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We were not far from the house now, I saw the drive broaden to the sweep I had expected

and with the bloodred wall still flanking us on either side, we turned the last corner, and so

came to Manderley. Yes, there it was, the Manderley I had expected, the Manderley of my

picture postcard long ago. A thing of grace and beauty, exquisite and faultless, lovelier even

than I  had  ever  dreamed,  built  in  its  hollow of  smooth  grassland and  mossy lawns,  the

terraces sloping to the gardens, and the gardens to the sea. […] I can see the great stone

hall, the wide doors open to the library, the Peter Lelys and the Vandykes on the walls, the

exquisite staircase leading to the minstrels' gallery, and there, ranged one behind the other in

the hall, overflowing to the stone passages beyond, and to the dining room, a sea of faces,

open-mouthed and curious. […]

How impressed I was, I remember well; impressed and a little over-awed by the magnificence

of the breakfast offered to us. There was tea, in a great silver urn, and coffee too, and on the

heater, piping hot, dishes of scrambled eggs, of bacon, and another of fish. There was a little

clutch of boiled eggs as well, in their own special heater, and porridge, in a silver porringer.

On another side-board was a ham, and a great piece of cold bacon. There were scones

too, on the table, and toast, and various pots of jam, marmalade, and honey, while dessert

dishes, piled high with fruit, stood at either end.

Rebecca, Daphne Du Maurier, 1938


