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To win her husband's love she masqueraded as a ladwe did not
know!

The Duke of Westhampton had a wife in the countand a mistress in
town. This suited the Duke of Westhampton, butyuang wife, whom
he'd wed and tucked away on his estate with sgaecebcond glance was
not pleased. So, being as audacious as she wasmnshe undertook to
win his attention, to charm and undo him, in theld/of the Regenchaut
ton, where he was very well known - and she was not.



CHAPTER ONE

The two curly heads bent over the letter were rdatjigair-one the pale
yellow of primrose, the other the burnished reddgol flame. Both girls
were dressed very simply in white muslin gowns loigth at the neck,
without any frills or furbelows.

They were sitting arm in arm upon the window sdaa soom that had
obviously seen better days. The shafts of sunlight poured in through
the window picked out faded hangings and signs edrvon the furniture;
A touch of black gave a sombre note to the otherwdyllic scene. Both
girls were wearing a black ribbon for mourning heit locks.

“What shall we do?” sighed the elder Miss de VillieA perfect blonde
with azure blue eyes and a profile worthy of a Gneccoin, Emily de
Villiers was the acknowledged beauty of the neighbod for miles
around. “Incomparable” was what her admirers catied

Yet though Emily was so beautiful she was not lat@hceited. Indeed she
was of as gentle and timid nature. Somehow sheyalwaeemed to turn to
her younger sister for advice. “| wish Mama wal ative,” she continued.

“What can we do about this letter?" “We shall repy course,” was the
firm answer which came from the girl beside heor{dida de Villiers was

not yet “out” in society and had none of her eldater’'s classic good
looks. Yet there was a fiery charm about her. Hemé-gold locks were
too long for fashion, and fell nearly to her waistuntidy tendrils. Her

nose was too uptilted for perfection, and threellsfreckles upon its end

gave her face an elfin quality. No amount of cucambater or crushed
fresh strawberries could get rid of those freckles.

But it was her eyes that gave character to her. fibey were green,
glowing pools of mystery, so large that they dortedaall her other
features. ,

“We shall reply, of course,” she repeated. “The ®&uwbviously knows
nothing of Mama’s death, so we shall just sign m@me to the letter. It
will be simpler than explaining.”



“Would that be right?" asked Emily.

“It would be quite all right.” Clorinda’s eyes flasd with indignation.
“The Duke has not even bothered to ask after Marhaath. He clearly
does not know or care. Anyway, what else can weWeZannot get one
of the servants to write.”

As she spoke, she felt unbidden tears well into éy@s. Her gentle,
uncomplaining mother had .been an invalid everesiner husband, Sir
Harry de Villiers, had died three years earliere e Villiers family was

an ancient one, able to trace the baronetcy backdodreds of years.
Their pedigree stretched even farther, right bactheé Saxon kings, years
before the Normans had even thought of invadintaBri

Yet there had never been the money to go with dugpee. Those three
years on a widow’s jointure had taxed Lady de ¥ilB gay spirit to its
utmost. Only the week before, she had followedhiheband she adored to
his last resting place, in the family tomb at thea churchyard of
Villiers-sub-Arden.

“Do we dare do that?” Emily’s question interrupt€orinda’s wistful
reverie.

'Do you dare do what?” asked a man’s voice as #lder brother, Jack,
walked into the room. Like Emily, he was fair-hairand good-looking.
But, unlike his sisters, he bore the marks of gason on his face. Sir
John de Villiers, known to his cronies as Jack, bathe into the title
before he was twenty and had acquired with it deany to riotous living.

He was carelessly dressed in the buckskin breemh@gsiding boots that
were the mark of a gentleman in the country. Fhigdais lanky limbs over
one of the old drawing room chairs, he demandedhdiffomps are you
plotting now, Clorinda?” For a moment a smile féoéd across his face,
and he looked younger than his twenty-two years.

“We are not plotting anything, Jack,” replied hsuypgest sister furiously.
"Anyway none of my romps, as you call them, can para ‘with your
gambling debts. We were just discussing what talatmut this letter which



came for Mama. It's a proposal of marriage for Bniflom some Duke
who has never even” met her. He obviously hasrdd rabout Mama’s
death inThe Gazetteither. So | think we just ought to reply as iE@dmes
from Mama.”

“Give me the letter. | am head of the family nowgpi@da-not you.” Jack
seized the piece of paper and rapidly scannedhénThe gave a low
whistle. He got up from the chair and went over &ssed Emily with

brotherly awkwardness.

“Congratulations Emily,” he said. “You will be vench. It's the Duke of
Westhampton, and a splendid match. He is as ridbrassus, and one of
the greatest dandies in the fashionable world.”

Emily blushed but she said nothing.

It was left to seventeen-year-old Clorinda to repyoodness, Jack. Emily
wouldn’t like that at all,” she said in her forthht way. “Have you
forgotten that she is going to marry Robert Willbbg? If it wasn't for
Mama'’s illness, the engagement would have beenusnoeal by now.”

“I haven't forgotten,” came the reply. “You are grd child, Clorinda. The
Duke of Westhampton’s offer is more than this fgmieserves.
Willoughby is just a younger son of a country squidow can his offer
compare?”

“But he and Emily are in love,” objected Clorinda.

“Emily knows what her duty to the family must bejea if you don't,”
retorted Jack. “You are being naive, Clorinda. \WWegactically penniless,
and only a good marriage can save me from a dsbfomison. and you
from having to earn your living as a governessaswt my wits’ end what
to do until | saw this letter.”

“It's true, dearest Clorinda,” said Emily softlyF6r a moment | forgot
everything but my love for Robert. But | can’t reéuthis offer. It is my
duty to you both. The Duke will pay off all our debf | marry him, and
besides, then | can give you a proper coming olitilhd.ondon. | shall
have to tell Robert. . .” Her voice broke off, sesgded in tears.



“I think it is mercenary and disgusting,” said Giata vigorously. “Why
should you be sacrificed for me and Jack, just bsealack keeps betting
on all the wrong horses? | would rather like beingoverness anyway. |
don’t want you to be miserable.”

“At least Emily will be miserable in the lap of lury,” said her brother
dryly. “You are unfair, Clorinda. It is not just ndebts that have ruined us.
There were Papa’s too, and Mama knew nothing ammoutey. | am afraid
some of her debts will come to light too. One ofwi8 simply have to
marry a» fortune within the next few weeks, otheewve shall have the
bailiffs at Villiers Manor, itself.”

There was silence for a moment. A large tear rafledin Emily’s cheek.

Jack was right, thought Clorinda. Her angelic Mahzal been a baby
where money was concerned. Even though she wagotlggest in the

family, it had been Clorinda who had tried to te&ein mother that money
should not be spent so recklessly. She had scrirapddsaved, trying to
reduce their expenses, only to discover that hehendhad ordered coral
necklaces for her two daughters. Clorinda sigheH thie memory.

“I suppose it is true that one of us must marry eywh she said
thoughtfully. “It can’t be you, Jack, because LeZppleby is the only
heiress we know, and she wouldn’t have you. Sheigenforgotten the
time you put a frog down her neck when you werdteigut why does it
have to be Emily? Give me that letter to read afjain

Smoothing out the by now crumpled paper, she realdud.

The Duke of Westhampton presents his complimemsis Hlesirous of
allying his Family with the de Villiers, and und&sds that you have a
suitable daughter of Marriageable Age. He therefarquests the hand of
Miss de Villiers in the hope that the Marriage nisgy celebrated with all
possible Speed.

Looking round triumphantly at her brother, Clorincancluded, “It doesn’t
say which daughter and it doesn’t mention Emily fgme. So why
shouldn’t I marry him instead of Emily? Then shenrdae happy with
Robert, and Jack's debts will be paid and the fasnibrtunes retrieved.”



Her enormous eyes sparkled with satisfaction at ttimught of this
solution.

“You," said Jack with scorn. “You're not even ‘CuBesides you don'’t
even look like a de Villiers with all that red haiAnd you're only
seventeen. The Duke won’t want a nursery Miss lasda.”

“I can change the color of my hair,” said Clorindashall bleach it or
something. Since we've always lived in the coumejther the Duke nor
anybody else will know what to expect. And if | gseup in some of
Mama'’s dresses | shall look much older.”

“Oh, Clorinda,” Emily’s voice was suffused with tea“If only you could.
. .but I'm afraid he would find out.” |

“Why should he? | shall write back, as if from Mansaying that due to
my illness | cannot come up to London. | shall shgt my daughter
Clorinda will marry him, as long as he is willing have a quiet wedding,
and that | shall send her up to London for it: Wdimpuld the Duke care?
He hasn’'t even bothered to find out what your nasn&mily. Isn’t that

proof that he just wants a marriage of conveniemg) no question of
love?”

“I don't like it,” Jack frowned. “Oh, I'll admit te scheme might work, but
what about you, Clorinda? What will you feel liketting married? And
what will you tell the Duke afterwards?”

“I shall tell him the truth, of course.” Clorindéaoe®d up proudly. “One of
us has got to marry him, you said so yourself Jaekn not in love like
Emily is. | am the practical member of the familfama always said so.
She used to call Emily her ‘fairy daughter and mer ‘household elf

daughter’.

With a determined toss of her flaming hair, sheetathem both. In her
simple muslin dress, and the black ribbon in her, Ishe looked absurdly
young. The thin material fell in soft folds overbady that had not yet
achieved the voluptuous curves of womanhood. Henddr shoulders
were braced, though, like those of a soldier. Butthe glittering green



pools of her eyes, she might have been a youngétiyng out on life for
the first time.

Perhaps it was the vulnerable look of his sistat thade even careless
Jack uneasy. “You're too young,” he said. “What ylmu know about
marriages of convenience and how to behave in $ogrety?”

“I know what it means,” said his sister proudly, “Aarriage of
convenience is one in which the husband continoeblatve his opera
dancers and his wife pretends she does riot knosutathem. Mama
always said that gentlemen were different in thay .

“Oh, Clorinda, surely you didn’t ask her about tygrike that,” said Emily,
shocked at the very thought. “I am sure she cahawé said anything of
the kind. She never even mentioned such things wheaid | was
marrying Robert.”

“Robert is different and so are you, my darlingesi$ Clorinda tightened
her arm about her sister’s waist. “You two aréove”

“But what about you, Clorinda?” said Emily trying be fair. “You might
fall in love."

“Not me,” said the girl firmly. “I'm never going talo anything of the
kind.”

“Please, Jack,” whispered Emily, convinced. “Lebi@ida write the letter.
If the Duke agrees to the match without seeingtusill mean he cannot
care which sister he weds. If not, | promise tontp duty for the sake of
the family.”

Jack still looked uneasy. He began walking up amdrdthe sun-lit room
in perplexity. Then his rather dissolute face brak® a boyish grin. “I

agree, Clorinda. You can write the letter. | mwst sshould give odds to
see the Duke's face when he discovers he has theggng not the elder
sister; | wager it will be the first time he haseeween outwitted by a
woman.”



“I am sure the Duke of Westhampton is very lucky de marrying
Clorinda,” said Emily loyally. “Besides he will dlying himself to one of
the oldest families in Britain. The Villiers are ofu older than the
Westhamptons, you know.”

“A good pedigree’s never done me much good,” saickJ“Ah well,
Clorinda, I'll say this. You have turned up veri@lrumps, dear sister. I'll
be back to London in the meantime. Winterstokes teie there’s a new
gaming club been opened.”

“I do wish you would stop playing with that awfubtd Winterstoke,” said
Emily. “You seem always to lose money when youveith him.” '

“Winterstoke’s the most knowing man in London,” csaner brother
shortly. He turned to leave the room.

The two sisters looked at each other in despaick’'dapassion for
gambling had been a worry in the family for the kasee years. "And the
trouble is,” said Clorinda when he had gone, “he tee devil’'s own bad
luck.”

“You shouldn’t use such phrases, darling,” said i rebuke. “They are
not ladylike. But I'm afraid | know what you meanfear that dear Papa
was much the same.”

The next few days brought bad news for the twosgiflheir mother’s
business affairs, it seemed, were in a worse dta@e even .lack had
foreseen. Lady de Villiers had invested her smafids in speculative
stocks, and there was only enough left to pay lodf family servants the
wages they were owed, and to settle a few trifldepts around the
neighborhood. Lady de Villiers had never been pnticebout money.
Indeed she had despised it. “Never marry for mdnslye had told the
girls. “Only love can make you happy.”

Whenever Clorinda thought of those words, a coldeshwent down her
spine. Had she made a horrible mistake by offetmgnarry the Duke?
Then she would think of Jack’s debts and gentlel¥Esniove for Robert,
and she would think again. “I may be a girl," sh&ldo herself, “but | can
face difficulties and overcome them as well as laoy.”



While she waited for the Duke’s answer, Clorindarggmuch of her time
in the quiet Villiers Manor library. Sometimes stwuld hardly help crying
when she looked round all the familiar leather-mbwolumes, battered
from so much use. She knew and loved them all. backbeen sent to
Eton, of course, but the two girls had been lefittk up their education as
they liked. Unlike some families they had never lEywpd a governess.
There never seemed the funds.

Instead, Clorinda had spent many hours in therybbaowsing among the
books, and, with the help of the local parsonngytio keep up with Jack’s
studies in Latin and Greek. Emily had never beeokist, but Clorinda
was just the opposite. She could lose herself anddhily worries in the
writings of the great authors like Shakespeare.

It was a Saturday when she was browsing among toésh that she
suddenly remembered her mother taking a book frben ghelves and
saying to her, “Clorinda, let me read you this pggsfrom Shakespeare. |
know you will enjoy it. It is one of the finest Eagyes of poetry in the
English language.”

Irresistibly she was drawn to the same shelf, anithé very same volume.
As if to remind her, it fell open at the same pgssa

To be or not to be: that is the question:
Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles;
And by opposing end them?

“Perhaps that is what | am doing?” thought Clorirtiaking arms against
a sea of troubles instead of just letting them whetm the family.”
Somehow the thought comforted her.

She was interrupted by Emily, who came in at a f@h Clorinda, it's
come,” she burst out. “The letter, | mean. | dao¢ open it, so | have
brought it to you.”



Slowly Clorinda took it from her sister's outstrieéd and trembling
fingers. She discovered that her own hands werequib¢é steady. What
would the letter contain? Would it mean ruin foe family with a refusal?
Or the sacrifice of poor Emily’s loving heart? Oowd it be a demand for
her own hand in marriage-a demand which would bhiegriches; luxury
and a world without love? °

She examined the writing. It was different thisd¢irmore careless and less
tidy than the script on the original letter. “Pephais secretary wrote the
earlier letter?” she wondered, and felt slightlgkswith anger. Or was it
fear? She tore the paper open.

For a moment the black scrawl swam before her eyes.

“I am obliged for your early Communicationshe read. Thank you for
the offer of your daughter, Clorinda’s hand in Miage. In the
circumstances of your illness, a quiet Wedding asdoubt best. It will
perfectly meet my own wishes on the Matter. | wailait the future
Duchess at St. Margaret's, Westminster, on May .10fhe signature was
large and bold-WESTHAMPTON.

“But that's only a week,” gasped Emily.

“So much the better,” said Clorinda. “It is clehat this is a transaction for
him, not an affair of the heart. Why even a Dukae evould think, must
inspect a horse before he buys it. Yet the Dukes dha¢ think fit to cast an
eye over his bride. Well, he will get the Villiecennection. It is clear he
cares for nothing else.”

She was unreasonably angry, she knew. After ad,létter was just what
both sisters wanted. Had the Duke insisted on mgetis bride
beforehand, then the whole scheme might have bedone.

What had she expected, after all? A love letterairl he had never met
and obviously could not care for? She shook herself

“But, Clorinda,” quavered Emily, “what shall we dbout your trousseau?
May the tenth is only a week away. There will nettime to have Mama’s
dresses properly altered by a dressmaker.”



“We shall just have to do our best, ourselves,d @iorinda. “Besides we
have no money to pay a dressmaker.”

“But you know that you and | cannot sew well. Oloi@ida, you will look
a prefect fright. And the Duke will be expectingeauty, no doubt.”

"We can’t worry about that. We shall just have totde best we can,” said
Clorinda firmly. “If you and | set to work, we slhahanage a trousseau
somehow. Besides, once | am married | shall betabtave all the clothes
| want.

“Think of it, Emily,” she went on. “I shall be abte buy silk stockings and
fans and ribbons and everything. Are you sure yanitdvant to marry the
Duke?”

“Oh no,” said Emily shuddering.

“There is one thing | am rather worried about,ds@lorinda. “And that is
bleaching my hair. | suppose the housemaid canrdemdome of the stuff
she does her hair with.”

“Her hair doesn’t look very nice,” said Emily insinay. “It seems rather a
pity to spoil your red colored hair.”

“It's probably best that | do,” said Clorinda. ‘Tluke will expect me to
be fair like Jack. There's one consolation. | docetre what the Duke
thinks. He’s bound to turn out to be utterly boriaggd pompous. | quite
hate him already.”

* % %

The next few days passed in such a bustle of pmépar that Clorinda
barely had time to think at all. With the help ahHly, she turned out their
mother’s old wardrobe-the first time since her Hetitat the sisters had
been through her things.

As they sat in their mother’s bedroom, surroundgdalb her old dresses
and the little treasures of ribbons and lace that flsad hoarded, the two



sisters could not help but weep. “Do you remembleemshe had this day
dress made?” said Emily, holding up the folds pfrk sarcenet dress.

“I do remember,” sighed Clorinda. “Mama looked seabtiful. Do you
think we could alter it for my trousseau?” She @dyhe soft material
around herself. The dress had looked exquisite typoffair-haired mother.
The soft pink color had brought out the gentle bdfidner eyes. It would
look good on Emily too. But on Clorinda the effeftthe pink was very
different. Somehow it made her burning red-gold hak tawdry, and the
deep green of her eyes faded against the color.

“It doesn’t suit you like it suited Mama,” said Bmi“Why don’t you try
this pale mauve gown?"

Clorinda gathered up the dress and held its healdg Df satin against her.
Emily frowned. It still did not look right. The paimauve clashed with her
sister’s hair, and made her green eyes look a$tatled blue.

“The mauve isn't any better, darling,” she saicdn’t there anything else?”

Rummaging through the wardrobe, Clorinda pulledandther pink dress,
a third of the same color, another mauve dresstfagrd a gray dress. “Try
that one,” advised Emily.

“It's rather dull, isn’t it?” said Clorinda in a st voice. She was dismayed
at the reality of what they were doing. When she $aid proudly that her
mother’'s dresses would do for the trousseau, sdenba really thought

what it would mean. Now with the slight fragrandeher mother’s rose

water still clinging to the soft fabrics, she colldrdly bear it. It seemed
almost like sacrilege to dress up in her mothdoghes.

“Wouldn’t my best muslin do, the one we keep fon&ays?” she pleaded.
“I don’t want to have to wear Mama’s things.”

“Dear Clorinda, | know what you must be going thygby said Emily
sympathetically. “But | don’t think any of your ¢lees will do. Most of
them are my old ones, and very faded.”



She spoke the truth. In the last few years, Claihdd insisted that any
money spent on clothes should go on her older Weksister, who was
“out” in society, rather than on herself, still i@l g the nursery.

“Just try the gray,” coaxed Emily.

Reluctantly Clorinda took off her old white musliand stepped into the
heavy gray silk. It was far too big for her, anddameath its heavy folds
her shoulders looked frailer than ever. Yet it wdsfinitely an
improvement upon the pinks and mauves, as far s a@nt. It looked
drab, quiet, dull-but at least it didn’t clash ook in bad taste.

“I think this one will do, Emily,” she said. “At &st | can wear it for the
wedding. It looks rather old-fashioned, but it makae look older, |
think.”

In an odd way, it did. Though her body through tinaterial was pitifully
slender, the dress disguised some of its immatutiyder the heavy
material, Clorinda looked frail, but not so youmdpbody could say that
the dress suited her, but at least she looked ctdpe.

“I shall have to wear the pink to travel in,” sheised aloud. “But | daresay
it will look less frightful when | have bleached rhyir.”

Bleaching her hair turned out to be more of a mobthan the two girls
had foreseen. They had borrowed some lotion fromadrthe housemaids
and asked her instructions on how to use it.

Emily washed Clorinda’s long locks with the usuaftbal mixtures they

favored-soapwort and camomile-and then she rubbethe lotion the

housemaid had provided and left it for several nraauThen she rinsed the
hair, and both girls waited anxiously for it to dryfront of the nursery

fire.

“It certainly looks lighter already,” said Emily.
Clorinda twisted her heavy locks round and statetem. “It's lighter all

right,” she admitted. “But it doesn’t look very hibg, does it? All the ends
are split and the curl seems to have gone outsafntehow.”



Her worst fears were realized when her hair waallfirdried. The bleach
had worked only too well. What had been lively gadd, was now a dull
yellow and lacking in vitality. Not only the haitself, lacking in life, but it
seemed to drain the life from Clorinda’s complexand eyes.

“I shall just have to cover my hair whenever polesibsaid Clorinda
aloud. “At least nobody can recognize me.”

She was glad she had left the task of bleachindhaertill the last day of
her time at Villiers Manor. She had dreaded the emnwhen she must
say goodbye to the house where she had been hadner kyes there could
never be anything more lovely than the red EliZadetbrick and Tudor
half timbers of her home. At least bleaching heir had given herself
something other than the departure to worry about.

When the time of parting finally came, she could nold back her tears.
Loyal to the last, Emily had accompanied her to tbedside where the
stage coach would pick her up for the journey tedan. Jack had sent
some money from London-“thanks to the Duke” is Hmwhad put it in his
letter. “It won't pay for a private carriage, budon’t like to borrow too
much before the wedding bells. | am afraid you wéle to take the stage,
Clorinda. Mind you behave yourself.”

“I wish Jack had escorted you,” fussed Emily, asytivaited in the slight
chill of the morning. “I am not happy about youystay by yourself in an
inn, Clorinda.”

“Don’t worry, Emily,” Clorinda reassured her sistér am staying in a
very respectable place, where they used to knowather. | am better off
on my own anyway. You know what Jack is like. Terohe he would be
laying bets on every carriage that passed, orinvihe coachman to join
him at cards at every stop in the road.”

She added wistfully. “Besides | do not look beauténough to attract
attention. Who could look twice at me?”

Her words were only too accurate. Over the unbeegrpink day dress,
she was wearing a drab beige pelisse whose folds twe ample for her



slender form.. Her half boots under this were skhablth too much use,
and her gloves slightly too large for her. The tdmmings of the
fashionable world, and the huge furry muffs hadnbbeyond the girls’
ingenuity. A discreet but aging bonnet completeddmsemble.

Any comforting words her sister might have offeragre halted as the
stage coach in a flurry of dust and galloping heok@unded the corner.
Spotting the two figures outside the Manor, ther foorses slowed down to
a trot, finally halting a little way further on. €guard climbed down and
helped Clorinda with her modest leather box, plgdtnn the basket that
hung at the back of the vehicle.

“Climb in, my dear,” he said with a friendly smiligr he was a fatherly
man.

For a second the two girls clung together in a clpless embrace, then
Clorinda tore herself away. From inside the crowdedch, she could just
see her sister’s solitary figure, till the dusingsfrom the horses’ hooves
hid her and Villiers Manor from sight.

It was just before the town where the coach wastdwstop for the night,
that Clorinda had a lesson in how the truly ridvél. The stage coach had
seemed to her untutored eye to be going at a beeklspeed. But as it was
rounding a fairly steep bend in the road, to heazament she realized it
was being overtaken. Through the window she peeceithe wide-
nostriled heads of a perfectly matched pair of dranges.

They sped by the coach with only an inch to spdra eseckless pace.
Clorinda caught her breath in astonishment. Susely a madman would
drive so fast. She craned her neck to see who keadriver and caught a
glimpse of a tall dark man wearing a driving coatnmany capes. His
whole attention was focused on the dangerous manenfvguiding his

curricle past the coach. Then the whole coach ssvdgegerously, and the
equipage was gone. Only a cloud of dust rising resgathe window was
evidence of the astounding haste of his passing.

A few miles onward, the coach came to a halt at itire where its
passengers were to spend the night. Stiff from jbarney, Clorinda
climbed out and looked round for a sight of thosdorgettable gray



horses. She could, not see them, nor the dark nmenhad been driving
them. Perhaps he had continued his journey onwdkibat a pity,”
thought Clorinda. “I should have liked to see thesmderful horses, just
so that | could tell Jack about them.”

The Queen’s Arms, where the coach had halted, walbconducted

establishment with a courtyard bustling with grooamsl ostlers who led
away the tired coach horses. Inside was all bustle and for a moment
Clorinda felt a pang of embarrassment. Then a aedd innkeeper came
up and asked her if she was Miss de Villiers. “Véna bedchamber for
you,” said he, in tones which made it clear he geaed her as a
gentlewoman despite her shabby appearance. “Baot hat able to give

you a private parlor. Mine has been bespoke byrdlegaan who arrived

here before the coach,” he apologized.

Thinking of her pitifully small store of coins, Glada reflected that
perhaps this was to her advantage. She thankadrtkeeper politely, and
when the harassed landlord was approached by orikeobther stage
passengers, looked around for somebody to carrlinest. “I will show
you your bedchamber, Miss,” said a smiling chamlaédmand led
Clorinda to the small bedchamber that had beenrvweddor her. There
was the comforting glow of a wood fire burning viith

Sighing with fatigue, Clorinda ordered the girl ptace her chest on the
floor and gave her sixpence. She was about to Aergelf down upon the
patchwork counterpane, when she caught sight aielfen a small mirror
on the wall. Her face was white with the fatiguetloé journey, her hair
powdered with dust from the road, and her eyesdddiollow.

“The Duke certainly is not getting a beauty,” slkagdsaloud to her image.
“I only hope he was not expecting one.” Then smgilat the thought of his
aristocratic dismay, she set to work to comb oattémgles and wipe away
the dust. A little rosewater dabbed behind her,eand a splash of cold
water from a bowl on the chest of drawers was biett Picking up her

reticule, she determined to go in search of supper.

Clorinda was aware that an inn was no place foergtlgreared female,
without even a servant to accompany her. As shereadvin the corridor,
she noticed two men striding past the dining ro@me was brown-haired



and jolly looking: the other was older, perhapstyhiand was dark haired.
In him she recognized the demon driver whose graysds had so
imperiously swept by the stage coach. He was laigght something his
companion had just said, but though his mouth wmaifing), it seemed to
partake at the same time of a cynical sneer.

“No, Marston,” he said, as he brushed rudely pa&st bblivious of her
presence. “| fear there will be no Cyprians for tasight. Just as well
perhaps. | have not told you, but | am to be mdroa the morrow. It
would be unsuitable to spend the night in debaycher

“Married?” cried the other, as they entered intooam off the corridor.
“Julian, this is a joke of yours.”

Clorinda would have heard more of their conversatior neither man had
shut the door of the room they had entered, buagewcame down the
corridor.

“Pray be so good as to fetch me a supper in my beaimsaid Clorinda
timidly; then as the waiter paused she added, “Wlkaf bread and milk
will be all | require.”

The man looked doubtful, but when Clorinda presseshilling from her
small store into his hand he spoke. “We are vergyba the kitchens,
Miss,” he apologized. “If you should wait here Bomoment, | could fetch
it out for you.”

He turned back toward the kitchens and Clorindar@dlternative but to
wait. From the private parlor she could not hel@rivgg more of the
laughing conversation.

"A man must marry, after all,” the dark man wasisgy“The de Villiers
are a fine family and what better than a countlifidiss to raise a family
and cause me no trouble.”

“But, Julian,” his companion replied, “a countrdiéliss for you? Why all
the debutantes of this season would marry youguf lyut smiled at them..
So would their married sisters, come to that, vbdte was easy.”



“My dear Marston,” was all the reply he got, “I kmdhis only too well.
But | am determined on a wife with no town ideasér head. The girl is
well bred and has lived retired. That is enoughniex: If she is tolerable to
look at, why so much the better.”

“You mean you are marrying a girl you have nevengeBut, Julian, what
will Lady Lancaster think?”

At this point the waiter reappeared bearing a wly bread and milk upon
it. Thanking him softly, Clorinda took it from hirand returned to her
lonely bedchamber.

Back in her room she ate her bread and milk thdulijnt It seemed that
this was the man to whom she was betrothed. Shigthof that saturnine
expression and shivered. She relived the momenenwhe powerful
horses, galloping like beasts possessed, had dwethie coach. Well, he
could pick his horseflesh at least, she thoughtd Ae could drive like the
devil, too.

Then she thought of how he had so carelessly wdlgdter, not sparing a
glance for the poor dab of the female in the cormitHe and his friend had
the arrogant bearing of men who had never spatbdwght for ordinary
people. Such arrogance was rather frightening. ffieed at least had
looked as if he might possess a heart, but the DukeAgain Clorinda
shivered.

Somehow Clorinda had imagined that a Duke wouldh lwkill and prosy

bridegroom. She had pictured to herself a very &rgentleman with a

taste for long words and ceremonials. It had neeeurred to her that she
might be marrying a man like the satanic driver.llCand prosy, he

certainly would not be, but would he be kind?

That night she lay in bed unable to sleep. Shd taemagine herself at the
altar, going through the marriage vows with thigkdand fearsome
stranger. Somehow she could not imagine it. Andtwdiahe marriage

after that-what would be expected of her? “Oh, Marhar heart wailed,

“you told me that gentlemen were different from &es; but you did not
tell me how. You always said | should marry forépto. Why am | doing

this?”



Then the image of gentle Emily came into her mind and that of loving
Robert Willoughby who had adored Emily from the afisix. She thought
of him so young and proud in his love for her sistewas for them, for
their love, that she had come so far. After althpes the dark stranger was
not her Duke after all. . .On this reflection she evenuahanaged to
sleep.



CHAPTER TWO

She woke with a start. Already the noise of grooshsuting at one
another, inn servants bustling about, and theeclatt horses coming and
going, was at full cry. It was later than she haolught. There was no time
for her to dally now, no time for breakfast evemeSeaped out of bed,
scrambling to put her clothes together, and wishihgt there was
somebody to help her into the unbecoming pink frobken she took a
hasty drink of cold water from the ewer on the tldésdrawers, and ran a
comb through her tangled locks. Weighed down wéhleather chest, she
rushed downstairs.

The stage coach was about to leave. There wadifostfor the coach
driver to halt his horses, “Hurry my dear,” shoutkd jovial guard, “or we
shall leave without you.”

Even in the coach there seemed no time for reflectn less than an hour
they had arrived at the busy villages which madethg outskirts of
London. To a country girl, all was astonishing. fitegout of the window,
Clorinda was amazed at what she saw.

As they entered London, it seemed as if there weople and coaches and
carts and animals everywhere. The constant dinuoidieds of people
filled the air with the noise of cries, swearinge tscreech of cart wheels,
the rumble of carriages, and the clatter of iroaeshorses.

The coach then passed through a poorer area, anchd@ was shocked to
see the poverty and squalor all around her. Hoafdseggars, some big
sturdy men, others poor cripples with wooden legstamps for arms,
were everywhere. Ragged children ran in and othefraffic.

But perhaps what shocked her most of all was timeliion of the horses.
At Villiers-sub-Arden, there had been many humtaadis, but for all that
they were kept well and in good health-even therad that belonged to
the rag and bone man. But here in London the peasts pulling the carts
were often in a shocking condition. Their ribs &tumut with lack of



feeding, while their sunken eyes and drooping hehdsved how they had
lost the natural high spirits of their kind.

The coach swept on through the traffic. Now thensty changed. They
were passing the houses of the rich in Mayfair.tNeaid servants were
scurrying about the streets on errands, while feotrm multi-colored

liveries and powdered hair passed them. Here areé tBlorinda could see
a man of fashion strolling to some rendezvous. Seroee the brightly

colored coats and stretch-fitting pantaloons ofdhady, with high collar

points and elaborate cravats at the throat.

The horses in this rich district were different .todbhey were all
thoroughbreds, or glossy carriage beasts. Splgndidtched pairs pulled
well-polished barouches in which sat fashionabtkels and their friends.
Dandies dashed by, either in racing curricles omplraetons. Even so
Clorinda saw nothing to match the wonderful graat had overtaken her
coach the day before.

At the Golden Cross Inn where the stage coachhiuists journey, she
found an elegant equipage awaiting her with a coachdriving it and two
footmen at the back. Inside was a fashionably éte$emale of middle
age. She wore an elaborately high bonnet withasplumes, ruffled lace
at the throat, and a kind of frogged redingote @vday dress.

She did not get out of the carriage to greet Chaibut instead beckoned
her inside. “I am the Duke’s cousin, Lady Clarembrdrawled the
fashionable occupant. “I am to escort you to therci. But first you will
no doubt want to change your clothes.” She spokepdlly, almost rudely.
“No maid? Just the one chest?”

Clorinda nodded dumbly. The look she had given i@tta’'s drab pelisse
and faded pink gown made it clear that she consit&er outrageously
dowdy. Looking at Lady Claremont, Clorinda had jtstice to see that
she was quite correct.

Lady Claremont said nothing, as the elegant carjagrneyed through the
streets. When the coach drew up at an imposing t@sidence the two
ladies alighted. Passing through a large entraalt@hd up a big staircase,
Clorinda followed her modish guide who showed h#oia bedroom,



“Pluvier, my dresser, will wait on you,” said La@faremont. She shut the
door, leaving Clorinda alone with a thin-lipped,daiie-aged woman who
was obviously Lady Claremont’s personal maid.

“Thank you,” murmured Clorinda. “I fear | have lgtin the way of
clothes. If perhaps you could help me with my dréssuld be grateful.”

Miss Pluvier was not to be ‘won over by soft spedialvas evident that she
resented this addition to her normal duties, ardifevas beneath her
normal dignity to help such an underdressed femidigsmilingly she
helped Clorinda into the heavy gray silk dress bzt been the only one of
her Mama’s which seemed suitable for a wedding.

“Madam has a tiara?” she queried.

“I have no jewelry at all,” said Clorinda firmly.But | have Mama’s
wedding veil.”

From the chest she drew out a filmy creation ohorg lace; It was worked
with such delicacy and devotion that it looked mitke the handiwork of
fairies than mere mortals. It was the same veit titea dear Mama had
worn at her wedding to Sir Henry de Villiers, ahdtther grandmother had
worn before her. Its graceful folds, according eamily legend, had
originated in .Turkey where some adventurous Twsh@mestor had brought
them bask to delight the females of his family.

For the first time the ladies’ maid nodded apprglyn“The veil is very
nice, Madam, if | may say so,” she said. “But migkenture a suggestion
about your dress. Something in white might havenlmeere appropriate.”

“I have only a simple muslin in white,” said Clodia. “This will have to
do.”

After this exchange the haughty servant had saithimgp contenting
herself with a mutter of disapproval as she brushégdhe now faded and
lifeless locks of Clorinda’s once beautiful hair.



On her arrival at the church, Clorinda saw withefethat there were only
about a dozen guests. All of them had an air adresthed disdain upon
their faces, when they were introduced to her.

Fortunately Jack de Villiers was there to suppast $ister. He strode
forward to greet her with a hearty brotherly ki&h, Jack,” whispered
Clorinda, “l am so glad to see you.”

