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"An enchanting and very funny book" Sunday TimesIn 1967, Jacquie Durrell decided to
describe her own experiences of living with her famous husband, Gerald Durrell and the Durrell
family. This new edition has allowed her to reflect on those times and to give readers an extra
glimpse of life with Gerry.Jacquie and Gerry travelled from Africa to South America, Asia and
beyond, collecting animals from the most remote corners of the world for the Zoo they planned
to open together, encountering a menagerie of exotic beasts - both human and animal - along
the way.These trips, as 'glamorous' as they may have seemed, were not without their trials. She
writes openly and honestly about the ups and downs of her marriage to Gerry; from the moment
she first set eyes on her future husband and the trouble their relationship caused with her father,
to the struggles they endured during their later years of marriage yet managing to recount her
experiences with with good humour throughout. She viewed Gerry as a dreamer and it was she
who urged him to write and to encourage him to give talks to the BBC and led to a number of
television series, all of which enabled them financially to open up their own Zoo.The death of
Gerry’s mother and the zoo which became a financial drain on their resources, had a
catastrophic effect on her husband who became depressed and took to drink. By 1976, their
relationship came to an end and Jacquie left Gerry and pursued a new life on her own.Jacquie's
very personal observations on the situations in which she found herself; of holidays with Larry
and his wife; of long lunches with family and friends; are told with hilarity, wit and warmth, and
offers a refreshing insight to her own character, independent of the supportive and encouraging
role she had always been cast in as 'Gerry's wife'.

About the AuthorDavid Greig (born 1969) is a Scottish playwright and theatre director. His work
has been performed at many of the major theatres in Britain, including the Traverse Theatre,
Royal Court Theatre, Royal National Theatre, Royal Lyceum Theatre and the Royal Shakespeare
Company, and been produced around the world. --This text refers to the paperback edition.
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(née Wolfenden) was born in Manchester in 1929. While she was studying for a career in opera
she met Gerald Durrell in between his animal collecting trips in 1948. Following his determined
campaign and courtship he finally persuaded her to marry him and become a partner in his
lifelong ambition to create a zoological park where rare and endangered animals could live and
breed safely to be later returned to their natural habitat. In 1958 the Durrells found the perfect
site on the Channel Island of Jersey and opened their now world famous zoo.Gerry & IJacquie
DurrellPEACH PUBLISHINGCopyright © Jacquie Durrell 1967First published in 1967 as Beasts
in My BedIntroduction © Jacquie Durrell 2019Cover image © Estate of Gerald DurrellThe right
of to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by him in accordance with the
Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.This book is sold subject to the condition it shall not,
by way of trade or otherwise, be copied, lent, resold, hired out, or otherwise circulated in print or
electronic means without the publisher’s prior consent in any form.No responsibility for any loss
that may be caused to any individual or organisation acting on or refraining from action as a
result of the material in this publication will be accepted by the publisher or the author.Published
byPeach PublishingTo the countless animals with whom we are allowed to share this
extraordinary planet.IntroductionI never got used to being called Mrs Durrell. That title belonged
to Gerald's mother, who was much loved and greatly missed when she left us forever. But I have
lived with this famous name for many years and my story is a story deeply interwoven with theirs.
So I am delighted that a memoir I wrote in 1967 – now also a snapshot of a time and place – is
being republished over fifty years later. This new edition has allowed me to reflect on those
times, and, in this introduction, to give curious readers an extra glimpse behind-the-
scenes.Originally titled Beasts in my Bed, my book came about at the suggestion of Gerry’s
literary agent, and our dear friend, Spencer Curtis Brown – a man who nurtured Gerry's writing
career and consequently proved vital in creating our very own Zoo. But before all that, Gerry
actually had to put pen to paper…To be a little blunt, Gerry was a dreamer whose visions could
only be made real by me putting my boot up his posterior, so I am often amused, when people
talk about their visit to Jersey Zoo, at how little they know of my existence. Gerry had regaled me
with stories of the Durrells’ paradisiacal life in Corfu, and while we were living with his sister
Margot early in our marriage, I urged him to write them down; talks on the BBC had become very
popular in the fifties and I thought that if I found Gerry's humorous tales amusing, surely others
would too. Gerry typed, I corrected, gallons of tea were consumed, and the BBC did indeed
accept his first talk on his animal collecting adventures in the Cameroons, situated next to
Nigeria on Africa's West coast. And that of course led, in time, to the books for which Gerry
became famous.Gerry’s writing and broadcasts paved the way for the zoo – both financially and
through public awareness – but establishing it was by no means straightforward. For nearly two
years (1957/58) we were in negotiations with Poole Council and it seemed that we might have



