icu la rs  
A n d  scorn  to  p a y  the ir  d e b ts  even  a t  cards .  
M o r e u n d e r  (w hich  is to s u b t r a c t ,  n o t  a d d ) ,
T h e i r  ancestors ca l led  them selves g e n t le m e n  
As they, in the sam e  sense, call them selves  artists.
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