“Now then, sister,” chided her elder brother irow loice, “you look more
as if you're attending your funeral than your wetdgdiFor goodness sake,
try to smile.”

“Has the Duke arrived?” she had whispered.

“Not yet, but he soon will be. Remember you musttgough with it now.
It's too late to change your mind. Try alabk as if you wanted to many
him. . .”

There were a few dreadful minutes while she waigith Jack for the
bridegroom to arrive. She could hear a hum of wéispising from the
pews, and the clergyman began to wear a worriekl f§@urse him,” her
brother muttered, as he held her by the arm. “Igdieg to run out?”

Then there was a sudden bustle and a tall figuoelestinto the church. It
was he, the demonic aristocrat who had overtakenir@la’'s stage coach
the day before. She could not mistake that sneeniogth, and those cold
bold eyes!

It was like a dream-no, a nightmare. It was witlsemse of unreality
Clorinda went through the marriage service . . .

When the clergyman finally gave a last blessingyri@tia stole a glance at
the tall impressive figure at her side. Throughtet service, the Duke had
given his responses in a firm but emotionless vdite feeling showed in

his face, not even at the moment when he had pldweding upon her

finger, a moment marred by the fact that the rpge gold but curiously

chased with an almost pagan pattern, had beemtge. |



Even now, thought Clorinda, she had to crook hedthnger so that it
would not fall off. Was it a bad omen? Did the Duiaice it? She could
not tell. His eyes, his mouth, his whole bearinigl toothing to the most
attentive onlooker. There was no trace of any huneaction, except-and
Clorinda found this hard to bear-a faint suspicadnboredom about his

upper lip.

He was perfectly dressed, unlike his dowdy bride.Hdd chosen to array
himself in the knee breeches which were the fornmedr for court and

great occasions. They were in black satin, andep#yfcut to his powerful

thighs. His coat was so closely fitted that it mbwstve taken all the
exertions of a valet to shrug him into it.

A high collar and a snowy white stock arrangednimi¢ate folds of a kind
Clorinda had never seen before, completed his drsemAt his
embroidered waistcoat hung a quizzing glass. THe uch of jewelry
about him was a heavy gold seal ring upon the lofiriger of his left
hand.

As she walked down the aisle with this man who wéstal stranger to her
and to her family, Clorinda wondered whether it iImigot have been better
for her-and for him, perhaps-if she had been lgliting at the church. She
could not believe she was married.

This was not the wedding she had dreamed of, shagttt, and a small sob
rose in her throat. She choked it back, tryinghimk of Emily back at
Villiers Manor. Emily at least would now have thand of wedding the
sisters had dreamed of-the flower-decked parishrcthuthe friendly
village parson, the respectful and well-wishindagkrs, and their friends
from the local gentry. Emily would walk down theslai smiling with the
thought of a lifetime of love ahead.

“l too must smile,” thought Clorinda. “I must natlthem see that | am
miserable and frightened.”

Tremulously she forced her lips into a constraisede, and for a moment
thought she noticed a flicker of approval in thesepf a man at her side. I
am a de Villiers,” she told herself, as the orgaaled out a triumphant



march. “I will behave as my ancestors would expret” Unconsciously
she pulled back her shoulders to face the world. '

It was at relief to discover a traveling carriagavan up outside the church,
with four chestnut horses champing at their bitse phaeton with its grays
by which the Duke had apparently arrived had disapgd, but the
chestnuts were almost as splendid as their graytemqarts.

“l trust you will not be averse to spending younagmoon at my estates
in the country,” said the Duke with impeccable fmiess outside the
church. “With such a quiet wedding as ours, a wegldireakfast seemed
out of order. We can refresh ourselves on the tfoad.

These were the first words he had addressed direectier, for he had not
bothered even to smile at the bride he had fouraltang him.

“It is quite all right, your Grace,” Clorinda sauwlith studied politeness.
“You are too kind. | do not need any refreshmemt s proceed as soon
as possible. | am anxious to view my future home.”

If her formality disconcerted him, he gave no signt. Instead, he helped
her into the carriage and then followed her in. Ttver chestnut horses
gave a mighty spring forward, as the groom at theads leaped out of the
way. The married pair were on their way.

To Clorinda’s relief the Duke displayed none of éingor that might have
been expected from a newly-wed alone with his biadehe first time. He
sat at the comer opposite her and did not everesmil

“You have some wonderful horses, Duke,” she séimhking that perhaps
conversation was required of her.

“l am glad you think so.” The Duke’s dry responsersed to put an end to
conversation. Clorinda abandoned her efforts tpdie.

The rest of the journey was undertaken in silefi@em his corner the
Duke said nothing, but instead lay back againstpteided seat with eyes
closed as if he was asleep; The rhythmical sourfd$i® breathing
suggested this was more than just a pose.



Clorinda felt her indignation rising at his behavidrue, she wanted
nothing less than kisses or lovemaking, but topsias surely carrying
indifference too far. Not to be outdone, she taanéx back, closing her
eyes. But sleep evaded her. Instead, she foundlhem@ndering what sort
of man her husband was Would he demand her obegidik® the
marriage service says a man may? Or would he keethis dreadful
indifference, demanding nothing, scarcely notidieg existence?

For the first time, she wondered if bleaching hair thad not been a
mistake. Not only were the curling lively locks ndeless and dull, but
the perfect color of her complexion and the greérher eyes looked
somehow wrong framed with insipid yellow. She was from being a
radiant bride.

Would the Duke have been so calmly sleeping ircbiser, if he had been
in the same chaise as the divinely blonde Emilg, wlondered? Was he
disappointed at the dowdy bride he had marriedh Bhe remembered his
cruelly cold words at the inn about a “countrifiktiiss who will raise my
children and cause me no trouble.”

The Duke has got what he deserves, she thought.

Her first glimpse of Westhampton diverted her miftdm the man
opposite her. As the fast chaise turned off thegike road, there stretched
before it the rolling acres of English parkland.dduoaks dating from
Tudor times spread their branches. A herd of sgdaéow deer grazed
beneath them as tamely as sheep.

At the lodge gates, the lodgekeeper and his wifé fare children had
turned out to bow and bob a curtsey at the passingage. The Duke had
roused himself from slumber, and managed a casax¢ &t them. For the
first time Clorinda began to realize some of theeseme responsibilities
of the title she now shared. Naturally these peopes eager to catch a
glimpse of the girl the Duke had chosen. Their neuchess was an
important figure in their lives.

It had never occurred to her before that this wegldvas more than a
private thing. Suddenly she understood that it lkaesa stone cast into a



pool. The ripples from the event would affect thee$ of others, not just
her own. She sighed. It was going to be more difffithan she had
thought.

Past the lodge, the horses slowed down from a Cémte trot. Clorinda
caught sight of the building that was to be her @orit was simply
immense and very imposing.

All her life she had thought that Villiers Manor svdhe perfection of
architecture. Its warm red brick, and ancient weodeams, its mullioned
windows and rambling old rooms had been her id&&lat confronted her
could not have been more different.

Westhampton had been built in the last century,nutiassical formality
was all the rage. Its proportions were perfect,dsus gigantic scale. Stone
columns rose impressively around a huge flight teps to the massive
double door. Large, airy windows, quite unlike thiggledy piggledy
windows of her childhood, seemed to glare from gyeart of its facade.

Everything about it was full of grandeur, formaldéyd magnificence. It
was indeed a country seat fit for a Duke, thoudbtifda with dismay, an
aristocrat’'s imposing country establishment sudafdr entertaining the
top society of the fashionable world.

“That is Westhampton,” said the Duke, and Cloricdald hear the pride
in his voice. “Do you approve?"

“It is very, very big,” was all she could manageit® the Duke heard the
note of terror in her voice, he did not deign tmaek on it. '

As the sweating chestnuts drew up in front of thantf steps, Clorinda
realized that a formidable welcome awaited her.ofide steward, flanked
by the butler and under-butler, came out of thebtkvdoors. Two footmen
followed him, and ran down to open the carriagerslo€lorinda was
daunted to see that all the household servants exskdm have been
assembled within the entrance hall for her arrival.

“Good evening, Your Grace,” the house steward boleed “I hope you
had a pleasant journey. On behalf of all the hooisgH should like to



offer their congratulations to your Grace and theist wishes to your new
Duchess.”

Weak with fatigue and overwrought with the emotiohshe day, Clorinda
swayed as she set foot on the ground. For a mothenscene swam
dizzily in front of her eyes and she thought shaildaint. But with a

super-human effort she pulled herself up and bélgarslow progress up
the steps.

In the entrance hall; the servants were lined upriter of, precedence.
Each curtseyed or bowed before her as the stewad Iger their names.
As well as the steward, the butler and the undédebuhere was a groom
of the chambers, a valet, three footmen, a stewdodtman, two oddmen,
two pantry boys and a lamp boy. The women inclueigtit housemaids,
two sewing maids, two still room maids, six launamaids, two kitchen
maids, a vegetable maid, a scullery maid and omgeny maid, A French
chef reigned in the kitchens.

At the end of the line, apart from the others, wasather stout looking old
lady with steel gray hair and spectacles. “Mrs.t8ewp, the housekeeper,”
announced the steward.

“Good evening, Mrs. Scotney. | am happy to maker yamguaintance and
can see | shall need all your help with the houkkhdsaid Clorinda.

Thankfully she noticed there seemed real warmtlthen older woman’s
smile despite her correctly formal curtsey.

“I expect Your Grace will be wanting to prepare fitinner,” said Mrs.
Scotney. “I will show you to the bedchamber.”

As Clorinda followed her matronly figure up the lustairway under the
chandeliers that winked with what seemed a thousamtiles, she had
little chance to look around her. Though dusk wasiog fast, the whole
house seemed lit up. “The bill for wax candlesnalomust be enormous,”
thought Clorinda, remembering how the de Villiemisehold had tried to
economize with these commodities.

She gained the impression of vastness-high ceilinggh elaborate
mouldings, formal portraits on the walls, costlylvet curtains and



hangings. Westhampton was obviously maintained owitfconsideration
of cost. Jack must have been right. The Duke waElass Croesus.

It was the same in her bedroom-costly fabrics weverywhere. An
immense four poster bed reigned in the middle & wall. “Where does
the door lead?” she asked Mrs. Scotney, pointing door in the opposite
wall.

“That leads to His Grace’s rooms,” said the houspke.

Clorinda swallowed. They were to have connectingrbems then. “Was
this the bedchamber of the last Duchess?” she asked

There was a distinct pause before the housekeeareaed. “No, Your
Grace,” she said in an odd voice. “The last Duckes®ms have been
altered now. They are in the West wing which igliaused save for guests
at shooting parties.”

As if anxious not to be questioned further, Mrsot8ey then added, “You
have no maid with you, Your Grace?"

“N ... no,” whispered Clorinda. It had never oced to her that like other
high born ladies she might be expected to bringokar ladies’ maid with
her to her new home.

"With your permission, Your Grace,” the housekeepeygested firmly, “I
will send up Betty, one of the housemaids. She go@d girl, good with
her needle and good in character.”

Clorinda thanked her. With a warning that the Diiked dinner tobe
served promptly on the hour, the stately Mrs. Septeailed out of the
room, her household keys jangling at her. waist hed stiff petticoats
rustling with starch.

As she closed the door, Clorinda gave a low sighlast she was alone!
She sank down at the dressing table and begamtb ber hair.

With a despairing grimace, she looked down at tlg gray dress she was
still wearing. It looked quite out of place in tleesmagnificent



surroundings...yet her mother's pink day dress wolbok quite
inappropriate for dinner. Having seen the fashitmdkady Claremont,
Clorinda realized that all her mother’s dressesvieo long for the current
fashion. All of them still had trains, which by nowere obviously
superseded.

“There is nothing | can do for the present,” shautjht despairingly.

Dinner was a daunting occasion. The Duke and hi¢ Dachess sat at
opposite ends of a long walnut veneer table. Batwbem were several
arrangements of flowers, and what seemed like atlees amount of
silver. Behind each of their two chairs stood ariwen with powdered hair,
ready to supply their slightest want. A furthemikey stood at the side of
the room, in readiness to bring in a seemingly esglisuccession of rich
dishes.

Clorinda was bewildered. At Villiers Manor the fobdd been good, but
simple. She had never before been presented wath swbtle sauces and
SO0 many gourmet dishes.

With each course came a different bottle of winé amew rare vintage. It
meant a wide selection of glasses of differentgtesin front of each plate.
Clorinda drank very little, taking only a sip froeach glass. But she
noticed that the Duke drained his dry, and thatfbegman refilled each
glass more than once.

Drinking was the fashion of the day, she knew. Phace Regent, later to
become George IV, and his cronies thought it qobemal if after an

evening party they were fit only for bed. A thresttte man was quite
ordinary. There existed also four, five and everbsittle stalwarts.

Past the light of the candles glittering in theiab®rately chased
silverholders, Clorinda could see that the Duke drsking heavily. She
noticed that his eyes were sparkling and his cheeke flushed.

But she could not talk to him. With the table sthehg for what seemed
miles between them, and the silver glittering ibageen, conversation was
impossible.



Finally the Duke signaled for her to rise. “I whilhve my port in the library
with the Duchess,” he told the butler coldly. “Leathe decanter and one
glass.”

The library was paneled in wood, with matching heatvolumes. They
almost disguised the paneling, there were so méanlyem. It might have
been a somber room but for a startlingly vivid pattabove the fireplace.
The picture showed a lady in the formal dress oéartier generation-wide
skirts and a huge confection of powdered hair.

But it was the face that caught Clorinda’s attemtith showed a woman
laughing, yet somehow (Clorinda could not tell hsle knew) tragically
unhappy beneath the laugh. The dark eyebrows, logbekbones and
expressive black eyes denoted the close relatipristtween her and the
present Duke.

Forgetting her constraint in his presence, Clorindaed to the Duke and
asked, “Who is the lady in the portrait?"

“It is my mother,” he said curtly.
“She looks very like you,” Clorinda remarked innotig.

The man in front of her said nothing. Instead hewsed. What had she
said wrong? Looking at her husband sprawling ahbgatarmchair,

caressing one of the sporting dogs that somehowe rtteglr appearance,
Clorinda made a mental note to be careful about sl said.

“I trust you will be happy here, Clorinda,” saidetibuke changing the
conversation. It was the first time he had usednlaene since the marriage
service, but there was no warmth in his voice. “Mgsotney will no doubt
show you around tomorrow. If you enjoy riding, yaul find a lady’s,
horse for you in the stables.”

“Thank you, your Grace,” said Clorinda formally.db enjoy riding. You
are most generous. | hope | shall conduct mysegfbasvould wish.”



“Indeed | hope you will too," came the bored replknd now if you will
excuse me, | must go and see to my chestnuts.cl fdre leader cut his
fetlock as we turned past the lodge.”

It was just an excuse, thought Clorinda angrilglas trod up the immense
staircase toward her lonely bedroom. As if thereewet grooms enough,
and more, to look after the horses! Such a flimssyuse to get rid of her
made it obvious that the Duke had no wish to whsdime talking to his
new bride! And yet he had suggested being togetitrher in the library.

Had that remark about his mother been so maladibitid not seem
possible. He cares more for his chestnuts tharmmier thought Clorinda
with a little silent sob.

Later, as the fresh-faced housemaid, Betty, brudimdsad hair with

soothing strokes, her common sense returned. Wdthshe expected? Of
course, the Duke cared more for his horses. Hephalahbly chosen them
himself, after inspecting their paces. Yet he hadnbcontent to order-and
pay for, Clorinda thought bitterly-his bride withia@ven seeing her.

“Your hair is so soft, Your Grace,” the maid wayisg, bobbing a little
curtsey. “It is a pity it is so dry. Does Your Geaneed anything more?
Shall I help you into your nightgown?”

“No, thank you, Betty,” replied Clorinda. She remmered that she must
not show her unhappiness in front of this innodsrgtander. “I think you
have brushed my hair very nicely. As you say, iaipity it is so dry.
Perhaps you can help me get it into better coritio

The girl flushed with pleasure. Dropping a curtség went to the door.
“We are so pleased to see a new mistress at Wegtbartlall,” she said
eagerly. “We all hope you will be very happy. Gaught, Your Grace.”

Smiling slightly at the thought of the young girlsive, good wishes,
Clorinda slowly undressed herself, shrugging hendgr body out of the
heavy folds of the gray dress. Over her head shedothe spotlessly white
cotton nightgown that Emily had insisted she takié Wer.



Unlike her other clothes, it was wonderfully becogi It had a yoke of
exquisite embroidery set with tiny stitches by hasther in the last two
years of her time as an invalid. A faint odor afewater still clung to it, a
pure sweet smell that brought back, as nothing ebsdd, the sights and
sounds of Villiers Manor. For a second Clorinda gmad herself back
there, in her small but neat bedchamber . . .

She walked across, from the bed back to the digs$abie, and stared into
the mirror there. From the glass an odd visiorestdrack at her. The white
nightgown gave her a childish quality, which theaygrsilk dress had
concealed. Its innocent material fell over her badyuch ga way as to
outline the small girlish breasts, the slenderktaand the almost boyish
form.

Her green eyes peered from a face that was pitifuliite and drawn. But
for the lank and unprepossessing yellow hair, iuMtdhave been a vision
of a strange elfin beauty. As it was, Clorinda ledkyoung, frail and far
from well.

What do | do now? she wondered. She went backetddia. It was larger
than her simple couch at Villiers Manor. Much latgehe covers had been
pulled down on either side for two people. Slowhdareluctantly she

climbed into the left hand side.

She pulled the fleecy woolen blankets over heryibgrherself deep into
the linen sheets, so that only her elfin face piaed. It was if she was
trying to hide herself under the rich coverlets.

Clorinda discovered that her heart was poundingh viggar. She had
thought Jack absurd, when he had said that daylliers¥ Manor that she
was too young for marriage. Now with a sickeningeraf her pulses, she
realized he had been right all along. She was tamg.

Nobody had told her what to expect. Her breathiegnsed to come in
uneven stops and starts. It was as if she couldHeélood moving round
her body. Her mother had talked about gentlemenhsld mentioned their
strange liking for the company of vulgar women liggera girls-but what
had she really meant? Clorinda did not know-andthloeight that she did
not know made her unbearably frightened of whatriage involved.



She knew that a married man expected to sleegisdme bed as his wife.
Would the Duke expect this too?

She could hear the library door bang down in tHe had she sensed the
footsteps of somebody coming up the front staitgatTirm but careless

tread could only belong to the Duke! Was he comgake his place at

her side? If so, what should she do? Would he expercto . . .to kiss. . .

him?

Her heartbeats became more and more wild and rdpiénd nearer came
the steps. For a second it seemed they pausedi®tisi door. Clorinda’s
heart seemed to halt altogether. They had proceddeah the corridor.

She heard the door of an adjoining bedchamber apd® went in.

It occurred to her, more forcibly than ever befdhat she must have been
mad to have flung herself into this marriage. THosge had told Jack she
knew what a marriage of convenience meant, sheeslyldealized that
that had been mere bravado. She knew what it meahe 'eyes of the
world, but what did it mean in the privacy of a bsan?

“How foolish, how utterly and absolutely foolisham,” she reflected
bitterly.

As she lay there, she thought she heard soundstfieradjoining room.
Then they seemed to die down.

The Duke, so it seemed, required little from hisddr Although the

coverlet on her bed had been turned down for twayéas not going to join
her. Her heart's anxious beating slowed down, aed limbs stopped

trembling. A wave of pure fatigue swept over hes. gleep came to her,
she wondered why she should feel, among that gekat, a small pang of
anger . . .

At breakfast the next morning, the new Duchess oésthampton
discovered that the Duke had already eaten andowaand about. “His
Grace is trying out a new hunter,” said the stewandreply to her
guestion. “Does Her Grace require to see todayisupe



Clorinda shook her head. She had been quite aledt@osewife, having
run Villiers Manor ever since her mother. had takenher bed. But
ordering a big country house, she knew, would kenfiare difficult.
Understanding the complexities of footmen, ladiggids, still rooms,
French chefs, valets, under-butlers and so forte n@ something she
could immediately try to do. First she must gekmow Mrs. Scotney, the
housekeeper. She asked the steward to arrangesifdo lbe taken round
the house with this worthy. "

Several exhausting hours later, after a tour ofim@maginable number of
rooms, Clorinda sank on to a delicate sofa witligh sf pure exhaustion.
For a moment she closed her eyes. . .

“I hope Mrs. Scotney has not tired you out.” Theshavoice brought her
to her senses immediately. The Duke had enteredva$edressed in the
casual riding breeches and highly polished ridingtb that he had worn
that night in the inn.

“Your Grace!" Clorinda struggled to her feet. Shastnspeak to him. |
should be grateful for a moment of your time,” shél.

“Pray be seated,” was his courteous but somehoakhieply. “I shall, of
course, listen with attention to whatever you wisisay.”

“Your Grace!" For a moment Clorinda could only repdhe phrase
desperately. “I fear | shall need some new dressess what she next
uttered. She looked down at her shabby pink gotwsa$ not what she had
meant to start by discussing, but somehow it waetmost in her mind.

“What woman does not?" said the Duke lightly. Ibgll have been, an
agreeable remark, but Clorinda thought it soundgdical. “I have

arranged for you to be paid a monthly dress all@megnhe continued.
“You will not find me ungenerous, | think.”

“Thank you.” She forced herself to say the worda meek tone. Whatever
she did now, she must not antagonize him-for Ermilg for Jack’'s sake,
she must continue. “I do not know how much you knalout the de
Villiers family,” she went on painfully. “We me natich, and it was



absolutely necessary that | should marry you. Is w#her me or my
sister.”

“Your sister?” For the first time, the Duke lookad if his attention had
been held.

“I have an elder sister, Emily, who is engaged ta@arnmn Robert
Willoughby. He is the younger son of the Squire”.Clorinda could feel
her voice faltering. “That is why . . .we decidedhould go to London to
marry you, not her. We forged Mama’s signaturehanlétter,” she carried
on, determined to make a clean breast of the deceptMama is dead.
She died the week before you wrote. . .”

“Go on,” the Duke said grimly. “So | have marridgttyounger sister, have
I? | thought you looked scarcely out of the schomin. | have done this
Robert Willoughby a good turn, it seems.”

“I didn’t think it would matter,” said Clorinda ia small voice. “After all,
you only cared about the de Villiers blood. Itrige my sister is beautiful,
which | am not. But you did not bother, or seencdce, about which sister
you married.”

“So | have missed the family beauty, have 1?" thik®said with a cynical
smile. “Well, 1 do not seek for beauty in a wife;hét is it that | can do for
you? | presume you have not confessed for nothing.”

“I had hoped . . . that you might be able . . dbosomething to help Robert
Willoughby,” said Clorinda doubtfully. “He is onlg younger son, and he
needs a patron. And then there is my brother Jaekn afraid he has
dreadful debts . . .”

“That is no news,” observed the Duke. “I am onlypsised that your
brother has escaped a debtors’ prison for so Ibhg must gamble with a
bad set like Lord Winterstoke’s. You should telinhine can only lose with
such companions.”

“| fear he will not listen to me,” said Clorindal ‘had hoped you might do
something for him, now you are married to a dei&fifl.”



“They speak the truth when they say it is just atemeof price with all
women,” said the Duke unpleasantly. “The de Viflialliance comes
expensive, | see.” He paused. Clorinda longedandstip and tell him that
she did not want his money. But she forced hetsakmain silent. “I shall
pay up, Madam wife,” he observed with a curl of lipe

“In return, | shall try to be the kind of wife yawuould like,” was all that
Clorinda could think to say. “I shall do my duty.”

“I trust you will,” was the Duke’s dry reply. “I dinot marry a chit from
the country to have her setting up her will; agamsme."

With these words, he turned on his heel. As he eghéime door to leave, he
said harshly, “I am returning to London. | have soorgent business. |
trust you will find adequate employment here.”

“How long will you be gone?” said Clorinda timidly.

“My household are trained to expect me at any firhe,said, still with a
sneer about his mouth. “As my wife, | expect yodditow their example.”



CHAPTER THREE

Alone in the immense house, Clorinda imperceptiidgan to feel a little
happier. She was lonely, of course, but there wasething soothing, even
healing, about her solitary state. The noble hystdrthe house, its having
belonged to so many generations of Westhamptoneréodfier, was
calming.

Others had loved and suffered there, she felt.nOftee would go into the
library and gaze at the picture of the last Duch&b® portrait somehow
seemed to express sympathy for her plight-as iphredecessor had known
what it was like to be unloved. It seemed to sagou will carry on the
Westhampton tradition. Be strong. Do not be faiattes.”

Besides the many treasures in the house, thereawatightful little Arab
mare waiting for Clorinda in the stables. “Shejsraper handful,” the head
groom warned, “but there’s not an ounce of vicéen.” The mare looked
out of her stable and whinnied gently. When Clagirndfered her an apple
she had brought down to the stables, she bowegraeeful head and blew
gently into Clorinda’s outstretched hand.

Mrs. Scotney solved a problem that confronted @Gtai She had no
proper riding habit. Her shabby old habit from Witk Manor she had
deemed too old to bring with her. She wanted te.rg&he had always been
an enthusiastic horsewoman, but she must find $onggeto wear.

“Your Grace is in need of a riding habit?” askedsM&cotney kindly. “I
know that the Duke would like you to ride. He iseck and nothing rider,
himself, and | am sure he would approve of yourtgkhis exercise.”

Clorinda did not like to say that she thought thek®would probably not
care either way what his wife did. So instead sleeety asked, “Can | get
one made in the village?"

“There is a village dressmaker,” said Mrs. Scotdewubtfully, “but | do
not think she could manage a riding habit. If | manture my opinion,
what you need is something tailored in London.”



Clorinda sighed. “No doubt, you're right. But | cant go to London yet,
and in the meantime that means | cannot ride.”

“Perhaps | can help you,” said the housekeeperlglowith these words
she bustled out of the room, coming back shortiy @i magnificent, if out
of date, green velvet costume. “It's old fashion&G@ur Grace,” she
warned, “but | think it will fit you.”

When Clorinda tried it, it fitted perfectly. She et down the stairs
holding its train, and went to show herself to M&otney. “You look
quite beautiful,” said the old woman. “She was ligaiLtoo.”

“Who was beautiful'?” Clorinda asked.

“Why, the lady whose costume you are wearing.” Sbing in the
housekeeper’s voice was wary.

“Tell me who she was.” Clorinda spoke softly.

Mrs. Scotney looked round the empty hallway. “lidoged to the last
Duchess,” she said, “she whose portrait is in ittr@dy. When she left, she
would not take any of her clothes. Ball gowns,mgdcostumes, furs, day
dresses, even her night gowns, she left them hihbdeShe was too proud
to take anything. God forgive her.”

The tale mystified Clorinda. Ushering the guiltypking housekeeper into
the blue salon, "she confronted her and demandgakely the Duke’s
mother is dead now? How did she leave and why?”

Mrs. Scotney looked distressed. “It is not my ptaxéell you, Your Grace.
| had thought you must have known. The whole warldw about it. The
scandal could not be hushed up.”

“I have lived retired in the country,” Clorinda dajuietly. “Papa took no
interest in the doings of the fashionable world &know very little about
it. But | think | ought to know about the familyt;awhich | have married.
It might make things easier for me with . . .”



Here she broke off. She was going to say “makegtheasier for me with
the Duke.” Then she thought perhaps she shouldlisouss him with his
household.

But Mrs. Scotney seemed to sense what she meaatwdsd such a loving
and affectionate boy,” she said sadly, and both aroknew about whom
she was talking. “When the Duchess left, it broke lieart. He was so
open, so eager-and so vulnerable.

“The Duchess had never been happy you see. Th®ldte, welt, it was

true he was nothing less than a rake. He ignoredth@asn’t so much the
other women that hurt her, as the lack of affechenshowed toward her.
She was a lady who needed love like a flower ndeslsunlight.

“Then eventually she left. She had pined for yearshen a Marquis came
over here from Paris. Well, it all ended with heading Westhampton
forever. They tell me she was happy for a briektim France even though
she had all those foreigners around her."

“What happened to her?” Clorinda breathed. . “Shesl dn childbirth,

some say. But none of us knew for sure. The Freagblution occurred
within a year or two and nobody knew what happeoettie Marquis or to
her. The old Duke would not have her name mentiandtie house, not
for anything.

“Master Julian, the Duke | should say, was too yptmunderstand it all,
but it's my belief that it left its mark. That's whwve were all so glad to
hear that he had got married at last. But | muststey chattering here,”
went on the housekeeper. “You'll be discreet, Y@mce? | shouldn’t
really have talked so freely but, if you didn’t kmoperhaps it was best |
should tell you.”

“I'll be discreet.” promised Clorinda. She had reatl that the housekeeper
meant well. Nobody was more loyal to the Westhamg&mily than Mrs.
Scotney. At first Clorinda had thought this woulcan that she might
dislike the schoolgirlish bride thrust in their meid But now she
understood.



If Mrs. Scotney had thought it was odd that the ®wskould desert his
young bride so soon after his wedding, she had madeomment on it.
Instead, she seemed to assume that Clorinda, déifself, would be happy
to wait here at Westhampton at the Duke’s pleasure.

The riding habit was a boon. Now Clorinda could ngpénappy hours
exploring the spacious grounds-with a groom follogvia respectful
distance behind of course.

She had begun to be accustomed to the formalitystlvaounded her-the
scores of servants, the ceremony at every mealthendtrict hierarchy of
the servants’ hall. She had discovered that desthig, there was
considerable affection displayed toward the Duke.

Whatever he might be in the outside world, by hmudehold he was
respected and (this she found strange) loved. lgesd was the only word
for it. His Grace’s wishes, his probable desires thstes, his interests and
his well-being were the focus of all that vast arigation that revolved
round Westhampton.

As she cantered along the turn of the deer park tipe little Arab mare,

which Clorinda had named Firefly, she felt a pahgity for the Duke. He

must have been a sad little boy, abandoned by REm#/ forbidden to

mention her name, and with a rakish father who eubtl spent most of his
time in London rather than with ,his heir in thaintry. Was this the secret
of the Duke’s distrust of women? Was this why hd tlosen a wife from

the country without ever seeing her? Was this tie to his arrogance?
She remembered that he had said at the inn thaadehosen a wife from
the country who would “cause no trouble.” Did harf¢hat his Duchess
might leave him in the same way that his motherlbédis father?

She was torn between exasperation and pity. Pitaluse of the small
boy’s sufferings that had made the adult man sal.cBlxasperation,
because she was the dowdy wife left in the country.

As golden summer day followed golden day, slowlpr®ida was no
longer the dowdy wife she had first been. The d¥lyoyv locks which she
had so foolishly bleached began to grow out. “Y@race’s hair needs



proper attention,” Betty had said worriedly onehjgcontemplating the
tell-tale signs of red-gold at the roots.

“Can you keep a secret, Betty?” breathed Clorinda.

“Oh yes, Your Grace. You know | would do anythingr fyou, Your
Grace,” said the eager girl.

"My hair used to be red. | bleached it blonde. Bawv | want its natural
color to grow again.”

“I think | could cut it short, Your Grace,” said 8¢ “Short curls are more
fashionable today than long hair anyway.”

To Clorinda’s affectionate amusement the young neaitered into the
spirit of the thing. She produced herbal washesiwkhe said would start
the process of making the bleached hair go badts twatural color. At the

same time she encouraged Clorinda to wear a ldrggyssun hat, so that
the transformation could be produced little bylditwithout too much

notice from the household staff.

After several days, the red gold curls were clearfible, and as Betty
snipped off the damaged bleached hair, Clorindabég look her old self.

True, her hair was no longer the magnificent redimgamane of old. But
in its stead was a short, tightly curled mass of rkike a halo, Your
Grace,” breathed the adoring Betty.

And truly the radiant locks did have something otlwldly about
them-something perhaps more of the fairy than tigeekc world.

Clorinda was relieved. Anything was better than lifedess yellow hair
that had made her look so faded and washed outspildts began to rise.

Her new found happiness was increased by a letter her sister Emily.

When it arrived, she realized in her worry abou¢ thuke and her

obsession with her new life, she had all but fargothat her sister must
soon be wedded to Robert Willoughby. Eagerly she apen the paper.



Dearest sistershe read| have been wed in haste since your Departure,
the Squire thinking that a marriage was best inecaeditors besieged the
Manor. My husband, darling Robert, says that | dtidell you he is your
eternal debtor, since you were the means to ouwruni

We have since met the Duke in London, whither vpaired for our
honeymoon. He paid a visit to us and promised ta Batron to Robert.
Indeed, he has found Robert a post at Admiraltyddpand we are now
settled in London where | trust we may soon en@uydu.

| beg of you a letter, since | am persuaded youmppilaess in your
marriage must all be equal to mine. The Duke istle Istiff it is true, but a
man of great Generosity. . .

There followed news of Villiers Manor, and a notided by the young
bridegroom wishing his “dear sister” happiness givthg heartfelt thanks
for the intervention of the Duke; It added: “TheKathas paid Jack’s debts
too. We are deeply obliged to him.”

“Well,” thought Clorinda, “he has done as he pradisYet he might have
told me himself, instead of leaving my sister teegihe good news.” Again
she wondered at her irritation with the Duke. Sutet had done all that
she wanted? A marriage without any ties was whathstd envisaged, and
it seemed it was what she had got. Her family wag looked after. Jack’s
debts were settled. Emily and Robert could be happy

“But | am the one who has had to pay,” she thoaglgrily. “I have been
left here like an old glove, cast aside as if fityofor the country, while the
Duke enjoys himself in town.”

The next day brought a brief missive from Jack conhg the Duke’s
settlement of his debts. “The Duke has paid up samely,” it read
saucily. “Mind you do your side and be a good wiie. is not one to Trifle
with, | fancy. Your loving brother etc.”

Clorinda pondered over both letters. By now Emayweell as Jack would
be in London, enjoying the fashionable life. “Whiiey have both seen
more of the Duke than 1," she thought. “I have witvinere till he deigns to
visit me. They must meet him nightly at parties] aidottos, and balls and
all manner of routs.”



She employed one morning writing a letter to thek®ult was more

difficult than she thought but after wasting seVestaeets of paper, she
managed a note that while friendly seemed to hhaeeréquisite air of

formality. In it, she requested his permissiondio jhim in London

If she had expected a reply, the response surphised-or two days there
was no letter. Then on the third the steward camleet and said, “Your
Grace, His Grace the Duke has asked me to infoumttyat he wishes you
to stay at Westhampton until it is more convenfenhim to return.”

“Where is his letter?" asked Clorinda. She trietl toolet the steward see
her anger. She had been trained not to displayiemiot front of servants.

“There is no letter, Your Grace,” the man said eesfully. “His Grace sent
a message with one of the grooms together with spapers about the
estate. If the message is unclear, | can send foarafor you to question
him.”

Clorinda looked suspiciously at him. Was he awdrbaey fury? His face
seemed as normal as usual, serious and anxiousasep “No,” she said
decidedly. “His Grace is quite correct. | shoule@fpr to stay here for the
present anyway.”

The refusal of her request spurred her to actidre &dered a chaise,
drove to the village, and asked the village dresemtb make her two day
dresses at high speed. It could be done, she kaime¢hree days’ time.
The dresses would not be in high fashion, but adtl¢hey would be less
dowdy than the ones of her mother that she wddatring to wear.

