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HE writer Margaret Drabble
lives in a Hampsiead houss and
Michae] Holrowyd, the huoshand
o whom she Is devoted, lives in
Ladbroke Grove. It is an ar-
rangemeni that Londom's top-
drawer llterary couple have
maintainéd since thelr secret
wdd in 1862 But now she wants (o move
in with him. -

When they enferiain, they sleep at her
house; when they go to the alrport, they
spend the night at his. *We speak day,”
says Drabble of Holroyd, the e man
of letiers who recelved a record advance of
£, 000 for his blography of George Bernard
shaw, “He's coming to dinner tonkght, tomor-
row I'll spend alone . . .~

Drabble, 53, 15 an int
caslonally | dream about

ing woman. “Oe-
*ing naked in the

8 front row of the sialls. Sometimes I'm falling

off a cliff or missing an seroplane, ™ she says,
cupplng her face in her hand. “1 have & recar-
rent droam of standing up o give a leciure
and [ don’t know what I'm talking about.”

She alsa has a famously frosty relationship
with her elder sisier, A 3 Byatl, the Booker
prize-winning novelist and eritic. There have
been periods of potent rivalry when they
haven't spoken, and they refuse to read eac
other's books. “I was,” says Drabble, “terri-
Wy upset when she became very difficult
about me™ Normally excesdingly reluctant
bt discuss their relationship, she talks later
at length about one of the literary world's
most fumous tiffs.

Drabble became famons 30 vears ago, aged
Just 23, with A Summer Bird E}m Omce com-
pared to George Ellot, she is currently writ-
ing a blography of Angus Wilson, has written
novels, screenplays, blographles and edited
The Oxford Companion to English Litera-
ture. She created a new kind of domestic
novel but now writes with “black humour
about post-indusirial socleiy™. Her pecent
work had eritical drubbings. “I've been
around too long and was doing too nicely and
tht't don't lke that.®

Shi s wearing a sensible black salt, brown
shoes and greyish tights and has large pens-
trating blue eves, a and unmade-up face

brown bob. She i3 equanimous with an
outer confldence, a face thal expresses LT3
emotion and a plummy middle-class accont
with no trace of her Sheflleld roots, We am
talking in her Edwardian redbrick house, in
a sitting room with one white wall and the
rest in S-year-ald 'Willlam Mormis wallpaper,
with books everywheres,

We return o subject of marriage. Drab-
ble and Hn:ln:n{ld. s-f-enl most of their courtship

(o i

behind the w of & car — Haolroyd alleg:
edly teaching her to drive. Why do they have
—— —

hy Margar

T e il Nl

such an unconventional relationship? “Both

all

us absalutely love being alone and we en-

joy one another’s mmwnmi enormously, 50

w'vi struck up & way af
both,

which allows us

todo

“1 didn't want a relationshi

me o change or alier my work
many relationships have a bad

rlha: was
i expoct
tierm. S0
ot o bath

You see them getting nastler or co-

hlrlluwﬁ:lhlmn she has two
a daughter) home last year, 8o
there s no further nmd!;'n:nr her

bouse. She wanis to finish off Angus Wilson

E

move into Holroyd's place next

“We'll carry on just the same. | absolutely

to have my own space. We'd have to
we separate bits of the house 'L say

et Drabble says
can live with my husband now’

T

Sirting salo:
Margaret Drabbie
al “her™ home

things like, T°d like to spend this evening on
my own with a whisky and an omelstte.’

“1 think a dangerous, danger-
ous relationship, full of potential desiruction
of personality. aren'i meant to be to

r 34 hours a day. The form of relation-
ship we have seems much mors natural *

Are ¢ faithful to each other? “It°s not a
question i 1 would talk about.” she says,
sotunding

stralned.

Sex b something that she regards as de
siructive as well as . “1t can be con-
suming and obsesslonal and make you very
un | think it's an extremely Important
part of life that can cause a great deal of mis-
ery. Sexual jealousy & a terrifying feeling.
Sox has caused me misery af certain times In

———————

Public herness wiih husband

ichael Holroyd

life. 1 wes unnaturally nervous about bt
n | was 1z, and then terribly keen o
gt on with It when | was 18,

Drabble's father was a cireuit judgs who
was frequently away and remote, and her
mother an English teacher who was aggres-
ghve and diMcult. The second child of four,
ahe went to a Quaker school in York, read
English at Cambri and got a dowabls Nirst,
acted with the RSC lor two seasons and then
started writing. Marriage fo actor Clive
Swift lnsted 15 years.

=1 was guite Dery and would lose my temre
per as a child. My mother and father were
depressives and we all got depressed, | had
quite serfous bouts of d lon. 1 used (o
ery a lot. My mother a roally foul term.
per and was always telling me off. You fust
weren't allowed to make mistakes. She was
from a workingclass background, so you
s b0 et on 1n e,

I et Iy Dk B Rt Mck Whit
& i Comes when
I'm tired or cross.® It also seems o happen
when conversation hits an emotional nerse.
S0 what of her relatlonship with her sis-
ter? “She's writhen about how she hated
me, and I've written abowt how 1 ad-
. mired her.” fes Drabble, her
volos rising. “When we were little,
- we had just an ordinary sibling e
ritation. But things got worse
when we became pukl writors

“] used to tag around after Sue (as she
calls her) when we were children. | wanied
to do everything she wanted to do, which
musi have betn maddening. [ published
first, when [ was very young — which must
have been terribly annoying for her,

“Weo both became wary of reading one
another’s work, worried that we were using
ithe same kind of material. | forced myself 1o
read cne volume of her short stories which,
mmwmm.mwhrmnmm.]
found 1t an unpleasani disturhing expe-
rience reading about my own father.”

How did she fesl when A S Byatt won the
Booker FrizeT “1 was dellghted for her — |
don't ket my books go in for it bat of course [
feit & twinge of envy ...

"We pet on muoch Better now than we did.
Sha this tragic period in her life after
her son was killed. But now for the first
ml.‘Lth in many years she's actually enjoying

-

What about the time when they refused o
speak? “It wasn't as obvious as that™ sho
stasmmers. “We just didn’t go out of our way
to sed each other.™

Does ghe feel animosity towards her? “Mo.
I fietr]l flatbered and honoured i she calls mo.
I'm still the ltthe slater, | feal it 18 wrong to
bother her, I'm actually quite !'r::hh:rngﬁ aff
her because she 1s older and cleverer than
me. ™

A S Byatt is certainly older; but Drabble is
Extremely clevior.

She appears dour, but laug And
wiss, enguiring, sometimes priggish but 1k
able. =1 suffer m doubt most of the time.
Doubt of myself as a writer, cook, housewife
and homan belng,” she says, steadily.

"1 feel Oaw and Gmulty 68 a BOman
baing.”




