“A New Beginning”

Sylvia Hyland’s story of her time in Kington St Michael
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Sylvia Faupel (Hyland) on her wedding day (age 20)

“The huge grounds on either side of our car seemed endless as we travelled along the wide path to the front door.  The Manor house towered above us as we stood nervously surveying our new home.

We were newly weds and my husband had been transferred to his new place of work in a small village in Wiltshire.  This was to be our living quarters, overlooking vast, peaceful grounds and a beautiful, tranquil lake.  The film “Rebecca” sprang to mind and I giggled like a schoolgirl.

Inside the room-sized hall, I gazed in wonder at the immense staircase.  Yet another famous film popped into my immature mind and I visualised myself as Scarlett O’Hara ascending the stairs, with my daintily gloved hand skating over the highly polished surface of the wooden banisters.
Our rooms were absolutely enormous, except for our kitchen, which was, to my amusement, completely circular!  It was obviously situated in one of the round towers that were at each corner of the Manor house.  Our lounge was about twenty five feet long by eighteen feet wide.  The ceilings were beautifully decorated with cornices; the windows had leaded lights with very elegant velvet drapes.  The fireplace was large enough for me to walk into without even having to duck my head down.  Our bedroom was almost the same size as our lounge with another ornate open fireplace.  With my vivid imagination I could see all the servants, in their black and white uniforms, cleaning the grates and lighting the fires in years gone by.
My husband’s workplace was beneath our flat.  He worked for The Heidelberg Printing Company, which sold German printing machines.  His firm had bought the Manor house as a base for their printing showrooms.  I was fascinated by all the printing procedures and I felt really privileged to see all the printing machines working with such complexity.

(continued)

I was not working at the time, so if my husband had to go off and visit a customer at the weekend I was left completely on my own.  I would explore every nook and cranny of all the deserted rooms until dusk fell, then I would scuttle back to my own flat, like a frightened rabbit.  My imagination would run riot and I almost expected a ghost to appear on the landing.
In the winter the wind would be howling and branches of trees would tap mercilessly against the windows as I crouched beneath the covers of my double bed, clutching my hot water bottle for comfort, wishing that I had never read “Wuthering Heights”.  I was certainly very lonely and scared at times, as a young bride.
We eventually moved into a tied cottage at the entrance to the village.  The cottage was perched high up on a hill [Tor Hill], overlooking fields where cows and sheep grazed.  I was in my element, as I love animals and I found them an endless source of entertainment.  We bought a cute puppy and kitten to keep me company, so I was ecstatic.  At last we had our very own country cottage and garden and I couldn’t have been happier.

In recent years the Manor house has been used for conferences and wedding receptions.  I believe that it is now owned privately but the grounds are still generously offered to the village residents for holding their annual church fête.”
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                               Kington Manor


         Sylvia Hyland (August 2007) 
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Kington Manor grounds, June 2004
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