After she had done this, she felt slightly betidren an extraordinary idea
began to grow in her mind. She would teach the Qulesson. She would
show him that he could not keep her, like some meendant or like a
dog, in the country, treated with less affectioartthis horses. Sheould
go to London, after all, but she would not tell ralvout her journey.

“After all,” she argued to the picture of the I&sichess in the library, “he
has not treated me well. He obviously thinks | aot worth bothering
about. Well, | shall show ‘him that | am. | will go London and | will go



disguised. | shall make the Duke fall helplesslg aradly and passionately
in love with me, and | shall be positively hearslés him in return.”

Surely he would not recognize that dowdy figurethe flame-red haired
girl she had since become? Her hair was cut siwben before it had been
long. Its color was entirely different.

“I shall need new clothes, of course,” she thoughnd | must get my hair
cut properly. | will need lots of clothes, since thnes | am getting done in
the village will only do to arrive in. | must noetseen in anything but the
latest and more exotic fashions."

She could count on the support of Emily and Roliéren if they did not
approve they could hardly fail to help the sistdrovhad made their own
marriage possible. Jack, too, must be commanddelm He would not
like it, Clorinda knew, but he had never been anddsert his family when
they were in a scrape.

“He will have to help,” she said to herself. “Otivese | shall tell him that |
will ask the Duke not to help him again with moriely.was obvious to
even Clorinda that Jack was a confirmed gambleou@h the Duke had
paid his debts this once, Clorinda felt sure thahbw Jack had probably
run up more.

“l shall need a pseudonym,” she thought. “I haddvestick to my own
initials. De Vere would do for a surname, and ppshaomething like
Cecilia for a christian name. And | shall pretendm a school-friend of
Emily’s, who has been very close to the whole fgmilhat way, nobody
will be surprised at my intimacy with Jack.”

The more she thought about it, the more she likesl itlea. It was
complicated, to be sure. It might not work. Buteast it would get her into
the world of fashion. Clorinda admitted to herglét she longed for a
little gaiety, a party or two, the sights of Londdhe pleasures of being
part of thehaute mondef high society. It seemed unfair that her brother
and sister might enjoy these at their leisure while had been left in the
country.



That night she lay in her sumptuous four-poster Ipéghning it all
carefully. It was important, she thought, to ththings out. Nothing would
be worse than to embark on a course of actiorféiilat-and left her worse
off than before.

She would tell Mrs. Scotney that she had to retwrrVilliers Manor
urgently, because of an unexpected illness of is¢ers The housekeeper
would probably expect her to go to nurse a beloseter. But then
Clorinda realized that Mrs. Scotney would probabliggest taking the
Duke’s-second traveling coach.

That might ruin all. She would have to travel bygs coach. Somehow she
must persuade Mrs. Scotney that this was all righén came the problem
of having an escort. The obscure Clorinda de Vlimight travel alone up
to London but this would never do for the Ducheisg/esthampton. Such
conduct would be looked on as either deplorably fasunforgivably
eccentric.

She had a shrewd idea that Mrs. Scotney mighttethies support of the
Duke to stop her doing that. The only answer seaiméve Betty's help.
“Can | trust Betty?" she wondered. The gidemedond of her. “I must
ask her tomorrow . . .” was her last thought beg&ire drifted off to sleep.

* % %

The next day things turned out more easily thantsw envisaged. Her
plan worked perfectly. Mrs. Scotney was quite upstsus. Indeed, she
was full of sympathy about the pretended illnessef sister, and offered
to send a hamper of comforts like arrow-root, salfot jelly, and lemons.
When Clorinda explained that she could hardly trdwe stage coach
burdened with these delicacies, Mrs. Scotney wasks.

“l should think not, Your Grace. Surely you will kedering Peter the
under-coachman to take the second traveling coach?”

“I would prefer to go to by stage-with Betty to acgpany me, of course.”



“His Grace would wish you to travel in his own dage,” said the
housekeeper firmly but deferentially. Clorinda e impression that she
was trying to be kind in pointing this out.

She decided to risk all by appealing to her symgtathnature. “I know

that,” she said slowly, “but, you see, Mrs. Scotnegome from a proud
family. The de Villiers' are proud but we are nighr | should not like my

sister to feel | was showing off my new and wealpimgition, by arriving

in a private carriage. | would do anything ratieart show up her relative
poverty.”

“Well, Your Grace, | honor your feelings,” said MiScotney. “But | don’t
know what His Grace would say, to be sure.”

“l shall not trouble him with this,” said Clorind&But | will return by the
carriage probably.” On this note of compromise tlh@versation ended.
Clorinda was fairly sure that Mrs. Scotney would complain to the Duke
now. “As if he would canes anyway . . .” she saidhé¢rself.

Letting Betty into the secret went equally smoothiye young girl had
accepted her new job as Clorinda’s maid with undaedable enthusiasm.
From housemaid to personal maid was a definite gpefne career ladder
for any servant, and she had agreed with Mrs. ggtdmemark that it was
“the chance of a lifetime, Betty-so mind you do ybest.”

Of course she had been thrilled. She knew thdtefgave satisfaction, she
might retain the post. So she determined to dabkst, however difficult
and demanding this new Duchess' might be. °

In fact Clorinda was the perfect mistress. As sa®the village dressmaker
had completed a couple of tolerable day dressesindh had passed on to
Betty the gray dress in which she had been maametithe pink dress that
had been worn by her Mama.

It was not just this generosity that had endearedtt the young maid.
Clorinda’s gentle ways, her kindness to her infsfi@and her unvarying
courtesy to even the lowest in the land, had wottyBeunswerving

allegiance. She idolized her soft-spoken mistressiér own sake, not for
her rank.



That evening when Betty was brushing her now glaridair with the
hundred strokes she always gave it, Clorinda ableed“Can | trust you,
Betty? Would you do something special for me? Cqould keep a secret,
with your life, if need be?”

“I'd do anything for you, Your Grace,” said the Iggragerly. “Anything at
all. You have been so kind to me. | never thought t would find such a
mistress.” '

“I hardly know how to explain this. Betty. . .” Giada went on painfully.
Though she was hardly older than the maid, shali#itulty in revealing
the truth. “The Duke does not love me. He never Qdr marriage has
never been. . .a proper marriage. There is nolletween us.

“So | have decided to go up to London and seecdii win the Duke’s
love,” she went on, “as it does not look as if §going to return here very
often. He thinks of me as a young and badly dreggedwith horrid
yellow hair. If | go to London, and buy fashionaldleesses, perhaps | can
touch his heart. . ."

“Oh, Your Grace. . .” the girl breathed.

“But it must be a secret, so secret that nobodymMsnof it save you and |.
You see, Betty, | am going to pretend to be somglatgke-a Miss de Vere
that the Duke has never met before. That way hemeéket me anew. He
will not recognize me through the deception. He tager bothered to pay
me any attention. | doubt if he gave his wife aosecglance. . .” Here
Clorinda broke into a sob.

She pulled herself together. “If he knew who | via@swould probably just
send me back to Westhampton. But if he meets naestminger, perhaps. .
. perhaps he will fall in love."”

There was silence. Betty's eyes were wide with satimgtic amazement
and admiration. Clorinda’s were suffused with

“There is another reason why | do not want anybmdiknow what | am
doing or where | am going. If | fail. . .if | fail. . then | must come back



here and learn to be a dowdy wife who lives indbentry, bears children,
and rarely sees her husband. It will be less phihfuobody knows that |
had tried to win his regard.”

“You won't fail,” Betty burst in, mindless of theoavention that a servant
should not interrupt her employers. “You are soutiéd now. Any man
would fall in love with you, | think.”

Clorinda smiled tremulously. The loyalty and affentshe had inspired
was enormously heartening. She looked into theamireflectively. “I
wonder if the Duke likes red hair,” she mused aldlichm sure that my
eyes are not a fashionable color. Whoever heaallafly of fashion with
red hair and green eyes?"

* % %

The next day she set out with an excited Bettytt@enalance. This time she
traveled in great luxury. Instead of the poorditiéather chest with which
she had arrived, she had the imposing luggageeditesthampton family,
and a purse of golden guineas supplied by the stewho doled out her
allowance.

It was easy enough to change direction after thgestoach's first stop at a
big town. Instead of going South to Villiers Manghe turned North to
London, changing coaches.

This time the journey was less adventurous and nroessive. The
possession of money, awarded to the various inves&s and coachmen,
made the experience smooth. Betty unconsciousipsgdo know how to
handle this kind of thing, and succeeded in makictear that her mistress
was used to both luxury and respect. Money andwast it seemed, shed
a special protection on one, thought Clorinda.

When they arrived in London, therefore, there wadgifficulty in finding
a hackney carriage to convey them to the smalldnouMayfair where her
sister was now living. It was not one of the housiethe most fashionable
rich, but it nevertheless had an unmistakablefageatility.



It was a weary young Duchess, nonetheless, whoedrrat her sister's
home. As the servant showed her into a small bat deawing room,
Emily greeted her with a cry of joy. The two sistélung themselves into
each other's arms, laughing and half crying wigapure. It was the first
affectionate gesture that Clorinda had receivedesshe had left Villiers
Manor so many days ago-it seemed like years toir@@lar since that
farewell.

She stood back from her sister holding her at atergjth, for a moment
surveying her. Emily blushed slightly. Her eyes &veoft with happiness,
and her complexion perfect with pink and white. ‘Mage agrees with
you, dearest Emily,” said Clorinda a trifle wistful

Just then Robert Willoughby strode in. He wrung hand with a manly
grasp, then kissed her warmly on the cheek. “Déaister,” he said with
strong emotion. “I cannot tell you of my gratitudeis marvelous to see
you. But where is the Duke? Does he expect you?”

Clorinda cleared her throat nervously. “Can | ask yo see that my maid
Betty is looked after?” she said a trifle irrelettgn”l do not know where
the Duke is, Robert. He does not know | have carieohdon.”

Seeing that her sister was tired and overwroughtilyEhelped her to a
chair, taking her pelisse and ordering the butbelobk after Betty. “We
will drink a glass of ratafia together,” she saidafly. “You shall tell us all
about it, Clorinda. You know Robert and | wouldatoything to help you."

The sweet liqueur, flavored with almonds, peach a&hdrry kernels,
revived Clorinda, and she found herself explaingwgrything to Emily
and Robert-the Duke’s indifference, his return tméon, his refusal to let
her join him, and her decision to go anyway.

“We knew the Duke was in town, of course,” said Emibut | thought

perhaps you had preferred to stay down in the cguiitis said to be a
wonderful estate. But will he not be angry, Cloandhat you have
disobeyed him and come to town?”

To gentle Emily the thought of disobeying a husbawak obviously
terrible. Clorinda could see that her happinessh wRobert was so



overwhelming that Emily could not understand thdiffierence-nay, the
bitterness-that she felt towards her ducal husband.

“He will not know that | am here,” she said withirdp “I have a plan,
Emily.” She outlined her scheme to take a falseaamd to pretend to be
a schoolfriend, rather than the sister, of Emily.

“He has only seen me as a dowdy girl, and thabvg he thinks of me still,
| am sure. But when | am dressed properly, and thatvmy hair is almost
as it used to be, then perhaps he will at lastcadtiat | am not so ugly.”
She blushed a little, and looked appealingly atékbBBMy plan is to make
the Duke fall in love with me, not knowing who | &m

“Oooh, Clorinda, you do have good ideas. How igoiti always seem to
think up a plan? Don’t you remember how Mama said lyad a wise head
on young shoulders.” Emily was enthusiastic. Heeseglowed. It was
obvious that once again she thought her youngeersisonderfully
ingenious.

Turning to her husband she asked, “Don’t you thiftka good idea? It
must be perfectly miserable for Clorinda left alanethe country, never
seeing the Duke. Perhaps this way she can makenaerage work and
become as happy as ours.”

Her words made Clorinda feel guilty. She knew in heart of hearts that
her motives were not so good as Emily thought. Dbke had bitterly hurt
her pride. She had not expected romantic love fnomm but nor had she
expected such a total and absolute indifferenceri@la wanted to make
him love her and love her so deeply that it hurt.

Robert was doubtful about the plan at first. “Walklsupport you, of
course, Clorinda. | can do no less after all thai f1ave done for both of
us. But what will you do if the Duke doesn't fall iove? Or, come to that,
what will you do if hedoe®"

“I am sure it will all tum out all right somehowsaid Clorinda vaguely.

“You must admit, Robert, that | do anyway badlydeeme clothes. Who
would think that | was married to one of the ridhe®n in England?” She
made a little grimace of disgust, gesturing to phen daydress she was



wearing. It was serviceable, but clearly the wdrkhe village dressmaker.
Emily could see that. Even Robert as he looked mtticed that it was not
in the height of fashion.

“If the worst comes to the worst,” Clorinda addéat, least | shall have
spent some time in London. | shall have been toespatties, before | am
buried in the country forever. You must understand.

“I am sure the Duke will not be able to resist yon¢ce you have some new
clothes,” put in Emily warmly. “Your hair looks mhdbetter already. It
was a shame for us to bleach it. But perhaps itjustsas well-the Duke
might have wondered if a red-haired de Villiers hadhed up at the
church. It is odd how different you look now thiaé tbleach has worn off.”

The next morning Jack called on his sisters-aftelbe® had sent him an
urgent message. He found both of them in Emily’'sdmr poring over

fashion plates in a lady’s periodical. “I am sumywould look perfectly

ravishing in this design,” Emily was saying to lyeunger sister, pointing
at a very elongated lady wearing an extremely nfogsvn.

“I am sure she will,” said Jack, “but she ought tmmbe here. It's not the
thing for a bride to go jaunting off on her ownsaleying her husband,
and leaving him just like that.”

His words brought both girls to their feet in astant. Clorinda ran across
the room helter skelter, throwing herself into tne&gernal embrace. “Don’t

be severe, Jack,” she 'said coaxingly. “Besideaveh’t left the Duke. He

left me first.”

Jack grinned. “Well then, my romp. of a youngetesi$ he laughed, “have
you cut loose already? Robert tells me you haveesglaguey complicated
scheme to make the Duke fall in love with you. Similike a romance out
of a book to me. ”

“It's a marvelous plan, Jack,” Clorinda pleadedotNe got to help me. |
shall need you to teach me to dance and to escertonall the town
parties-with Emily to chaperone me, of course, aitd Robert too.”



"Doesn’t sound as if you need me at all,” saidbvether firmly. “Going to
high society parties is not my line at all. 'm recat home in a snug little
club with a roulette wheel, myself.”

“No, | must have you too, Jack,” said Clorinda!s‘lessential to my plan.
It has got to look as if | have plenty of admirarsd you can be one of
them. After all, | did get the Duke to pay off tieodebts of yours. You
wouldn’t be so unhandsome as to let me down, noayladvyou’!” She
ended on rather a pathetic note.

Jack de Villiers was a scapegrace and a gamblehéwas not a man to
let down his friends or family. “Honor of a de Vidil,” he said good-
naturedly. “I'll help. Mind you, I'd lief as not v& to go to a lot of routs
and balls with you when | might be handling theedith dandies like
Winterstoke. What do you want me to do this mornthgugh? You can't
go anywhere dressed as you are.”

“I'm glad you understand,” said Clorinda brisklyTHe first stage in my
plan of campaign is to buy lots of clothes. The ®ukll never give me a
second glance unless | am dressed in the heigtasbfon. | have lots of
money with me, and what | need to know now is tagt blressmaker in the
whole of London. Can you tell me who that is?”

Jack thought for a moment. “Mademoiselle Fannyst®&’s tooingénue |
take it, sister,” he said, “that you want somethtimat is elegant and a little
unusual?”

“That’s right.”

“Mrs. Berkeley is too fussy . . . | know,” he ejdatied suddenly. “You
must go to Madame Genevieve Latour. There’s a Embut a Genevieve
dress that everybody admires.”

“Is she really the best?”

“She’s so good that she dresses Lady Lancastergfterdall, Clorinda, that

makes her the dressmaker you ought to have if y@arging to attract the
Duke.”



Lady Lancaster? The name seemed somehow familiar.

“What do you mean?” asked his sister. “Who is Ladypcaster, and what
does she have to do with me trying to attract thkd?”

“Oh Lord,” groaned her brother, “I should not hawentioned that. Forget
it, Clorinda. The Duke would half kill me if he dsvered | had mentioned
that lady to you.”

Then seeing from a mulish look on her face thatvghg about to ask more
guestions, he added, “Now be a good girl. Therething in it any more, |
dare say.”

This last remark mystified Clorinda even more. “Wioa earth do you
mean, Jack? Nothing in what? Do you mean that thieeadmires Lady
Lancaster?”

“Yes, that’s it. Now | am not going to say anythimgre about it. Men are
men after all, Clorinda, and you told me yourske#ttyou understood what
a marriage of convenience meant."

“All right,” said his sister submissively. She didt like to confess that she
still did not understand. She remembered her moglaging that men

sometimes had their opera dancers as friends tatar marriage. “Mama

had said that a lady pretends she does not knowtahem,” thought

Clorinda.

Yet her Mama had never mentioned friendships wittmen in high
society. She had understood about the opera dasteerthought. It was
probably just the same kind of friendship that rhed with stud grooms,
cockfighting experts, boxers and all the other spdinat they so much
enjoyed. But why should there be anything spedalaa friendship with
a high born lady?

“You mean that Lady Lancaster is a sort of rivalnohe?” she said to
Jack. “I won't ask you to tell any more, but isttixdny you thought | ought
to go to Madame Genevieve?”

“That is it,” said Jack uncomfortably.



She did not bring up the subject again with himt Bloe could not help
remembering the conversation she had overheardhanirtn, when the
Duke had told his friend that he was getting mditrie

“But, Julian, what will Lady Lancaster think?” hdsken his friend’s
comment. Clorinda had not been able to hear theeBukeply. What did it
all mean?



CHAPTER FOUR

The establishment of Madame Genevieve Latour wasrektly situated

just off one of the crowded shopping areas of Miayfehere was nothing

about the elegant Georgian house to betray thetHiattits owner was a
couturier-unless it was the stream of elegantlgskd fashionable women
going in and out.

For Madame Latour was not an ordinary dressmakesr Ebuture
establishment was so well known, and so very fasthte, that she could
pick and choose her customers. It was rumoredstiehad once refused to
dress a Countess on the grounds that this ladyfdeafarm would not do
her gowns justice.

For Emily and Clorinda waiting upon the steps oé thatour fashion
house, it was a surprise to see the door opened bynartly dressed
footman. The illusion of being in a private housasveontinued, when the
two girls somewhat nervously clutching their rek&s) were shown into a
well-furnished room like any lady’s drawing room.

The woman who was there to greet them was, as ntighexpected,

perfectly gowned in a well-cut, extremely simplenast severe day dress
cut high at the neck. The frock-conveyed elegamze rafinement rather

than showiness.

Madame Latour had a serious face with strong featudark hair, and

large eyes. She was in her late thirties, Clorigdessed-or perhaps a little
older. Most surprising of all, however, was thateheas indubitably a lady

rather than a trades-woman.

Coolly she introduced herself in a low voice witlstj a trace of a French
accent. She asked what she could do for them iayethat made it seem as
if she was their hostess, rather than any conneetith the commercial
world.

Clorinda was too astonished to say anything, butlyEsaid haltingly, “I
am Mrs. Willoughby, and this is a schoolfriend ahenmaking her debut



in London. She has just arrived from the countng,as you can see, she
needs some clothes.”

There was an imperceptible rising of the eyebrow$&ehalf of the French
woman. She contemplated the two girls before hemilyEwas simply,
though elegantly dressed-thanks to the Squire’smsity in the matter of
her wedding and trousseau. Clorinda on the othadha&as wearing a
dress made up hurriedly by the Westhampton dressmidkder the expert
scrutiny of Madame Latour, she felt, as never lfdhat she had no
pretensions to elegance or beauty.

But whatever Madame Latour may have thought alfemuvillage fashions,
she did not say it. Instead she merely asked, f#erme for saying this,
but are you aware that my modes tes chéreexceedingly expensive?”

“I know that.” Clorinda spoke slowly. “But it is mgust gowns that | want.
| want to become a new woman-nothing less thanntost beautiful
woman in London. | know that only you can do this me. For that, |
would willingly pay a small fortune.”

“Attend here,” said Madame, and left the room. &r ktead an assistant
female arrived and began pulling out various hafdmup dresses from a
concealed wardrobe in the wall.

“Do you think we have made a mistake coming hexeRispered Emily,
startled at the dressmaker’s lack of deference.

“No,” said Clorinda. “I think we are absolutely ihe right place, | feel that
Madame Latour is a highly intelligent woman."

Barely had she finished speaking, when the Frenomam returned,

carrying yet another pile of dresses over her &he cast a scornful look
on the dresses laid out by her assistant and neatitmem all away with a
Gallic wave of her hand. Then she looked carefatlyClorinda, moving

round her like a connoisseur admiring a statuevdtld have been rude
from anybody else, but from her this was obviousig concentrated
assessment of an artist at work.



Picking out a pale green dress, and placing thersthn the table, she held
it against Clorinda’s faceNon, ce n’est pas exactie is better but it is not
correct.”

She did the same with an orange sarcenet, thenawlow-green satin
veiled with Brussels net. Both were rejected iersile. Turning back to the
pile of gowns, she pulled out a clinging silk, aEsgale green color but
somehow subtly different. Its color seemed to @lag shift.

"Eau de NiJ' she said, ordering her assistant to hold it leccg@ against
Clorinda’s face. Stepping backward she gave andibeg look. “Yes,
Mademoiselle,” she said, in the tone of somebody tvud finally come to
a decision, “I can dress you.”

“Thank you, Madame,” said Clorinda simply. The twomen looked at
each other and something like an electric curréninderstanding seemed
to run from the younger to the older. Both smiled.

“Perhaps we shall try this on more fully,” suggesiadame Latour. “If
Mademoiselle would be pleased to accompany medclhianging room,
Madame can wait here for the transformation. Tlaeeemany illustrations
to employ the time of waiting,” she added smilitigtgly at Emily.

Feeling as if her fate hung in the 'balance, Ctaifollowed her out of the
room into a smaller chamber behind it. There wiih thelp of innumerable
pins and much twitching of its folds, the Eau dé dliess was draped
round her by the assistant. It was only half mageGlorinda realized. I
have never heard of such a color,” she confesseking at Madame
Latour for an explanation.

“It is so called after the waters of the Nile,” wHee reply. “There is a
moment between day and night, when the sun haripe ibalance over the
Nile. Then it is that the waters come alight wikisstcolor. Green fire is
how some people describe it. Others say that itbeaglimpsed elsewhere
in the world, and call it the green flash of sunset

“But nowhere but in Egypt can its full splendor &epreciated-except in
this material. | have had it specially woven in\Rnace in France. If you



look at it, you will see it is as if the waters wemlight with
phosphorescence.”

Clorinda looked down at the gown she was wearingak true. The effect
was one of phosphorescence-the pale green coloneseéo glow with

yellow, orange and golden lights within it. As timaterial caught the light,
or moved in its beams, these colors seemed to Ispankl flash within the
delicately clinging silk. With a final adjustment the material the French
woman gestured for the assistant, kneeling on It fvith a handful of

pins in her mouth, to get up.

“Madame in the next room will be needing refreshtegnshe ordered.
Then as the woman hurried out, she led Clorindant of a full-length
mirror. “It is my chef d'oeuvremy masterpiece, that dress,” she said. “I
have waited to find somebody who might wear it.”

What Clorinda saw in the mirror amazed her. It wastranger, a stranger
so beautiful as to almost take her breath away. sifieglinting folds of
the material fell over her small breasts, and pati their delicate
immaturity. Her white shoulders rose from a drdsst had been cut low
for evening wear, but not so low as to be immodest.

Round her slender body the Eau de Nil colors dlinghifted, changing
and glowing; one moment revealing, the next comagal form that might
have belonged to the goddess Diana, virgin patsoaethe moon. For the
first time it was as if she was seeing herself,asoa child, but as a woman.

“Why, | am beautiful,” she whispered. “Even the [Rukill not be able to
resist me now.”

As the words escaped her; she could have bittetohgue off. But it was
too late. They had been spoken, Madame Latour'sitean ears had
picked them up.

“So, Mademoiselle, it is a question of a Duke,tithen? And a matter of
love? | have many women who tell me that they wanbuy my so-

excellent gowns. But when | am told that a womarstnheok beautiful, the
most beautiful woman in London, then that is fowaman in love, |

think?"



For a moment Clorinda was silent. What should sb@ With a deep
breath, she decided to throw herself upon the Bgaman's mercy. “It is
not a question of love. . .not my love,” she sdivy. “It is his love that |
seek . . .l am the Duchess of Westhampton, you see.

At first the French woman’s mobile face registemeathing, then an
expression of enlightenment began to dawn. “Sc iyou who are the
mystery Duchess,” she said. “It is not how | thaudihe town gossips are
mistaken, | believe.”

Clorinda blushed with embarrassment. “What do tkay, these town
gossips?” she queried bitterly.

“Are you sure that you would be happy, if | toldw’3 countered Madame
Latour.

“I must know,” said the girl baldly. “How else cah fight for my
happiness?"

“They say,” said Madame Latour with pity in her sy&hey say that the
Duke married in a fit of pique. That he chose &igithe country of whom
nobody had heard, and of whom he planned nobodylé¢t@ar. They say
that the duchess is a-how do you say?-a nobody, wiicstay in the
country and bear the little Dukes, and will noenmiére with theamour of
the Duke, his love.”

“His love?” Clorinda’s voice was low.

“That is what theysay,” parried the dressmaker. “Me, | do not go into
society. | have chosen to make money for mysedfway that society does
not approve, rather than live on charity.

“So itis as itis, but | hear what society is dpand saying-who more? It is
to me that the rich ladies complain about theirbamsls. It is to me that
they explain they must look beautiful-for this omefor this other. Me, |
am discreet. | am just a dressmaker, so they i’



She paused. “But you have not told me, Madame Das;hehy you came
to me?" There was an odd note in her voice. Pityth&rassment?
Clorinda was not sure.

“I have been told that you dress Lady Lancasteaid €lorinda abruptly.
She wondered if she should have been so direct.

Madame Latour nodded knowingly. “Lady Lancaster ngany dresses and
pays my bills-eventually. But she is an advertiseinier my gowns. | will
not deceive you, little one, about that woman. 8as the beauty of an
exotic orchid. One must acknowledge the truth. Bug a beauty that is
skin deep. | do not think that the Duke hasegitable grand passionl
think it is apetit amour de plaisit

Without exactly comprehending everything, Clorimdevertheless had her
worst fears confirmed. The Duke, it seemed, halérfain love with this
Lady Lancaster. She sounded as if she was a sigalést woman of the
world. “Perhaps what | am doing is a mistake,” saéd. “I was not
completely sure about this . . . this friend of hugband'’s.

“I .. .do not. . . entirely understand such thighe added painfully. “I
know that the Duke does not love me, but | thoyght could so dress me
that he would not recognize his dowdy wife. Therhpps he might fall in
love with me. | am sure he will never look twicetla¢ countrified girl he
married, but | hoped if | appeared in society inttg . . but perhaps Lady
Lancaster is too lovely?”

“She is lovely, but you will be lovelier still. Thas a promisema chér¢’
said the French woman. “One can only fight for toeee cannot promise
victory. But will you trust me to make you a bedutymust think for this
night. It is not a scheme to be undertaken wittlootight.”

“I will trust you,” said Clorinda simply. Somehowe felt in capable and
sympathetic hands. “Do you know the Duke?”

“I have met him. . . in circumstances which it ettier that | do not tell you
now,” said Madame Latour evasively. Just then thsiséant returned,
bringing Emily with her.



“I could not wait,” gasped her sister. “Oh Clorindau look wonderful. If
only Mama could have seen you in that dress. Shddwveave been so
proud.”

Madame Latour smiled. “Your schoolfriend, Mrs. Wilghby, must return

tomorrow. The dress will be finished then, and &lshave searched our
materials for a complete wardrobe. | think alsothwyour permission, |

shall introduce her to a very old friend of mindylansieur Lafayette who
can aid her with some lessons in deportment.”

“Is he a dancing teacher?” asked Emily innocently.

“He is very much not,” said Madame Latour. “He dremely well born,
though a very old man and lives retired. | thinkwaauld very much like to
meet this new young lady.”

The name meant nothing to either Clorinda or Enfillwill enjoy meeting
him,” said Clorinda politely.

The next day when she arrived at the Mayfair haafskladame Latour,
she was led straight away into the back room; Tlaeveited her a huge
pile of materials, clothes and accessories. It ik@san Aladdin’s cave.
Clorinda had never before seen such a variety demaés and styles.
There were simple muslins, silk, tulle, long lawmehs, satins veiled with
Brussels net, sarsenets, and embroidered Indialinmusserted with lace.

The proprietress greeted her affectionately withwarning words, “Now,
Mademoiselle, since this is how you wish to be emhllyou must be
prepared for the boredom. It is for us to work aebyou.”

She spoke the truth. It seemed to Clorinda thatssbed for hours being
measured, tried, fitted-for day dresses, walking dresses, pelisses,
spencer jackets, redingotes, Capes, traveling sl@ad, of course, ball
gowns.

There were furs too-sable for trimming a pelisgégts for walking out,
and huge muffs instead of gloves. A glorious hooelpred _full-length
sable evening coat was the most exciting of all.



Gloves and bonnets and reticules to match the geslisollowed. There
were spangled scarfs to be draped negligently reimdhoulders, and soft
Indian Cashmere shawls for warmth. A variety ofbabs, to be worn
among the curls, were chosen with namesdik®ur de VenuandPas ma
faute There seemed no end to the number of clothesndbmwould need.
As piles were brought into the room, sorted thrqugkd, discarded or set
aside for wear, Clorinda asked, “Do you usuallyfioyour customers so
thoroughly?”

“You are not my usual customer,” replied Madameolat “You have
asked me to make you a new woman and this | slaftain top to toe.
These things you could buy for yourself outside @syablishment, but if
you are to be beautiful then a guiding intelligenogst be shed on even the
smallest detail of what you wear." She brought emdva large pile of
exquisitely embroidered handkerchiefs, then agiilglk stockings.

“Will 1 really need six pairs?" asked Clorinda, sewhat aghast at such
extravagance.

“To be beautiful you will need much of everything$aid the
Frenchwoman firmly. “It is expensive, no doubt,’esddded, "but if you
aspire to the heights of the fashionable world,eege must not be spared.
You cannot gain your heart’s desire so cheaply,kraw.”

Her words caught Clorinda’s curiosity. “If you wilbrgive me, Madame
Latour,” she said tentatively, “I should like tokagou how you became-a
couturier? It is surely not your natural metier?”

Madame Latour laughed. “You mean that | am a ladg aot, as you
expected, a tradeswoman?” she asked challengingly.

Clorinda flushed.

“Is that not true? Well, | will confess.dm a lady, more of a lady and of
higher birth than many of those for whom | desigesdes. My family, the
Latours, were one of the oldest in Bordeaux. Wddtnace our ancestry
back to Anne of Bordeaux,” she said proudly.



“But how did you come to . . . ?” Clorinda, seamttier the right way of
posing her question. “How did you enter your prefes?”

“It is an old story now. My family were ruined blid French revolution.
My parents fell on the guillotine. | was eleven witae Terror broke out,
and | was smuggled by some friends to England ddeas a gypsy child
among a troop of Romanies. “

“Most of my fellow sufferers returned after the fic@rwaned, but not I. My
parents were dead, and by then | had fallen pasgibyn nay desperately in
love, with an older man, an English aristocrat. Warried-or at least |
thought we had married but he had deceived me aithlse ceremony.
The details? They are as you might expect.”

“What happened to the man?” said Clorinda urgetityhen | discovered
his deception | rooted my love for him out of myahe | never saw him
again. He died, | think, of an apoplexy. After besath his . . .” she paused,
“. . . arelative found me and conveyed to me asmrable sum that he
said he felt was mine by right. With it | was aldebecome a modiste. It is
not an occupation that allows me to enter politgety, but the alternatives
would have been a dreary existence as a goveroepsyhaps companion
to an old lady. Me, | value my independence.”

“It cannot have been easy,” said Clorinda.

“It was not. . . easy,” said the French woman. “Bbaive been successful
in my way. Because | pick and choose my custoneard, because my
dresses are original, | am able to charge outragypdues. | can even be
rude to my customers occasionally. They considempribof of my
exclusivity.”

“They are beautiful dresses,” said Clorinda lookduyvn at a deceptively
simple day dress in yellow ochre, with tinsel drawork at the hem, and
the same motif round the high goffered lawn rufthe throat. “If clothes
can give beauty, then | am sure these will.”

“Beauty is in the heart, not just in the outwargh@grance,” was the reply.
“If you truly want to be beautiful, then you must true to your heart. Yet
a heart is a dangerous thing, as | know to my ¢bsén deceive and ruin a



woman, or indeed a man. Do you have a heart oyawelucky to feel
nothing?”

“I do not know,” Clorinda whispered. “If | feel athyng, | think it is
hatred, not love. | want the Duke to fall in lovétlwme because he has
ignored me and despised me and does not care forwaat to teach him
a lesson. | do not feel an atom of love for him.erHvoice rose
passionately.

“This is excellent,” said Madame Genevieve. “Yoeah is untouched. So
much the better. You will be able to be gay andulidnd heartless. By
keeping your own emotions cool, you will the betterable to charm him,
entrap him and entice him. The arts of seductionbzalearned.”

“But who will teach me?” said Clorinda worriedlyl 8o not have very
much time to learn. And it seems as though | mivsi no less a person
than Lady Lancaster.”

“I have your instructor,” said Madame Latour, walito a table on which
lay a small silver bell. She rang it and the wirdifted parlor maid arrived.

“Dobson, show in Monsieur Lafayette,” she said.

She turned to the young girl and explained. “Mounssieafayette is a very
old friend of mine. He is elderly now, but befohe tFrench Revolution he
was perhaps the greatest leader of fashion inrathde. The days of his
gallantry ended when he lost the woman he loved.

“Then came the Revolution. He too escaped to Engldike me he
prefers not to return to his native land. He livetred today, almost a
recluse. His title he has let slip into obliviorutBsometimes he visits me to
talk over the old days. | have told him about yangd about your quest for
love.”

An erect old gentleman entered the room. He wassdckentirely in black,
in the knee breeches and flared dress coat of diereand more formal
age. His nose was aquiline and his face heavigdliBut his eyes were the
fierce alert eyes of a hawk. His long slender fisgevhite and smooth,
denoted his aristocratic breeding. His whole bepnmas proud and



Clorinda at once recognized that this was a mannwiho misfortunes
could cow.

He crossed the room toward her, and with a forroal tbok her hand and
lifted it to his lips lightly. Clorinda blushed. ‘& are the young lady who
wishes to captivate her husband,” he said in arrded but charming
voice. “l| see beauty enough to captivate any maoyugh you are very
young. Is your husband blind?”

“He is blind to me,” said Clorinda. “But | am det@ned to open his eyes.
He shall at least notice me.”

“Bravo,” said Monsieur Lafayette. “You have spiriyy infant. This is

good. Now, if my dear friend Madame Latour will Weaus, we will

commence our first lesson. It is easier, | thirde, just man and woman
alone without an onlooker.”

