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Mitford’s most enduringly popular novel, The Pursuit of Love is a classic
comedy about growing up and falling in love among the privileged and eccentric.

Mitford modeled her characters on her own famously unconventional family. We
are introduced to the Radletts through the eyes of their cousin Fanny, who stays
with them at Alconleigh, their Gloucestershire estate. Uncle Matthew is the
blustering patriarch, known to hunt his children when foxes are scarce; Aunt
Sadie is the vague but doting mother; and the seven Radlett children, despite the
delights of their unusual childhood, are recklessly eager to grow up. The first of
three novels featuring these characters, The Pursuit of Love follows the travails
of Linda, the most beautiful and wayward Radlett daughter, who falls first for a
stuffy Tory politician, then an ardent Communist, and finally a French duke
named Fabrice.

Featuring an introduction by Zoë Heller.
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Editorial Review

Review
“Mitford, describing in a tart and easy fashion the diverting activities of a titled English family, is mocking,
good-tempered, and very funny.” —The New Yorker
 
“The deliriously foolish story of an inane but charming girl and her outrageously eccentric family.” —The
New York Times
 
“Utter, utter bliss.” —The Daily Mail (London)

About the Author
Nancy Mitford, daughter of Lord and Lady Redesdale and the eldest of the six legendary Mitford sisters, was
born in 1904 and educated at home on the family estate in Oxfordshire. She made her debut in London and
soon became one of the bright young things of the 1920s, a close friend of Henry Green, Evelyn Waugh,
John Betjeman, and their circle. A beauty and a wit, she began writing for magazines and writing novels
while she was still in her twenties. In all, she wrote eight novels as well as biographies of Madame de
Pompadour, Voltaire, Louis XIV, and Frederick the Great. She died in 1973. More information can be found
at www.nancymitford.com.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
Chapter One

There is a photograph in existence of Aunt Sadie and her six children sitting round the tea-table at
Alconleigh. The table is situated, as it was, is now, and ever shall be, in the hall, in front of a huge open fire
of logs. Over the chimney-piece plainly visible in the photograph, hangs an entrenching tool, with which, in
1915, Uncle Matthew had whacked to death eight Germans one by one as they crawled out of a dug-out. It is
still covered with blood and hairs, an object of fascination to us as children. In the photograph Aunt Sadie’s
face, always beautiful, appears strangely round, her hair strangely fluffy, and her clothes strangely dowdy,
but it is unmistakably she who sits there with Robin, in oceans of lace, lolling on her knee. She seems
uncertain what to do with his head, and the presence of Nanny waiting to take him away is felt though not
seen. The other children, between Louisa’s eleven and Matt’s two years, sit round the table in party dresses
or frilly bibs, holding cups or mugs according to age, all of them gazing at the camera with large eyes opened
wide by the flash, and all looking as if butter would not melt in their round pursed-up mouths. There they
are, held like flies in the amber of that moment—click goes the camera and on goes life; the minutes, the
days, the years, the decades, taking them further and further from that happiness and promise of youth, from
the hopes Aunt Sadie must have had for them, and from the dreams they dreamed for themselves. I often
think there is nothing quite so poignantly sad as old family groups.

When a child I spent my Christmas holidays at Alconleigh, it was a regular feature of my life, and, while
some of them slipped by with nothing much to remember, others were distinguished by violent occurrences
and had a definite character of their own. There was the time, for example, when the servants’ wing caught
fire, the time when my pony lay on me in the brook and nearly drowned me (not very nearly, he was soon
dragged off, but meanwhile bubbles were said to have been observed). There was drama when Linda, aged
ten, attempted suicide in order to rejoin an old smelly Border Terrier which Uncle Matthew had had put
down. She collected and ate a basketful of yew-berries, was discovered by Nanny and given mustard and
water to make her sick. She was then “spoken to” by Aunt Sadie, clipped over the ear by Uncle Matthew, put



to bed for two days and given a Labrador puppy, which soon took the place of the old Border in her
affections. There was much worse drama when Linda, aged twelve, told the daughters of neighbours, who
had come to tea, what she supposed to be the facts of life. Linda’s presentation of the “facts” had been so
gruesome that the children left Alconleigh howling dismally, their nerves permanently impaired, their future
chances of a sane and happy sex life much reduced. This resulted in a series of dreadful punishments, from a
real beating, administered by Uncle Matthew, to luncheon upstairs for a week. There was the unforgettable
holiday when Uncle Matthew and Aunt Sadie went to Canada. The Radlett children would rush for the
newspapers every day hoping to see that their parents’ ship had gone down with all aboard; they yearned to
be total orphans—especially Linda, who saw herself as Katie in What Katie Did,the reins of the household
gathered into small but capable hands. The ship met with no iceberg and weathered the Atlantic storms, but
meanwhile we had a wonderful holiday, free from rules.