had Poole's Zoo instead of Jersey's. A lovely Georgian estate had been left to the Poole Council
who were anxious to rent it out. It would have been perfect but the terms we were offered were
ludicrous and would have crippled us financially. We had no choice but to refuse and to begin a
frantic search for an alternative site. Following a friend's suggestion to look at Jersey in the
Channel Islands, Gerry's publisher Rupert Hart-Davies contacted an old army friend, Hugh
Fraser, who offered to show us around the island and introduce us to people who might be able
to help. Fortune smiled on us when we saw Hugh's own site; being told that he wanted to return
to the UK and would willingly rent his property, we leapt at the chance. Within three weeks we
had a place for a Zoo and the full support of all the key people in the island. Rupert guaranteed
our bank loan of ten thousand pounds (around one hundred and twelve thousand pounds in
today's value.)To begin with everything went swimmingly and we made our presence felt in
zoological circles, again thanks to Gerry's books and television series about his collecting trips.
We organised the very first international conference on breeding endangered species in
captivity. It attracted delegates from countless organisations and we were fortunate in having
Peter Scott as a speaker; after all, his Wild Fowl Trust at Slimbridge was a pioneer in breeding
endangered birds in captivity. He had also been extremely supportive when we launched our
own Scientific Trust.In April 1972, David Niven and his wife readily accepted our invitation to
open our new gorilla house and to do the honours in greeting our male gorilla Jambo from Basle
Zoo where he had been hand-reared by its director Ernst Lang and his wife. A first in Europe
Jambo became an immediate attraction and achieved international fame by protecting a small
child who had accidentally fallen into the outside enclosure of other gorillas. We were also very
fortunate to welcome two very illustrious Royals to our Trust. In August 1972 HRH Princess Anne
agreed to become patron of the Jersey Wildlife Preservation Trust on condition that she would
be involved personally and not be regarded as just a figurehead. Over more than forty years she
has been a tremendous support.Thanks to David Niven's introduction in August 1974, we were
invited to lunch with HSH Princess Grace and Prince Rainier at the Monaco Palace. Tom
Lovejoy, Head of the US end of the Trust (SAFE), joined us and, after discussing the work of the
organisation, the Princess agreed to become its patron. Having such distinguished patrons was
wonderful and proved to be a marvellous boost to our work. But again, things were too good to
be true. Almost immediately after this triumphant time several members of our Board came up
with their own ideas on just how the Trust should progress in future. This was a tremendous
shock to all who were actively involved in the running of the Zoo, not least because they asked
Gerry to become a virtual figurehead whilst they took over the decision-making. He was
apoplectic with rage.Our zoo was suddenly all over the papers, even the UK press – for all the
wrong reasons. (I should say the local media, however, were wonderful.) The dissenting board
members resigned in the belief that we had no mandate to legally continue. Happily they
misjudged the remaining board members and our Chairman Brian Parks assured everyone that
indeed we had a quorum to continue. Our close friends Jimmy Platt and his wife Hope set about
gathering support and reassured doubters that all was well and had merely been a power