Clorinda was rather taken aback. What on eartthdidhean by “lessons”,
and why should Madame Latour leave the room. Sbieeld enquiringly at
the French woman, who merely said as she openedaihreto go, “Have
faith in Monsieur Lafayette, my dear. There is mughhe does not know
about the art of gallantry.”

“You may have faith, my infant,” said the old maithwa smile. “I am old
enough to be your grandfather and | assure youttigathings of passion
are no longer of interest to me. | can, howeveghieyou a little about the
way to behave.”

Clorinda felt rather foolish. Of course, her fehesl been ridiculous! She
managed a rather shame-faced smile.

“We shall start with the curtsey,” said Monsieurfayette. “You will
curtsey to me, as. if | am the Prince Regent.” @bty Clorinda sank
into a curtsey. She wondered what was the poititisf

“Now let us curtsey to a lover.” By this time shec@tled he was slightly
mad but she must humor him for the time being. @bely she curtseyed
a second time.



“No, no, no! That is the same curtsey, Mademoisdllaless | am to
believe that you are imagining the Prince Regengcas lover. This will
not do at all.”

“What do you mean?” asked Clorinda a little impatleg She did not
understand what he was getting at.

“There are many curtseys, as many as there arenalishs between
princes and men, and between men and women; TBetkei curtsey
formal, of the kind you would make to the Princénefle is the curtsey
antagonistic for the lady who is your rival. Thesehe curtsey obedient, as
for a husband. And there is, most important of thi curtsey passionate
for the man you love, or for the man who loves yduom you wish to
encourage. So let us try this lover’s curtsey agaislowly lift your eyes
and smile . . .that is better.”

Obediently Clorinda had sunk to the floor, this dinobeying his
instructions about her eyes. “We shall practicecimsey flirtatious with a
fan,” he then said, presenting her with a beausifohrved little ivory fan
which he took from/ his pocket. “Now you must loagf. . . but not the full
smile . . . a half smile with the fan a little iroht of the mouth. . .the eyes
looking over its top. . .”

The lesson continued. There were, it seemed, ay mays of holding out
a hand to be kissed as there were curtseys. Thaseavdistinction in the
way a lace scarf might be draped round the shosHder conveyed a
careless elegance, slightly higher a joyful enthsrsi.

Clorinda found herself practicing walking acros® troom-as if in a
crowded salon, or in a formal ballroom, or in aiésdooudoir, or-such was
Monsieur Lafayette’s thoroughness-in a moonlit gard

Slowly it became clear that he was teaching heningtless than the an of
love-the intuitive response to a situation that veys encouragement,
anger, pride or indifference by means of the smaatiesture. A flick of the
fan, a lowering of the eyes, a half smile hoverigout the lips-the
slightest of these could convey a world of meaning.



“It is this you must learn,” said the wise old dentan. “Without this, a
woman'’s beauty is like a statue’s. It is cold amadi It is the movement
and the grace of that movement that brings thetpdadife.”

By the time Clorinda had to return to her sistestse felt that she had aged
a thousand years in experience and subtlety. “Thamk, Monsieur
Lafayette,” she said. “You have given me somethasy valuable as
Madame Latour’s gowns.”

“It has been a pleasure, my child,” he said. “Ip@ssible that my help to
you may in some small part right a wrong that | digiself many years
ago.”

“What was that wrong?" Clorinda asked timidly.

“I shall tell you, my infant, when | am sure thatwhave captured the heart
of your Duke,” was all the elderly gentleman woséy.

Back at her sister’'s house, Jack was waiting for t@lorinda,” he said
impetuously, as soon as she entered the roomyv# haen waiting for you
for hours.” Then he stopped dead. His eyes widé@madhazement.

“Good heavens, Clorinda,” he said with an abrupt tmotherly lack of
tact, “you look quite different. You look beautiful

It was said with such genuine surprise that Claioduld not help smiling.
“That is praise indeed, coming from a brother,” saél, giving him her
hand to kiss and sinking to the floor in the moggndied of all the
curtseys she had practiced. She could see thdiashetterly astounded her
scape-grace elder brother.

"Oh Lord, Clorinda,” he said ruefully, “I dare sggu may succeed with
the Duke after all. Where did you learn these and graces?"

“With Monsieur Lafayette,” said Clorinda.

"Never heard of him,” said Jack quickly, “unlessshinat French fellow
who keeps the gambling hell in Clifford Street.”



“He is nothing of the kind, let me tell you, Jaclsdid Clorinda ruffled.
“He is a very aristocratic old gentleman who iscteag me how to get on.
He has nothing to do with your sordid world of gaimip hells.”

“That’'s what | wanted to ask you, Clorinda,” saier fbrother guiltily. “I
don’t know how it is but something seems to haveigio the dice lately.
Winterstoke tells me my luck must tum, but there ao signs. | am
obliged to make a clean breast of it. | am in ded#in, and worse than last
time.”

Clorinda looked at him sadly. She knew there waking fundamentally
wrong with Jack, but it saddened her to know thehhd got into a bad,
deep drinking, hard playing set. Though he was dwmlgnty-two, the

marks of his dissipated nights were to be readisrfdte. “What | think

you need, Jack, is something to do, so that you dame to spend all your
time going to the races and gambling.”

“If only there was. What is a fellow to do? Thereisthing | can do
without money, except go to the devil.”

“l shall ask the Duke, if ever my plan succeedgjd lorinda. “He has

been generous in the marriage settlements, an@pedince he has paid
off your debts once he will do so a second timd. I[Bihall need your help,

Jack.”

“I have promised it already,” he replied. “But | mayou | won't play the
fool around you forever. Flesh and blood can't dtanore than two
weeks.”

“Two weeks will be long enough for me to discovemy plan has any
chance of working,” said Clorinda optimisticallyNéw you must tell me
all you know about the Duke in London. How doesspend his time?
Where is he to be found? Where can | meet him?”

“There’s Jackson’s sporting club but a lady coutd exactly go there,”
said Jack cautiously. “You might meet him in HydarkPdriving those
grays of his. Then in the evenings he usually laokst a party or-several.
He'll be at Carlton House next week for the Priftegent’'s ball, that's
sure. Prinny wouldn’t dare entertain without thekB's attendance.”



“What do you mean?” asked Clorinda.

“I mean that Prinny treats him as a sort of fashime adviser. Needs the
Duke’s approval for his coats and for his horses koow. And the Duke
isn’t half rude to him about them sometimes.

"There’s something you must do, Clorinda,” Jackeatiduddenly. “If you
are going to go to the Carlton House ball, and sthaay | think you had
better if you want to be sure of meeting the Dukent you have got to
learn to dance.”

“I know the quadrille and the cotillion,” said Cioda. “But | am afraid |
don’t know how to waltz. That is to say, | havestriout the steps with
Emily in the nursery, but | ,have not been taughgroperly. And | have
never danced it with a man.”

At this moment Emily and Robert Willoughby walkedd the room. “We
shall teach you here and now,” said Emily. “I shaky the piano and
Robert shall dance with you. Jack can look on atidus how you are
doing from the outsider’s point of view.”

“That would be marvelous,” said Clorinda clappingr hhands with
pleasure. ” She knew that it was vital for her deinusociety that she,
should waltz with grace. The dance was enormouspular It had been
introduced around 1807, and at first the leadersoofety had said that it
was "calculated to lead to the most licentious eqaosnces.”

But the dashing, the young and the fashionabledfladken to it, and no
matter how much their elders complained, the batire were full of
couples merrily twirling around till giddy and flaed with exhaustion. “A
course and vulgar romp” one writer called it, the yyoung people loved it.

Clorinda gingerly stepped into Robert’s arms. Shd hever before been
held so close to a man, save to her father. It sdeso odd. But Robert
held her firmly in a brotherly embrace and she doshher shyness.

It was not till an hour later that Jack declaredtther dancing would do.
“She has got the idea now,” he said, “but | thirile sstill needs some



practice at a proper ball. Your piano playing ist tlbe same as an
orchestra, Emily,” he said.

Nobody could quarrel with that statement, leastatbhf Emily. But the
guestion was where could she practice?

“I know,” said Emily suddenly. “What about Vauxh&lardens? There's a
masked ridotto tomorrow night. | saw a program.”

“It's full of vulgar people,” said Jack doubtfully.

“Yes, but we shall be masked,” said Emily. “Besidés? just what
Clorinda needs-a place to practice without anydodywing her.”

For a moment it looked as if a long argument wamgao break out
between brother and sister, but Willoughby stepgpemithe breach. “If we
go masked, Jack, there’ll be no harm in it,” hedsdiNobody will
recognize any of us. It's an ideal place for Cldano practice with both of
us.”

“Thank you, Robert,” said Clorinda. “It sounds $wilting, please can ‘we
go? My first-ever ball! And I think the masks makenore romantic. Will
the Duke be there?”

“The Duke of Westhampton?” said Jack sarcasticdNyt on your life,
Clorinda. His Grace would never venture to set foauch a vulgar place
as Vauxhall Gardens.”



CHAPTER FIVE

His Grace the Duke of Westhampteasat Vauxhall Gardens. Though he
was masked, it was unmistakably him. The tall, gara figure seemed to
tower above the other men, the strutting dandres portly aldermen, and
young bucks. His black mask, through which Cloricdald see his eyes
glitter, gave him a Demonic air.

His clothes alone betrayed him. Unlike the dandibe were conspicuous
by their garments, the Duke was dressed with ingddecdiscretion and

perfect taste. But the tightly fitting stockinetnpaloons, and the coat so
beautifully tailored that at least two men musténaelped him to shrug it

on, betrayed the tailoring of a master.

Hessian boots, shining with champagne and blacland, cut with tassels
completed his ensemble. Nothing particularly caugbhteyes, except that
every garment was exquisitely made.

And the careless limbs, powerful thighs and strehgulders would have
made him remarkable in any company. The way hedsttdte way he
walked, his every movement conveyed the strengtla afian who was
perfectly fit.

At his waistcoat, which was discreetly but richlynleroidered, hung a
quizzing glass that the Duke was using to surveysttene in front of him.
He looked bored.

But it was not just the man who caught Clorinda/e.dt was the woman
with him.

She too was dark, with locks as black as a ravphimmage. She had
dressed with unbelievable daring. Her startling gedvn, the color of
blood, was cut so low that it revealed almost ladl treamy swell of her
bosom. Round her neck, falling over her breastsetifiashed a circlet of
rubies. She wore a crimson mask.



She was talking in an animated way to the DukenFtbe sight of her
gestures, Clorinda gathered that she was teasing daring him,
provoking him. Once she threw back her heavy blacks and laughed
aloud, exposing her glorious bosom in a way whidbriGda knew was
improper, but had to admit was incredibly provoeati

The two of them, both masked, both magnificent leirt mindless

disregard of the crowd, seemed the perfectionedagice. The dark Duke,
a cynical smile playing round his lips, and the tesficated woman

glancing up through dark lashes to meet his gazghinfiave been out of
some exotic tale of Arabian nights.

As Clorinda watched, she saw the woman give theelalong, lingering
smoldering look of such naked hunger that Clorindas almost
embarrassed. The Duke returned the gaze, stilirgplynically, but with
a darkening in his eyes which showed that he toe wsperiencing a
response to that hunger.

The exchange of glances made Clorinda shiver. Waghe love of which
she was ignorant? Was this naked hunger love? dtaveruel emotion, it
seemed to her-a feeling powerful but somehow fegimg.

She felt pathetically young and ignorant.

At first the evening to Vauxhall Gardens had beelgtitful. The party of

four, all masked, Emily, Robert, Jack and Clorirdal arrived by boat,
hiring a six oar barge at Westminster which toaknthacross the river to
the Gardens. The gentle plopping of the oars, lrdke the occasional
mutter from the oarsmen, the tranquil Thames, hadight of the

pleasure gardens just as dusk began to fall, waseamantment in itself.

Vauxhall Gardens, itself, was the scene of a giitte throng-or so it
seemed to country-bred Clorinda. “There are so mpagple,” she
confided to Jack.

“I'd say London was thin of company,” said her detwrearth brother,
casting a knowing eye at the people around thetis. ¢its and tradesmen
mostly.”



But even he allowed that the gardens, themselverss Weautiful. Among
the trees, thousands of lamps glimmered and winkethe gathering
twilight, their different hues mingling with theightly colored dresses of
the women to make a kind of jeweled exoticness.

In the wonderful Eau de Nil dress, with its sofidf gathered high under
her small pointed breasts, Clorinda was attractiadittle attention. But
she was unconscious of the admiring glances andftildpoks cast at her.
She and Emily made a striking pair. Both girls waéneocent of all
jewelry. Instead they had simple ribbons in thaiir REmily’s divinely fair
locks clustered round her head, and with a pale gbwn that matched her
gentle eyes, she looked like a princess in onbadd fairy tales.

Beside her, her sister had a most outstanding,stleerie, charm. She had
tied a white ribbon among her curling red tendititsthe lamplight her skin
glowed like ivory, catching the colors from the fasrand throwing it back
to the observer. The green of her dress and trengreher eyes through
the mask were unusual enough to capture the intereshe most
experienced connoisseur of female beauty.

It was Robert Willoughby who voiced what all musink. “Nobody in the

Gardens can rival you two sisters,” he said. Hdesirto see that Clorinda
was blushing at even so simple a compliment. Wighfaint touch of pink
in her cheeks, she looked almost ethereal in hautige

It had been a wonderful start to the evening, @Gtaithought, as she
strolled round the Rotunda with her sister and th® men. Now

everything was spoiled by the appearance of theeDinstead of being
able to enjoy herself simply and peacefully, hearhevas a raging inferno
of emotion.

She wondered if she should tell the others. Batljzimg that it might spoill
their pleasure, she decided not. After all theirsksa should prove
protection enough.

“He has not seen me,” she said to herself. But eégeshe tried to still her
fear, a wave of panic swept over her. For a morskatthought she might



faint. Her whole being cried out. Only a superhuratfort of will kept her
upright.

Somehow she would have to fight this panic. If slas to meet the Duke
again-and this was the central point of her plamtshe must overcome
her fear. Emily was saying something to her, a r&ma the beauty of the
surroundings. Clorinda managed a tremulous smitesponse. .

Her sister looked anxiously at her. “What is wro@orinda dear?” she
asked softly so that the two men would not hear.

“There is nothing wrong ... nothing. It is just thlaere are so many people
... have never before ...been in such a crowd.”

Robert Willoughby led the party to one of the pawit where supper was
served, and as they went Clorinda noticed thatfldraboyant pair had
somehow merged into the moving shifting throng. kbeesence of mind
returned to her, and she was able to make amusimgecsation with her
companions.

Willoughby had arranged the evening in style. Aweall-sited table they
could watch the entertainment of the passing cratedordered the special
punch for which Vauxhall was famous and the traddl dish of ham. The
ham was celebrated, not only for its delicate ftabwt for the thinness of
its slices. It was said that a carver could divise ham thin enough to
pave the whole garden with its slices.

Lemonade for the ladies and a selection of tartd anstards and
cheesecakes to follow finished a repast that Jatédv“fit for the Prince
Regent, himself.” And indeed the Prince had visitéalxhall Gardens
only recently. Even Clorinda managed to sampleca sif ham and nibble
at a cheesecake.

After the dishes had been cleared Robert placethhisd on her shoulder
in brotherly fashion and suggested, ~“Perhaps wauldhtake a stroll
around the groves. They are very pretty now thaiddrk has come and the
lamps are all out.”



“Yes, indeed,? said Clorinda with spirit. “I amjeying myself so much. |

hope also, Robert, that you will gratify me wittdance later on. It is for
this we came, after all. | must practice my stef@he gave a little laugh of
pleasure. Her fears had vanished. The Duke was er@nb be seen. Now
she could relax and enjoy herself.

It was truly a fairytale evening. Strolling througte statues, the trees and
the crowds, there were many sights to admire anfetanterested by.
Though dark had fallen, it was a balmy evening ftesthened by a slight
breeze which lifted the red-gold tendrils of heirtemd made them play
round her heart-shaped face.

Strolling down a main alleyway, Clorinda suddengalized something
was wrong. She had left her reticule behind atrttadle. “Wait for me,
Jack,” she cried impetuously. “I must find my rete" Before either man
could volunteer their aid, she had turned on hexlshand sped aback
toward the pavilion where they had been dining.

“She’s as much of a romp as ever,” grumbled Ja.Have fetched it for
her, if she’d only have waited.” But the slim figuhad disappeared
through the crowds.

Clorinda weaved her way through the passing coupdek to their table.
To her relief she saw the elegant little bag, matgther dress, sitting
safely on the chair where she must have left iieslstibly she could not
help taking a swift glance round to see if the figire of the Duke was
anywhere nearby. It was not. “Now | can enjoy tliergng,” she thought.
“He must have left.”

She turned back toward the alleyway where she ftitosige had left the
other three. Pushing her way eagerly past the pegple was half way
down before she realized she must have come inwtbag direction.
There was no sign of Emily or Jack or Robert.

Looking round rather wildly she started to retr&es steps. Perhaps they
had turned off through the trees. She turned davenad the smaller walks.
At the end, she thought she saw three figures e them. Running
gaily towards them she cried, “Wait for me.”



One of the two men turned around. It was a compaenger, and from
the look of him, not even a gentleman. “Why, myrdehe said in an
odiously familiar tone, “of course we’ll wait.”

“I'm sorry,” gaspeci,Clolinda. “I thought you wesemebody else.” Again
she turned back, taking no notice of the vulgarbelind her of “Will not
| do in his place, sweetheart?”

Her heart was beating rapidly, and she was novowds confused. The
colored lamps which had looked so pretty only a feiwutes before, were
now misleading. She could not see properly by thggit to know who was
passing. Running back down the walk, she foundeffeas the junction of
the ways that she did not recognize at all.

A large party of young men was advancing from ome &hey had linked
arms, and were obviously in a boisterous mood.ddalland shouts were
coming from them. Desperately Clorinda glanced dotor help. There
was nothing for it, she must turn into one of theresmaller dark walks.*

As she rounded the comer, she cannoned straightiigentleman. To her
relief she noticed that he was soberly, if expeglgivdressed and
obviously older than the young blades she had adoid

“Oh Sir,” she gasped. “| am lost. Can you help me?”

With a studiedly elegant bow, he replied, “I amirhy at your service, my
beauty. So much charm must surely need attendance.”

His tone, though polite, was nevertheless silkyhwitsolence. Looking
closer, Clorinda realized that she had not beenakes in thinking him
older, but there was nothing fatherly about hisseys they raked down her
form.

“Thank you, Sir,” she replied stiffly. “I would bgrateful if you might
escort me back to the main alleyway. | am with @ypaf friends, but have
unfortunately lost my way.”

He held out his arm with something of a flourishor@da had misgivings
about accepting his help, but just as she was abadrtaw back she heard



the whoops and noises from the party of drunkeddsdacoming toward
them. Rather than face them, she placed her hagery upon his arm.

Sedately he led her down the dark walk. “Are yoresihis is the right
direction?” she said. The alley appeared to gdtataand it seemed as if
the colored lamps were more sparsely furnished eutry step.

“Venus, you are in good hands,” he said. “I am L&kinterstoke.”
Through the slits of his dark blue mask she coakllss eyes glistening. ”

She recognized the name. It was none other thakisJaeentor, whose
influence on the young boy seemed so disastrous.aFgecond she
considered telling him who she was, then furthélecdon decided that
this would be folly. Her impetuous actions had hex to this pass.

“Thank you, Lord Winterstoke,” she said coolly. d&im grateful for your
escort. But | believe that we are not proceedingatd the center of the
Gardens. | see | must shift for myself.”

She would have taken her arm away from his, onlyhst moment he
pulled her closer toward him. “You are here witluy&ver, perhaps,” he
said thickly. She wondered if he was drunk. “Le# tholish dog go hang.
Come with me, my pretty."

“I am with a party, Sir.” Clorinda looked round gesately. In the
darkness, broken only by the very occasional lanmplydburning, she
could see nobody. “I must return,” she pleaded.

His hand was now gripping her arm tightly, so tighbat it hurt. He had
halted altogether, and put himself in front of Iser that he barred her
progress. She could feel his fingers digging inéo flesh. “Let me go,
Sir,” she cried. “If you are a gentleman at alluyaill let me go.”

“You are too pretty to escape,” he said, holding dtearms’ length in a
way that gave him the chance to look her up andndathis leisure. His
very glance seemed to make the blood rise in hegleh

She gave a little cry of fear. It only served tfldme him. Still grasping
her arm, he swung round as if to embrace her.riRudgainst him with all



her might, Clorinda realized that he was as strasga» much younger
man. In anguish, she slapped him hard on the fHove.blow rang out in
the alleyway, and left a red mark on his cheek.

He only laughed. “I like a woman of spirit,” he dan a voice that made
her blood run cold. “Opposition lends enchantmerthe act. | shall tame
you, wild filly that you are.”

She knew she could not escape him. Inch by inchbutied her close to
him. His thin mouth was twisted into a gloating EmniHis eyes were
glittering through the mask. To her mounting horsbe noticed that his
tongue passed over those thin lips leaving a wek ipehind it.

Mad with fear she tried one last appeal. “Lord Wistoke, | implore you .
..” was all she could manage. She felt his hoattr@n her face and his
features swam before her eyes. The hot and greedyhntlosed brutally
over hers, so fiercely that it seemed to bruiseflash.

She felt his hands on her body, exploring, invaddesecrating it through
the thin silk of her dress. He had his fingers tedsin her hair so that she
could not move. Blindly she tried to move her lipsm his, but with a
wrench he pulled them back again.

Just as she thought she could bear it no mordustiell face swung out of
her vision. Instead of the cruel hot hands sheaelbol fingertip touch on
her arm. “Lord Winterstoke was bothering you, li&et,” came a cold and
formal voice.

“I was so frightened. . .” was all that Clorindautb gasp. The world
seemed to swim around her-the dim lamps, the diéekveays, the erect
figure of the man standing in the shadows beside“B® not leave me,”
she pleaded.

For a second she clutched at the newcomer’s arstetaly herself. Then
the feeling of faintness passed, and she beganmrtk &gain. At all costs
she must avoid a vulgar scene.

Lord Winterstoke had been sprawled on the graskoint of her. The
stranger must have knocked him down. He began tagebrushing his



coat where it had mud upon it. The scowl on hig faltowed the depths of
his resentment. Clorinda could feel the unspokdagamism between the
two men. She must smooth this moment over, at whateost, and
prevent them from flying at each other’s throats.

She took her hand from the newcomer's arm. Somgtkas familiar
about him but in the shock of the moment she caoldthink what. In the
darkness of the alleyway she could see very ligtkeept his tall, towering
figure.

“Lord Winterstoke had offered to escort me backry party.” She lied
smoothly, but there was an undertone of terrok istiher voice. “He may
have lost his way...l believe...I should be grdtéfyou can aid me.”

“I know very well what Lord Winterstoke was doingsaid her rescuer
curtly. “I am well acquainted with My Lord Winterdte’s activities. | shall
see you safely back to your party, but | am sued ttord Winterstoke
would wish to offer his apologies to you for thisfortunate occurrence.”
There was a ring of steel in his voice that madzgeiar that he intended to
be obeyed.

It was the Duke. In a flash Clorinda realized. Tdléfigure, the voice, that
somewhat bored drawl. It could be no other.

She turned from the handsome figure by her sid@mtemplate the elderly
man in front of her. As her self possession retirsige could see that he
was considerably older than the Duke. His face hvesi, and somehow
marked as if evil had left its stamp on it. Thenthps still curved brutally.
She shuddered a little.

“l should be delighted to apologize for my unluckgcounter with you,
Duke,” said Lord Winterstoke silkily. “May | knowhé name of the lady
whom | may have inadvertently distressed?” He dilsound in the least
sorry. Indeed he seemed to gloat over the remitidgrhe had forced her
in his arms.

Clorinda put up her chin. “I accept your apologprd. Winterstoke,” she
said firmly. “My name can be of no interest to yo8he sensed that he



was about to kiss her hand. Remembering Monsieiaye#te’s lesson, she
sank into a very low, very dignified, and uttertyrhal curtsey.

Nonplussed the old rake turned away. Then placargiand on the Duke’s
arm, she remarked in a voice that she hoped borsgms of trembling,
“Who is Lord Winterstoke?"

“He is very rich, very old and most unsuitable aseacort for any young
girl,” said the Duke shortly. “I can only advisewto keep out of his way.
It is quite wrong for any female to have dealingghviim at all.”

“I was here with some friends,” Clorinda found ledf@pologizing. “I left
my reticule at the table and ran back for it. Theould not find my party.
| was lost. Then I met him and he offered to hekpfmd them.”

“It was extremely foolish of you to have anythimgdo with him,” said the
Duke in blighting tones.

They were walking up the small dark alleyway, todvéine more lighted
part. For a second he halted. Rudely he said tpdsethey stopped near
one of the more strongly glowing lights, “You smeflrosewater. How old
are you?”

Clorinda had the oddest sensation that he wasittgraf kissing her. But
it could not have been true. He made no move.

“How old are you?” he repeated.

“I cannot think it is any of your business,” sheidsarossly. “I am
seventeen.” '

“Too young to be allowed to roam in Vauxhall Garsldsy yourself. |
wonder that your friends did not take better cargan,” was the reply.
His words were cold.

Clorinda had never hated him more, but she knewpgbliteness required
she should thank him. “I am grateful for your in@mtion,” she said
stiffly. “I shall do my best to remember that yoavie offered me advice in



what | hope is a kindly spirit. But | do not thinjou have any right to
lecture me.”

“My dear girl, | have every right. What is to stope from treating you as
Winterstoke did? Come, come. If | lecture you, ghould be thankful |
am not a Winterstoke. Take my lectures with a ggmate, and recollect
that you are lucky | am a gentleman.”

“I think you are being amazingly impertinent,” s&tbrinda. “Now we are
back in one of the main alleyways, | need troulda jor your escort no
longer. | can now return to my table. | should khmy friends will have
returned by now.”

“I shall escort you, you foolish girl,” said the keifirmly. “You have no
more sense than a kitten. Like it or not, you nesdorotection.”

Seething with anger, Clorinda took refuge in sieenthere was much
justice in what he said, she acknowledged. Butcsh#d not understand
why he was so rude in every way. It was as if hdanao effort to display
even the normal courtesies.

She stole a glance at him to see how he was tdlangilence. The Duke’s
face wore its normal bored and impassive look. &héd not tell from it
what was passing through his mind. This man bds&tevas so off-hand,
so utterly impervious to other people’s feelinggttshe longed to humble
his overweening arrogance.

He broke the silence once. “Who are you?" he s&dd who are these
friends who so signally have failed to chaperong?®/o

“I shall not tell you,” said Clorinda with spiritt did not seem to her that
now was the moment to reveal even her pretendeditgeMore than ever
she was thankful for the mask.

“I shall find out,” taunted the Duke.
“You must do as you please,” she retorted. She et whether he

would recognize her brother Jack and sister Eméjitd their masks.
Probably not. He had met Emily only once, and Jaaly occasionally.



There was no reason why he should associate theimtie unknown
young woman he had rescued fainting in Lord Wintkes's evil embrace.

As they walked towards the pavilion, Clorinda sawhvsatisfaction that
Emily, Robert and Jack were there looking anxiouslynd for her. As she
stepped up, her hand on the Duke’s arm, she alizgihed-their
expressions were so dumbfounded.

“Emily,” she said, entering into the spirit of ttl@ng. “This gentleman has
kindly helped me find my way back to the table.dsWost in the alleyway.
He and | have retained our incognito, but | am stoe would want to

thank him.”

Emily blushed. “We were so worried.” Turning to tbeke, she held out
her hand. "Thank you for looking after her. | fehere are some rather
rough people about.”

“You should warn your friend to behave with greatecumspection,” said
the Duke coldly. Then to Clorinda’s surprise heetjd'She is under your
chaperonage, | presume. It is easy for you to show thanks to me. |
should like to dance with the lady whom | have uest”

Emily looked slightly anxious. She had obviouslyldd to recognise the
Duke. “How odd,” thought Clorinda, “I should havhotught anybody
would know him instantly.”

She felt elated. “Emily, please let me. This gande has been so kind.”
“You will bring her back very soon, will you not®8aid Emily to the Duke.

“Madam, if you are anxious about my intentions,”da&d dryly, “you may
take yourself to the Rotunda and watch us on ta fi

With that, he offered Clorinda his arm and she wdlkff with him toward
the orchestra. She felt deliriously happy. The ewgrnthe crowds and the
excitement had gone to her head like wine. Theomaress of her escape
from the rakish Lord Winterstoke was forgotten mstsudden access of
high spirits. It was as if she was floating on air.



“It will be the first time ~I have danced the walitzpublic,” she confided
to the Duke, “so you will have to forgive me ifread on your toes.”

His aquiline face softened. “It will be a privilege be the first man to
waltz with you,” he said. “This must be your delout_ondon. | am sure
that in a few days’ time | shall have to queueapake my turn with many
other eager partners.”

He put his hand round her waist and swept her tmofloor. At first

Clorinda could only worry about her steps. She eatated on getting
them right, Then she became aware of the nearridesoVery seriously
and very simply she lifted her eyes to his facehay twirled around the
floor.

“Why are you so abrupt with me?” she asked himdél not think |
deserved that scolding you gave me after you hacuezl me from Lord
Winterstoke. It was not very gallant of you.”

He was silent for a moment. Then with the suspiaba smile he looked

down at her and said equally seriously, “I thinkuyweed the protection of
somebody. You are very young, you know You mustnidhat there are

men who, though their rank is that of gentlemen,ndb behave as they
should. In particular at a masked ball there aneags some vulgar scenes.
| think this must be your first visit to London.”

“It is not my first visit,” replied Clorinda thinkig of that nightmare day
when this very man had made her his wife. “But ikisny first happy
visit. My only other expedition to London was mooé a business
transaction.”

“| see you are teasing me,” said the Duke. “You tre young to be
engaged in business activities.”

Clorinda did not dare explain. It was dangerousigdo Just then the music
increased into a crescendo, and she felt almoathess with it. When she
had practiced her steps with Robert, it had noh lhi&e this.

Now she was in the arms of a skilful dancer, sltesfee was a bird soaring
above the clouds. Every movement he made was plgriedime, and her



body responded to him as if they had known eachrdtr a lifetime. She
wondered if anything could possibly compare witis tiwvhether ever again
she would experience this haunting sense of ugenbny and rhythmical
pleasure.

“I am so happy,” she could not help saying.

“I am glad you are enjoying yourself.” The Duke kpocoldly, even
formally, as if he disapproved of her exhibiting lemotions too freely.
Then, as if to dash her mood of elation, he addedally do not think you
should be at a masked ridotto at all. It is notttheg.”

“You really do say unpleasant things,” said Cloanddignantly.

She thought she saw a look of surprise flicker e Duke’'s eyes.
Obviously few people talked to him like that. “BmJ see you are a girl of
spirit,” was all that he said.

“Are you trying to flirt with me?” said Clorinda dagly.

“Not in the least,” he replied. “Is that what yowwd like me to do? | am
always happy to oblige ladies with flirtations, tigh | confess | had not
thought you would enjoy them after your experieneadier this evening.”

The rebuke made her blush. She felt she had gatahst of the exchange.
Seeing her flush, the Duke added more kindly, “¥oow you are much

too young and innocent to start up a flirtationass! | am much mistaken. |
only flirt with ladies who know the rules of therge, and it is a dangerous
game as well as a pleasant one.”

The music ended. There seemed nothing else toNéidly. heightened color

Clorinda returned to her sister on the Duke’s &8ime found her pleasure
in that wonderful moment of dancing marred by thareng conversation

they had had. With a formal acknowledgement of lesd, she thanked
her partner for the dance.

“It was my pleasure,” he replied equally formallyhen turning to Emily
he added, “I think a closer chaperonage would betadvantage.”



“How unhandsome of you! | thought you were goingép my secret!”
Clorinda was outraged. “This is treachery,” shel saigrily.

“Not treachery, merely common sense. | found yoientl all but fainting
in the drunken embraces of Lord Winterstoke in &k @dleyway. | do not
know what might have happened but for my timelyvaty” he explained
to Emily.

Then turning to Clorinda he added, “If | believeduywere capable of
dealing with such as Winterstoke | would keep ysoicalled secret. But
after talking to you | know that you are far toonanldly to know how to
look after yourself.”

Emily looked confused and angry. Jack too was ewigeoutraged, but
Clorinda noticed with approval that he kept hisgioa silent. It was Robert
who found the words for them all. “We are truly tgfal for your

intervention,” he said quietly. “I know a little dford Winterstoke and
what | know | do not like. | would very much like tcall upon you

tomorrow and express my gratitude, if you wouldsoekind as to drop
your incognito.”

“No, do not let us do that,” cried, Clorinda hastill am sure it is far more
romantic to remain strangers to each other. Begltie is no reason why
we should meet again.”

For a moment it seemed as if the Duke was goingatosomething, but
suddenly all five of them became aware that a spehson had joined
them. In a wave of heady perfume, the exotic daiked woman that
Clorinda had seen earlier with the Duke came' twéhneir table.

With a total disregard for all of them except thakb, the magnificent
woman spoke to him. “Julian, | am utterly and tgtaionsumed with

boredom and beg that you will rescue me immedidtebhe said

imperiously. “It is a positive hurly burly of citand other vulgar persons
tonight. | swear Vauxhall Gardens is as tedious eger was.”

With a glance toward Robert and Jack, she noddsdadlg, but took no
notice of Emily or Clorinda. The Duke looked at tier a moment as if



calculating her mood then said, “If it grows tedsdhen perhaps we should
leave.”

Bowing towards Emily and Clorinda, he added, "Ggoajlmy unknown
fair ladies. | trust you require my services noger?”

“Thank you so much,” said Emily softly. Clorindaidanothing. She did
not feel like thanking him particularly.

As he and the woman turned to go, Clorinda hearddmark in perfectly
audible tones: "Julian, where did you pick up sesttraordinarily dull
people? | swear you have a taste for the bourgebisi

“We are not extraordinary people,” said Clorindassly to her sister. “Nor
are we bourgeois. | think it is her who is vulg@rd you ever see such a
low cut dress?”

“I swear they are both familiar,” said Jack. “llhy odds I've seen her
somewhere-and he too. He is obviously a man of fBmen changing his
tone, he said, “What's this farrago of nonsenseutibdinterstoke, then,
Clorinda? You have got yourself into a scrape gghisee. You are
incorrigible.”

“It's not nonsense at all. Your precious friend dainterstoke...tried to
kiss me.” Clorinda’s voice was small and tight witle shame. “I think he
was drunk.”

“Well, heaven knows there are plentyfitles de joieand Cyprians around
tonight,” said Jack, uncomfortable at his sistegjsly. “With that mask on,
and with no more sense than a butterfly, Winteestolust have thought
you were one of them.”

“One of what?” asked Clorinda innocently, Her beatdid not reply.

Dancing with Jack and then with Robert was fun,ri@tta had to admit.
The evening was still warm, and the lamps wereeaatiful as ever. But
somehow the romance and excitement had gone aiieodccasion with
the Duke’s departure.



It was not that he was a romantic figure, she detidrar from it. He had
behaved in an odiously old-fashioned way, lectuhegabout her behavior
and the need for her to be more closely chaperoned.