But the Christmas I remember most clearly of all was when I was fourteen and Aunt Emily became engaged.
Aunt Emily was Aunt Sadie’s sister, and she had brought me up from babyhood, my own mother, their
youngest sister, having felt herself too beautiful and too gay to be burdened with a child at the age of
nineteen. She left my father when I was a month old, and subsequently ran away so often, and with so many
different people, that she became known to her family and friends as the Bolter; while my father’s second,
and presently his third, fourth and fifth wives, very naturally had no great wish to look after me.
Occasionally one of these impetuous parents would appear like a rocket, casting an unnatural glow upon my
horizon. They had great glamour, and I longed to be caught up in their fiery trails and be carried away,
though in my heart I knew how lucky I was to have Aunt Emily. By degrees, as I grew up, they lost all
charm for me; the cold grey rocket cases mouldered where they had happened to fall, my mother with a
major in the South of France, my father, his estates sold up to pay his debts, with an old Rumanian countess
in the Bahamas. Even before I was grown up much of the glamour with which they had been surrounded had
faded, and finally there was nothing left, no foundation of childish memories to make them seem any
different from other middle-aged people. Aunt Emily was never glamorous but she was always my mother,
and I loved her.

At the time of which I write, however, I was at an age when the least imaginative child supposes itself to be a
changeling, a Princess of Indian blood, Joan of Arc, or the future Empress of Russia. I hankered after my
parents, put on an idiotic face which was intended to convey mingled suffering and pride when their names
were mentioned, and thought of them as engulfed in deep, romantic, deadly sin.

Linda and I were very much preoccupied with sin, and our great hero was Oscar Wilde.

“But what did he do?”

“I asked Fa once and he roared at me—goodness, it was terrifying. He said: ‘If you mention that sewer’s
name again in this house I’ll thrash you, do you hear, damn you?’ So I asked Sadie and she looked awfully
vague and said: ‘Oh, duck, I never really quite knew, but whatever it was was worse than murder, fearfully
bad. And, darling, don’t talk about him at meals, will you?’”

“We must find out.”

“Bob says he will, when he goes to Eton.”

“Oh, good! Do you think he was worse than Mummy and Daddy?”
 
“Surely he couldn’t be. Oh, you are so lucky to have wicked parents.”



Users Review

From reader reviews:

Bill Underhill:

Here thing why this The Pursuit of Love are different and reputable to be yours. First of all reading through a
book is good but it really depends in the content from it which is the content is as yummy as food or not. The
Pursuit of Love giving you information deeper and in different ways, you can find any reserve out there but
there is no guide that similar with The Pursuit of Love. It gives you thrill looking at journey, its open up your
current eyes about the thing which happened in the world which is possibly can be happened around you.
You can bring everywhere like in playground, café, or even in your means home by train. Should you be
having difficulties in bringing the printed book maybe the form of The Pursuit of Love in e-book can be your
alternative.

Jeffery Fulmer:

Information is provisions for those to get better life, information currently can get by anyone at everywhere.
The information can be a knowledge or any news even a huge concern. What people must be consider
whenever those information which is from the former life are difficult to be find than now could be taking
seriously which one is acceptable to believe or which one the resource are convinced. If you find the unstable
resource then you get it as your main information we will see huge disadvantage for you. All of those
possibilities will not happen throughout you if you take The Pursuit of Love as the daily resource
information.

Michael Anderson:

Are you kind of hectic person, only have 10 or 15 minute in your time to upgrading your mind proficiency or
thinking skill perhaps analytical thinking? Then you are experiencing problem with the book in comparison
with can satisfy your short time to read it because pretty much everything time you only find book that need
more time to be study. The Pursuit of Love can be your answer as it can be read by you actually who have
those short time problems.

Georgia Yorke:

Many people spending their time by playing outside having friends, fun activity together with family or just
watching TV the entire day. You can have new activity to spend your whole day by reading a book. Ugh, do
you think reading a book really can hard because you have to bring the book everywhere? It okay you can
have the e-book, getting everywhere you want in your Cell phone. Like The Pursuit of Love which is having
the e-book version. So , try out this book? Let's find.



Download and Read Online The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford
#B1HP5EJ89DI



Read The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford for online ebook

The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford Free PDF d0wnl0ad, audio books, books to read, good books to read,
cheap books, good books, online books, books online, book reviews epub, read books online, books to read
online, online library, greatbooks to read, PDF best books to read, top books to read The Pursuit of Love By
Nancy Mitford books to read online.

Online The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford ebook PDF download

The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford Doc

The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford Mobipocket

The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford EPub

B1HP5EJ89DI: The Pursuit of Love By Nancy Mitford