struggle. We were back to normal before long, but the shake-up resulted in something I did not
welcome: Jimmy's consortium would only agree to help if Gerry and I assumed full responsibility
for the outstanding Zoo debts amounting to nearly eighteen thousand pounds which had mainly
been caused by the previous Zoo management who had been responsible for the running of the
Zoo from the outset. I had been brought up by my Yorkshire grandmother who had impressed
upon me never to borrow money. But now I had to accept the condition as otherwise our beloved
Zoo would have to close – an unimaginable prospect after all the struggle in establishing this
unique sanctuary.Local people rushed to help in any way they could. After all, this had become
their Zoo and they shared our pride in its achievement. With all these accumulating debts on our
shoulders – two Zoo loans of ten thousand pounds each plus the Zoo debt of eighteen
thousand, we struggled to cope, Gerry shouldering the biggest burden as he was bound by
contract to his publisher to produce books on a regular basis. This of course meant overseas
animal collecting trips. Essentially, we needed money to run our beloved zoo, but earning the
money took us away from the zoo. We were in a double bind. Gerry once described himself as
“being like a squirrel in a wheel”, using lots of energy without getting anywhere.Looking back, I
now see that things had been going in this direction for many years, with Gerry only growing in
frustration as writing and filming took him away from the zoo. It had begun a decade earlier in
January 1964 with his most significant blow, the sudden death of his mother, so beloved by us
all. Mother Durrell had been rushed into a local nursing home by our doctor and close friend,
Alan Ogden. Gerry contacted him immediately and we caught the next train to Bournemouth.
Alan had been wonderful as usual and had kept us informed hourly. Louisa had suffered a mild
stroke but soon developed serious kidney problems, followed by pneumonia. Margo contacted
Larry who flew over from France that day.Despite all the medical care the prognosis was not
good. Mother Durrell died on 24th January. She was only 79. We were stunned. Strangely
enough two years earlier, when staying with Gerry and me in France, she suddenly announced,
“it's about time I left – I have been here quite long enough”. We all thought that she meant going
back to Larry's house and laughed. “No, no, I meant to leave this life” she said. Shocked by her
calm demeanour Larry, Margo and Gerry asked if she felt unwell. “No, I am perfectly fit and sane
but this is how I honestly feel.” She never mentioned it again.Mother Durrell's death was a
catastrophe for Gerry. She had been a vital part of his life for over fifty years. Naturally I, with
Larry and Margo, felt it too but not in such an earth-shattering way. Gerry rejected sympathy from
whomever it came and grieved inwardly. This was the beginning of a truly black period in his life
and seemingly nothing and no one could compensate. Alan Ogden recommended that we go
away but that suggestion did nothing to dispel Gerry's loss. His drinking increased alarmingly
and even our Zoo lost its importance for him. On top of that he was always ailing and I felt more
like a nurse than a companion. Plans to go to Corfu in 1962 to film The Donkey Rustlers, a
children's book set in Greece, appeared to lighten the mood but intervention from various film
trade unions stopped the project. They had strong objections to the Greek military coup – but
this was another personal blow.Ever since his childhood days in Corfu Gerry had been drawn to



the Mediterranean and longed to have a house in either Corfu or France to use as a summer
retreat. We had spent several holidays in the Midi area near Larry and his wife Claude, and now
we returned to France where Larry and Margo helped to brighten the atmosphere – but it was
still a strain. I tried to talk seriously about his seeking professional help, asking Alan Ogden
whom he had always trusted for his opinion. This was vehemently rejected. I despaired, worrying
about long-term health problems especially as Gerry had threatened suicide. I discussed the
dilemma with our local doctor who was surprisingly reluctant to intervene. Then I turned to Larry
for advice but he, too, offered no help, saying he never interfered in his siblings' affairs. At my
wits' end I finally forced a decision and consequently Gerry spent three weeks in the
Roehampton Priory where my diagnosis of the problem, his mother's death, was dismissed out
of hand. Instead they insisted that he was a typical alcoholic and proceeded to put him on really
strong drugs.To cheer him up visiting friends foolishly brought in crates of his beloved
champagne. As a result, he emerged like a zombie, even more depressed. It was a very bleak
time in every way. The only support I got was from one of our women friends who visited Gerry at
the Priory. I was banned from seeing him there according to the rules, applied to all wives of
patients. After Gerry's release we lived in a sort of limbo for several years. Hope finally appeared
in the form of British film producer Ken Harper, who bought the option on one of Gerry's funniest
books, Rose Is My Relative (based on the true story of a man who was literally left an elephant.)
With the option payment we could at long last re-pay the Zoo debts. Relief was hardly the proper
word. Suddenly people were smiling again. We could go forward without being dragged down
with horrendous debts.But, alas, Gerry's state of mind did not change and even a trip to
Australia to discuss their conservation programmes was a failure. The book you’re about to read
was written at a time when our marriage was very different – still happy and rewarding. By this
stage though, things had become very bleak and I felt desperately lonely and helpless. No
longer did we have a true relationship and Gerry even said I was apparently of no use to
anybody. What then was the point of my being there! So by 1976 things had come to a head and
I just had to leave. It was painful to say goodbye to a time that once was, to the friends we had
made along the way and, more than anything, to those wonderful animals with whom I had been
deeply involved for nearly thirty years.But with our financial problems solved, our Zoo safely
settled and the staff extremely capable I felt that I could leave and seek a life of my own, feel free
to make my own decisions – and be myself again.In spite of how things ended, I look back very
warmly on many of those times. I cherish particularly fond memories of our holidays in the Midi
area near Larry and his wife. Larry’s former home was Mas Michel, an old stone cottage which
had been discovered by Larry's French wife Claude when they looked around Nîmes. It was here
that Larry's famous ‘Alexandrian Quartet’ was written. The house had a mahical air about it
which we all adored. No other property we saw in France and indeed elsewhere could match
that. It was the only house I had ever wanted to own.Over the years it was the scene of countless
hilarious get - togethers, long lunches with family members and lovely friends. Once, over a very
jolly and tipsy lunch Larry suddenly offered us Mas Michel. “There's very little water I'm afraid but