“Yet you can't ignore him,” thought Clorinda as stwrled round the

dance floor in her brother’s firm aims. “He is sammes quite hateful, but
he is not dull. Nor is he like that horrid Lord Wénstoke.” She thought of
the drunken rake’s hot breath and brutal pressareeo lips and could not
help trembling.

“I hope | shall not have to meet Lord Winterstolgaia,” she said to
Emily, as the barge conveyed the tired party badké Westminster steps.

“I hope so too,” said Emily softly so that Jack slibnot hear. “I have
heard some horrid stories about him. They say Berlnaed some woman
and is utterly without scruples.”

That night she came to Clorinda’s bedchamber t® k& goodnight. In
her white cotton nightgown her younger sister labkidiculously childish.
“I want to tell you something. You must not telcldd said Clorinda. “The
man who rescued me...from Lord Winterstoke...was thuke of
Westhampton. Do you think he...liked me?"

“I don’t know,” said Emily in astonishment. “Are yosure, Clorinda? Oh,
| do hope this all works out all right. | think tiuke might be very angry
when he discovers the trick we have been playingion”

“Who do you think that lady with him was?” came sster’'s small but
persistent voice.

“I cannot imagine. It is late, Clorinda. You shoulé asleep.” Emily’s
voice was unconvincing.

“I think it was Lady Lancaster,” said Clorinda irsaall voice.
“I am sure it makes no odds who it was,” said Emifgh an attempt at

briskness. “Perhaps it was not the Duke at allyi@dia. | did not recognize
him, neither did Jack. You may have imagined it.” ”



“Well, | didn’t,” said her sister firmly. “I knowtiwas the Duke, and I think
he behaved in a very boring way.”

As her sister kissed her lovingly and left the rooGiorinda’s words
seemed to echo in the silent night. Snuggled dowm the blankets, the
little red curly head could not be rid of the thatthat her last remark was
a lie. Even the thought of the Duke seemed to alhster emotions-fears,
hatred, liking-into a turmoil.

“He is...not...boring,” said Clorinda aloud to lpaitow.



CHAPTER SIX

“It is time,” Clorinda announced to Emily the folling morning, “that |
met the Duke and began my campaign to fascinate Buth how am |
going to start?”

“I think we shall have to go to Hyde Park,” said isn“The Duke is well
known for his wonderful horses, and he can usuadyfound driving his
grays in his phaeton. He had it specially designetiim.”

“We must get Jack to take us both,” said Clorindalfy. “I am sure that
an early morning stroll will be good for him.”

The two girls were sitting in the breakfast roomtloé small but elegant
London house of Robert Willoughby. The more soptaséd stars in the
London scene might languish in bed sipping theoccthate before rising,
but both Clorinda and Emily had been brought uphm country way of
rising early. Besides, both agreed that it had l@@eagreeable evening but
not exhausting.

The girls might be up early, but their brother Ja@s most certainly not.

It was therefore late in the morning by the time responded to the

message delivered to his lodgings. “Heavens, die, "said to Clorinda as
the butler showed him in eventually, “a man musthiis cravat, you know.

Mine takes at least half an hour, and | don’t thinkas ever taken me less
than an hour to dress in town.”

“It is good for you to get up early,” said his yaar sister firmly. “If | can,
after last night’s dancing, why cannot you?"

“It is not just dancing,” admitted Jack. “I had doop in at the Club last
night, then | had a bet on the number of times IBBess would stumble
over the course at Newmarket. A man must pay Hisgdgou know. | was
expected.”

“Well, 'm very surprised,” cried Clorinda. “I didnthink you ever paid
your debts, Jack.”



“This was a debt of honor. They're different. | vidwit go throwing my

money away paying a lot of tradesmen,” explaineck.JéAnyway,” he

added, “now you've dragged me here | see that yeunat dressed for
walking yourself. | shall have a glass of madeiralevyou put on your
pelisse.”

Clorinda was about to say something angrily abatgrisers when she
decided a scowling Jack would hardly lend gracetheir proposed
expedition to the park. Leaving Emily to order thedeira, she ran
upstairs to put on her new soft leather half bomts, new pelisse. With its
dark green folds around her, trimmed with swansdaivthe hem, and a
coquettish bonnet with the same trimming placed ¢ns red-gold curls,
she pirouetted in front of the mirror.

“Madame Genevieve is a genius,” she thought toeifershe reflection
that met her eye was perfect from the top of thelious, almost absurd,
little bonnet to the neat little boots underned®icking up an equally
frivolous, and shockingly expensive, parasol, shs veady for Hyde Park.

With a beautiful sister on either arm, Jack proeeedo the park,

grumbling in the unappreciative tones of a brotlitewas a glorious day.
White fluffy clouds chased over a peerless blue dkiyen by a breeze just
strong enough to riffle the swansdown on Clorindesanet, and bring a
becoming glow to her cheeks.

No sooner had they entered the Park gates thann@dorealized that
Emily had been absolutely right. Ml the fashionablerld seemed to be
there. There were groups of gentlemen, escortitigsastrolling down the
grassy turf, admiring the flowers, or on the lookéar friends like the
three de Villiers. Others had chosen to ride shdwyses up and down
Rotten Row-sometimes unaccompanied, sometimesaunpgrof two or
three ladies and the equivalent number of gentlemen

Every kind of vehicle and equipage seemed to crthedroads. The more
sedate ,parties traveled in highly polished bareschr landaus, open
carriages that allowed the occupants to stop frattpueto exchange
greetings or gossip. with friends. But most notideawas the endless
variety of phaetons, slightly built four-wheeledwing vehicles that could



be styled either relatively sedately, or strunghheg that the driver’s seat
was slung over the wheels in what seemed a mogedains fashion.

These equipages were usually completed by theiaddif a groom, who

could leap off the vehicle and hold the restlessés if the driver wished
to stop for a talk. In the same way, lifts couldgieen and received, by the
simple method of leaving the groom behind: to bekead up once a turn
round the park had been completed.

There was one phaeton Clorinda could not help imgtidt was built with a
particularly high perched seat that swayed dangdyat the corners, and
it seemed to be proceeding at a pace more thanmumoaly fast. “Who is
that?” she asked Jack.

“Lord, how like a girl not to recognize those hm@gesaid her brother
scornfully. “I thought you said you'd been overtakby them on the
London road. They're the Duke’s grays, of coursa] #hat's the Duke
driving them. The very man we want. | must say ridbta,” he added with
boyish enthusiasm, “he may be a very poor husbdnd, he’'s a
tremendously good driver. Look at those devilislgyt hands! And see.
how he takes those corners!”

Just then the dashing vehicle swerved round ande cstmaight toward
them. The pace was reckless. As they came closlrin@a could
recognize the grays. What other pair would go st ifa such a crowded
avenue?

Just as she thought they would all three be runndoythe noble beasts,
the carriage halted. The groom jumped from his ardtran round to hold
the sweating, stamping horses whose foaming bisvet their desire to
continue at that breakneck speed.

The Duke leaned down from his uncertain and pesilperch seat. “Good
morning, Villiers,” he said. “I hope you are goitmintroduce me to your
fair companions.”

Then, as if he noticed and recognized Emily for fin& time, he said,
“Forgive me, Mrs. Willoughby. | was so busy withetleins | did not



immediately perceive that it was you. We have anét briefly, but | hope
it gives me the right to wish you good fortune ouy newly married life.”

“Thank you, Your Grace,” said Emily blushing slight“May | take the
opportunity to present one of my dearest friendsssMle Vere, who is
staying with us for a while. She has been admiyiogr grays, as have we
all.”

“They are magnificent animals,” acknowledged Cldarwith a winning
smile. She did not entirely feel like smiling, stnshe was in a flurry of
nervousness wondering if the Duke recognized hethassame young
woman he had waltzed with the night before. The Wleought that he had
found her struggling to evade Lord Winterstoke mhde want to blush.
But she knew that she must act, to begin with astleas if they were
strangers to each other.

The Duke was dressed, as ever, in his inimitablie.sBeside his snowy
white and deceptively simple cravat, Jack’'s elateonaeck adornment
looked faintly absurd. Yet Clorinda knew that theik®’'s apparently
simple style was the result, no doubt, of hoursftuirt.

“If you admire my horses, Miss de Vere, may | iewiou to sample their
paces? | would be honored and flattered if you @allow me to drive
you for a tum around the park,” said the Duke sinkyot

His elaborate compliment slightly irritated Clorand‘l do not know if it
would be suitable to drive with you, Your Gracehéssaid, primly.

“It is quite suitable,” said. Emily quickly. “Lookround and you will see
that it is quite the fashion for gentlemen to diiadies for a short while.”

Clorinda climbed up onto the perch seat besidéiliee. It seemed a very
long way up and extremely hazardous. “I would hgp up,” apologized
the man beside her, “but | have my hands full withpair.”

It was no less than the truth. The horses werdessty fidgeting and
anxious to go. When the groom stood away from thdmy leaped
forward with a terrifying jerk. For a moment Cloda waited until the
Duke had them firmly under control. She had decideetveal to the Duke



who she was-well, not that she was his wife, Cltaire Villiers, rather
that she had been the unknown stranger whom heaiusdl the night
before at Vauxhall Gardens. “You were the gentlem&io came to my
rescue last night,” she said in her musical vdicewe your my thanks.”

“Did you think | had not recognized you?” said tBeike impatiently.
“You have no need to tell me. Just one glimpseéhasé red locks, and |
knew it must be you. | told you I should find outavyou were.”

Clorinda wanted to smile at this last remark. Hesvga confident. He
might have recognized her in the Park, but he Ball no idea that the
woman he was talking to was the dowdy wife he thbwgas still in the
country!

“I have a very good eye for beauty,” went on th&k@&UuMy friends tell me
that | have unerring taste in women’s charms.”

“I don’t think this is the kind of conversation vedould be having,” said
Clorinda with spirit. “Last night you scolded mer foeing careless about
chaperones, and now you are paying me complimenésiwam all alone
in your phaeton without any chaperone at all. #érhember your rebukes
correctly last night, you were almost suggestirgf thshould go nowhere
without an older female to look after me.”

“Those are the normal rules governing the behamiogroung women like
yourself, Miss de Vere,” said the Duke with halraile. “But it is thought
quite safe to let a lady be driven in the Park, mwthe gentleman has a pair
of horses to manage. Besides,” he added haughtily place in society is
such that many rules that apply to other men ddawe to be observed by
myself. Let me tell you, Miss de Vere, that if | @®en to be taking an'
interest in you, it will do you no harm whatsoevirdeed, it will do the
reverse. It will bring you into fashion immediatély

Clorinda hardly knew what to say to this. She ttiedook coolly amused
but only managed to look charmingly muddled.

Just at that moment, a small child ran in fronthed galloping horses in
pursuit of his hoop. The Duke, scarcely checkingrhswerved to avoid



the toddler, then swerved back to avoid an immimreiitsion with another
phaeton.

“You drive much too fast,” said Clorinda severatyytching the sides of
her seat.

“You are not very polite, Miss de Vere,” said theke laughing aloud. “I
am not entirely used to receiving so many harstds/nom females. They
are generally more obliging to me than you arestRiou refuse to tell me
who you are, even after | have rescued you frond \Minterstoke. Then
you accuse me of being a bad driver.”

“l suppose | ought to be polite to you,” said Chala reluctantly. “You are
obviously very fashionable, even if your way okliis pointless. Indeed
you are obviously extremely eligible, too.” She wered whether he
would now mention that he was married.

He did nothing of the kind. Instead he retortedhdfTmuch cannot be said
for Jack de Villiers. He is extremely ineligibleydahis way of life is even
more pointless than' mine. | have not gambled amgyfortune, as that
young man would do, if he only had a fortune withietr to do it. You
would be well advised not to jaunter round the tomith him, Miss de
Vere. | imagine you were with him last night at Xhall Gardens, and
with the Willoughby boy and his wife. Willoughbyesas a sound enough
boy, but I think | should warn you about Sir Jaek\dlliers.”

Clorinda was outraged. Who did he think he wadiaVve known Jack and
his sister for years,” she said with perfect trdivhy, we were practically
brought up together. He and | are like brother siatir.”

“The intimacy of a shared childhood might easilgdeo the intimacy of
marriage,” said the Duke grimly. “It does not makefor the fact that Sir
Jack de Villiers is both poverty stricken and &less gambler.”

“He comes from an excellent family. The de Villiease worthy of an
alliance with the foremost in the land,” Clorindanjed to add that she
knew he, the Duke, had thought the family worth nyiag into. Surely
now he would reveal his marriage?



But all he said was, “No amount of good breeding wwke up for being
married to a gambler and a man without money. Wnlgkss de Vere, you
have a fortune with which to endow your husbandj ywuld be well

advised to look for a more wealthy young man agrapanion.

“Poverty is difficult to bear. It is the way of tlveorld to try and make sure
that young and romantic ladies do not recklesgigitthemselves into it.”

“It is a hateful world which makes people marry fooney,” said Clorinda
hotly. Too hotly. For a second she was afraid tteat vehemence would
have given her away.

But to her surprise the Duke said quite serioushyhér: “Perhaps it is a
hateful world in this respect. But theresismegood in its rules. If you are
guided by me, Miss de Vere, you will avoid Sir Jatk Villiers. Oh, |
know he has charm and energy, but | believe he dvimdke any woman
unhappy who linked her life and her fortunes wiikh

Clorinda could not help silently admitting the truof all this. It was
unpleasant, but it could not be denied that Jae&ugh he might be
idolized by his sisters, was a reckless gamblerasdapegrace. But she
did not admit any of this aloud to the Duke. She& ¥o angry. Why did he
take it upon himself to talk to her like this?

“Why shouldl be guided byou, Your Grace?" she cried. “You seem to
think that your rank as a Duke gives you the rightorder everybody
about!”

“I know what | am talking about. Besides, my ramktainly does give me
privileges, and only an innocent, such as yoursetiuld deny this,”
replied the Duke. “Ten years of being chased bychmbakers have made
me decide that my rank and my fortune will servedaceal any faults in
my personality. To the mothers of unmarried daughté am
perfection-whatever | do.

“If an ordinary gentleman is rude, he is condemnesin excused by being
called ‘original.” If I flirt outrageously with the daughters, then the
Mamas merely say that | am high-spirited. If | werehalf-pay officer,



those same daughters would be severely told to hatleng to do with
me. Because | am a Duke, | can flirt as much &=l |

“l assure you, Miss de Vere, that because | am leeDuwan behave like a
groom and still be welcome everywhere."

“Just because everybody else toadeats you, daesai that | am going to
start,” said Clorinda indignantly. “I am gratefarfyour help last night, but
| still think you are arrogant when you presumagitee me advice. Still,”
and she added the insult deliberately, “I suppase gre so much older
than me, that your advice is meant to be fath&typerhaps | should take
it in that spirit.”

“My dear girl, I am hardly that old,” said the Duléth a surprised look on
his face. '

Clorinda got the impression she was the first fengafer to say something
rude to him. Determined to see how far she could gj@ continued,
“Perhaps you are not old in years, but your belragiso formal and sober
that it is not the behavior of a young man, moreaaghan in his middle
years."

The Duke’s face was a picture of astonishment.aFegcond it looked as if
he was going to administer a brutal snub. But @lsaid was, “Will you be
attending the Prince Regent’s ball at Carlton HoMiss de Vere?”

“I hope so, Your Grace,” replied Clorinda with demuand equal
formality. “Why should it concern you?"

“I shall dance with you on that occasion,” said tbeke abruptly,
abandoning his usual languid drawl.

“You will not,” retorted Clorinda furiously. “Hag never occurred to you
that | may not want to dance with you? Or do yopezt me to behave like
the young ladies you say flirt with you so outragsg?”

“Miss de Vere, think again,” said the Duke smoothBjorinda had the
impression that he was fencing with her. “Think hawance with me will
help you in your career as a fashionable beauty@ May not wish to



dance with me, but can you afford to refuse? If yoe seen to suit my
discriminating taste, then the rest of the world feilow my example.”

The arrogance of his words almost made Clorinde loentrol. With a
heroic effort she managed to rein back her tempé&e Duke was
insufferable. She longed to throw his offer of ack@back in his teeth. But
it was not part of her plans. Better to dance Wiitn-and by this means
enslave him!

“Now that you have explained this,” she said witpassable imitation of
his smooth manner, “I see, you are right. | maywish to dance with you,
but I must bear with the boredom of it in pursuitfashion. | shall be
delighted therefore to dance with you, Your Gra&e you going to bring
me into fashion, as | am told you have brought Laalycaster?"

"That is a very foolish remark, Miss de Vere,” sthd Duke coldly. “It is
quite improper that a young girl scarcely out o tiursery like yourself
should link my name with that of Lady Lancaster.”

“All London links your name with hers,” retorted dCinda. “I am only
surprised that you will admit your friendship witler is an improper one.”

From the look on the Duke’s face, Clorinda could Heat she had struck
home. He was scowling with real anger. “I do nodenstand why you are
so singular, Miss de Vere,” he sneered. “Are ydamapting to make me
notice you? Is this a novel form of feminine put3ui

Clorinda was almost speechless with fury. It seerhed effortlessly

assumed every woman was out to catch him. “Doe®ver cross your
mind, Duke, that perhaps some women are not chabyegtu. Has it not

occurred to you that my conversation may simplyaberdinary response
to a rude manner by yourself?”

“Miss de Vere," he said, “what does occur to methat you are an
impertinent chit.”

“And you, Sir, are an arrogant rake,” she flungkbachim.



Mercifully the matched grays had almost circlednduhe Park by now.
The rest of their progress was accomplished imsgeBoth occupants of
the phaeton were past speaking with fury.

Just before they cantered up to Emily and Jack kdub strolled to meet
them, the Duke achieved outward calm. In a voied tas both formal
and cold he said, “I hope you have enjoyed beirgnisemy grays, Miss
de Vere.”

“I have, indeed. They are wonderful horses.” Tharas just enough
emphasis in her voice to make it clear that shédcoat approve of their
owner in the same way. Then, to provoke him furttstre added in a
soulful, insincere voice, “How ravishing the Paokks at this time of year.
How charming the flowers are, how ,delightful ie #hade from the trees...

The Duke did not respond. Only a twitch at the eoraf that sneering

mouth showed that he realized the apparently inmaoegnarks were meant
as provocation. By the time they drew up with Enalyd Jack, Clorinda
had praised the Duke’s horses again, asked if thaseemuch company in
London, expressed her pleasure in the sunlight, woddered if the

weather would stay so fine. The Duke had said ngtto the flow of small

talk.

If the Duke hoped to punish her with his formalitiypught Clorinda, well
she would show him how she would not accept it sabively. Besides,
the man beside her might be tiresome but the weathsfine, and the
occasion was delightful. She also could not helgicmy that her
appearance behind the grays had created a grdatfdederest. Several
young bucks had ogled her shamelessly and somassopted matrons
had looked at her with approving interest.

It was irritating to think that perhaps the Dukatsdoubted arrogance was
based on the truth. Perhaps-just perhaps-he wht Rgrhaps he could
bring her into fashion just by noticing her.

As the phaeton came to a halt, and the waitingrgroan to the horses’
heads, she climbed gingerly down from her seat,cbtr heightened at
the thought of having to tell Emily about the corsation during their ride.



The Duke nodded formal acknowledgements to Jaak,|eaning down to
Emily said, “As Miss de Vere’s chaperon, | thougiotu might like to
know that she has promised me a dance at the FRiegent’s ball.”

“We shall look forward to seeing you there,” saichify gently. She was
surprised to receive a burning look of reproachmfrioer sister, with an
almost equally angry glance from the Duke. Withneesing laugh, he
drove off, the groom scrambling up beside him jngime.

“I must say his manners are sometimes far fromsohgg’ said Emily
plaintively. “What did | say that was wrong?”

“l did not promise him a dance at all. Indeed dsa¢ shouldn’t assume |
wanted to dance with him, and that the only reastwy | would was
because he could bring me into fashion,” stormedrida. “He is
unbelievably arrogant.”

“Been fighting with him, have you?” said Jack knagly. “I thought you

had. With your color all high, | knew it. Some péomight think you'd

been flirting, but | could see not. What a fierad gou are, Clorinda. If
you want to captivate your Duke, should you notftnya gentler manner
with him? You'll scare him off, | tell you.”

“We were fighting oveyou among other things. He had the impertinence,
the absolutely absurd impertinence, to warn menagjaiou. He said you
were a gambler, and not a fit companion for a Wwedlught up girl. It was
insufferable, Jack. Oh yes, and he said you woatdmake me happy if |
married you.”

“He’s absolutely right,” said Jack amiably. “Cathink why you found the
need to quarrel. After all, Clorinda, | wouldn’t pou marry me. | mean, if
you could, which you can’t anyway. Well, what | mda that no sister of
mine would be allowed to marry me, though | supposeuldn’t be your

brother, if you could, so | wouldn’t have any sayti"

“Oh, Jack, do stop talking rubbish,” said Clorindaexasperation. “It's all
quite beside the point. It may be true you're a gl@mand so on. But the
point is that he has not got the right to dictatenie. He’'s not my brother;



He’s not even my suitor. He’'s a married man witvige in the country
and just because he’s a Duke, doesn’'t mean heacaougd warning girls
about you.”

Jack was about to explain to his sister that pexliap Duke had a point,
but he thought better of it. “Phew, you are a fiegtd today,” was all he
said. “The Duke must have been amazed. Know whiidk he may have
taken a dislike to you after this?”

“Its all very well for you to say you wouldn’t leyour sister many
somebody like yourself,” she retorted, “but why gl let me marry the
Duke?"

There was an awkward pause. As they strolled oanririgla, her heart
softening, saw that her brother’s face had reddelheeas unusual for him
to look conscience-stricken, but this time he did.

In a completely changed voice, he said, “Clorindayow that | was wrong
to consent to your being the family sacrifice. bgll never have let you
marry the Duke. You were just too young, and thas ail there was to it.

“But we were all in such a devil of a fix that ludd see no other way out
of our difficulties. You must believe | thought was for the best,” he
pleaded. “The Duke is rich and handsome, and Ighbperhaps he might
make a good husband. | had no idea he would bebavenfeelingly to
you, and that it would turn out like this.”

Before Clorinda had time to reply to this, they &enterrupted by
greetings from a sophisticatedly dressed woman lendau. She looked
familiar to Clorinda, but she couldn’t think whesewhen she had met her.

“Jack,” commanded the landau’s elegant occupardy “must make me
known to the young ladies you are escorting.”

After she had been introduced, she nodded politelgmily. “I heard of
your marriage, my dear, though we have never mat Mvelcome you to
London. | hope you will be coming to my rout nexéek-nothing grand.
Just a few friends.”



Somewhat overpowered by this distinguishing attentirom an older
matron, for the lady in the landau was middle-adgeajly said softly, “I
should be delighted.” “Bring Miss de Vere with yddow don't forget |
expect you both. | dare say | shall have a lot nyaeng men attending, if
it's known she’s attending. Unusual kind of beautythe Duke’s detected
it already | see. All the rage, | dare swear, wesk or two.”

After this embarrassing and rather rude speechostered her carriage to
drive on. “Who on earth is she?” asked Clorindaibewildered tone of
voice. “She seems somehow familiar but | can’t plaer.”

“Oh that's Lady Claremont,” said Jack off-handedidn’t you meet her
at your wedding, Clorinda? She’s an eccentric buhe top of society and
a cousin or something to the Duke.

“She must think you're his latest flirt. It's an mar to be asked to her
house. Must be because she’s decided the Dukeng gwbring you into
fashion.”

Clorinda couldn’t help feeling elated. The way be tfashionable world
was hateful, if you looked at it from the outside. Budm the inside it was
so thrilling.

One moment she had been the unloved child bridieertountry, deserted
by her husband for the sophisticated charms of Leagcaster. Now
suddenly* she was taking her place in polite sgciérom being an
unknown looked down upon, it seemed she was goithg all the rage.

Her pleasure in this was only marred by the undedifiact that she owed
all this to the Duke, and to the drive in his ploaetHe had boasted he
could bring her into fashion. It seemed as if lnadi was justified.

But she could not feel angry for long. She was @alyenteen, and life was
just too thrilling. A group of young officers wetke next ones to halt and
talk to Jack. One of them, being introduced to tWwe girls, devoted
himself to them both.

His name was Lord Rudolph Chiltern, he told themq &e was just on
leave from his soldierly duties with the Guardsimegnt. He had an



amusing way of poking fun at himself. He told thelsy with mock
seriousness, that he was completely idle and mexell, but, did they
not agree, he was a social asset.

His banter amused Clorinda. She was also fascinatsde that Jack got
on so well with the other officers. “I didn’t knothat Jack had so many
friends who were Army men,” she said, forgettingvhiamiliar it was to
use just his first name in front of a stranger vdmb not know they were
brother and sister.

“Oh, he’s mad about the Army. Knows all Wellingtsivictories. Lectures
us all on Marlborough’s tactics. We joke with himdasay he’ll be joining
the ranks as a private next, taking the King'slisigl. . ."

Looking at Jack, Clorinda realized her informantsvepeaking the truth.
Surrounded by the officers, he was discussing #aeteuse of artillery,
drawing diagrams on the sand of Rotten Row withiek,sand arguing
nineteen to the dozen. She wondered why she haer hefore realized
where his real interest lay. Somehow she would h@veget him a
commission in the Army-perhaps the Duke would payohe.

“Known Jack long, Miss de Vere?" said Lord Chiltgralitely but with
distinct curiosity.

“Yes, | have,” she said with apparent franknes$dV¥e been a close friend
of the family for years. Jack and | are practicdllpther and sister.” It
seems as if she would have to say this to almastybedy. Really, it was
more awkward than she had bargained for.

“Oh, it's you, Winterstoke.” Lord Chiltern’s voickeld no warmth, as he
turned round to see who had joined the party. To dwnsternation,
Clorinda realized that this was the man who haadkkaly tried to...kiss
her in Vauxhall Gardens. She felt herself bluskang angrily tried to cool
her hot cheeks, as he was introduced.

There was nothing she could say in public, shedeli

“I think, if | am not mistaken, that | have alreaohet Miss de Vere,” Lord
Winterstoke was saying with complete lack of shamembarrassment.



Indeed, as he spoke, his eyes roved over her baddidy, and she found
herself clutching her pelisse more tightly round. he

For an appalling moment she thought he was goingreteeal the
circumstances of their meeting, but he did noty@rhiling when Lord

Chiltern said jovially, “Lucky dog, Winterstoke. dee you've stolen a
march on me. I've only just managed to make Miss \dere’s

acquaintance.”

“I hope | shall get to know Miss de Vere much betteaid the older man
and his words were insolent. Clorinda knew thatmas thinking of that
moment in the dark alleyway when his lips had gdoswn uponi hers...

“We'll all want to know Miss de Vere better,” Lof@hiltern’s cheery voice
broke in on her embarrassment. Clorinda knew teatvas only flirting.
His confession of being a at “ne’er-do-well” wasnt@mount to a
confession that he was not in search of a wife.dBgt liked him the more
for that honesty.

She felt that Lord Chiltern’s compliments disguisedyenuine kindness
and a merry nature. The smoothly practiced remafksord Winterstoke
were something different. . . She smiled at LordIt€m, imperceptibly
turning her shoulder a little upon Lord Winterstoke

“Shall you be at the Prince Regent’s ball, Lordlt@nn?” she asked.

“I shall,” he said promptly. “Dare | hope that yaiil dance the waltz with
me? And,” he said, showing his good manners bydiog Emily in the

conversation, “I hopes | shall have Robert Willoligls permission to
dance with his delightful wife. You two ladies wdlutshine all the other
beauties there.”

“I should love that,” said Clorinda unselfconsciyus

“Shall you love a dance with me?” the unwelcomestjoe came from
Lord Winterstoke. Once again, Clorinda thought that looked old-
rakishly, dissipatedly and disgustingly old.

She bowed stiffly to him, not trusting herself peak.



“Of course, now that the Duke of Westhampton hasvshsuch an interest
in your charms Miss de Vere, us lesser mortals nmybe able to *aspire
to your hand.” His every word was a snheer.

“Yes, by love,"” Lord Chiltem seemed unaware of dlgeer man’s sarcasm.
“Too bad of Westhampton. You know that he’s beewinly Miss de Vere
in his phaeton today? It's unheard of, Miss de Véie's never had a
female up beside him before, you know! The beautidsbe gnashing
their teeth with rage at you when this gets rowuiety.”

“Really?” said Clorinda coldly. “It was amusing farmoment to be driven
by the Duke. But | find | do not care for it as rhuas | might. In this
respect, gentlemen, | fear | shall be classed &sshionable. | find | have
little time for a ‘leader of fashion’ like the Duke

“You're too stern, Miss de Vere,” said Lord Chiheslightly bewildered. _

“Perhaps Miss .de Vere finds the Dukeal adroi?" sneered Lord
Winterstoke. "He is known for his arrogant inteeiece.”

With this parting shot he lounged off, casuallyiti§ his hat to Emily, and
ignoring Jack altogether with a drawlinghu revoir, ladies. We shall meet
at the Carlton House ball."

“I hope you will forgive me for saying this,” saiadrd Chiltern diffidently,
“but Winterstoke is a bit of a rake. Shouldn’t smyof course, and have no
right to, but you ought to know.” Then, saving thids' embarrassment, he
rattled on with compliments and stories that kéygnm amused till at last
Jack extracted himself from the military discussamd offered his arm to
his sisters.

“Don’t you encourage that fellow Winterstoke,” haidsto Clorinda when
they had said goodbye to Lord Chiltern. “I wonder ought to warn him
off my sister?"

“He’s your gambling crony,” said Clorinda bitterlyl certainly haven’t
given him any encouragement. | think he’s a disggsbld man. But |
can’'t stop him from introducing himself in the P&rk



“Yes, really Jack, Clorinda was very off-hand witim.”

“Perhaps | had better see less of Winterstoke wyole are here,” said
Jack. Clorinda was pleased to see that he was ingvanlittle. Obviously,
while he found Lord Winterstoke amusing for himsbé was not prepared
to let the notorious rake get involved with fematésis family. It was a
good sign thought Clorinda, that Jack might take same responsibility,
after all."

“Lord Chiltern was very attentive. We like him,"fefed Emily in an
attempt to lighten Jack’s mood.

“Chiltern’s a gentleman and a good fellow. You vwa@me to harm with
him, Clorinda,” said Jack. “But what worries menkere is this all going
to end? Now that the Duke has shown in public tmes interested,
everybody’s going to want to find out about thissklide Vere. And what
are we going to tell them, Emily? It'll be a mysteoon.”

“This is just what | want,” said Clorinda. “I watd be a mystery, a girl
who has arrived from nowhere. When the Duke se®@s dtber man find
me attractive, perhaps he will fall in love with imienself. And then | shall
know that he loves me for myself, not for my fanolymy background.”

"That’s all very well, but what'll happen next? &been thinking about it,”
said Jack unexpectedly. “Seems to me that we’veuetelves in for a lot
more trouble and deception than we thought. Hownaagoing to explain
to the fashionable world that you were the Ducladkalong? What will
Lady Claremont think, for one?”

“I'm sure we’ll manage somehow,” said Clorinda. ‘& Buke was awfully
rude to me but he did take me up in his phaetorLand Chiltern says that
it's the first time he’s driven a female. Perhapddcaptivated after all.”’

“Unless he’s doing it just to be eccentric,” saidckl dampeningly.
“Everybody knows that there’s nothing Westhamptiked better than
leading the fashionable world by the nose every and/again.”



“Walit till the Prince Regent’s ball,” said Emily.Clorinda is going to
amaze everybody with her beauty. What is Madameuraiaking for
you?”

The two girls fell to discussing muslins and floea@nd the rival merits of
ribbon colors, so that Jack whistled a tune rudalythe way home,
complaining that he had never in all his life besoa bored by a
conversation.

After he had left, Clorinda remembered what Lordli€m had said. “Do
you think Jack should have been in the Army, rathan simply lounging
around London?” she asked her sister.

“Perhaps | should have stayed back at Westhamptdmwaited for the
Duke?” she said worriedly. “He might have boughtkJa commission in
the Army, if | had asked him at a favorable monient.

Then she thought of her drive with the Duke. Sheega little chuckle as
she remembered the Duke’s scowling face when stertetioned Lady
Lancaster.

“Perhaps | shall win this battle with him after, alkhe said to herself.
“Perhaps the dowdy Clorinda de Villiers will conquthe great and
powerful Duke of Westhampton.”



CHAPTER SEVEN

It was a ball gown that would have graced a fanpgess. Over a perfect
white satin which gleamed and caught the light, &ad Genevieve had
draped a silvery gauze material. At the hem, thgeeaf the little puffed

sleeves, and at the top of the low cut bodice, draier thread work

embroidery discreetly gathered up the gauzy folds.

The most cunning touch of all, however, were thg seed pearls scattered
like teardrops among the embroidery. The wholecefigas that of a
silvery cloud, misty and mysterious, sparkling wittle raindrops.

Clorinda, however, felt uncertain. “It makes meWaather young,” she
said, a note of dismay creeping into her voicehesstood in front of the
large mirror with its gilt cupids and flowers framgi her. “I am afraid the
Duke will think | am just. . . a young girl.”

She was right in her perceptions.. As never beftire, strangely silver
material outlined her immaturity. If the Eau de Niiess had made her look
like a woman, this gave her a strange etherealtguah other-worldliness.
Madame Latour simply smiled at Clorinda’s criticism

“Lady Lancaster, she is older, is she not?” shd.s&iou must not try to

fight fire with fire, little one. You have what sheas not, and can now
never have, which is innocence and youth. Of atgusbe would give her
all to recapture what this dress. makes so clegoun

“Trust me,” she added. “I know a little about thays of men. Sometimes
one must excite them, but sometimes it is necedsanyake them adore.
This is a dress to create adoration.”

Clorinda sighed, and decided she would trust then¢hwoman’s taste.
Beside, there was no more time. The great ballaatt@ House was for
tonight. She had taxed the resources of Madameut’atestablishment to
their utmost to get the dress finished at all.



“And now, the final touches." Madame Latour prodiitiey satin dancing
shoes, which Clorinda saw had the same little peaewn on them.
Pointing each toe in turn before the mirror, Cldanadmitted that they
were delightful.

“They are almost like Cinderella’s glass slippeshé said joyfully.

As she spoke, Monsieur Lafayette let himself irttie toom. She turned
toward him, and displayed to him a deep and digdifnanner in what he
called agrande damestyle. Then happily she danced over to him.

He took the hand which she held out and raised g lips. His eyes in
their deep sockets smiled at heEh“bien my lesson has not been wasted.
| could almost wish | too was a visitor at this mosagnificent of balls.
You have done well, Genevieve. She looks like anBja virginal goddess
of the moon. | am glad to have seen her thus béifatae.”

“Where are you going?”, asked Clorinda with intéres

“It is my custom to spend most of my days in a $mattage in Little
Repton,”. he said. “Since | have adjured sociegttémpt to find my peace
of mind in my garden there. It is not far from Wheshpton, my child. It is
a countryside which reminds me of happier days,sdénat | cannot
recollect without regret.”

“Perhaps you will come and visit me at Westhamptosgéld Clorinda
tentatively. She was dismayed that the old Frendtoarat was leaving
London. “If my plan does not succeed | shall beyvenely there. | shall
need a friend,” she added pathetically.

