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Chapter 1

Last night, I dreamt I went to Manderley again. It
seemed that I stood by the iron gate and could not enter.
There was a lock and chain on the door. I called the
doorkeeper, but nobody answered me. looking through
the rusted spokes® of the gate, I saw that Manderley
was empty .

Then, like all dreamers, suddenly I got some su-
pematural powers and passed like a spirit through the
gate. The drive wound away before me. As I went for-
ward, I found it changed, narrower and deserted. Cov-
ered with all kinds of wild plants, it was not the drive 1
had known. The whole scene was not what 1 remem-
bered.

Our poor drive wound its way. The path led not to
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the house at all, but to some wildness. Suddenly, 1 saw
that big house. The entrance was covered by a vast
growth of bushes. I stood there, my heart beating vio-
lently, with tears full of my eyes.

That was Manderley, our Manderley, secretive and
silent as it had always been. Time could not change the
perfect symmetry of those walls, and the house itself.

The whole house was just like a pearl in the palm.

The terrace® sloped to the lawns and the lawns
stretched to the sea. As | turned, 1 could see a calm sil-
ver sea under the moon. No waves would disturb the
peace of the dream water. No cloud would obscure the
clearness of this pale sky. Nettles® were everywhere,
covering the terrace and spreading about the paths.

Moonlight could cause some strange fancy to peo-
ple, even to a dreamer. As 1 stood there, silent and
still, T knew the house was not an empty shell, but as
lively as before. Light came from windows, and the cur-
tains blew softly in the wind. In the library, the door
half opened, and Jasper, our dear dog, was lying on the
floor. He would wave his tail when he heard his

master’ s footsteps.
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An unseen cloud obscured the moon. My illusion
suddenly disappeared and lights in the windows went
out. I could only see an empty lifeless shell again. The
house was a big tomb with our fear and suffering buried
in it

Although T was in my dream, I thought of all these
soberly. Like most of the sleepers, I knew I was dream-
ing. But, in reality, I lay in the hotel bedroom in a for-
eign land, many hundred miles away and would wake
soon.

No, we would not talk of Manderley. I would not
tell my dream. For Manderley was ours no longer.

Manderley was no more.

Chapter 2

I can still remember myself at that time in Monte
Carlo. T was a shy girl with straight short hair, dressed
in unsuitable clothes and followed Mrs. Van Hopper ev-
erywhere.

That day, | was having dinner with Mrs. Von Hoep-
per in that big magnifcent dining ~ room, the hotel
Coted’ Azur in Monte Carlo. The waiter, through years of
experience, had sensed my position lower than hers. He

placed before me a plate of cold ham that somebody had
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refused. I had no appetite for my own dish but I had no
courage to refuse. Looking around, I found the table
next to us was no longer empty. The headwaiter was
showing a new guest to his place.

Mrs. Van Hopper put down her fork and reached
for her lorgnette Oto observe him. I blushed for her
while she stared, and the newcomer, unconscious of her
interest, cast a wondering eye over the menu. Then she
put her lorgnette down, her small eyes bright with excite-
ment, her voice a little louder. “Tt"s Max de Winter,”
she said, “the owner of Manderley. Of course, you have
heard of it. He looks ill, doesn’t he? They say he can’

t recover from his wife’s death.”

Chapter 3

I wonder what my life will be like today if Mrs.
Van Hopper is not a snob@. She is curious about every-
thing. For many years, she had come to the hotel Coted’
Azur. Apart from playing bridge, one of her notorious

hobbies was 1o try to make friends with famous visitors
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AN
although they disliked and ever tried to avoid her most of

the time.

I can still remember that unforgettable afternoon, as
if it happened yesterday. She finished her dinner hur-
riedly and sat in a sofa in the lounge®, waiting for her
prey. Suddenly, she asked me to go upstairs and fetch
her nephew’ s letter. I knew her nephew would be the
way to introduce herself. When I returned to the lounge,
I saw she had done a self ~ introduction. He was now
even sitting beside her on the sofa. He stood up at once
when he saw me.

“Mr. de Winter will have coffee with me. Go and
ask the waiter for another cup,” she spoke in such a ca-
sual way to show that I was young and unimportant and
there was no need for me to join in their conversation.
Therefore, it was a surprise to find that Mr. De Winter
remained standing there. He made a signal 1o the waiter
to serve coffee.

1 am afraid I must correct you,” he said. “You
two are having coffee with me.” Before I knew what had
happened, he was sitting in my usual hard chair, and |
was on the sofa beside Mrs. Van Hopper.

For a moment, she looked annoyed. for this was
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not like what she had designed. But she soon recovered
her peace and began to talk eagerly and loudly.

“You know 1 recognized you as soon as you walked
into the restaurant, Mr. de Winter,” she said. “I want
to show you those pictures Bill and his bride took on
their honeymoon. At the party Bill held at Caride’s, I
saw you first. But [ dare say you don’ t remember an old
lady like me?’

She smiled, showing her teeth.

“On the contrary, I remember you very well,” he
said coldly. When he spoke 1 glanced at him quickly.
His face was arresting®) and sensitive which reminded
me of a portrait [ had seen in a gallery.

Lost in thinking, I missed some parts of their conv-
ersation. | heard Mrs. Van Hopper burst into laughter,
“they say Mandetley is very beautiful.”

She stopped, expecting him to smile. But he said
nothing and went on smoking with his brows knitted a lit-
tle. Obviously he didn’ t like others to talk about
Manderley .

But she didn’t realize that. “Of course, you En-
olishmen are all the same about your homes,” she went

on louder and louder, “you spoke lowly of it so as not to
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I
seem proud.”

Still, he didn’t answer. His silence was now pain-
ful.

I felt quite ashamed for her and my face tumed
red. I hoped she could stop talking about this. But she
kept on talking, “I often come here because I can’t
stand the bitter winter in England. It seems that you sel-
dom come here. 1 guess you miss the fogs at Manderley
now. v

As she was saying, I noticed his face clouded.

“Yes,” he said shortly, “when I left, Manderley
was looking most beautiful .”

His face was dark now. Then came a long silence of
discomfort. She kept on talking for a long time, but he
never inferrupted or glanced at his waich. In the end, a
page — boy came, saying that a dress — maker was wait-
ing for Mrs. Van Hopper in her room.

He got up at once, pushing back his chair. “Don’t
let me delay you,” he said. “Fashion changes so quickly
that it may have changed hefore you go upstairs.”

But she didn’ t understand the mock® in his
words. “I am glad to have met you, Mr. de Winter,”
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