there is a water tank which collects rain water. By the way, I do have a map from an old diviner,
showing there is lots of water at thirty-five metres depth. Why don't you dig for it in lieu of rent?
The old guardian who lives nearby knows someone who will do it for you.” This sounded a
perfect arrangement. Sure enough, the old boy knew a reliable well digger whose fee would be
reasonable and who would stick to the map. Two days later he and the diviner came over and
confirmed the depth. For the next couple of days, they burrowed down, and at thirty metres the
digger stopped to check that we wanted the remaining five metres to be attacked as he had
come up against a difficult patch which meant that it might be costly. All of us urged him to get on
with it and to our joy at precisely thirty-five metres we got a real gush of cold water. Quickly the
old water tank was transformed into a swimming pool of sorts.Alas, the house now belongs to
somebody else who I hope enjoys its unique magic as much as we all did.CHAPTER 1I am tired
of the endless stream of people who tell me how much they envy my ‘glamorous life’ and how
lucky I am to have such a famous husband. ‘What more,’ they cry ecstatically, ‘could any woman
want out of life?’ Well, frankly, it is far from glamorous and any husband, famous or not, still has
to be lived with—unfortunately.Although our meeting, and eventual elopement, were in the finest
tradition of the leading women’s magazines, there was certainly no air of romance about them. In
fact, I once shocked somebody by telling him that I only married Durrell to get back £15 he owed
me.Gerry Durrell’s intrusion into my life was annoying and upsetting for everyone concerned.
Being by nature a rather solitary person, and also scornful of people whom I considered to be
shallow, spoilt and wholly extrovert, I viewed Mr. Durrell at first with grave suspicion.My poor
demented father had been persuaded by a rather cunning friend of his to acquire a seedy
commercial hotel as a ‘profitable side-line’. I was appalled when I saw this gloomy hole, and
even more appalled when I met the crowd of chattering females that infested it. These turned out
to be refugees from the Sadler’s Wells Opera Company, who were spending two weeks of their
provincial- tour in Manchester. I would normally have sympathised with them at having to suffer
the Mancunian climate, but since they could do nothing but talk about some marvellous being
who apparently had everything any woman could possibly desire, I lost patience with them.Then
one wet Sunday afternoon the peace was shattered by a mass of female forms cascading
through the living room door and dragging in their wake a rather delicate looking Rupert Brooke-
ish young man. Judging by their idiotic behaviour, this could only be the Wonderboy himself—
and it was. I examined this creature carefully and found myself rather amused by his posturings.
However, he suddenly realised I was looking at him and fixed me with a basilisk stare. I beat a
hasty retreat and deserted the field.During the following two weeks we happily saw very little of
one another, until one morning when my harassed stepmother begged me to escort Mr. Durrell
to the railway station as the poor unfortunate young man had no idea where it was—a thing I
found very difficult to believe. Since all his female admirers had had to go to rehearsal, there was
no one else available, but I made it quite dear that I was only doing it under protest.Having finally
satisfied himself that I was not overjoyed at having him as a companion, Mr. Durrell went out of
his way to exert every facet of that great charm which was so much admired by females in