“You shall visit me, my dear,” said the old man.€fRember | am always
your friend and you can come any time. And perhfpsur plan succeeds
and you ask the Duke’s permission, | might visit Sttlampton once
again.”

“You have been there before?" Clorinda was surgrise

“Many times but so long ago,” said Monsieur Lafagein a tone of
deepest nostalgia. “Now that you see me as an aldliving retired, you



cannot imagine that | was once a gallant, as ‘dasiiile as your Duke.
Before the Revolution tore my country apart, | t&di Westhampton-and
lost my heart.

“l did a great wrong for love in those days. Butds punished. | hope that
perhaps through you | can restore some love aretyggo Westhampton.

But this is too long a tale to explain now. Be hapmy child. Come, let

me try your waltz.”

It was an odd sight. The elegant old aristocralt,iralblack, and the

ravishingly beautiful young girl in a cloud of waitsilver, circling the

salon to the sounds of imaginary music. As theyecémna halt, Monsieur
Lafayette bent down to the small figure in his eadey; and kissed her
gently on the forehead.

“I am not the Prince who shall awake this sleepieguty, but allow me
the privilege of a man old enough to be your fatmey dear,” he said
gently.

It seemed to Clorinda that this gesture of his s@sehow a blessing. For
a moment she had the oddest thought that perhagsuneey in search of
love was partly undertaken on behalf of others-$tiange couple, the old
French aristocrat who had lost the woman he lovwedmiysterious
circumstances, and the charming French woman wihtesehad been
ruined by a ruthless deceiving man.

“You have both been very kind to me,” she said vomdly. “I do not
really, know why.”

“Perhaps it is because we see our old selves in"ysaid Madame
Genevieve, as if she had read Clorinda’s earlienght. “We have lost the
loves that we most valued. Perhaps we, too, halebato repay because
we did not love wisely, though we loved well. Wengat be but
sympathetic to those who are still in search of tithair heart demands.
Listen to your heart, Clorinda. It is a dangercuad, but only a heart can
lead you to happiness. Good fortune, my little sbe added, and she too
kissed Clorinda as she said goodbye.



Back at Emily’s house, Clorinda discovered that tlagl missed more
social activity. Lord Winterstoke had apparentiley and she was happy
that she had missed him. He had only stayed a fewtes when he

discovered she was not there and had barely begmbocEmily.

Lord Chiltern had then followed him, and was dfilere entertaining her
sister with outrageous compliments and amusing dwtes about high
society.

“Look what he has brought you,” said Emily excitediThey are perfectly
wonderful flowers.”

It was a huge bouquet of scented white roses,wbe¢ already filling the
drawing room with their delicious fragrance. Eatbwier was only just
uncurling its petals. A large white satin ribboedtiso that it made a treble
bow held the flowers.

Clorinda picked them up and buried her tilteddittiose into their blooms.
“They are simply divine,” she said appreciativéBut | must give them to
the butler to put in water immediately before tlege.”

She had an idea. “I would like to make a wreathnfigr hair out of them
tonight-if you would agree, Lord Chiltern. They ae perfect that they
will exactly match my new gown.”

“Miss de Vere, if you wear my roses in your hainight at the Carlton
House ball, I shall positively expire with delightife will have no more
exquisite pleasure for me,” said Lord Chiltern. Yal twinkle in his eye
robbed the compliment of its extravagance.

“You know,” said Clorinda seriously, though she lcboot help blushing
too. “I should like you so much more if you didsdy these silly things...”

Lord Chiltern laughed. “To most ladies complimerdse not only
delightful, they are essential.” Turning to Emilg baid, and his eyes were
kind, “Your friend is an original. | have never nagtybody like her.”

As Clorinda handed his bouquet to the butler, stiddcnot help asking
him, “Were there no other callers?”



“No, Miss de Vere,” was the reply.

So the Duke had not bothered to call. Perhaps Bagkeen right, and his
grace had not cared for her frankness in Hyde Rarid Chiltern said she
was an original, and he liked it. But perhaps theké cared for more
conventional beauties. “Like Lady Lancaster,” heatt whispered bitterly.

Lord Chiltern's flowers turned out not to be thdyoones that Clorinda
received that day. As she was dressing for the tvedl more arrived. One
was a huge spray of hot house orchids, curiousapesth and in weird
colors. Clorinda was not sure if she really likdtede exotic flowers,
though she knew that they must have cost a fabidoosof money. With
them came a card which read “In hope of a closendiship and in
admiration of your charms.” It was signed by Lorih@rstoke.

The other bouguet was much more simple. It was mbm@ posy than a
bouquet. The flowers were small wild lilies, of ead that are sometimes
found in hidden meadows. The card with it bore jube one
word-“Westhampton."

“I do not think the orchids will look suitable omy,” said her sister. “But
either the roses or the lilies will look perfectanwreath. Perhaps you'd
better wear the lilies since they are sent by th&eD | wonder where he
got them?”

“l shall wear the roses,” said Clorinda promptlyhéy are nicer than the
orchids, and the lilies are too fragile, | thinkeddes it will be good for the
Duke to see | have not worn his flowers.”

“Sometimes | wonder about you,” said Emily in a ed voice. “You say
you want to make the Duke fall in love with you,o€bhda, but why?
Sometimes | think that you hate him and that i sust for revenge.”

Her sister blushed. Emily’s words made her feeborfortable. “It is just
that | think the Duke is insufferably conceitediiessaid in excuse. “And
anyway | told Chiltern that | would wear his roses.



Carlton House, itself, was amazing. The Prince Regad literally spent a
fortune on it. Over and over again he had run debt-and a large part of
these debts had been because of Carlton Housdatandis Pavilions at
Brighton.

The furniture for the house alone had cost one tathdnd sixty thousand
pounds according to one estimate. The drawing rbathbeen decorated
in Chinese fashion with Chinese furniture. The cmgs for this had cost
almost seven thou sand pounds and another fourédipeounds or so had
been spent on oil lanterns to light it.

Clorinda was bewildered by. the magnificence dllit The ballroom was
decorated with rich hangings and huge banks ofdlswiced champagne
was available everywhere, carried by flunkies drdsa dark blue liveries
with trimmings of gold lace.

It seemed to her that she had never before selerrgdttogether so many
glittering people. As well as beautiful women, iregy color and design of
dress, flashing with jewels in their hair, thererevdashing Army officers

in the full glory of their regimental colors, exodiooking ambassadors fro
foreign countries ablaze with medals on their chestnd eve the

occasional Indian rajah in a jeweled turban. Evark Robert halted for a
moment on the threshold of the' ballroom dazzledheysight of so many
silks, jewels and other finery

Then she saw the Duke. He was simply dressed vgeariblack coat,
severely plain, with only a single diamond pin tlexk of his cravat. His
neck cloth indeed was innocent of lace, but, timsef of a dazzlingly
intricate, pattern so that it fell rather like aterdall from his neck.

He was standing by some huge French windows wittmavothat Clorinda
could recognize as Lady Lancaster. As the DukeHhisadback toward her,
Clorinda could for the first time examine the fack his companion
without a mask.

There was no doubt that Lady Lancaster was a bexhe first order. In
a mask she had looked wonderful; without one sbkdd even better. Her
color was marvelous. Jet black hair combined wittitevskin and red, red
lips-like blood on snow, thought Clorinda and contit help but shiver.



Lady Lancaster’s beauty was not very warm-hot aexy fperhaps, or cold
as ice, but it gave the impression of a woman whse passionate but not
kind.

She and the Duke were talking earnestly to eacéroitpnoring everybody
else in the room. Even from across ballroom, witdoginda was standing,
she could see that their conversation was inte3tse sensed that they were
discussing their relationship.

While she watched, the Duke stretched out his rearttllaid it-just for a
second-upon Lady Lancaster's bare shoulder. Thiurgegvas incredibly
intimate. With a shock, Clorinda realized it wa® thort of gesture a
husband might make to his wife . . .Irrelevantly mend wandered back to
that evening when the Duke had walked past herooeddoor... Whatever
it was that lay at the heart of a man and a womeaat&ionship, obviously
the Duke and Lady Lancaster had experienced itiricla felt very young.

Then the Duke and his companion looked round tbenrfor a second, and
turning their backs on the dancing throng, walket together, the Duke
holding open the French windows’ door for the lady.

There was an eager longing upon her face. The Bukgiression was as
impassive as ever. For a moment, before the heastgios swung back
and hid the scene, Clorinda caught a glimpse ofyLahcaster stretching
out her arms to the Duke in an embrace.

Just then Robert Willoughby said to her, “May | @dkie honor of leading
you out for a cotillion?” And Clorinda found hersalhisked out onto the
gay dancing floor. She performed her part in thecdawith grace, but she
could see nothing more of that scene by the window.

Had she been able to watch, she might have seeora tian usually
white-faced Lady Lancaster storm back into the rabrough those same
velvet curtains. Her face was set in an expresefoimdescribable fury.
Several minutes later, when she had walked off last herself in the
crowd, the Duke, as cool as ever, emerged. Notbogd be read in his
expression but perhaps a faint touch of his usueguid boredom.



Willoughby was succeeded as Clorinda’s partner osdLChiltern. “I see
that you are wearing my roses,” he said sentimigntalhey will never
fade, | dare say, after this.”

“They are very nice, but may | ask you a more ingoarquestion. Do you

think that Jack would make a good soldier? | ordlg this because | am
fond of the de Villiers family and therefore have Imterests at heart,” she
said hurriedly in explanation.

“You are pitiless with your admirers, Miss de Véremourned Lord
Chiltern in mock seriousness. “You ignore their piiments and then you
ask them about the interests of other men. Whidak de Villiers to you?”

Clorinda gave a little peal of laughter. “Lord Garh, | not tease me. |
have already told you that Jack is a sort of arohemy brother to me. That
is all.”

“Well, Miss de Vere, | can tell you that he wouldike as good an officer
as he makes a bad gambler.”

“Thank you, Lord Chiltern," said Clorinda with reglatitude. “That is
exactly what | suspected.”

As waltz followed waltz and young man after youngmswept Clorinda
on to the floor, a feeling of light-hearted enjoytheame over her. For the
present she forgot all about the Duke, about heepteon, and her plans to
gain her revenge on him.

She was just a young girl enjoying her first forrdahce. Finally when it
was Jack’s time to partner her, she asked if heldvsiti this one out. He
agreed with alacrity, being only too happy to aveidat he called “this
capering on dance floor.” While she stood and fdnherself, he went
search of a glass of lemonade for her.

“Miss de Vere, | have come to claim my dance,” saitbice beside her. It
was Lord Winterstoke.



“Excuse me, Lord Winterstoke. | think you have maate error,” said
Clorinda haughtily. “I owe this dance to Jack \été who has kindly gone
to fetch me some lemonade."

“His absence is my opportunity, fairest one,” shie sneering tones of the
middle-aged rake. He made as if to put his handitaber waist.

A heavy grasp on his shoulders stopped him inraisks. Looking down
on him was the Duke. “You are both mistaken," hiel sath authority.
“This is my dance. | am ashamed you have forgatteviiss de Vere.”

Thankful to have avoided Lord Winterstoke, but gnagt the Duke's
confidence, Clorinda nevertheless found her mowmg his arms. It was
as if something about the man hypnotized her, aladehierself angrily. She
could see Winterstoke scowling at the edge of kberfand Jack looking
surprised as he returned with the lemonade.

She did not care. It was as if she was powerlesgesest the Duke’s
summons. ,

The waltz was even more thrilling than the onels@ danced with him at
Vauxhall Gardens. This time she was unmasked, sohea It made the
experience more naked. She thought that perhapswaeheld more
closely in his arms, but perhaps this was jusiragination.

She knew that all around her people were commemimthe fine couple
they made-the girl in white, the imperious Duke btack. She was
conscious throughout the whirling dance, of hiorsgr arms about her,
holding her up, guiding her through the intricaciéghe steps. She could
also feel-and the thought made her blush-his sttoody behind them,
close to hers.

She had been enjoying the dancing, but this wasegony magically

different. It was as though they, two, were in petfharmony in a world
where everything and everybody else was out of. $tepas as though the
'music had obliterated self in an ecstatic commuiiotwo souls. *

At the back of her mind Clorinda was dimly conseaidhat this was silent
rapture. She knew she should have been makinghiggatted conversation



of the sort she enjoyed with Lord Chiltern. Shewrtbat he might think
her naive or rude or awkward because she did matksp

But what she was experiencing with the Duke wasteep for words. The
moments of the waltz seemed almost sacred. It wabaugh they were
ascending into a heaven of music and rhythm.

It was like coming down to earth when the musippeal. To her surprise
she found herself being led off the floor by thekBuwho also remained
silent. They threaded their way through the throhdashionable people
smiling and bowing and making remarks.

Clorinda felt in a dream. The magic moments ofwla¢tz were still in her
heart.

As they left the room behind them, the Duke finapoke. His voice was
low and urgent. “I must talk to you. I shall go madess | do.”

He led her into a small room where a card tabledesh set up, but where
there was nobody playing.

They were completely alone. The Duke did not simet door, perhaps
because he knew that would compromise Clorindalwytt€hrough it, she
could see the dance proceeding without them.

With a little blind gesture, she shook her heace Btust think. Now was
the moment, perhaps, when the Duke should be undlpher captivating
charm.

She was more than a little frightened, as she fao®ed But she schooled
herself to smile. Like somebody in a dream, shiéeited her long lashes at
him, shyly half glancing up at him, with what shepkd was a provocative
look.

Suddenly she was in his arms. . .unselfconsciosbby tilted her face
toward his, as a flower bends upward toward the wythe sun. His lips
touched hers, gently as the flutter of a buttesflying. Her breath almost
stopped at that first magic contact.



Then his mouth came down on hers harder, and clecssd more
demanding. She could see his eyes blazing withigggsas he drew her
close to him. She could feel the buttons of higkleoat pressing into her.

She knew she ought to struggle against his embrthee. this was
wrong...but she could not. Her breath was comingiick pants, while she
could feel him breathing as if he had been runn8ige was very conscious
of his bodily strength, but that was not the reasbe did not pull back
against his arms.

She groaned inwardly. She realized that her owry lveas consenting to
his unspoken demand. She would do anything for.hiith a little, half
muffled cry, she returned his kiss and melted msostrong arms.

Abruptly and cruelly he tore his lips away from $ethrusting her rudely
from him. “This is folly,” he said sternly. “Go bkdo the ball room.” For
the space of what must have only a second, but esbdike an age,
Clorinda stood dumbly there, bewildered, unabldaice in those brutal
words.

But as she was about to plead with him, an angnafe voice broke in on
them. “Why don’t you introduce me to your new fidedulian?”

It was Lady Lancaster.

She stood there in the doorway, her breast heawitigrage, so that the
rich diamonds on it glinted in the candlelight. Heouth was .a snarl of
indignation, and her magnificent eyes were flashwitt fury.

Unconsciously the Duke made a movement toward @ari as if he
would take her back into his arms for protectioheil he checked himself.
“You had better go,” he repeated. His voice wagesgionless now.

Clorinda turned from him to leave, but Lady Laneadtarred the way.
“No, stay, you common little flirt,” she said criyel“Do you think | don’t
know that you were the girl at Vauxhall Gardens] émat Julian kissed
you in the bushes. | suppose you pursued him hesedrch of more?”



Clorinda said nothing. She was frozen to the growitd horror. This was
like a bad dream. She looked imploringly at the ®akd said to him, “I
cannot leave.”

With an effort the Duke seemed to stop himself fimwoking at her. He
walked straight by her, and pushed rudely past Lahcaster. “This is no
place for a dramatic scene,” he said to her quiéllgt us leave this place
and Miss de Vere in it with dignity. Come, | shaficort you back to the
ballroom.”

His intervention seemed to enrage Lady Lancasténdu “As always you
would do anything to avoid a scene, Julian. Youdrige content to play
the rake, but always anxious to stay discreet abrtbbody knows about it.

“Do you think I haven’t known about your opera dars; and the singer in
Vienna, and the Frenchwoman? And now it is my tusyppose. Am | to
be cast aside like an old glove, once you haveiegaf me? Am | to be
pensioned off like those other women?

“I warn you, Julian.” Her voice was passionate, land throbbing with
emotion. She seemed to temporarily have forgottenr@a. “You cannot
treat me like you have treated the others.”

He took absolutely no notice of what she was sayingtead he bowed
ironically to her and remained silent.

“Go then, Your Grace the on-so-honorable Duke osiVampton. | shall
never forgive you...never, never, never.”

The Duke walked calmly away back into the ballroom.
Clorinda heard his steps retreating. He was ju$itingaout. He was utterly
deserting her without a backward glance. She waalee-to-face with her

rival-a rival maddened with rage.

Lady, Lancaster tossed her black raven locks. Bhensmiled. *It was not
a pleasant smile. It was more like seeing a tigeking its lips in



anticipation of prey, thought Clorinda, than a &mdn the face of a
fashionable woman.

“Shall | enlighten your innocence about the Dukeaid Lady Lancaster.
She was almost purring. “Shall | tell you the nataf my relationship with
his Grace?”

“| already know,” said Clorinda, her eyes firmly tive floor.

“You know, and yet you kissed him? What a sophaséd young girl you
are.” Lady Lancaster was now frankly playing witlokihda as a cat plays
with a bird it has caught. There seemed no es@&ipe stood firmly in the
doorway.

“But perhaps you do not know about the Duke, hiff?selle has had many
mistresses you know, my dear, but few so well-basnmyself. No, his
usual tastes are more vulgar. Till myself, he fesgad muslin company,
those beautiful but frail young women who have nimgauty than birth.

“Or perhaps you thought he meant marriage?” shéraged. “Perhaps you
aspired to the Duke’s hand, thinking | should nealryou there. If you
thought you were going to be successful, | musytl that you have been
fearfully misled.

“Indeed, | might almost say that you are too latg, dear. Did the Duke
not explain? Has he perhaps hinted that you mighguzcessful? Too bad
of him, to hold out lures that are only deceit.”

Her hateful voice seemed go on and on. Clorindgddrno speak back if
only to silence the endless stream of maliciousar&s

“At least it is possible that | might be marriedthe Duke,” she burst out.
“Unlike you, | am not married to anybody else.” yaldancaster paled for
a moment and seemed to flinch.

Clorinda almost felt sorry for her. But Her Ladyski glance looked
daggers back. Two spots of red glowed on her magnif cheeks, and for
a second Clorinda thought she might be physicdthcked tooth and nail
by the maddened woman. Never before had she sebriesuale fury.



Then behind the outraged form of the woman, shettasight of an
unwelcome figure-Lord Winterstoke.

“Well, well, ladies,” his sneering voice broke ifNo doubt you are
enjoying a delightful conversation about needlewarid fashions and
other feminine topics. You two have too much in coon. . .or hope to
have, perhaps?” His words were a question addrésseldrinda.

“Lady Lancaster has been kind enough to warn meutabsshionable
takes,” said Clorinda. Her voice trembled but sheefl Lord Winterstoke
fearlessly looking him straight in the eyes.

Just for a moment an expression of gratitude dittacross Lady
Lancaster's face. The older woman looked horriblyset by Lord
Winterstoke’s arrival and Clorinda guessed thashié revealed the nature
of the scene that had taken place, Lord Winterstedgld use it to torture
Lady Lancaster, as well as herself. °

Lady Lancaster gave her a speaking look. Her egemed. to implore
Clorinda’s silence.

“You were discussing fashionable rakes? Like thé&ebaf Westhampton
perhaps?” said the objectionable man, every worghasized with
sarcasm.

“There are many fashionable rakes,” retorted Ctairf'l have been told
that certain people, misinformed no doubt, numbeu yamong their
ranks.”

“That is correct.” Lady Lancaster seemed to havkeda She looked a
little less magnificent than before, almost tirestt@ps. Collecting herself
with an effort, she continued. “Our conversatiors\aaspirited one, but not
one that need concern you, Lord Winterstoke. Basidan sure it is time
both of us returned to the ballroom.”

“Let me lend you each an arm, dear ladies,” putrexdl Winterstoke. “It
will be a pleasure to escort two such close friéhds



As the woman and the girl halted undecided he veent“Or shall we
continue this delightful chat? | am quite happyreémain here, though it
reminds me of the old sorigew happy could | be with either, were t'other
dear charmer awayNo doubt the Duke of Westhampton would echo my
sentiments.”

It was impossible to let him continue in this maoukivein, thought
Clorinda. “I shall be happy to accept your escatkto the party,” she
said frigidly.

“And |, too,” said Lady Lancaster reluctantly.

It was a strange threesome that made its way lmattetballroom. Across
the floor Clorinda saw Jack’s eyes start out offtead, as he perceived in
whose company she was. He began to hurry overam,tlust as Lady
Lancaster with a frozen nod of her head took hendhaff Lord
Winterstoke’s arm saying, “It was a pleasure totyee, Miss de Vere.”

Clorinda had the oddest feeling that the words wmeteentirely insincere-
as if Lord Winterstoke’'s arrival had in some wayaobed Lady
Lancaster’s attitude toward herself.

Then Jack hurried up. “Servant, Winterstoke,” hiel seith a not entirely
convincing attempt at casual ease. “Miss de Velmlieve, indeed | am
sure, that you owe me this dance.”

Clorinda was going to take her arm out of Lord \Wistoke’'s when the

sinister peer placed his larger hand over hershall not relinquish her to

you, Sir Jack,” he drawled. “Miss de Vere owes Ime tance. | am sure

she would not like to leave me until we have haddhance to discuss one
or two matters. It would be too bad if | found miysepeating what | have

seen.”

It was a barely concealed threat. Clorinda flusienining to Jack with an
imploring gesture, she said, “What Lord Winterstslkgs is true. Perhaps |
could have the next dance after this one?"

Jack looked worried. “Please, Jack,” she pleaded he turned away.



“You are on terms of great intimacy with young Jatk Villiers,” said
Lord Winterstoke unpleasantly.

“I was practically brought up with the de Villiefamily,” Clorinda replied
automatically. “We are more like brother and sister

This explanation seemed to satisfy him, for he gedrtack. “You are also
on considerably intimate terms with the Duke of YWWampton.” he said.

“You are mistaken,” said Clorinda dully, but sheaulcbnot stop her color
rising in her cheeks.

“I can hardly mistake my eyes when | see the Delegling a lady off the
ballroom floor in search of a quiet room where theyy be alone
together,” the smooth voice tormented her. “A latkdiscretion, indeed
for one so young as yourself, Miss de Vere.

“For it was not only | who noticed. Your departwaught the attention of
the lovely Lady Lancaster. What an interesting ukston the three of you
must have had together.”

“I do not think that what the Duke does is any ol business,” said
Clorinda. She was not enjoying the waltz. She dattomfortably close to
the aging rake who had so brutally assaulted hé&famxhall Gardens. It
was as if his hot breath was again on her lips. Keipe her eyes firmly on
her feet, not liking to look up and see the greledy that she feared would
be in his eyes. His hot, damp hands tightened asplgly around her
waist.

“You forget, Miss de Vere, that | take a great iag inyour welfare,” said
Lord Winterstoke. “I have no interest in the Dukaye where he interferes
with my own interests. He and Lady Lancaster maysiahey please, as
far as | am concerned. But he may not do as ha@deaithyou

“I should not like to think that you have been deed by him. | hope that
you do not think he offers marriage.”

“I am not deceived,” said Clorinda sadly.



“You are not deceived. That means you do not tliekoffers marriage,
and yet you embrace him,” said Lord Winterstokentengly. She could
not help but notice that for the first time a sniievered round his wet
mouth. It was not a kind smile.

“Now that interests me a great deal, Miss de Vere. | hadghibperhaps
that you were ambitious for marriage, and was thegereluctant to make
you an offer which you might find, shall we saysdethan that ambition.
But perhaps after all you may find my offer of irest?"

“I do not know what you mean,” replied Clorindadaimuly she did not.
The words seemed to float in her mind, not stayomg enough for her to
comprehend them. A wave of misery, so deeply fsltt@ be almost
unbearable, had swept over her.

“Perhaps you do, perhaps not,” went on Lord Wintdes, unrepressed.
“How refreshing you are, Miss de Vere. No angamgdropriety? Instead a
kind of eager innocence. You have no idea how temyt is to one of my
jaded sensibilities. | see that | must make mysefe plain, but now is
obviously not the time. May | call on you tomorraviss de Vere?”

Clorinda did not want to see him at all. The expi@s on her face must
have made this clear, for he continued, “Don’t sefmne. If you do | might
find it necessary to tell my friends of the curi@eene | witnessed tonight.
| do not think that it would be good for your regtibn, Miss de Vere. Nor
would it be good for the reputation of the noblekBwf Westhampton.”

“You may call on me tomorrow,” said Clorinda, defsh It was all she
could do not to fling herself out of his arms aedve the waltz there and
then. But' she knew that at all costs she mustnmake a scene. If she
showed her distress publicly it might even refleatly on gentle Emily.

Where was the Duke? At every turn of the waltz lsbped to set eyes on
him, but he had vanished.

She was thankful when the interminable waltz camart end and Lord
Winterstoke handed her over to her waiting brotwéh only a formal
thanks. “We had better dance this one,” said Jatkctantly when the



music started. “You have done enough already tdhseigossips talking
tonight.”

It was a country dance and so brother and sistez te® much concerned
with following the steps and taking their part i@ tfigures for any intimate
talk.

Afterward, as he led her back to Emily, Jack gruedbl‘l thought Lord
Winterstoke amusing, but | don't find his pursuftymu so funny. This
behavior won't do, Clorinda.

“I have had to spend half the evening looking fouyFirst | saw you slip
away with the Duke and next, devil take me if | d@ee you coming back
into the room with Lady Lancaster and Lord Wintek&t If you take my
advice, my girl, you'll have nothing to do with leer. What romp have you
been up to?”

He would have continued his scolding but Emily carpeat this moment.
Seeing her sister’'s eyes full of unshed tears, erdface painfully white
she acted swiftly. “Now don’t bully her, Jack. Gtata will explain
everything tomorrow. It's been a long evening.r doe am tired. | think it
is quite time we all went home.”

It was a weary and somewhat woe-begone party thdents way back to
the Willoughby household. Jack de Villiers was sugk Clorinda was too
emotionally exhausted to say a word more. It wsdeRobert and Emily
to talk in the carriage on the way back.

At last they arrived, and Clorinda saw that Betéy maid had waited up
for her-though she had told the girl there was pedn “You shouldn’t
have done it,” she said as thankfully she founddiémalone in the room
with the girl. “Thank you so much, Betty dear.”

Very soon, tucked in her bed with a shawl put robed shoulders by her
faithful maid, Clorinda began to feel slightly lestt “Oh Betty,” she

sighed, “I have been such a silly little fool. Irdothink that my famous

plan is going to work at all.”



“Now then, Your Grace,” said the country girl, bog the edges of her
words with the local sound of the countryside. i§'best to leave trouble
for the morning. After sleep, they say, you witidia way. Let things sort
themselves out. It will come all right tomorrow. morrow is another day,
remember?”



CHAPTER EIGHT

In the early morning light of the following day HydPark looked like the
country, Clorinda decided. She had stolen out & ttouse while
everybody else was still in bed, in search of gdbtto think.

In the Park there was nobody fashionable at tme.tiinstead of dashing
bucks on their spirited horses there were only gl@ms exercising in
Rotten Row, and the occasional troop of privatelisas from the nearby
barracks on their troopers.

Where the fashionable ladies and then attendarttegesn promenaded,
there were now only the unfashionable. An occasiGity tradesman was
walking to his place of business through the greeas. The odd footman
hurried by on some errand. One or two housemaide woying a break
snatched from work.

Dew glittered on the grass like the diamonds in tiheas of the night
before. The sheep, grazing in the Park to keepgthss short, baa-ed
gently. Clorinda could hear a lark singing somewhabove the smokey
rooftops of the capital.

There was also the sound of singing from the milkieho kept a small
herd of cows in the Park. During the day she soié& by the mugful to
passing gentlemen, exchanging spirited banter mitist of them. Now,
before the fine beaux were abroad, she was pleasargelf with a
melancholy and not altogether proper love-song.

Everything was at peace. “Except my heart,” thoughirinda. As she
walked through the dewy grass leaving a trail aftéteps behind on its
virgin purity, she unhappily recounted the everitdhe evening before.

“I am a fool,” she told herself bitterly. The Dukeas just a fashionable
rake.His idea of love was dallying with Lady Lancaster, wiiitie opera
dancers and singers. Perhaps he had felt the saemest in the silly Miss
de Vere, the new arrival in London who had beeatidienough to show
she cared for his kisses.



Falling in love? That wasn't the way to describe Kind of trivial interest
he had in women.

“I don't care,” thought Clorinda. But as she silgnsaid the words, she
knew that she did. She cared passionately, whaetdwly-agonizingly.

Oh, she had known all along that the Duke was daungéy attractive, but
she had not realized just how dangerous. Like &hmsbe had fluttered
round the flame, ignorant of its power to destrey. INow she was being
consumed by it. That one kiss had taught her theedtate of her heart.

“I am in love,” she said aloud to the thrushes &fatkbirds who were
seeking for worms in the dewy grass. “I am in laral it hurts. How it
hurts!” A single tear coursed its way down her ¢hee

She must not cry now. Must not weep for the loss dbolish dream, a
childish bit of make-believe that had deceived lsrmuch as others. She
must be brave. Taking her arms against a sea ubles, she must learn to
smile despite the sobs of her heart. “Well, themdhing lost but my
heart,” she said aloud again to comfort herself.

“Pull yourself together, Clorinda de Villiers,” sheld herself, this time
silently. Then she remembered that it was no lohgemame. She was no
longer a de Villiers. She was the Duchess of Wesfitan, one of an
honored line of noble Her mind went back to thé Rschess, the Duke's
mother, that mysterious figure. She had kept aesonil her lips while her
portrait was being painted, the picture that hung the library of
Westhampton. But she had been so unhappy thataheventually run
away.

To take her mind off Westhampton, where so sooneAsbuld have to
return, she tried to think again of the odious L@vthterstoke. He was a
man that she disliked instinctively. Everything abbim seemed to sneer
at her-and his bold eyes and way of looking helang@ down frightened
her.

His words to her when she had had that final rahictiance with him had
been ominous. He had more or less been threatehmg with



blackmail-the threat that he would reveal all abthatt kiss between her
and the Duke.

Well, she would not be blackmailed. She did noearout her reputation.
She had nothing to lose now. Now that she had desed that she had
fallen in love with the Duke, nothing else mattered

Nothing else? There was a matter of dignity. Hanplhad gone entirely
awry. She had hoped for revenge, hoped that thee Deduld fall in love
with her, so that she could punish him for his legs marriage to her.

How silly, how utterly ridiculous had been the resinstead of gaining
her revenge, she had fallen helplessly and hopglé@sdove, while the
Duke remained carefree, only thinking of her asamither woman to be
pursued in Search of amorous pleasure. She hatidosteart. She had no
heart to lose. It had all gone badly and irrevogaiiong.

She turned for home. “What can | do now?" the wastsaped her lips. If
she stayed in London, it would mean further heagkmot for the Duke
but for herself. If she returned to the countryt tvauld mean the end of all
her hopes. Either way she had nothing to expeat ttee Duke except the
careless expression of his lust.

Perhaps . . . things will change . . . Perhapsusiswill change into love.
She knew she was trying to deceive herself. Alldations at deceiving the
Duke, but instead they had duped her own hearth&taleceived her own
heart. She was the author of her own unhappiness.

“Perhaps | can run away entirely, just disappeanfthe face of the earth.”
Lady Lancaster would like that. So perhaps woullBDluke. He would be
free of his boring wife in the country.

Would he miss the young girl who had caught hisiayéondon? A little,
perhaps. But there would be other women to takenimsl off the stranger
on whom he had bestowed a careless kiss. Theredvibubpera dancers
and singers.

She just could not decide what to do. “I must tallemily,” she thought. It
was the measure of her own distress of mind. Ugualvas Emily who



asked advice of Clorinda. “I only wish Monsieur agétte had been in
London still. He might have been able to help me.”

Bravely she straightened up her slender form, a@egpged out a little
faster. The summer day had clouded slightly aridoked as if a shower
was threatening. The occupants of the Park all sdegmbe hurrying home
to their work, or backs to their place of busindssvas time for her to be
back too. She let herself quietly into the fronbdand slipped upstairs.

The walk in the Park had not been wasted. It haddirt back some of her
old resilience.

* % %

By the time Betty brought her the morning chocqlatee was pleased to
see some color in the cheeks of her little Duch®&bs.had worried that she
might find her pale and distressed. Instead, Ciariwas sitting up in bed
with determined cheerfulness.

“I want you to pack up my things for me, Betty,"estaid. “Lay out my old
traveling cloak, and also the dress | wore to ariivLondon.”

“Are we leaving so soon?" asked the astonished afted a pause.

“It is high time | returned,” said Clorinda with assumption of good
spirits. “I have enjoyed my time in London. | haweught a new wardrobe
and learned about London society. There is notinrage for me to do
here.”

“But | thought, Your Grace . . .” The girl's voiceailed off. She was
embarrassed for her mistress. She did not wanutb Her with further
guestions, and yet she wanted to know more.

“It was a silly idea, Betty,” said Clorinda frankl$phe managed to speak
without a tremor. “I think it is time now that Ittened to Westhampton,
and made myself into a dutiful wife. After all I\vehad a fine holiday in
London.”



The maid looked disappointed with her answer favhale, but she soon
forgot her preoccupation in brushing the wondenfed-gold hair and
binding it with a green ribbon. “Your Grace looks¢ly," she said warmly
and comfortingly.

Downstairs Clorinda was amazed to discover that \atinterstoke had
already arrived. He and Emily were making stiltediersation about the
ball at Carlton House. “I told Lord Winterstoke tHadid not know when
you would be down,” said Emily in an embarrassede/d’but he insisted
on remaining.”

“I am astonished to find His Lordship here so eadwid Clorinda without
any pleasure in her voice. Emily looked at her widig.

“In pursuit of your charming company, it is no .tighip to rise early,” said
Lord Winterstoke in a tone which Clorinda instantdgognized was one of
gallantry mixed with an undercurrent of scarcelyjecethreat.

Turning to Emily he went on rudely, “Madam, | wish talk to Miss de
Vere alone. She may or may not have confided inafmut the events of
last night. If not, | can assure you that it ises=sary she should have some
words in private with me.”

Emily looked alarmed and confused. She knew notbirgis. “I have not
told Mrs. Wilioughby about last night,” said Cloda quietly. “I have not
yet had time or opportunity to do so. But, Emilyadd_ord Winterstoke is
right. | must have words with him privately. | knowis improper, but it is
important.”

“Very well,” was all that Emily said. “I shall beemt door in the green
room, if you need me,” she added significantly.

“Does your friend think that the ardor of my passioeans instant rape?"
asked Lord Winterstoke disagreeably as Emily leét toom. “I am not so
foolish, my dear, though were we still in the datleyways of Vauxhall
Gardens | couldn’t speak for my behavior. You aréosely, you know.”



“I am tired of your compliments,” said Clorinda igdantly. “I have said |
will see you, because you threatened me with expoSuell, here | am. Is
this not enough?"

