
UWT«R8 TO PATTY

way. .eemed to be called France. Itdy. or Abtr.
gavenny. which last we had to look oat on the
map. and very carefully pronounce Abergenny.

Jf^t through the dining room window I see«^ Bttl. cirla baulfag over the dingy aUas. the
younger with . b„fft on hr chair to «ake her

.^uT*^ tW« and brown^m^ed.
with haxel eyes, and enormou. fa«d. of straight
aarn nair Hanging past the limp bow of her
and Baby, with cream coloured locks only a little
less tiiick and long, scraped back from . whit.
Mce by a round black comb.

inslMd of the Uttl. schoolroom at the hot-
torn of the itrir^ wh«re date, and books were
kept? I don't remember. But I do remember
lessons with both big windows very tightly shut
the smell of Father's cigarette mingling with that
of bacon, sausage and wood fire, and I do remem-
bar the "sicky" feel of breakfast's cold milk and
rautton dripping, somewhere under our pinafores f

I doa*t tUak wt were particularly happy chU-
dren. doyott? Of course, it wa. a «m<oloured

« a way. but there are g««t Mack marka
against it. too. In fact, it wa. rather like going
to the Riviera, when one passes thoae teng row.
of «?ypreH tree^ and the dttrty ydiow li^ of
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