general. When this did not produce any marked results he switched to humour and, much to my
annoyance, he did amuse me—so much, in fact, that I was sorry to see him go. I began to feel
slightly guilty that I had not been exactly fair to him in the past, but as I would probably never see
him again I did not let it worry me.At last the large house was empty and my father felt that now
he could set about renovating the place. Soon the entire establishment was seething with
plumbers, plasterers, carpenters and decorators, and we, the family, were incarcerated in what
rooms the workmen allowed us to use. In the middle of this organised chaos came Durrell. Could
we accommodate him for a short time, while he visited all the zoos in the area to get orders for
his forthcoming animal collecting expedition to British Guiana? My stepmother, being a
sympathetic soul (and not knowing any better), agreed to have him, providing he was willing to
put up with all the noise and inconvenience and eat with us as a family. That was all he wanted,
and he was soon well established, exchanging saucy badinage with my stepmother and
engaging my father in long, involved discussions on current events.He quickly became
everybody’s friend except mine. Knowing how I felt about him, he nevertheless had the temerity
to ask my father’s permission to take me out to dinner, and, what was even more amazing, I
found myself agreeing. When I got used to the idea I was pleased. I was between boy-friends
and thought it might be amusing to spend an evening with such a ‘man of the world’. Much to my
astonishment, I thoroughly enjoyed myself and we got on extremely well together. He told me all
about his work as an animal collector, and I told him what it was like studying to be an operatic
singer. He then switched to talking about his family, who sounded wildly fascinating and quite
different from my own background. My parents had separated when I was two and I had been
thrown around from one person to another, living with either grandparents or a weird collection
of aunts and uncles. Having no real family life of my own, I envied Gerry his happy childhood and
the security he had had, and because of this I found myself telling him things that I had never
told anybody before. By the time we returned home, I had lost any feelings of distrust or
animosity I had had, and really felt that I had at last found a friend whom I could talk to and relax
with.This worried me a great deal, as I felt that I could very easily get far too involved with
someone like that—which was a bad idea since I had to devote every moment to music. It was a
relief to me that we did not keep in touch with each other during the next six months while he
was in British Guiana, although we had both promised faithfully that we would write. I was very
busy gaining experience in public singing, and was, in fact, far too occupied even to think about
what Gerry might be doing.So it was a great shock to find him sitting in our living- room one May
afternoon, looking extremely fit and (even to my rather jaundiced eye) attractive. He quickly
explained what he was doing in Manchester again. Having returned to the United Kingdom with
the bulk of the collection, which was housed in the local zoo, the idea was that he should
dispose of the animals as quickly as possible and send money out to his partner, who was still in
Guiana, to enable him to bring back more animals. Of course he persuaded my step-mother
once again to allow him to stay with us, which was quite sensible as he was out at all hours of
the day and night cleaning, feeding and looking after his charges, and to be treated as a guest



would have made it very awkward for everyone.I was appalled at the idea of having this
disturbing influence around for so long, so I was even more determined to be off-putting. Soon
he counter-attacked by embarking on a deliberate campaign to break down my opposition. It
began quite simply. Would I help him prepare a series of animal lists for him to circulate around
the various zoos? They had to be typed, and as I had free access to my father’s machine he
thought it would be better for me to do them than for him to ask permission to use this much
valued piece of equipment. Thinking that this might speed his departure and enable me to get on
with my real work, I embarked upon the gargantuan task. I never knew there were so many
different types of birds and animals in the world. What on earth were Macaws and how could a
Squirrel Monkey be one and the same thing?—What was a Giant Anteater, for heaven’s sake? I
bombarded Gerry with endless queries and he patiently tried to explain things to me.‘Look, it’s
no good, you’ll just have to come up to the zoo and see the animals for yourself,’ he said.This did
not appeal to me at all, as I held very strong views on the ethics of keeping any wild creature in
captivity, and in any case most of the zoos I had ever visited were horrible, smelly places where I
would not dream of keeping a dead cat. Strangely enough, Gerry did not try to persuade me or
pressure me into going with him the next day, neither did he defend zoos in general, but he did
try to explain what the real function of a well run zoo should be, and how vital it was, in the face
of the population explosion and the spread of civilisation, that wildlife should be preserved for
future generations.Zoos, he argued, would eventually be the last sanctuary for wild things as
man increased in numbers and slowly encroached on the natural habitat. He told me how whole
herds of wild game were being shot as part of a misguided tsetse fly campaign in Central Africa.
Elsewhere, dams were being constructed and vast areas flooded that were the natural feeding
grounds of many wild creatures. It was inevitable that when the interests of man conflicted with
those of wild life, the animals would go to the wall. His most cherished ambition in life was to
create a special zoo where he could keep and breed some of these creatures in the hope that
they would not be completely exterminated, and the one thing he felt passionately about was
that all zoos must cease to be mere show places and become true scientific institutions where
the welfare of the animals was of paramount importance.He talked like this the whole way to the
zoo, and before I realised it we were inside a large wooden building which vibrated with the
chatterings and squealings of animals. The first thing I noticed was the lack of smell that I
normally associated with zoos. Instead, there was a pleasant odour of straw, food and warm
animal bodies. Yet the thing that most impressed me was Gerry’s relationship with all these
creatures. Suddenly, this seemingly shallow young man became a different person. Gone was
the diffident air as he walked solemnly up and down the lines of cages, giving each creature
titbits and talking to them. He really cared about them, and they, in a funny way, returned this
love and interest with obvious trust. Like small children, they would scream out to attract his
attention, or jump up and down eagerly, waiting to be noticed. I followed slowly behind him along
the passageways and peered, I admit rather timidly, into each cage, becoming quite absorbed
by these lovely creatures. The streamlined Giant Anteater, looking for all the world like a futuristic



