
Georgina  

Who was it that said that one of the most beautiful things in 

the world was a woman’s heart? And when she gives a man her 

heart he must cherish it for it is her most prized possession? 

For once given, a woman’s heart will always remain with you, 

even if broken into tiny pieces. Years may pass and she will 

always remember you, the times you had together, those tiny, 

beautiful moments of her youth that will make her smile even 

when she is old. We all have them, don’t we? Those special 

memories of someone really wonderful, someone who turns 

changes the way you see the world in every way it can be 

changed. The one who loves in a way you never thought it was 

possible to be loved. 

Peter was his name, if you were wondering. 

I met him up at Cambridge. I was still a fresher and he was 

doing a masters in Philosophy. I remember the first time I saw 

him, he was wearing glasses and his jacket had patches on the 

elbows. We were at a meeting about oh I don’t know, some 

student debate or other; Cambridge in the thirties was full of 

people who thought they knew how to run the world and were 

quite happy to tell anyone irrespective of whether they wanted 

to hear it. Nowadays those people just write for the Guardian. 

He was the furthest thing possible from being the man of my 

dreams yet there was something about him, a certainty that was 

entrancing. Peter refused to be troubled by the mundanities of 



day to day existence or the petty things that plague our 

lives. He just seemed to rise above all that. You could say it 

was almost spiritual except that Peter was a confirmed 

atheist. Inevitably I fell in love with him. You see before 

that, I was just a girl from the shires who really knew very 

little of the world and had seen even less. Peter was older 

and more worldly wise and had deeper understanding of how 

things should be and he made me challenge all my preconceived 

ideas. More than anything he was a man of peace and felt war 

should be avoided at all costs. No-one wins a war he said, 

there are only degrees of losing and for a time I agreed with 

him. 

Eventually I arranged for Peter to come and stay with me at 

Stargrove during the summer. It was not long before Thomas 

went to India and Josephine had just found out that she was 

pregnant. If I remember correctly she broke the news on that 

visit. Unfortunately the happiness didn’t last long.  

It was one evening, after dinner. We’d all had a bit too much 

to drink and the conversation turned to politics and 

particularly what was happening in Germany at the time. As you 

can imagine Thomas and Peter were poles apart; Peter felt that 

appeasement and continued dialogue was the way to contain the 

Nazi’s wild ambition while Thomas took a more hawkish view. 

Things got heated, tempers rose and fists flew. I thought that 

Peter would be no much for the soldier Thomas, but Peter was 



surprisingly fit and agile. However, Thomas, as Josephine’s 

husband was the de facto master of the house and demanded that 

Peter left. I wanted to go with him but Thomas said that if I 

were to go I would lose everything – and Peter insisted that I 

stayed and that we would work something out.  

I never saw him again. Oh we exchanged letters and tried to 

keep in touch, but then my sister died and my priorities 

changed – and that included making peace with Thomas. 

Widowhood changed Thomas for the better, I think. He took a 

desk job during the second war so that he could look after 

Eve. And as for Peter well when the war came, the world 

convulsed and what little contact I had with him ended. I 

never knew what became of him.  

Of course, in time I met Harvey, who eventually became my 

husband. He was the US air force liaison to Bletchley Park 

where I was working as a translator. He didn’t exactly seduce 

me with stockings and Hershey bars – in fact he didn’t seduce 

me at all. But he was and is a nice, kind, solid and reliable 

man, completely different to Peter of course, but he loves me 

in his own way and I of course love him.  

I do love him.  

I do.  