“Let us not quarrel,” said Lord Winterstoke smogthl‘l have a
proposition to put to you.” He paused.

“Last night | asked you if the Duke had deceived yay offering you
marriage, and you said that you were not deceiMesvever, it is possible
that you are still laboring under a misapprehensibaut the Duke. You
are, after all, a newcomer to the fashionable waidl it would be
surprising. therefore if you knew much about thek®s background. He
is, you will be interested to hear, already matrfied

Clorinda was silent. Taking her silence for astbment; Lord Winterstoke
continued. “I thought you did not know. Perhapsihuke did not see fit to
mention it.

“I understand he rarely talks either about his wde his marriage. But |
have discovered that he entered into wedlock oabemtly with some
countrified dowdy whom he has left in the countipere she belongs.

“She sounds exactly like the sort of woman thabtally; unsuitable for
Westhampton,” he went on, his sarcastic voice wagno the task. “Ugly,
stupid and a bore, | imagine. But there may behese in his madness,
after all.

“Most people who know about this ridiculous margagf his think that it
is Westhampton's way of protecting Lady Lancasteeputation. His
marriage should make it seem that he no longesdaréner.

“Then by leaving his boring wife in the country, ban enjoy the more
spirited and sophisticated charms of Lady Lancastéown. The gossips
can be silenced by pointing to his marriage, la@dan continue his affair.”

He paused again. “Does all this come as a surfwigeu?” he asked.

“I am interested, Lord Winterstoke,” said Clorindaldly, but truthfully.
What he was saying-however upsetting-seemed oolplausible. But she



did not want him to know justow interested she was. Still speaking icily
she merely added, “Let us proceed. Fascinatinggthdliese details about
the Duke’s private life are, | still cannot see hitvey concern you."

“If the Duke cannot marry you, | nevertheless havaroposition for you,
Miss de Vere,” the leering Lord continued. “Comecata with me instead.
Forget the pompous Duke of Westhampton. His kissesnot the only
ones that can thrill you.

“I swear | am as passionate and as skilled a lagdre. And, what is more
to the point, I shall be far more generous. | wifer you any sum you may
command. You see, Miss de Vere, | am as rich aBthke and | want you.
Oh yes, | want you far more than he.”

His words made Clorinda shudder. She felt she most say something.
“Is this . . .” she managed, “is this a proposal roarriage, Lord
Winterstoke?”

For a moment he looked embarrassed, then his haalaconfidence
reasserted itself. “| consider | would shine mas@dover than a husband,”
he said. “But it might be marriage-later, if we gteased with each other.

“Consider, Miss de Vere. You are a nobody. Yourifp@and your fortune
are completely unknown, though | have made extensiquiries about
both of them in the last few days.

“Cruel persons might class you as an adventureds.not. | admire your
efforts to get into high society.

“I am only anxious that you should not waste yaaret with the Duke.
You would find me so much better a bargain, my de&rdomineering
smile was on his face.

Clorinda hardly knew what to say. She slowly betparealize that the man
before her was not making an honest proposal ofiag®. She assumed
that thismustbe what he was talking about. But no. He was ashar. . .
Clorinda de Villiers . . . to be his mistress for. money.



"If I understand you correctly,” she said at ldgqur proposition is neither
flattering to my morals nor sympathetic to my aapans. | think you had
better leave this house, Lord Winterstoke.”

“I shall go,” he said, picking up his gloves anchea“But think hard, Miss
de Vere, before you take such an outraged tone meh | can tell the
world that | saw you in the embrace of a marriechrha

"The Duke would kill you for that,” said Clorindaefcely. “He would call
you out in a duel.”

“l do not think so.” Lord Winterstoke’s sinister 8 was broader than
ever. “I shall not have to accept the challenga nfan who has duped high
society.”

“What do you mean?" Clorinda asked.

“What do you think, Miss de Vere? The members sffashionable world
can be very hard on people who have no proper yabatkground. The
Duke has brought you into fashion, Miss de Vere.aWhill his
fashionable friends think when they discover theg girl he has danced
with and been seen with is nothing more than aghéaenturess.

“What will they say when | tell them that you hame family, and that
nobody knows your background. And their when | tetm that you are
the sort of girl who does not scruple to acceptahmwrous advances of a
married man. He will be disgraced. He will be ruirie

“You would not be so cruel,” she cried.

“No?” he laughed mockingly. “Come, Miss de Verayduld do anything
to win you. Think of my proposition. Name your texni shall be very
generous | assure you. Weigh the advantages of Wtext offer against
the ruin that | shall otherwise bring to you. Amathe Duke, too. | shall
enjoy ruining him.”

Clorinda stared at him dumbly. There seemed notsimegcould do or say.



With a harsh chuckle Lord Winterstoke lifted heresisting hand and took
it to his hot lips, which lingered on it unpleadgntLifelessly the girl
allowed the impertinent gesture. She, did not kmdwat to do.

Bur as he walked our of the door, closing it behind, she listened to his
footsteps walking out through the hall, and evelhtuarough the front
door. Then she shook the hand he had kissed widxpression of disgust,
wringing it in the other hand, as if she could washthe soiling kiss. It
was thus that Emily, coming back into the roomnider sister.

“Oh, Emily,” Clorinda could not help letting outcay of anguish. She was
not crying but she was painfully white. Her whotedlg was trembling, like
an aspen tree in a storm.

“What did that awful Lord Winterstoke want?” askgdhily, catching her
sister’s hands in her own. “Oh, poor Clorinda.”

“He wanted me. . .he wanted me . . .to become lssress.” The words
were gasped in shaking tones. “Shocking isn't mjlg?” she cried wildly,
“But he threatened me, and | was frightened of wieatnight do.”

The small hands in Emily’s grasp shook with agiiatiand Clorinda broke
down in painful sobs. Her sister guided her toteesgand sat down beside
her. “Tell me all about it,” she urged.

Between gasps for breath and pauses for furthes,téorinda told
all-how the Duke had led her off the ballroom nsnaall room away from
the guests, how he had kissed her and how sheetathed his kiss. Her
voice was almost a whisper when she admitted it.

She told Emily everything that had followed-how tHeuke had
incomprehensibly suddenly thrust her away from Hiow Lady Lancaster
had arrived and made a scene, and finally how L\Widterstoke had
intervened, claiming to have seen it all.

“She told me that he was a rake,” sobbed Clorimdale Emily wisely did
not ask who “he” was. She knew. “She said that && $educed opera
dancers and singers and,” here a sob intervendetetech woman.”



“And did Lord Winterstoke hear all this?"

“No, he hadn’t arrived then, but he was watching,slays. He says it is
obvious that | am nothing but an adventuress tryingnare the Duke, for
nobody knows anything about a de Vere family.

“He says he will disgrace me unless | consent tdibemistress, that he
will tell everybody about finding me kissing the k& And he says the
Duke will be ruined too for having foisted a nobdike me on the town.
And that would mean that Robert and you would sutie.”

“Oh Clorinda,” was all Emily could say for a momeifthen she asked:
“What shall we do? | can hardly believe that a pg#ehe realm should be
so base. Robert and Jack are next door. What khell them? It is a
shocking embroglio.”

“Tell them the truth,” Clorinda whispered. Then skpoke louder,
swallowing her tears. “Tell them the plain truthoabtheir sister. If they
love me, they will understand.”

As Emily rose to go next door to Jack and Robefari@da wondered
dully how she could continue to bear the agonyvsae experiencing. Lord
Winterstoke’s unvarnished proposal had come asridleeshock. Did just
the one kiss mean that he, and all men, would desm@r? Was she utterly
beyond the pale because of one reckless momeitssign?

It seemed the answer must be “yes.” That one unkigsecould ruin her in
the eyes of the world-ay, and ruin the Duke, too.

The Duke would suffer, she reflected. His pride wgasstrong that he
would surely feel all the pain of being brought Idy a pretty piece of
gossip. His whole family reputation would be akst&oo.

She thought how distressed Mrs. Scotney, the heepek at
Westhampton, would be to hear that her master bad bh some trouble
with a girl. Rumors about a mistress they would arsthnd. Servants
always knew everything, and a mistress or two waseeted of men, it
seemed. But rumours that the Duke had somehow\agtsbciety would
be something very different.



Now that she loved him, thought Clorinda, thingsl lshanged. A month
ago she would have said that she cared nothingh®rWesthampton
family name, that it was nothing so old or so prasias the de Villiers
name. But now it mattered to her as much as, nase rtiean, her own
family.

The Duke’s pride she now understood. It was de&etoShe could not let
him be harmed . . .

Jack burst in. “Just let me get my hands on Wittkes" he shouted.
“He’ll not live to insult my sister. | shall callifm out.”

"l am not your sister, as far as he knows,” saidri@tia; dully. “I am just
Miss de Vere, remember? | am a person from nowketle,no family that
anybody knows of, no background and no fortune.”

“I can call him out for insulting my sister Emily’guest,” said Jack
fiercely.

“Jack,” said Clorinda quietly. “Neither you nor dwody will call out Lord
Winterstoke. Don’'t you see that a duel would blackay reputation
forever? It would make an even bigger scandal. Andould ruin the
Duke, too.

“Lord Winterstoke is a loathsome worm, but you mughember that he
does not know who | am,” she continued. “He onlpwa that | am a girl
with apparently no family and one who,” here shalkwed her pride,
“has been seen kissing a married man surreptigidusl

“She is right, you know, Jack.” Robert broke in. tiyel will simply draw
attention to all this. After all, we do not wantkihown that our sister has
been offered a proposal more tit folfike de joie than a decent young
lady.”

“But we must do something,” fretted Jack. “Heavdr&all barely be able
to keep my hands off that cur, Winterstoke, whext heneet him.”



“There is only one thing to do.” Even as she s&d words, Clorinda
realized she had known all along what path she nak&. She had not
wanted to face that knowledge. “Miss de Vere wilivé to disappear
forever. | shall become Clorinda de Villiers agatine quiet and dowdy
wife in the country.”

“Surely you will tell the Duke?” said Robert Willghby. “Emily seems to
think that perhaps he cares for you already.”

“No, he doesn't care. Perhaps he would like to aushself with Miss de
Vere, but that is all. For one thing he has neuvkt Miss de Vere that he
has a wife. Is that the action of a man who trolek? Surely that deceit is
just what one would expect from a rake? Besidesd her voice broke
with the strain, “he pushed me away in disgustréjected me.”

“But surely when he sees you again, he will recognyou now,” said
Robert.

“lI do not think so. He will not see me as | am ndwshall go back to
wearing my dowdy clothes, perhaps | shall evendbleay hair-again; |
shall continue in the deception. Who knows, he heayn to tolerate his
country wife in the end. It may be that we can stsmme things together.”

“But you will never tell him?” said Emily in dismay

“I shall never tell him unless . . . unless | lednat he has truly loved Miss
de Vere. But | do not think that is likely.”

“Oh Clorinda, it seems so hard for you and | anmappy,” Emily wept.

Clorinda found herself looking round their sad fa@nd searching for
words of comfort. “It will cheer me to know thah&ve been helpful. After
all the Duke has been generous to my family. Perthapall persuade him
to pay for you to get an Army commission, Jackidwdd like it, if | could
think that my marriage had helped you to give umigiang.”

Despite his sympathy for her, Jack could not helpcting. His face
lightened a little. But he said slowly, “I shall tnlet you down, Clorinda,
any more. You have already done so much for meEanitly, that the least



| can do in return is to stop gambling. | shall mddce a bet again-I
promise.”

Jack’s word was his bond. Clorinda knew that th#&sa heroic sacrifice.
Although she felt altogether miserable, she manag&embling smile at
Jack. “You are a good brother,” she said with fadl tonviction she could
muster. “I shall be comforted when | remember wimat have said. It will
make a difference to me when | am back in Westhampt

“But in the meantime what are we going to do?” $aadbert practically.

“I shall return to Westhampton as soon as possilaek will escort me, |
dare say. | do not want to travel alone. His conypaiti keep me . . .” she
paused, “from being frightened. | am afraid Lordritérstoke might try to
pursue me, if he knew.”

“But what about the rest of your lovely clothes®ked Emily dismayed.
“You were due for another fitting, and half of thémve not yet been
finished.”

“I shall not need them in the country,” replied sester bleakly. “Besides |
do not want any of them. | could not bear to wéem. Lady Lancaster
said that the Duke had seduced a Frenchwoman. Whgod think she
meant?"

“I have no idea,” said Emily.

“Well, | have. Madame Latour told me that she kribe Duke. She told

me that she had had an unhappy love affair. Witkraglish aristocrat, she
said. She also claimed that he had been an olderbual think that was

just to put me off the scent. | fear she may welblmong the many women
who have enjoyed more of my husband’s love thaawelt

“I can’t believe that. Madame Latour is too old.”
“She is not that old,” argued Clorinda. “Anywayhé&ve my suspicions,

and even if they are not true, it is enough to makereluctant to wear her
dresses. | do not need them anyway. All the worldws that the new



Duchess of Westhampton is an ugly dowd. She muséaireas ugly and
dowdy as ever.”

"Oh, Clorinda,” moaned Emily. “Are you sure thatuyare doing the right
thing. Shouldn’t you confide in the Duke?”

“I would rather die.” Clorinda turned toward theadp her figure erect,
only the slightest tremor in her voice betraying Hestress. “I shall, go
upstairs to see if Betty has finished packing. 8hest go on ahead by
stagecoach.”

As she went out of the room, Emily turned to Rob&#an we let Clorinda
leave like this?” she asked.

“I do not know,” he said heavily. “I think we mustt her decide for
herself. We might do harm if we interfere. Whateelsan be done

anyway?”
“Should we not at least tell the Duke?” said Emily.

“I do not know that we can rely on his being untlnding,” replied
Robert. “I do not know His Grace well, but it iSGéy everybody that he
is as proud as Lucifer.

“What would he think of Clorinda’s behavior? Woubt@ not consider it
wayward in the extreme? And would he take kindlytlte deception we
have practiced on him? | think she had best retmwWesthampton. Jack,
you must order a carriage.”

Nodding his agreement, Jack left the room. It wagaus that he shared
his sister’s dismay but did not know what else ¢o When he had gone,
Robert Willoughby went on, “It is a mad scheme, EmOnly my
overwhelming love for you, and my gratitude to ysister, made me agree
to it. We could never have succeeded.”

Emily looked thoughtful. Unconsciously she placed hand on Robert’s.
“Robert,” she said, “I think that the trouble istrjast Lord Winterstoke
and his blackmailing threats. | think the troubksho do with Clorinda’s



own feelings. | think she has fallen in love willetDuke. And, if she has,
might not he have fallen in love with her?”

“I grant you that she attracts him. He would notenkissed her unless she
did,” said Robert. “But | think she is right in sag that he cannot be

serious, if he has not revealed the truth aboutrt@sriage to her. Alas, |

fear he is playing with her and that is all.”

“But somehow | feel we should tell the Duke,” s&nhily persisting. “He
does not look unkind, you know, Robert-a littlenfad, but notunkind If
we threw ourselves on his mercy without telling sister . . .”

As if by magic, Clorinda’s form appeared at the mey. She was dressed
simply and badly in the dress that she had worméorjourney to London.

The same dowdy pelisse was on her shoulders. Twalak green pelisse
with its swansdown trimming, the coquettish lithennet and the little half

boots had all been discarded. It was remarkable different she looked

without them. The beauty was still there-but it dmt make itself noticed

in the same way.

“You are not to tell the Duke behind my back, Eniilshe said firmly. “If
you do | shall never, never, never forgive you.ainivyour solemn word on
it. And Robert’'s too. Promise me, both of you, tihati will not tell the
Duke anything about my real identity without my sent, whatever the
circumstances.”

They were silent, dismayed.

Clorinda spoke softly. “I did not think | would evlave to remind you,
but | must. Both of you owe me this much,” she sadly.

“Oh Clorinda, of course, we promise.” Emily flungrself into her sister’s
arms. “We know how much we are in your debt. Youehsacrificed your

happiness for ours. It’s just that | thought thekBumight be able to cope
with all this. | know that you are in love with him.”

“Don’t.” The word that broke from Clorinda’s lip wwaone of pure pain.
There was a silence. Everybody in the room realthatl they were in the
presence of grief.



She paused then added: “I have left my new clogttigsacked up. | shall
not be wanting them anymore. Perhaps you could fache way of
disposing of them. All except the Eau de Nil gowhat one | am taking
with me, as a reminder of my stay in London.”



CHAPTER NINE

Rattling out of London by hired coach, Clorinda @emed the same
promise from Jack that she had got from her satdrRobert Willoughby.
“You have got to swear that you won't tell the Dukko | am,” she said.
“Now that | have disappeared he may ask you, buist be able to rely on
you to say nothing without my permission.”

She was afraid that he, like Emily, would think 8@ution to her troubles
was to tell everything to the Duke.. It seemedfdser whole family had
this touching faith that the Duke would solve thdifficulties. She knew
better. When she thought of telling the Duke, stdatimagine the look of
disgust his face would wear. “Do you swear it, Pddte repeated.

“All right, Clorinda, you have my word,” was hisplg.

She did not understand why, but she found hers@frymng at the
slowness of the hired coach horses. Compared héibuke’s grays, they
were poor beasts able only to go at a moderate. [@&oe wished they
might hurry more.

It was as if she had some kind of intuition thdt tber delay would be

fatal. She found herself looking anxiously out bé twindow calculating

how long it would take to Westhampton, and tryingwtork out whether

their coach could be overtaken by a pursuer. Londt&stoke? No, it was

not he whom she had in mind. It was the figurehef Duke that obsessed
and haunted her.

To take her mind off the thought, she said to Jasken did you become
interested in the Army?”

“Oh, it was about three years ago,” he replied. BWhWellington beat
Napoleon at the Battle of Waterloo. | realized tindrat a glorious thing it
must be to fight for your country. After that | g&d reading books about
great generals and military history.”

“Why didn’t you tell us at Villiers Manor?"



“I knew there wasn’t any point. Mama was alreadyffam well. | knew
she wouldn't like the thought of me becoming anceff. She would have
worried about my safety. Besides there wasn't tbeewy.”

Clorinda nodded. For a moment she had forgottert thaney was
necessary. To become an officer, one had to buyaheby making a
payment for it. It was an odd system, but one whels traditional in the
British Army.

What a cursed thing money was, she thought. Atyetten, it seemed to
be necessary to have it. Obviously Jack had thoggité seriously about a
military career. Here at last was something th&t hes interest, and would
perhaps help him to stop being an irresponsiblebfgmBut, once again,
it needed money.

Suddenly in the midst of these thoughts the coaobrgled to a creaking,
swaying halt. “What the devil?” grumbled Jack, gathped out to see
what was going on. Clorinda stuck her head ouhefwindow.

For a moment she thought they had been held uphighavayman. There
in the middle of the deserted road was a tall gguiressed in black,
holding a pistol. But it was no highwayman. It was Duke, himself.

“Good day, Sir Jack de Villiers,” drawled the famil voice. Its languid
tones had a cutting edge; “I find myself urgenthxiaus to talk to you. |
believe | see Miss de Vere there in the coach.”

“What the devil is that to you, Duke?” Jack's voiceas full of
bewilderment. Did the Duke know Clorinda’s realndgy, he wondered?

The next words from the Duke reassured him. “| widiKe to call you out
here and now,” said the figure with the gun throwtgnched teeth. “By
God, | would run .you through were | not your beatin-law, de Villiers.
But if | do, | shall only bring scandal upon Miss ®Were. | have therefore
reserved a room at the White Hart just down thel raamile on, and |
suggest we discuss this matter in privacy there.”



“I have no option but to obey you while you poihat pistol at me,” said
Jack in a sulky voice. He climbed back into thectpaand the curious
entourage set off. The Duke had put away his petdl was riding beside
the carriage as if nothing untoward had occurredlyGhe amazed
expression of the postboy showed just how unuhwamthole encounter
had been.

Inside the vehicle, Jack whispered to his sisté’s ‘the Duke. He’s
insisting we stop. What do you think he wants?”

“I don’t know,” she replied. “Do you think he knowgho | am?”

“No, he still thinks you're a Miss de Vere. He'sifwus about something,
though. | can’t make out what it could be.”

At the White Hart a room had apparently been reskrior the fat landlord
came bustling out with many civil expressions altbethonor done to his
establishment by the Duke. Thinking he detectedlitjie of curiosity in
his eyes, Jack thought it best to say, “We argyttdd that our good friend
the Duke managed to catch up to us. The news hiexaeemed urgent.”

The landlord looked sceptical and Clorinda lookedzted. As the door of
the private parlor was shut behind them, she saleet brother, “What was
all that about?”

“To put that rascally landlord off the scent, ofucee,” said Jack. “I must
say, Duke, that your dramatic intervention is dabanconvenient. Now
perhaps you will tell us what it is all about.” .

“Yes,” chimed Clorinda. “You are seriously inconvemcing me and Jack.
We want to continue our journey.”

The Duke was grim-faced and stern. He faced the gfaihem with an
expression of barely-controlled fury. “Miss de Veyeu should be grateful
to me. | have come to rescue you from your own udpnce. Marriage to
Jack de Villiers would be foolish enough, but ampeiment of this kind can
only be madness. . .”

“An elopement?” echoed Clorinda in astonishment.



“Yes, an elopement. You know what | am talking abaole Villiers, even
if Miss de Vere is innocent.” The Duke’s voice weassh with rage. “l was
about to call on you in London this morning, whesaWw you setting out in
a hired coach with Jack de Villiers. | determinedtop this nonsense.”

Jack de Villiers had a smile on his lips. The fursige of what was
happening had definitely struck him. “An elopemdrtat’s rich,” he could
not help guffawing. He looked at his sister to geshe was going to share
the joke, but she was as white as a sheet andtlidok amused.

“| fail to see anything humorous in your behavide, Villiers,” the Duke
was saying frigidly. “To persuade Miss de Vere iatounaway match is
despicable. This sort of thing will create just kwed of scandal that could
ruin her reputation forever.”

“Well,” said Jack, turning to Clorinda, “will youxglain, or shall 1?” .

But his sister spoke in a voice that was as furemighe Duke’s. “I will do
nothing of the kind. |1 see no reason why the astiohMiss de Vere can
concern the Duke of Westhampton. He has no righgs loer.”

Turning to the Duke she continued in biting torf&®u, Sir, seem to think
you have the right to regulate my conduct. | do kobow why. Your
concern does not flatter me either. Is your peggisinterference the result
of a wager perhaps? Or is it designed to humihae

“I am not one of your opera dancers or singers. &vorl Lady Lancaster.
The attentions of a married man, such as yoursaif,only be an insult to
me. Even if they were honorable, they would stillrhe with disgust. |
find you and everything you stand for repulsive.”

She stood panting with rage. The Duke had palecetite lash of her
words. Just for a second she saw a flicker in fies eof something that
might have been misery. But he controlled his eomoéind his words were
as coldly formal as ever. “| was not aware, Missviee, that you found
my attentions disgusting.”



His reply infuriated her even further. Not contenth deceiving her and
behaving like a rake, now the man was trying to ineimher of her
shameful response to his kiss. She sought rouna famy to hurt him.
Womanlike, she wanted to wound back.

“You are too arrogant, Your Grace,” she said witteanblance of his cold
control. “I suppose a womanizer like yourself asssnthat all women
desire him. Well, | am an exception. | do not desiou at all. If you were
the last man in the world, | would spurn you. Yoighes and your title are
not enough to temphe | have never met a man that | disliked so much.
hate you.”

She did not know why the wounding words flowed eadily from her
tongue. She did not pause for thought. She onlywkinat this man had
hurt her pride as no man before him had done. Bwen shameful
suggestions of Lord Winterstoke had not hurt hehwhe same agony as
the arrogance of the Duke of Westhampton had défees this love? She
hated him with a passion as strong as death.

And yet something inside her yearned for an expianaa reason, some
justification for forgiving him. If only he woulday that he loved her more
than those other women. If only he would understaomt humiliated she
had been by his careless assumption of' the rigfotdige her conduct.

The Duke’s silence maddened her into further spetard Winterstoke
has been kind enough to tell me that you are nthrdMeur Grace. | found
it slightly embarrassing to learn this fact frommhirather than from
yourself. But perhaps you had some good reasondiocealing this from
me.”

The Duke said nothing for a moment. Then in a dgcise voice, as if he
had been ordering a glass of champagne at a leadkild, “You will excuse
me, | hope, Miss de Vere, if | order refreshmentsnf the landlord. | hope
you will grant me the opportunity of explaining ragtions. | think | shall
be able to persuade you of honorable motives Iftiaohtervening.” Thus,
he strode from the room.

“You will have to tell him," said Jack. His mirtrat vanished at the scene
he had witnessed. “You are an odd girl. Why did y@nt to bring up the



fact that he's married? | don’'t understand why goeiso upset about it. |
thought it a great joke when he said we were etppifeavens, you must
admit that it is extraordinarily like a bad play @romance. Eloping with
one’s own sister!”

“I have no intention of telling him the truth,” daced his sister, stamping
one small foot with rage. Jack had never before see so angry. “I shall
never forgive him for his arrogance. And you toackl | shall never ever
forgive you, if you break your oath.”

“But we shall have to tell him something, Cloriridabjected her brother.
“Dash it, we can’t let him go on thinking we areghg.”

“You can tell him that you were taking me back tg home, Jack,” said
Clorinda reluctantly. “But mind you refuse to télim where that is. |
intend to continue my journey on my own, and | r@hyyou, Jack, to delay
him sufficiently for me to make my escape.”

“Clorinda, you can’t do that.” Jack found he wakiteg to an empty room.
Clorinda had whisked out of it, slamming the daorai fury. “Little hell
cat,” he muttered. “She’ll have to return when $inels that the horses
have been unharnessed. Then perhaps she’ll calm ddoit.”

But Clorinda did not stop to enquire about the BsrsShe had no intention
of proceeding in the same coach-a coach that tHes Dxould probably
find only too easy to pursue.

Keeping a, sharp look-out for him, she crept dola thack stairs into the
inn courtyard. There he was, chatting with the lardl just near the
kitchen. The landlord was bowing and scraping. Hissequious they all
are to him, she thought.

Turning, she ran Gut of the front door of the iBhe had no definite plan,
but, being a resourceful girl, she felt sure somethvould turn up. There,
indeed in from of her was a stage coach just l@avin

Regardless of her dignity, she ran after it wavihige coachman looked
around and obligingly stopped the lumbering vehi¢\&here are you
going to, Miss?’ he asked.



“As far as | can for a sovereign,” said Clorindamembering almost too
late that this, with some small change, was the ttiah of her wealth.

“Climb aboard,” he sang out cheerfully. She didsgpjeezing in next to an
apprentice. Two old clergymen and a skinny womarmrimg an apron
were sitting opposite.

After they had rumbled along for about a mile, siegan to feel more
secure. There was no sign of pursuit. Certainlk Jeauld not think of her

catching a coach just at random; When she didetatm he would assume
she had hired some kind of vehicle, or even, pexhaporse.

Clorinda decided it would be prudent to discover direction of the coach.
Smiling politely at the clergymen, to the disap@bwf the thin woman,
she asked, “Where are we going?"

The clergymen looked amazed at this naive enqtidg. you not know
where you are going to, young lady?” said the nedderly of them, who
must have been about seventy.

“No, Sir,” Clorinda admitted, “I was in haste toasa a . . . the
persecutions of a most disobliging gentleman, gariped in somewhat
rashly. | have only a sovereign, so must discowew lfar that will take
me.”

“It will convey you, | think, as far as a hamletathgoes by the name of

Little Repton,” said the younger clergyman, who \easuthful sixty. * ,

“Little Repton,” mused Clorinda. The name soundanhifiar but it took
her two or three minutes to remember why. Thenfiash it came to her.
Little Repton was the village where Monsieur Lafégenad his country
retreat.

“That is marvelous,” she said with enthusiasm. tfeiRepton is just where
| want to go. | have a good friend there who wdlghme.”

“I hope that your good friend is somebody respdetaldiss,” said the thin
acidulous woman disapprovingly.



“Oh, he's very respectable;” said Clorinda sunni/ith Monsieur
Lafayette, she would be Safe, and-better still-loeild advise her what to
do. What a piece of luck it had been to get oragestoach at random and
then find it was going to take her to dear old Meus who was just the
person she needed in this contingency.

The journey to Little Repton was less tedious tbhe had expected. The
passengers kept changing-the two clergymen aligtged a farmer and
some kind of small tradesmen taking their places Ttin woman, despite
her unprepossessing looks, turned out to be gootpany and promised
Clorinda to let her know when they were approaclhagdestination.

Little Repton turned out to be a small village,ssaall that it was almost a
hamlet. Clorinda alighted with many expressiong@d wishes from the
thin woman, and looked around her with interest.

There were ten or twelve thatched cottages, a bhwuricat looked to be the
Manor farm, and a vicarage close to the churctidinot seem likely that
Monsieur Lafayette would live in any of these. Tehewas only one
superior house otherwise.

It was not large enough to be a Manor house, buértteeless it had a
certain style. The windows were airy and set imstdarhe approach at the
front had a small but elegant drive. “This mustwieere Monsieur lives,”
thought Clorinda. “I only hope that he is at home.”

A neatly dressed parlormaid answered the door fer. HMonsieur

Lafayette is at home,” she said in reply to Cloaisdquery. “Who shall |
tell him is calling?” Her good-natured face lookadtprised at Clorinda’s
unexpected arrival on the doorstep. As well it migiought Clorinda. She
had neither luggage nor visible means of transpibet, coach having
continued on its way.

“Tell Monsieur that it is the Duchess of Westhammgtosaid Clorinda
firmly.

At this the parlormaid looked frankly bewilderedjtbshe nevertheless
went to inform her master that a strange young ledling herself a



Duchess had arrived to see him. Clorinda heardud f¥on Diey my
God,” from Monsieur as he heard the name. The nexment he had
bustled to the door, all solicitude.

“You are in trouble, my infant. | can see it in ydace,” he said promptly.
“Mary bring this lady something to eat-claret anschits. Oh and bring a
warm shawl for her too.”

“Oh, | am so glad you were at home,” sighed Clasinas she was led to
the drawing room. Though it was nearly summer, advire was burning
on the hearth. The old gentleman sat her down upofaded but
comfortable chair. “I have so much to tell you,estaid.

“Not now,” he ordered, fussing round finding a fetobl for her feet and a
cushion for her back. Clorinda slightly wanted amdh at his solicitude,
but was too grateful for his kindness to let hdectfonate amusement be
shown.

The parlormaid returned with the wine and biscaitsl two glasses. He
poured one for Clorinda and one for himself. “Noauywill sip that,” he
commanded, “and | will see you eata biscuit befeeespeak of what you
are doing here.” He stood over her, while she didA first she found it
difficult to swallow the dry biscuit, but after a&w sips of wine, she
managed.

“I did not know | was so tired,” she said simply.gheat feeling of relief
and relaxation settled over her. “Thank you, Mousieafayette. Where
would | have been but for you?”

“Now,” said the kind Frenchman, “it is time you doine all. You must
confide in me utterly, if | am to give you good & For | imagine you
are here for advice, not simply for the pleasurseding an old man such
as myself.”

Clorinda nodded. “I badly need your advice,” shendikd.

“So what has been happening,” he said. “I see fyonr face that much
has occurred. | want the truth. The last time | yaw, you were preparing



for the Prince Regent's ball, was it not? Now Mdfiygou alone, with no
maid, no luggage and no companion. There is afogdu to tell me.”

Clorinda sighed again. The memory of their last tmgeseemed aeons
ago, a bright moment in a past that was now stdomded and
threatening. Could it only have been a day ago.hWih effort she
wrenched her mind back to the magnificent ball @&lt©on House, and
began her narration. She told Monsieur everythi@dgce her elderly
listener asked enlightenment.

"This kiss from the Duke?” he asked, “it repellenly”

She blushed. "No, Monsieur,” she confessed. “Itrudl . .repel me.” He
did not persist for a further answer.

The only other remark he made during her tale, whsn she told him
about Lady Lancaster's outburst. ‘This mention pkra singers, this
dancer in Vienna, and this Frenchwoman, you beliewdhat Lady
Lancaster told you?”

“Why not?” said Clorinda tiredly. “She is of thesfaonable world, which |
am not. Even my brother admits that it is knownt tttee Duke has
consorted with beautiful women all his life. It,asly too likely to be true,
| think. But perhaps you can guess what an awfgpsion crossed my
mind when Lady Lancaster mentioned a Frenchwoman.”

To her surprise the old man said nothing, but “Cu@.” She had thought
he would immediately perceive that she worried Matlame Latour was
the French woman referred to by Lady Lancaster. &k thought he
would instantly defend his friend to her.

She obeyed his command to continue with her tatelisiened to all the
rest of it, including the Duke’s sudden appearaocethe road, and her
arrival at Little Repton. Occasionally he rapped bharled but elegant
long fingers against the side of his chair. Shelcowot tell from his

expression what he was thinking.

“That is all,” she said with a sigh, when she haplaned the last part of
her story. “I came here for | had nowhere elseaolgould not bear to let



my brother tell the Duke who | was. It was just towrible-the thought of
confessing to him and seeing his disgust. | cooldfarce it.”

Monsieur Lafayette said nothing about her talerat. fHis first words were
entirely practical. “We must ensure that your beothnd sister know that
you are safe,” he said. “I will send my groom wathetter now, and your
sister will receive it by this evening.”

Walking across the room, he opened a walnut-vededesk and placed
upon it a delicately scented piece of paper andik gen. Seated at the
desk, Clorinda wrote to Emily saying she had tatefnge with Monsieur
Lafayette, and she was well and that she would &®rning to
Westhampton the following day. “I earnestly implgw, dearest sister, to
hold Robert and Jack to their oath and not to et Miss de Vere and
the Duchess of Westhampton are one and the sammenpdiry if you can,
to restrain our brother from recklessly calling aord Winterstoke." She
wanted to add “or the Duke” but somehow she cowldning herself to
go into the details of that scene in the White Hiann which she had fled.

When she had finished it, the old man called inghdormaid and gave
her instructions to send the groom to London wighnote.

“Now to the real business,” said he, seating hifrisatk in the chair by the
fire. “Now you shall tell me not what has happenkdt what you feel
about it. Lord Winterstoke, for instance. Do youehthis man?”

“Hate him?” Clorinda could not help. smiling. “No, he is adious worm
but he is of no importance, save for his malicamnl afraid of what he may
do to harm the Duke. But | do not hate him. Ithe Duke that | hate. |
have never before felt such a great deal of hate@rd one man.” Her
eyes flashed.

“It is an odd thing that you should hate him s@styly,” said Monsieur
Lafayette with a quizzical expression she could uralerstand. “Hating a
husband is not a good beginning to married litajrik.”

"My whole marriage is a mockery,” said Clorindatdity; “In London |
thought | had fallen in love with the Duke, butnhewhen he stopped our
coach so arrogantly, | knew it was not love. | Hata."



“Yet you would flee London to save his reputatiop®isisted the fatherly
figure by her side.

“I suppose so.” Clorinda’s reaction was one of #@igu“l do not

understand. It is all such a muddle,” she saiddggtily. “It is as if | loved

him with my whole being and hated him at the samme.t |1 have never
before experienced such a tangle of feelings, Mamsil had hoped you
might help me cope with it.”

