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Having been brought up in the Reverend Mr Cudlipp&usehold,
Maryanne Paynter was both astonished and a litigghtened to be
suddenly taken up by Viscount Danbury. Discovehegself to be related
ot aristocracy changed her life completely, an@&nemore mystifyingly, it
brought her into contact with Adam Saint-Pierrepveiso seemed to have
some connection with the Danburys. The uneasy pbateeen France
and England in 1814 seemed to be part of the nydiar it seemed that
past Danbury scandals could affect the future. Wheould Maryanne
seek refuge--with her new cousin Mark, or Adam?



‘Ma pauvre’ he murmured. ‘What have they been doing to you?’

‘N...nothing.” Held securely in his arms, she fetirm and protected and,
at that moment, there was nothing she needed more.

‘Nothing?’

Tears blurred her vision as he took her chin indgshand and tilted her
face up to him. ‘Nothing? No one has even takertithest liberty?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘This.” Before she could protest, he had bent leiachand was kissing her



CHAPTER ONE

THE snow of the longest and hardest winter for @ee$ had gone at last
and the snowdrops were nodding their delicate heatisee woods beside
the lane and it would not be long before the dalfodiere in bloom,
carpeting the ground beneath the trees in a gldrygadd. The first
awakening of spring had never before failed to gtor@ Maryanne, but
today her thoughts were on other things, as theyhienily coach turned
in at the gates of a huge estate and along aitreg-dirive.

Opposite her, James, Viscount Danbury, whosegé@tmed to sit uneasily
on his upright shoulders, even after twenty-eigkdrg, sat back in his seat,
looking pensive. Lean and sinuous, he was in hily &fties, she judged,
and still a handsome man, with a complexion whisiea more to his time
in the Navy than to his duties as the squire ofkBed, where he was a
well-liked and respected figure. He had been mastieough his wife had
died many years before, leaving him to bring upraand daughter alone.

All this Maryanne knew, but what had been puzzliveg ever since her
interview with him at Beckford Hall the previousydwas what she had
done to deserve his attention. They lived on aetkfiit plane entirely; he
was so far above her as to seem god-like and ybateasked to see her
and then had startled her into agreeing to takeshnist journey with him,
and unchaperoned at that. ‘The reverend is indatlord,” he had said,
when she protested.

So here she was, wearing her best-and only-silkngawvarm cloak and a
plain bonnet, on her way to goodness knew wherehandlone knowing
why. Except, perhaps, her guardian, the ReverendChttlipp; he had
come away from the interview looking thoroughlygded with himself.

She looked up suddenly to find his lordship’s broeyes on her, and
smiled nervously, then sat forward in her seat witfasp of surprise as the
vehicle rounded the bend which brought the mansitmview. But it was
not the graceful lines of the building, its greandth and height, nor its
myriad shining windows arranged in rows either sl huge portal of
marble columns, which caused her surprise. It masfeeling, so strong



she could not believe it anything but fact, thawés not the first time she
had been there.

‘What is this place?’ she asked him. ‘I'm sure V@deen here before.’
‘You have?’ He sounded surprised. ‘When was that?’

Maryanne teased her memory, trying to pin-pointdbeasion. As a child
she had seen very little of her father, who hadlzesea captain and rarely
at home. It was why they had lived at Portsmouthy whey had had no
real home of their own, but lived with Benjamin Rer, her father’s
uncle. It was Uncle Ben who had brought her heeehbid been a seaman
himself and was gnarled and weather-beaten, bliabethe kindest heart
of any man she had ever known. She remembered b@wbked to hold
her on his knee to tell her stories of his advesgun foreign places and
show her pictures of the ships he had served aer Aer father had been
killed in the Copenhagen action of 1802, she amdviather had continued
to live with Uncle Ben, existing on a small navahgion bought with her
father's share of the prize money. Her great-uricde been her only
comfort when her mother, too, had died.