car, walking carefully up to the front of his compartment to be patted; the multi-coloured
Macaws, shouting ‘Robert’ in different keys: the charming little Squirrel Monkeys sitting like
clowns with their heads on one side. Without doubt, all these animals knew that they were being
looked at in a special way, and yet they did not appear to resent my being there—I almost felt as
if they had accepted me.We spent quite a long time there, while Gerry gave every animal a
second feed and renewed any wet straw, and I just sat on a box and watched him. He worked
quietly and efficiently, obviously enjoying himself, and talking to every animal as he passed. He
had certainly forgotten that I was there, and concentrated his entire attention on the animals. The
whole thing fascinated me and it was with reluctance that I broke the silence to ask him
questions about the various creatures.‘Well, at least I’ll know what I’m writing about,’ I said as we
returned home, ‘and I must say, they really are fascinating.’After this visit to the zoo our friendship
expanded. I was working at the time in my father’s town office, where I received a flood of
telephone calls. Would I have lunch with Gerry that day or, if not, what about morning coffee or
afternoon tea? How about going to the theatre or was there a good film I wanted to see? My
father enquired rather acidly who was paying my salary, as I seemed to spend most of my time
away from his office.‘Don’t worry, Dad,’ I assured him, ‘we’re just good friends and he’ll be going
away soon, anyway.’A grunt was the only reply I got, but he was quite obviously worried that I
might be overwhelmed by all the attention I was receiving from a man who was so totally
different from my usual male friends.Much to my parents’ relief, Mr. Durrell calmly announced
one morning that he would be leaving us soon, as all the animals had gone and there was really
no reason to keep him in the north; in any case he had not yet seen his mother, so he felt he
ought to go back to Bournemouth. This time, I took him to the station a little more eagerly than
before.As I got back to the office the telephone was ringing. It was my father, enquiring whether
Gerry had got away safely.‘Yes, he has,’ I replied.‘Now perhaps we can all do a bit of work,’ he
said, and then followed a list of instructions. Replacing the receiver, I turned towards my desk.
The office door burst open and framed Gerry Durrell clutching a large bouquet of faded
chrysanthemums to his bosom. He thrust them towards me, saying rather obviously, ‘These are
for you.’ Then he hesitated as he turned to leave: ‘You wouldn’t like to marry me, would you?’He
shrugged his shoulders and grinned wryly. ‘I didn’t think you would,’ he said and left the office.My
father’s relief was not long lived, for by every post I received either a letter or a postcard and, on
a few occasions, long telegrams. Then came the awful day when a large parcel arrived for me;
this was too much for my father. He summoned me to his private room.‘Now look here, Jacquie,
there must be something between you and that Durrell chap. No man wastes his time and his
money on writing to a girl and sending her expensive presents if he doesn’t expect something in
return. Now I want the truth, however unpleasant.’Trying not to laugh at my normally rational
parent’s behaviour and attitude, I tried with absolutely no success to convince him that there was
nothing between Gerry and me. There followed a long tirade about men who were opportunists,
who led poor, innocent females astray, until I felt as though I was taking part in a Victorian
melodrama. By this time I had ceased to be amused and was very irritated with both my father



and with Durrell. Then a hideous thought came into my head. Was Gerry himself seriously under
the impression that I wanted to marry him? Well, there was only one thing to do: send a telegram
— ‘imperative you phone me immediately reversing charges if necessary.’ I thought this
economy would incite him. It brought an almost immediate response: ‘will telephone you tonight.’
I hung around that telephone for what seemed like hours, so that by the time Durrell did phone, I
was in a furious temper with both him and myself, and I attacked him furiously. How dare he put
me in such an awkward position.— There were to be no more letters, postcards, telegrams, and
definitely no more parcels. Although I appreciated his kindness to me in the past, it was all
getting far beyond the bounds of normal friendship and therefore all communications had to
cease.— Poor Durrell could not get a word in edgeways.‘What on earth’s happened?’ he kept
saying, when I allowed him to. I tried to explain about my father’s attitude to our association and,
much to my chagrin, Gerry was quite sensible about it and said yes, he could quite understand
my father’s concern, and he thought the best thing he could do was to come back as soon as
possible and try to straighten everything out. It was useless telling him not to waste his money,
as he insisted that it was the least he could do to restore peace and harmony to our household. I
rang off just as my father came into the room. I told him what had happened and that Gerry was
coming up to see him and would explain it all personally.‘Good, good,’ he said, ‘I’ll make it quite
clear to that young man that I don’t welcome his attentions towards you. After all, who is he?
What is he? What do we know about him? On his own admission he comes from a very dubious
background and he certainly has no money, nor is ever likely to have, if I’m any judge of
character.’I again insisted that I was not in the least interested in either Gerry or his prospects,
and that he was making a great fuss about nothing.Two days later the architect of my
misfortunes appeared in person, but by this time the whole situation had ceased to amuse me
and all I was interested in was restoring peace and quiet. Anxiously I waited whilst my parent
and Durrell were closeted together. Instead of the furious outburst that I had half expected, all I
heard was apparently peaceful conversation, interspersed with several bursts of loud laughter,
and by the time the meeting was over, I was livid.Smiling happily to himself, Durrell told me that
everything was fine.‘What did you say to him?’ I asked determinedly.‘Well, I asked your father
outright why he objected to our friendship, and he assured me that he had no objections at all,
either to me personally or to you coming out with me. His anxiety was merely that of any normal
parent who doesn’t want a very talented daughter with a seemingly brilliant future to waste time
on trivialities.’I exploded. So my father would rather believe a comparative stranger than me. This
was completely contrary to everything he had said to me before. Gerry grabbed me before I
could go in pursuit of him.‘Now, now, calm down, the poor man is genuinely worried, but I think
I’ve convinced him that although I would very much like to marry you I’ve no intention of pressing
my suit where it’s unwelcome.’‘Thank you very much,’ I said, ‘but where does this leave
me?’‘Well, it’s up to you, isn’t it?’‘When are you going back to Bournemouth?’‘Oh, in a couple of
days’ time. After all, if your father doesn’t object to my taking you out, I might as well take
advantage of it.’I was really very hurt by my father’s attitude. After all the shouting and the fuss,



