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Synopsis

 In 1927, Evadne
Burns invites her closest school friends to join her for a weekend
reunion at her grand home, Winter Manor. The passing of time and
the dark shadow of the First World War has shaped them all as
women, yet their friendships remain strong. The tragedy of the era
has only made them more determined to live their lives to the
full.

Evadne is delighted to see Clara and Courtney again,
two women dedicated to each other since they were schoolgirls and
still unable to keeps their hands off each other, even in view of
Winter’s servants. There is the more conservative Madge, to remind
them of the life they were expected to lead. But most of all,
Evadne is pleased to see Edith Richardson, with whom she shared one
precious night but left a lasting connection. With Edith, she
chooses to share a secret that will affect the rest of their lives,
together or apart.
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recognise this short e-book as one of the historical vignettes
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Dedication

 To the
“surplus women” of the era following the First World War. Those who
became our mothers and grandmothers, and those who did not.

From Ghosts of Winter by Rebecca S. Buck, the story
of Rosamond Wynne, the 21st century owner of Winter Manor, and Anna
Everest, the architect hired to restore the house, who just might
restore Ros’s heart as well.
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“Really, Evvie, darling, this was the most top-hole
idea!” Clara Bridgford accepted her glass of scotch whisky from the
tray the housemaid offered her and reclined on the sofa in the
Common Parlour, smiling at her friend Evadne Burns, who grinned
back at Clara’s purposeful use of schoolgirl slang.

“Yes, and how!” Courtney Craig added, from her place
on the sofa close to Clara. “It’s so long since we saw each other.
What is it now, nine years since we left St. Hilda’s?”

“Nine years it is.” Evadne smiled with satisfaction
and sipped her gin and tonic as the maid left the room quietly.
Inviting her closest school chums to Winter to spend the weekend
with her, a small reunion, had felt like a good idea when it had
first occurred to her, but she had grown rather nervous over the
previous week, as the preparations were made. Her friends were all
so much more sophisticated than she was, and though she had seen
them on occasion since they’d left school aged eighteen, they had
not been together as a group at all in those nine years. She was
concerned that, en masse, her schoolgirl pals would be rather
overwhelming. However, she’d told herself, she was mistress of
Winter Manor, a country house of her own, something none of them
could claim. In the end, it was simply awfully exciting to see them
again. Their idiosyncratic ways had deepened as they had matured,
and they were all infinitely more fascinating than they had been in
those long-ago days. She also found she derived endless amusement
from the servants’ expressions when they encountered her friends,
especially Clara.

Aged twenty-seven, as they all were, Clara was
strikingly attractive. Her dark blond hair was cut short in a
severe Eton crop. She wore little make-up, just enough powder to
make an already smooth complexion flawless. Her outfit was an
immaculately tailored gentleman’s sports jacket in blue-and-cream
striped fabric, complete with white silk cravat, and cream slacks.
To see a woman in trousers was astonishing enough for Winter’s
servants, but a woman in a man’s attire was something they could
barely help but stare at. Clara sat with the posture of a man too,
lounging back with the ankle of her bent leg resting on her
opposite knee, her whisky in one hand, her other arm resting
loosely around Courtney’s shoulders. Evadne had to admit to herself
even she’d been slightly startled by Clara’s appearance when she
had arrived with Courtney, driving her own motor car, earlier that
day. Though Clara had never been feminine, she’d never been quite
so blatantly masculine in their younger days. Yet a few minutes’
conversation had revealed that Clara, underneath the affectations,
was still the warm-hearted, witty friend she remembered from their
school days at St. Hilda’s School.

That Clara and Courtney were still an item was no
great surprise
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