Even now, she could easily recall the feelings asafation, of
bewilderment, she had felt then. She remembereg¢ople standing at
their street doors as the hearse passed, drawoupybfack horses with
huge black plumes and shining harness, and follobeda very few
mourners on foot. It had poured with rain whileytlséood at the graveside;
everything, including the sky, had looked blaclgosy, everything except
the shining oak coffin and its brass handles. Whewy started piling earth
on top of it, she had screamed aloud, so that dmieedblack-clad figures
had led her away until she quietened down. Who thag been, those
people at the graveside? As far as she was awadyagl never seen them
before or since.

She had been too young to realise that it was gréarder funeral than a
poor family like hers could afford and it had nat,the time, occurred to
her to wonder who had paid for it. It had been easgccept it without
guestion, assuming that Uncle Ben had arrangedthat her mother had
had enough savings to cover the expenses.



Uncle Ben, she remembered now, had hired a chaisertg them up from
Portsmouth, a trip which at any other time wouldréhalelighted her,
especially in his company, but on that occasiorhhé been silent and
thoughtful. When the coach stopped at the lodgehdtebeen obliged to
spend several minutes persuading the lodge kebpehis business was
important enough for him to be admitted without appointment.
Eventually he had succeeded, the huge gates hadpeeed and they had
proceeded up the long drive through an avenueesettto the front door of
the house, when her view of it had been exactly wss now. Her great-
uncle had left her sitting in the chaise while hentwto the door. He had
not been admitted, although the footman had goh&vith a message to
someone, who had declined to see him. When henextuo the coach he
had been almost purple with rage and uttering icgirens under his
breath which had startled her.

Soon after that, she had been taken to live wighRbeverend Mr Cudlipp
and his wife. She remembered her arrival at Bedkfbow bereft she had
felt, how she had cried into her pillow night afteight, cried for her

mother and Uncle Ben, who had cruelly left her ¢hét the time she had
not been able to understand why it was out of thestjon to allow a

growing girl to be brought up by an old bacheloneTtears had dried at
last and since then she had hardened herself indiféerent to mental

anguish; she had not wept since. Tears changedngotBhe had settled
down in her new life and had learned to curb wteatdguardian referred to
as her ‘wilful ways’, although deep inside her vaadefiant streak born of
a longing for something different, a restlessnesschv the oppressive
atmosphere of the rectory did nothing to assuage.

‘My great-uncle brought me here,” she said, briggirerself back to the
present to reply to his question. ‘It was justiaiama died.’

He looked surprised. ‘Whom did you see?’
‘No one. Neither did he. We were turned away.’
‘I am sorry,” he said softly. ‘Did he say why?’

‘No. | never knew.” She turned to him, her hugeset{ubled. ‘What is
this place?’



‘Castle Cedars, the country home of the Duke oftdNite. We are going
to see the Dowager Duchess. She is my aunt, yow.kno

‘No, | didn’t know.’
‘You will not be turned from the door this time glsaid softly.

Any questions she might have had were cut shodusscthe carriage had
stopped and the groom had jumped down to operods @hd let down the
step. She was aware, as she stood hesitantly ajrdliel of the drive, that
their arrival had been anticipated and the grektfiamnt entrance had been
opened by a liveried footman in yellow satin andte/ktockings.

She wondered if she was going to be offered a peshaps as a maid or
companion to the old lady, but she dismissed thibgaias being

nonsensical; Her Grace was unlikely to employ sameeshe did not know

and who had no experience of the duties expectdriofHad her mother

once worked in this great house? Was that why UBele had brought her

here, hoping for a little charity, for the ten-yedd orphan? Charity! Was

that all it was? His lordship took her arm and estbher up the steps and
into a large high-ceilinged hall, where they weret toy the house steward.
‘Good afternoon, my lord.’

‘Good afternoon, Mr Fletcher. How is Her Grace tgtla

‘She rallied a little this morning, my lord, and svable to direct her
affairs.” This was said with a conspiratorial smiée he took Maryanne’s
cloak and bonnet and his lordship’s hat. ‘Mr MarldaMiss Caroline are
already with Her Grace, my lord. She gave instangiyou were to be
shown straight up.’

‘Then let us go to her.” His lordship smiled at Manne, ‘Come, my deatr,
you will not be kept in suspense any longer.’