“Love is a great deceiver,” said the old man slowiyhat is why for
centuries men have called Cupid blind. It is natyedf we love-or if we
hate-to know the reasons why.”

Then, with a change of conversation he said, “Rerhau will help me
pick some of my roses in the garden. | am an old ara | should value
your company. | will hold the basket while you gtube blooms."

“Perhaps his mind wanders a bit with his age,” giduClorinda as she

followed him out of the room in search of a wickesket for the flowers.

She did not like to object to this employment, sihe had been so kind to
her. But she was impatient. She had come for adaing all he seemed to
do was to suggest that she pick roses!

Behind the house was a walled garden that cauglduth. There was every
kind of simple cottage flower. Marigolds, candy tsuf Lad’'s love,
periwinkle, stocks, gilliflowers and sweet-smellitfyme in clumps
everywhere. Bees and butterflies went to and frosacthe blooms, filling
the air with their color and humming sound.

But it was the roses that were spectacular. Tha®akind of alleyway in

which great banks of roses had been encourageswop on either side,
rambling as they wished over wooden supports, ab ghther side was a
mass of blooms. The petals had tumbled to the grénam the overblown

roses, so that it was like walking on a carpetl@iérs. p

“These are Gloire de Dijon roses,” said her hosnding her a pair of
sharp cutters. “There was such an alleyway, onigela at our family’s
chateau, before the Terror.”



Clorinda began to cut the stems of the roses. $t ware difficult than she
had thought. Although the blossoms ,were of surpgssolor and scent,
there were many cruel thorns among them. By the simee had gathered
enough for a large bowlful she had tom her whiteydrs several times
upon the thorns. Out of politeness she did not menthis to her

companion.

When they returned to the house, Monsieur Lafaygdtee the basket of
flowers to the maid to be put into a vase. “Thaok,ymy dear, for your
aid,” he said. “l fear that you have wounded yolirge picking the
flowers.”

“It is nothing,” said the girl politely. “But thenbrns were unusually sharp.
| have never known such marvelous flowers. Whaityathey have such
thorns!”

“My dear,” said the old man. “My invitation to pigloses was not just the
whim of an aging Frenchman. There is a lesson filomers, if we will
learn it. You are right. Those roses are some effithest in blossom and
scent to be found in Europe. And likewise theirtisoare the sharpest. It is
as if the beauty of the blossoms cannot be gotowitlthe pain of the
thorns.”

"Are you trying to tell me, Monsieur Lafayette, tihis is the same with
love?" said Clorinda quickly.

“It is not just | who say this. All the great podiave shared the same
thought. Those who would pluck the flowers of lowest be prepared to
brave the thorns. There is no room for the fairdrtezl who wish for the

joys without the pains, Clorinda.

“That is why | say you must go back to Westhamptéou cannot stay
there in retreat from the battle of life. Not ifiyavant the chance of finding
out your true love.

“I have three things of importance to tell you, ohyld,” he went on. “The
first is to tell you about the woman | loved, faswy destiny is bound up
with her story. She is dead now, but sometimesnktshe is still close to



me. She was so very beautiful . . .” He pausedti@a remained silent. It
was as if his eyes were focused far, far away adbcsee all that beauty
before them.

“She was the Duchess of Westhampton,” he said glowl

Clorinda stifled a gasp of surprise. It was the ®&sknother of whom they
talked, that lively though sad 'lady whose portrditing in the
Westhampton library. “Then you must be. . . you nings" she began.

“I am the Marquis de Rochefoucauld de la Lafayétajd the old man
proudly. The ancient French title slipped with e&sen his lips. “But |
have forgone my title, my dear. That is all parthe past that is almost too
painful to remember. But as you say | am the Marqho ran off with the
Duchess.”

“Why did you do this?” Clorinda whispered the quest At last she would
find out the truth.

“It was more than thirty years ago. The Duchess um@sappy with her
husband. The sixth Duke was a harsh man, and alagkenistresses were
the byword of London. He was incapable of beingrist about it.

“When | met the Duchess | fell instantly in lovewés a young man then,
my dear, and | was foolish. | implored her to leéneg husband, to come
away with me. And she consented, perhaps out o, lperhaps out of
despair. | do not know.”

“But what happened to her. How did she die?” askledinda.

“She died in childbirth. Her daughter died with Kérhe old man’s voice
held a note of such pain that Clorinda could habdigr it. Then he seemed
to rouse himself. “I am telling you this becaudelieve it may help you.

“You see there was one person who suffered moreltbal-the Duchess’s
son. He lost his mother, for she could not take with us. His father was
not an affectionate man. | do not think it couldvrdeen easy for the little
boy.



“That was how we wronged him, Marie and I. | did nealize how deeply,
but I think she did. She was never truly happy waité. | think the feeling
of that wrong stayed with her. And I. . . now | toealize that it was not
right for us to snatch at happiness at the expehaehild.”

“Is that why you are helping me?" said Clorindalgh$it is partly why,
but also because | do not wish to see you sufféehase suffered.”

“There is a difference, Monsieur le Marquis,” s@lbrinda. “You see, | do
not think that the Duke loves me.”

He smiled gently and patted her hand. “Are you 30feu must find out,
you know? You must not despair too early.”

“I must find out,” she echoed obediently. As shiel she words it was as if
a piece of the jigsaw slipped into place. She bé&tiEmily and Robert and
Jack earlier that day that Miss de Vere must disappnd that the dowdy
Duchess would take her place-forever.

Suddenly she realized there was another way. Shddwgo back and
become the dowdy Duchess again. But she would erisdisguise to find
out the truth about the Duke’s heart. She wouldhiax with his behavior
in London, and ask him about Miss de Vere. If hiel toer that it had
simply been a flirtation, well, she would remaire tbountrified wife he
thought her. But if. . .if he said he had fallenlawe with Miss de Vere,
then she could reveal her true identity. Suddehby lsnew this was what
she must do.

The Frenchman was still talking, “And now thersanething more | must
tell you. It is about Madame Genevieve Latour timse. It is a day for
confessions, my infant. “You tell me that you ausmcious lest she has
been the mistress of the Duke of Westhampton. Wellr suspicions are
well founded.”

“So it was all a plot by her.” Clorinda was horeifi by this disclosure.

“Softly, little one,” he answered. “Her lover wastrthis Duke. It was his
father.



“She knows your Duke, as she has told you. But lgimnvs him as a
benefactor not a lover. It was he who helped her &iis father abandoned
her and died. The present Duke was a young mamdluitad a sense of
justice and he felt that something must be donputoright the wrong of
his father. That is why he gave her the money, wkite used to start her
dressmaking business.”

“I had thought perhaps . . .”

“I know, little one. But your suspicions were ithinded. Remember that
Lady Lancaster’s words were designed to wound.”

“But what about the opera dancers she spoke of? #wedsinger in
Vienna?” asked Clorinda.

“This is the third and last thing that | must tgtlu, infant. Men are not as
women are and it is foolish to pretend that they Bten are different.”

“Mama used to say that too,” said Clorinda, herdnjoing back to those
far off secure days in Villiers Manor.

“Your Mama was a wise woman,” said the old man by $ide. “When
women love, it is a thing for life, a thing so imant that they do not love
easily. Nor do they stop loving even when hopeoisey’

He paused, then went on. “But there is a kind g&lthat men can feel.
Perhaps | should say that men can give their bodit®ut giving their
hearts. For them dalliance is a matter of littlpartance.

“It may be true that your Duke has enjoyed a blison with an opera
dancer or a singer, just as he has enjoyed onebLaily Lancaster. But if
the Duke has had agreeable affairs with womergesdhot mean he has no
heart. If he loves truly and deeply then theseiraffaill be nothing but the
indiscretions of the past.

“My dear, the woman whom he loves must welcome hsnhe is. She
must not punish him for those past follies. She tnioiyet them for his
sake, not looking back ever, but looking forwardthe happiness which
such a love will undoubtedly bring.



“Your Duke has had an upbringing without the loleaomother, and
without, | should guess, much love from his fathéu cannot expect him
to understand his maladroit behavior.”

At this well-timed moment the parlormaid came irattmounce that a meal
was served. As they moved out of the drawing roota the paneled old
dining chamber, Clorinda noticed how beautifullye thouse was kept.
Every piece of furniture shimmered with beeswaxgtolAnd a faint odor

of roses seemed to hover in the air.

The meal in front of them was very simple. It counlot have been more
different from the rich viands and subtle saucest tere served at
Westhampton, thought Clorinda. °

Yet she enjoyed it enormously-fresh crusty cottagad, warm nourishing
chicken soup, and thick slices of country chee$e @scovered that she
had quite an appetite. Monsieur Lafayette-she cowdt call him the
Marquis since he had said the title was part ofst e did not want to
recall-talked about books. She had read widely, disdovered that she
could hold her own in a literary conversation. Hiscdssed French
literature, and then told her a little about thengnanteresting scenes he
had witnessed in his youth, in the days before Rhench Revolution
destroyed aristocratic life.

The same quiet atmosphere persisted when, aftgesuihey repaired to
the drawing room. Clorinda, at his request, played some simple ballads
on the piano, accompanying her singing. She dichage a trained voice,
but it was sweet and tuneful and so pure in toae ithmight almost have
been the voice of a young choirboy.

A bed chamber had been prepared for her. The béwbses she had
picked adorned an old-fashioned chest of drawexs gave its scent out to
everything in the room. A faint smell of spices earimom the lower
drawer, where Clorinda discovered cloves and dveags of Lad’s love had
been placed to keep the moths away from the hoildgséhen.

By the bed she noticed a small leather volume aiesof Shakespeare’s
more famous speeches. “I wonder if it includes emofite,” she thought,



and turned the leaves till she discovered the gassa@o be, or not to be.”
Slowly she read it. “I shall take arms against reg ef troubles,” she told
herself, as she slipped between the cool sheettlyfaamelling of the
garden where they had been aired. “I shall takesaamd | shall conquer.”



CHAPTER TEN

The garden at Westhampton was the neatest andfonostl one Clorinda
had ever seen. An earlier Duke had obviously spierg at the court of
Versailles, for the grounds were laid out in thenfal French style of a
previous age. As Clorinda strolled round its neatvgl paths and flower
beds edged with little; box hedges, wave after walvéragrance eddied
into the air about her. It was rather like beingthled in different
perfumes-one after another, according to which éiegraced the beds.

She was picking flowers in a rather desultory fashilhere did not seem
very much else to do that day. It was very quighatbig house, and very
peaceful with the Duke away.

She had arrived two days before to find an entistisiavelcome from the
household staff. Monsieur Lafayette had arrangedhéo to travel back by
the Duke’s traveling coach. Nobody seemed to kndwmthe Duke was
expected back, but everything was in readinessage die should take a
whim to return. It was just as he had said thatosdcday of their
marriage-his household was trained to expect hiamgttime.

To Clorinda’'s surprise nobody, not even Mrs. Sogthiee housekeeper,
had their suspicions of what she had been doing. Bcotney, it is true,
had asked about her sister’'s health-but othervhssved little interest in
the matter. It was as if the world outside Westhamphardly existed for
them.

Clorinda had gone back to her role as the dowdyhBs&. She wore hats
whenever possible, and little caps to hide theigler hair. That afternoon,
she was dressed in one of the unfashionable dagesethat the village
dressmaker had run up. A sunbonnet in straw crandoeah low over her
head hid the red-gold curls, and shaded the desgngryes from view.

She had brought a root of the Gloire de Dijon né®en Monsieur
Lafayette’s garden. “I hope it will bloom for yow & bloomed for me,”
said the old man with touching concern. “l feel stvow it will. | am



perhaps a little clairvoyant in these things myrdaad though | see storms
and an overcast sky for you now, | can see a rardidhe end of it."

Inspired by his words, she had determined thatmshst start doing her
duty as a Duchess. There were many goodwill tals&s gshe would be
expected to perform. The day before she had calbesh the vicar to ask
which families were in need of help from the Hahd she had been
heartened by his obvious pleasure.

It was all part of her decision to stop leadingeHish life. Before, when
she had gone to London, she had been avid for acehto enjoy the
fashionable life. She had considered that the Wordutine of dancing,
and parties and gossip was the highest to whichwaomgan might aspire.
She had wanted to become one of the stars in littatigg social whirl.

Now she knew better. She knew that heartbreak cmadften underlie
the shimmer of the rich salons; that immortalityd ance, which looked
attractive in fine clothes and polished mannersgvjgst as ugly in town as
in the country. Lord Winterstoke had been proothait.

One good thing, indeed, had arisen from that imimpear’'s disgraceful
behavior, she thought. On her arrival at Westhamphb@re had been a
hasty letter from Jack.

In it, he had repeated his promise that from nowhenwould avoid
gambling. “My eyes are now open to Winterstoke aiglSet,” read the
scrawling hand. “Nothing would induce me to havg annnection with
them again, dear Sister.”

He had kept his word not to tell the Duke of Cldars identity. “There
was a fine set-to when you disappeared,” he wrbigth the Duke
challenging me to a duel, and the devil of it theees | refusing to fight.

“It was behavior | had not thought possible, andered it would have
shamed me had people discovered it. | said thhisaBrother-in-Law it ill
became me to brawl with him. | had thought for ameat that the Duke
would land me a blow in the face for that, but thenbecomes very silent,
whether thinking of his Miss de Vere or his Duchédsave to you to
determine, dear Sister.



"l dare swear that the man is in Torment,” finistied letter cheerily. “I

could find it in my heart to pity Westhampton. HasmMn despair at your
loss and has sent servants to every inn in thetgotie would call out the
Bow Street runners, | think, but that | have toldhnt will cause rather
than cure Scandal.”

Clorinda could not help smiling at the letter. Jdx@dd never hem one to
write letters at all, and this must have takenraikesffort from him. “Dear
Brother,” she had written back hurriedly, “there ngither Time nor
Opportunity for an explanation, but | assure yowill end the Deception
soon either by telling the Duke all, or by buryikigss de Vere in Oblivion
forever.”

She was still musing at the change in her brothernashe heard the sound
of galloping hooves upon the road up to the Halle peed at which they
approached, and the almost magical abruptnesswfhalt in front of the
Hall, could only denote the Duke’s grays. No otpair could have been so
well in hand, driven so fast and stopped so exactly

Hurriedly she snatched up an armful of the flowars] held them closes
to her so that her face was shaded by them, asasethe sunbonnet.
Nothing could be seen of her eyes now.

The tall figure of the Duke was coming across then toward the flower
beds. He was more carelessly dressed she hadhegght possible. The
arts of the dandy that had characterized his etabaravats were now all
forgotten.

Instead of its snow white folds, he wore just akeechief loosely knotted.
His boots were travel worn and stained.

His face looked careworn and, Clorinda had to admithappy. The
aquiline nose and frowning brows were etched ini® face but the
arrogance that usually marked his expression wasing. In its place
was-there was no other word for it-misery.

But his manners were as polished as ever. "Youwasér Madam.” His
bow was faultless. Clorinda realized that the mad kteeled himself to



show no signs of his inner wounds. She merelynediher head in reply
to the bow. a

“Madam Duchess, there is a matter of some impaittitinust discuss with
you in private,” said the Duke harshly. He took thesket from her and
offered her his arm. Then he led her to a smatiesteench at the end of the
garden, where the warm stone wall supported ramhbioses and moss
roses of the sort an earlier generation must hael

When she was seated, he did not join her. Insteadunged uneasily in
front of her. For a moment Clorinda was reminded small unhappy boy
owning up to some fault. “Madam,” the Duke saidhaw | have to say will
probably upset you. It must be said, though. | veadivorce.”

“A divorce?” Clorinda echoed the words in amazem&ie had certainly
never envisaged this. For a moment she was nomaluss

“Oh, | know how badly I am behaving,” the Duke wemt. “It is a
shameful demand to make to a lady who has doneartearm. There is
nothing inyour behavior. . .in our marriage . . . that is wrortgslsimply
that it is not a proper marriage. We married fasans of convenience, my
convenience, | own it. But there was...and canrielove.”

“Love, your grace?” Clorinda had decided to tesh furrther. “When your
generous proposal reached me at Villiers Manor ldd not seem to be
required of me, or indeed offered by you. We hagl,l @am sure you
recollect, never met, and you showed no eagermeso tso before the
wedding ceremony. | find this talk of love straragening from you.”

“You are justified in everything you say. | bittgrlregret my past
behavior,” said the Duke. “When | offered you mydait is true that I did
not think love necessary. Indeed | did not wishelde be part of the
bargain. Then | considered love the invention ofntaait poets and
wayward women. But now | know that love is hecegskinave discovered
what love really is.”

“And what is it?” said Clorinda sharply, trying toake her voice as unlike
Miss de Vere’s had been as possible. “Axe you ngllkdabout some love



affair, Your Grace? Is there trouble with an aremgnt that is not
proceeding smoothly? Is this your love?”

The Duke groaned. “I was afraid you might thinkttheas all. | know my
reputation . . . involves a certain type of womhhave asked for these
reproaches.

"What can | say? It freely own that | too would bahought that was the
reality of love-an amusing affair, the pleasures ofan of the world. Once
| would have thought that, now | know differently.”

“You mean that you are no longer interested in aglancers, singers . . .in
Lady Lancaster.” Clorinda probed relentlessly.

“My dear,” said the Duke, and his voice was full afkind of paternal
weariness. “You have lived so retired in the copritrat you do not
understand there was no harm in these little amestnwell, very little

harm. None of the ladies whose affections | engdusdl a heart to be
broken. It was a series of transactions. My moneagiurn for their bodies.
| have never trifled with the young and innocent.”

"Never?”

“My God, what can | say?” the Duke cried out. 4ttrue that up to now I
have never had dealings with innocence. But now,passed a hand over
his brow with a gesture of despair, “now | havdefalin love with. . . a
schoolroom Miss, and it is all chaos to me.”

“She will no doubt not remain innocent for longdid Clorinda spitefully.
“I suppose she will become like Lady Lancaster."

For a second she thought that he was going tcesh@k. “You will never
again make such a suggestion,” he hissed throwgicloéd teeth. “The girl

| love is too pure, too innocent, to be mentionethe same breath as Lady
Lancaster.”

“What sort of girl is she?” asked Clorinda disdaih.



“She is beautiful, of course, yet not beautiful tee way of ordinary
beauties,” said the Duke. His eyes softened anedfitheir gaze at the
rambler roses, as if lingering over a memory. Hisc& was quiet and
gentle. “She has green, green eyes, hair like oddli-gand an odd elfin
face; She is graceful and when she waltzes ikesdancing on air. When
she is angry, her eyes seem to grow huge and ldey dnd glitter.”

Clorinda could hardly believe that he could be Es& and not recognize
her. She shrunk into the badly made dress andhexpt¢yes on the gravel
at her feet. She drank in the words like nectaid & whatever he was
going to say next.

The paeon of praise continued. “When | first met hthought perhaps she
was somdille de joie Then | realized that her freedom and her spaihe
from innocence, not from worldliness. | do not kntwvr family, but I
know she is gently bred. | imagine her blood iblag as my own, though
| freely confess | do not care a jot. | should care if she were a scullion’s
daughter. . .”

Clorinda broke in on his rhapsody. She was findtrgjfficult to conceal
her own emotion. “Your Grace,” she said in a vabe hoped was formal
and cold, “none of this explains why you are seglandivorce. | cannot
understand why you should be telling me, your wafleout this. . .female
you have met.

“It seems to me that you face two possibilities.uYoan forget this
unknown girl, or you can make her your mistresg. iRg part, | believe
this is just a passing fancy. | am willing to predethat we have never
discussed the matter.”

With that she rose from the bench, taking the hasken the Duke’s
unresisting hands. She walked firmly back to thdl.H#e did not try to
follow her. It was as if he was stunned by her tieac

Instead, he sank onto the bench she had quitteihggat the clusters of
old-fashioned blooms rambling down the wall.

Just before she entered the Hall, she noticed kndihg down to smell
one of the blooms. She wondered if the scent ofrda roses perhaps



reminded him of the odor of rosewater. She coular lnés voice now, at
Vauxhall Gardens, saying to her “you smell of ross. How old are
you?”

Now he was suffering, she knew. All her old antagonvanished, as she
thought of his unhappiness-just as his own arrogahad suddenly
deserted him. Her heart sung a nameless melodgpgihess as she trod
the stairs up to her bedroom.

The faithful Betty was waiting for her, agog witlxcdement. The girl
either knew, or sensed, that this was an eveninghwivould mean
everything to her mistress. Without instructionse $iad already laid out
ready the Eau de Nil dress. On the dressing tahke tive rosewater, and
the brush to make the red curls glow.

Laid gently on the bed, the greenish dress stilkéal marvelous...In the
daunting formality of Westhampton, it nevertheldsspt all its old
mystery. its glinting soft material, indeed, seen@dhave taken on a new
dignity. It flickered and shone in the candleligham the lustres on the
wall. The pale green dissolved into a mixture atidg yellow, orange and
golden fire.

"Can | brush your hair out, Your Grace ?” askedtyebftly, as Clorinda
took her seat at the dressing table.

“Please do." Freed from the unbecoming straw suméiprthe red-gold

strands shone and twinkled as the 'brush ran throluigm. They sprang
back to life, glowing with vivid color. While Bettiprushed and brushed a
hundred strokes, Clorinda took a long look at Hensehe mirror.

It was amazing, she thought, how the dowdy Duchessld be
transformed in a twinkling of an eye into the glames Miss de Vere.
With a slight wrap about her shoulders and her $wsinging loose she was
now the elfin beauty that the Duke so adored.

She shivered, whether from anticipation or fear gt@dd not tell. "Do not
wait up for me, Betty,” was all that she said. Tdid knew what she
meant. She put down the brush and helped her gstrgth the frock,
placing it so gently over her head so not a lockaf was disarranged.



With a quiver anxiety, Clorinda wondered what heuldosay when he
discovered that she, his dowdy countrified wifeswiae Miss de Vere he
so much loved. Would he be furious? Disgusted atwiight be thought a
vulgar prank? It was a gamble, she realized, a tathiat perhaps even
Jack in his most dissipated days might have thoughte before

accepting. For this was bigger than any wager liedver made. On the
outcome hung her whole life’s happiness. She wkisdgaa chance with
love.

Slowly, she walked down the stairs. There was go ef the Duke.

There were questions that remained unansweredtigngeshe would like
to ask him-perhaps this was the time. Lady Lancastes one of these
guestions. Had the Duke decided he no longer darelder? What would
happen to her?

She gave her instructions to the butler to tellDioke that she would await
him in the library before dinner. He would surebnee.

As she waited in the reassuring company of thééatound volumes, she
thought suddenly of Villiers Manor, her childhoodnhe. It seemed
remote, unattainable, something belonging to theffgoast.

“This is my home now,” she thought, and the ideagté her unawares.
The love she now felt for Westhampton. had grown without her
knowledge. She loved not only the house, but teasés in it-faithful
Betty, conscientious Mrs. Scotney, and the minovasds. She realized
that she would be severely unhappy if she hadaeele

For comfort she looked up at the picture of tha Rschess. If only

Monsieur Lafayette could have seen the picture. Berhaps he had a
better likeness in his memory. The smiling womanhiat of tragedy

behind the smile, looked down on her. The virgindémand the erring wife
were very close to each other, joined in their réefar true love.

Clorinda took up her position near the window. Heavy curtain not yet
drawn protected her from the full light of the chewdin the lustres on the



wall. Through the glass slanted shafts of roseligdd from the last dying
embers of the setting sun.

When the Duke entered, he could see only her stidy loutlined against
the light. Her face was turned from him, looking tlwough the window
toward the deer park.

He scarcely glanced at her. He was evidently moneerned with his own
thoughts than her physical presence. Pacing uglewd the room, he said
urgently, "I must ask again for a divorce. It i thnly way. God knows |
have racked my brains day and night, but | camseaher way than this.”

“But | do not want to divorce you,” said Clorindautihfully, still gazing
out of the window. “I do not understand this chaofédeart you seem to
have had.”

“Unless you believe in love, the possibility ofrad and perfect love, you
will not ever be able to understand. To me thisrrage of ours is a sin
against that love.”

“Does she know?”

Her abrupt question caught him unawares. “Does kstav what?" he
asked in a bewildered tone.

“This female you love,” explained Clorinda, “dodsesknow that your love
for her means the ruin of our marriage? Does slosvkthat thanks to her,
you are now trying to persuade me to accept thesld a divorce?”

"She does not," the words were wrenched from hinha¥e been such a
blind, mad fool. | treated her as if she was...like other women. Then to
crown my folly I did not tell her | was already mad. Instead she
discovered that from other people.”

“You deceived her.” Clorinda’s voice was pitiless.
“Not intentionally.” His voice rang out with anghis”l meant to tell her.

But somehow | could not find the words or the oamasShe was so
pure...so innocent...”



“And where is she now?”

“I have lost her. | thought she was eloping withith an unsuitable young
man, and like an idiot | pursued them both. | hadight to intervene, but
| was anxious to save her from her folly.”

Clorinda had to hide a smile. How typical of a m&ven now he was
protecting her brother, Jack, from his sister’stivrd@he Duke would never
tell tales, it seemed.

He was continuing his self-accusation. “I was math jealousy and she
fled from me. | have hunted through the whole o# ttounty; asked
guestions of every toll keeper from London to Btagh bribed inn
servants, bullied ostlers. | have not rested nagiat day, since that frightful
moment when | found she had gone.”

“And you still ask me for a divorce. Even thoughuymot know where the
girl is? What is this wilful obsession, Your Grate?

“It is not an obsession.” The Duke spoke tirediylote her. | do not know
if she loves me, but the only reparation | can mfakeny behavior toward
her is to free myself of this marriage...and waihd hope.”

He was utterly humbled now.

“You need not wait long.” With these low words, soft that they could
scarcely be heard, Clorinda turned from the windma faced the Duke.
She took a step forward into a pool of light throlwyp a heavy silver
candelabra.

The Duke looked at her. He stood perfectly stilil erfectly silent, as if
he could not believe the evidence of his eyes. lignt shone on her red-
gold hair, and danced among the green folds otiiledress, echoing the
green of her huge eyes.

Clorinda looked utterly serious. Then a shy litteile crept over her face.
“Here is the girl you are seeking,” she said, heice trembled with



emotion. She took two more steps forward, shyly daticately, like a
young fawn stepping out of the forest for the finste.

Still the Duke was dumb. His first words were sombNow | know | am
in truth mad,” he said conversationally as if addneg himself. “This must
be an illusion.”

“It is no illusion. I am the Duchess of Westhamptdtine Clorinda de
Villiers you wed, and whom you left here in the noy. But | am also the
Miss de Vere you rescued that night at Vauxhalldeas. You danced
with me at Carlton House." Her voice dropped agafiou . . . kissed me
there.”

With one giant stride he was at her feet, kneelirege looking up at her.
To see the arrogant Duke brought so low, showe l@en sweet revenge
for Clorinda. But it gave her no pleasure.

Flushing with shame for him, she tried to raise ;hiNo, no,” he cried.
“Can you forgive me? | have been so blind that uldanot even see my
heart’s desire.”

"Please get up...Julian.” Clorinda blushed as <&l this first name. He
rose to his feet.

It was just in time. A warning cough at the dootraged the presence of
the butler. Clorinda’s blush deepened, but the Daksed his eyebrows as
if nothing had happened. “What is it?” he said Hdilg but a faint tinge
of pink along his sculptured cheek bones showeeémisarrassment.

“Dinner is served, Your Grace,” was the correct aolbrless reply.

The butler was too good a servant to exhibit hisz@ment at the sight of
the Duke, rising from what seemed to have beenealkig position. Later

on he would preserve his discretion in the sergamdll, keeping his secret
from his inferiors. Perhaps in the housekeepesirtie might hint. . . just

hint, to Mrs. Scotney of what he had seen . . .

* % %



If the Duke’s conversation was a little absentmdhdend if the Duchess
showed a distressing tendency to ignore what wasgys®rved to her, the
footmen did not notice. As the many varied coumsék the usual subtle
sauces succeeded one another, it looked to thedexgsas if a married
couple were having a normal quiet evening together.

“How is Jack? Did you find him well?” asked Cloregbolitely from her
end of the mahogany table.

“Your brother would have sent his regards, | darg $ad he known that
we would be diningike thistogether,” said the Duke with equal politeness.
Only a twinkle in his eye and a softening of higeas it rested on the slim
young girl at the other end of the long table, &gtd his warmth.

“In the circumstances, Jack remained discreet,'weat on. “I have to
confess that | was rather severe on him. Onlydiationship to you spared
him something worse than harsh words.”

“I believe he recently refused to fight a duel,;’ids&lorinda naughtily.
Fortunately, she thought, the servants will nevealize what this all
means.

“That is true,” said the Duke. “Devilish angry witiim | was too. It must
have been difficult for him. | appreciate his dilea now. At the time | did
not. He told me about Winterstoke, you know?”

Clorinda blushed slightly. Though the servants daubt understand the
meaning, nevertheless the introduction of Lord \&fistioke’s name caused
her a moment of panic. “I am glad,” she spoke \aitheffort, searching for
a way that would not reveal too much.

“Lord Winterstoke was the reason that | left mytesisn such haste,” she
went on. “He was...very pressing about a certaittana

“There is one good thing-Jack will have less towdth him now. And he

has promised to give up his gambling,” said Cloaindrning the talk into

less dangerous channels. Then a thought struckTregre is something |

want to ask you-a favor. It is for Jack. | havemiged to beg you to give
him a commission in the Army.”



“What a good idea,” said the Duke and the conviensairoceeded.

Back in the blue salon, after the interminable nvead over, he ordered the
butler to leave the cognac bottle for himself, andlass of ratafia for
Clorinda. Pouring himself a glass, he said in ahtohe. “I think that |
once said the de Villiers come expensive: | fear e a mercenary wife,
Duchess. First you marry me so you can pay off wewatched brother’s
debts. Now you want me to buy him a commission.”

Clorinda’s face paled. “It is true,” she gaspedkhiow | was mercenary
when | married you, but I am not now. I. . .loveuyo

The Duke walked over to the settee where she whsgsiHe sat down
beside her and gently, very gently, put his armuado her slender
shoulders. “Why did you do it?” he asked softly. iWwdid you set out to
deceive me in such an elaborate way? And how cbhtlso blind as to
not know that it was you all along?”

She turned an anxious face towards him. Her eydswhdened till they

seemed to burn like green fire in her face. “l idifdr revenge at first,” she
admitted in a small voice. “When you wrote sayiray ywanted to marry
one of us, and did not even bother to come downeset us, | decided you
were an arrogant beast. | still think you are inway,” she added
doubtfully.

The Duke said nothing. He merely placed his firgeher lips, and drew it
gently across them. He smiled. The smile made @aricatch her breath.
She did not know why.

“When | first married you,” she continued with asiale effort at self-
control, "I meant to be a good and dutiful wife.tBuhadn’t realized that
you would just leave me alone here in the country.

“l craved the excitements of London, you see. lagisvenvied Jack being
able to stay in town. Emily and | had been broughso quietly at Villiers

Manor, that we dreamed of going into high sociée used to make up
stories for one another about what we would doetoely Emily stopped

when she fell in love with Robert.”



“And then?” the Duke prompted.

"And then, when | was left here at the Hall, | bega think that | would
go to London after all. | wanted to make you falllove with me. So |
made Emily and Robert and Jack help me.

"Well, | went to London, but | discovered that #ashionable world was
not what | had thought it would be. | did not realihow heartless the
flirtations could be. | hadn'’t realized . . .wdfet sort of things that could
go on.

“You see,” she said haltingly. “Although | talked & | knew all about
men and women, | did not really know . . .I stidirtt know, except that |
have discovered what it feels like to love. Thgtgened when you kissed
me in Carlton House. It was so wonderful. | had reatlized that a kiss
could be like that.”

Slowly he tightened his arm around her, and imp#icly she turned
toward him. With his other hand he gently tilteda fece round toward his.
He looked deeply and longingly into her eyes.

Clorinda saw his face swim before her. She couldeehat he was about
to kiss her again. With a little cry, she tore kges from his, and buried
her face into the lapel of his coat.

From above her quivering body, the Duke looked lgedbwn on her.
“Come, my little dearest Clorinda,” he whisperedarsling up, he drew
her up with him, “You cannot ruin my coat,” he teds

She looked at him, meeting his eyes “with hersJisgithough large tears
stood on her eyelashes. His hand was tilting hee f@pwards. “I love
you,” she whispered.

With a groan he pulled her close and bent his tgpéers. At first they
touched her mouth gently, then, as his passion ,gile®y became more
insistent, more demanding.



Clorinda thought she would die in that kiss. Sheld¢deel her body melt
into his. A wave of feeling took possession of Hemwas as if a flame
flickered into life, grew higher and stronger, tiler whole being was
caught up in its roaring, its searing heat...

With a masterful gesture, the Duke swept her offféet. She lay, light as
a feather in his strong arms, half crying, half Ismgi under his gaze. His
breath was coming in large pants, as if he had haaming for miles.

Up the long staircase, below the glittering chaiedg) the Duke carried his
bride...

* % %

Later, much later, he looked down upon the slimybibdit was now lying
beside his own-the curved small breasts, the sidifaigks, the whiteness
of a perfect skin. Her long lashes lay on her cheékding the glorious
eyes.

As he lay there, propping himself on one elbow agndime luxurious
pillows in the double bed, he watched those ladleer-then open. The
green pools of mystery that were her eyes lookeddenngly into his. A
small smile hovered round her perfectly formed rhout

“I never knew...it could be...like this,” she whespd. “I did not understand
that it could be so wonderful, so miraculous between and women.”

Gently he stroked back a lock of the red-gold tizét had curled over her
cheek. “My darling,” he said, “I did not know, myké

“But surely?" Even in her utmost moment of blisgorihda strove for the
truth. “Surely, it is like this always? May | asky?” she said anxiously.
“Do not be angry.”

“My love, | shall never be angry with you. You magk what you please,
my most beautiful of Duchesses. My life and myisjours to command.”

“Tell me, then,” she said haltingly. “Was it likeis with Lady Lancaster?
If it was | feel so sorry for her now.”



“It was never like this with anybody but you,” sdide Duke. His eyes
softened as he gazed on her. With an effort heraged, "Lady Lancaster
will never trouble you again. Her husband has Ismsm as Ambassador to
Paris and she will go with him. She will enjoy Ratithink. Are you really
sorry for her?"

“l am sorry...for anybody...who loses you.” came taply.

“She never lost me, for | never belonged to hee &l not love me,” said
the Duke. “Oh | grant you, she was passionate @moBgt passion is not
the same as love. And | did not love her, my dgrlWere you jealous that
| might have loved another woman?"

“I am horribly jealous,” confessed Clorinda.

“You should not be. Until I met the mysterious. Blide Vere | was
entirely ignorant of love. You have taught me etling | know.
Everything that is worth knowing. Beside it, thdn@t women who were
once in my life seem nothing.”

A small hand gently nestled into his. “I? | teaghu? The countrified
Clorinda de Villiers teach the noble Duke of Westipton about love?”
Clorinda gave a small chuckle. “It is you who hsaeght me."

“I have taught you passion perhaps,” replied th&eseriously. “But until
| met you, | had never known what love was abowvas brought up to
think it was a sinful emotion. | have so much tartk you for.”

A slender white arm stretched up round his neckdaad him down...