he had backed down. Well, I would really give him something to worry about. He thought I was
seriously involved with Gerry and might run off and marry him—well, I would be.Gerry was easily
persuaded to stay on a little longer, and I went out of my way to be with him as much as possible,
staying out until all hours and watching my father’s face, with much satisfaction, for I could see
that he was furious and yet unable to say anything in view of his conversation with Gerry.There
was one thing, however, that neither of us had reckoned with. I had entered into this game as a
way of getting back at stupidity, but I suddenly found that our attitude to each other had changed.
Having spent every spare minute together, it soon began to dawn on us that we were getting
emotionally involved and that it would not be easy to say goodbye. Another thing that was quite
clear to us both was that the situation was impossible. There was no prospect of our being able
to marry, for I was under age and Gerry’s finances were at their lowest his total assets were £200
and no job. On top of this, his health began to deteriorate, and as he had nearly died of
malignant malaria two years previously, even my father was worried. Gerry and I spent hours
discussing our predicament, and it was decided that the best thing to do was for Gerry to try to
get a job. This would not be easy, as he only knew about animals and zoo jobs were always
difficult to get. Anyway, he would write to various zoos and to people who might be able to
help.So began a most agonising period, and, to help matters out, Gerry went back to
Bournemouth until something definite was resolved about his future. Our only contact now was
by letter and the occasional telephone conversation.By now I was twenty-one and so did not
need my father’s permission to marry, but Gerry was still adamant that he had to get a job of
some kind. Things were getting really difficult at home and so I was delighted when I received an
invitation to visit Gerry’s sister in Bournemouth. She was going to get married again and thought
it might be a good idea for us all to meet, especially as Gerry and I were now definitely going to
get married. It took a great deal of persuasion on my part before I was allowed to go to
Bournemouth for a long weekend, and Durrell came all the way up to collect me. It was a
wonderful trip.It was late when we got to the house and I shall never forget that meeting. I had
never been in a room where what looked like half an orchard was protruding out of the fire. When
it burnt down, anyone who was nearby pushed it farther into the grate. At least it was one way of
keeping warm, and obviously the large young man sitting next to Margaret wished to expend no
energy whatsoever in cutting it up into small pieces. The white walls were covered with brightly
coloured oriental rugs and postcards of the various places that family and friends had visited. It
was all very ‘Bohemian’. Sister Margaret was sitting on a divan, dressed in a long, tartan
housecoat. She grinned at us and told us that her mother had got tired of waiting up and had
gone to bed. Food was in the larder and our beds had been made up.We sat around the fire,
talking and eating, Margaret asking us the occasional vague question about what we planned to
do next, especially if Gerry could not find a job. Like all young hopefuls, we were both optimistic
that something would turn up soon.‘Yes, but just in case it doesn’t,’ she said casually, ‘I’ve a
suggestion to make. I can’t pay you the money I owe you, Gerry, I’m afraid, but what you could
both do is move into one of my flatlets and live as part of the family. After all, Mother’s leaving us