She followed him up the grand staircase and aloggllery whose thick
carpet deadened their footsteps, to a room atritievehere he knocked on
the door and ushered her inside.



The curtains were almost fully drawn across thevbigdows and the room
was in semi-darkness, so that it was a moment orbgfore Maryanne’s
eyes became accustomed to the gloom. She coulserathe occupant of
the bed, because the doctor's broad frame wasenvty. On one side
stood a young man in his late twenties, a handsoag tall and upright,
unsmiling. He was so like Lord Danbury that shesged he must be his
son, the Honourable Mark Danbury. The young ladiyngi on the other
side Maryanne knew to be the Honourable Carolimailse she sometimes
came to Church with her father and could be seeasicnally riding out
in one or other of the family carriages, or gali@pacross the downs with
a groom endeavouring to keep up with her. Todayfaghnionable pink-
striped open gown over a satin petticoat in a daskade made Maryanne
feel dowdy and out of place.

‘I do not think this is a good idea at all, Your&8e, the doctor was
saying, as he moved round to take the patient’stwrihis hand, allowing
Maryanne a view of the tiny figure in the bed, ‘Yehould not become
excited.’

The Duchess’s white hair, under a snowy cap, wesasipabout an equally
snowy pillow, making her lined face look even greglean it really was.
She lay so still that, for one shocked moment, Mang thought she was
dead. But then her eyes flickered open and theg wserclear and blue as
forget-me-nots.

‘Tarradiddle, you old fool! | shall become more #ed if | am thwarted,
as you well know.” She turned her head slowly anokéd directly at
Maryanne. ‘Come forward, child.’

Maryanne moved slowly towards the bed, consciousvefryone’s eyes
watching her, the young man with curiosity, higesisvith disdain.

The old lady attempted to sit up and Lord Danbuuyried forward to
plump up the pillows behind her. Once she wasegkttMaryanne was
subjected to a scrutiny which made her feel likaran animal at market.
No one spoke and Maryanne, self-conscious and uioctahble,

swallowed hard and resisted the temptation to sfiestkand shatter the
silence.



‘The likeness is there,’ the old lady said at l&stthe room in general, and
then to Maryanne in particular, ‘I am sorry, my geso very sorry.” She
stretched out her hand and Maryanne moved forwatdke it and drop a
curtsy.

‘Sorry, Your Grace?’ she asked.

But the Dowager Duchess did not appear to hear.débyped her hand
and turned to her nephew. ‘James, you must makendsn.’

‘Yes, Aunt.’
‘And don't leave it to Henry; you know what he ikd.’
‘It will be my pleasure to look after her myselfuat,” he said.

The old lady smiled. “You always did have a sofotsm you; heart for
Helena, didn't you? When we condemned, you conniveSihe sighed.
‘But then we could hardly expect anything else frgon, could we? Baked
in the same mould, the pair of you.’

‘Aunt...’

‘Oh, do not try to hum your way out of it. It is nb consequence now. Just
make sure she is brought out and makes a good métety, | am tired.’
She turned to Maryanne. ‘I'm glad to have met yow, child. Go now, |
must sleep...” The voice was weaker, breathless.hidad sank back into
the soft pillow. ‘We will talk again when | feelrshger.” Her last words
were almost inaudible and the doctor brushed LardldDry aside to go to
her.

Maryanne felt herself being taken by the arm, tdraed propelled towards
the door. Once outside, she turned to look at theng man who had
escorted her from the room. He smiled easily, aiifnobehind his smile
was a certain wariness.

‘I am sorry you had to be subjected to that, buteoHer Grace gets an idea
into her head there is no gainsaying it.’



‘But | don’t understand. Why am | being treatecklisome prize horse? |
thought someone would ask to inspect my teeth’next.

He chuckled. ‘I've no doubt my father will enligimteyou shortly. I'm
Mark Danbury, by the way.” He escorted her dowratemall reception-
room and turned to smile at her. ‘Please wait irehmy father will come
to you soon.’

‘Mr Danbury,” she said, turning on him with angéashing in her violet

eyes. ‘I insist on being told why | have been bittulgere and inspected
just as if | were some chattel to be bargained fam me, Maryanne
Paynter, and no one’s property.’