soon to go and live down the road with Brother Leslie, so there would be room for you without
straining our resources too much. But I don’t want to press you to come to a decision now. Think
about it. The room’s there if you want it.’‘Well, it’s up to Jacquie. After all, not everyone wants to
start married life by living with weird in-laws,’ Gerry argued.I felt we were rushing things, and I did
not want to be panicked into anything.‘Can I let you know later?’ I asked.‘Of course, take as long
as you like. Anyway, you’re probably very tired now,’ said Margo, yawning prodigiously, ‘and I
suggest that we all go to bed.’It was a long time before I could go to sleep, as all sorts of
arguments kept rushing through my mind. I didn’t want to seem ungrateful, but I barely knew
them, and I might even decide not to marry Gerry after all.The next thing I knew, Gerry was
shaking me and offering me a cup of tea.‘Now don’t feel you’ve got to get up right away. There’s
plenty of hot water and I’ll be waiting for you downstairs when you’re ready.’I purposely took my
time over getting up and having a bath, and I speculated what the rest of the family might be like.
I knew that Gerry’s mother was a widow, and that there were four children altogether, of whom
Gerry was the youngest. All my impressions of the family had been sketched in from what Gerry
had said, and I was quite frankly terrified at the thought of meeting them all. Elder Brother Larry
seemed the most formidable, but I probably wouldn’t meet him yet as he lived abroad. Brother
Leslie only lived down the road, though, and he might not approve of me.‘No member of the
family ever interferes with another except when he thinks that the other member is doing
something wrong—which is most of the time,’ Gerry had assured me; but it would be unpleasant
to live so close to them if I was not completely accepted.Bracing myself for the ordeal, I went
downstairs. I heard voices coming from the living room , and as I entered conversation ceased.
Quickly, Gerry came over and dragged me towards a tiny, elderly lady who was standing in front
of the fire.‘This is my mother,’ he said.I was astonished. She was completely different from how I
had imagined her; instead of the tall, rather forbidding woman I had always pictured, here was a
tiny, gentle person with merry blue eyes and silver hair. She smiled and shook hands with
me.‘Thank God you’re not a blonde, dear,’ she said grinning wickedly.Margaret came into the
room at this point and they all roared with laughter. Getting bolder, I asked, ‘What would you
have done if I had been a blonde?’‘Nothing,’ replied Mrs. Durrell, ‘but I’m relieved just the same.’ I
gathered later that all her favourite son’s past girlfriends had been blonde and blue-eyed—
cowlike, is how Mrs. Durrell described them—and she had an absolute horror of one of them
becoming her daughter-in-law.
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Stephen A. Rose, “Great third person take on Gerry Durrell. Fascinating to learn on Gerald
Durrell's early career and personality in general. Also, a great first person account of all of trials
and tribulations of collecting wild animals from exotic continents and starting a zoo.The only
negative was the abrupt ending that seemed to warrant a better description of the spit between
Jacquie and Gerry Durrell.”

Lin F., “Amazing. Amazing how difficult their travels were and what a large amount of time it took
to get all of their arrangements made.Also amazing the great success they had keeping all those
wild animals even alive much less healthy.Her new forward is essential to understanding the
whole story.”

Katrina Prince, “Delightful memoir of Jacquie with Gerald DurrellDi. I loved this book from
Jacquie Durrells''s time with Gerald Durrell.”

Sabatini Fox Nicola, “Very interesting and very well written.. It gives a good insight into the life of
living with Gerald Durrell in he early days and during his collecting trips.”

sos, “This is an updated version of Beasts in my Bed. This is actually a book written by Jacquie
many years ago called Beasts in my Bed with an opening chapter explaining what happened
afterwards. It is a very good book and the opening chapter was very interesting as it answered a
lot of questions about their later relationship and Jersey zoo.”

juneve, “Fills in the gaps in the durrell saga. An amusing and insightful window behind the
scenes into the continuing saga of the durrell family. Having read snf thoroughly enjoyed all the
books written by Gerry this book was well worth adding to my durrell collection”

Grandma, “Durrell family history and origins of Jersey Zoo.. Having visited Jersey Zoo and
watched “The Durrells” on TV I was interested to find out the rest of the story. This book provided
it.”

Robert O'Toole, “Excellent. An insiders view of a fascinating and adventurous world. Lots of
exciting and fascinating stories by an expert traveller and wildlife enthusiast.”

Martinoptic, “Pleasant but incomplete release of the original.. I first read Beasts in my bed in the
early 1970s. I am very pleased it has been reissued as Gerry and I but am disappointed that Mr.
Durrell’s footnotes are absent as are the photos that were in the earlier book. This would have
been a 5 star review if they were present.  Thank you Jacquie for republishing.”
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