‘Of course, But youlid agree to come.’

‘Did | have a choice?’

‘You could have refused.’

She smiled. ‘I can just imagine what my guardiarulddave said if | had
tried that, and besides...’

‘You were curious.’ He chuckled. ‘Now admit it.’

She found herself laughing. ‘Perhaps, but now lehhad enough and |
want to go home.’

‘And if this were your home?’

She looked up at him, startled. ‘I don’t understazuch | to be offered a
post here?’

He laughed aloud. ‘I doubt that was in Her Grageisd, though since
she’s been ill she has been a bit queer in the. &tease wait until my
father comes; he will tell you.” He smiled easilMow, | must go back to
the family. | shall look forward to seeing you ag#ater.” He turned and
left her, shutting the door behind him.



She stood quite still, listening to the sounds lé thouse: scurrying
footsteps, subdued voices, the soft shutting ad@.dShe moved slowly to
the window and looked out. Because the house wds dyu a hill, the
room had a fine view over the surrounding countilysBeyond the wood,
she could see a village nestling in the valleygwa of cottages, the inn and
the church; it reminded her of Beckford. Why wase standing here, alone
and bewildered? Why was she not in her safe litttgld at Beckford
Rectory, teaching the village boys their letters?

Her Grace had instructed Lord Danbury to find adyowatch for her. Did
they intend to marry her off without so much asieglker what she had to
say about it? Once she had overheard her guardigng to his wife on
the subject. ‘How it is to be brought about, | cainimagine,’” he had said.
‘She cannot marry into the gentry-no one will haker with her
background-and yet she is too genteel to becomwifeeof a commoner.’
He had sighed. ‘I had done better not to have t&leznn, but there, | have
a soft heart...” Maryanne’s mother had been a gemtinan in the best
sense of the word-anyone with eyes in their headdcbave seen that-so
why had he made it sound like a barrier? And why ha involved Lord
Danbury and the Dowager Duchess? If that was vitegt were about, then
they were going to find her outward meekness hidlleof iron; she would
not be mated like some farmyard animal. She woull ih poverty first.
And she would not wait on their convenience a mdnh@mger. She went
and flung open the door.

There was no one about except a footman standisigeo¢he front door;

she stopped, wondering if he had instructions svemt her leaving. She
turned and went back along the corridor, intendonfind another exit, but
was brought up short when she heard her own nanmg Ispoken by

Caroline Danbury on the other side of a closed door

‘Send her back where she came from-no one will kmew the truth.’

‘I cannot-the Reverend Mr Cudlipp is not expectimgr to return.” This
was Lord Danbury. ‘And, besides, | do not wantdbe has been ill-used
enough. All I ask is that you be kind to her...’

‘Kind to her!” The girl’s voice was a squeak of cage. ‘She’s one of your
by-blows, isn’t that it? Papa, how could you inswdtby bringing her here?



And taking her up to Her Grace. | can’t think whateat-Aunt was
thinking of to allow it. It's enough to make Mamart in her grave.’

Maryanne did not wait to hear more. She turnedrandowards the front
door. The startled footman sprang to open it ardnsiitled down the steps
and away across the lawn.

Her flying feet took her across the park betweent#fl cedars which gave
the mansion its name, to the wall which encloseditimediate grounds,
where she found a small gate which led into thedsodlere it was quiet
and cool and she stopped running to catch hertor&te did not know
where she was going; all she wanted was to get &waythat great house
and people who made hateful insinuations which nieddolood boil.

But she could not help remembering a titbit of gwdeld to her by the
housemaid at Beckford Rectory. ‘They say 'is loigdkft his wife and ran
off with a kitchen maid. They say he went "abroathvier, but 'e came
back a year or two later all by ’isself and setttemlvn as if nothing 'ad
'appened. Though they do say there was a bebby...’

She had scolded the girl and dismissed it as ngesé&ut could there have
been some truth in it after all? She remembereal, tttat when she first

came to Beckford as a ten-year-old there had beere gossip about her
which concerned her mother, but her guardian had sdenced it and she
had never learned what it was. He always refemeuaet mother, when he
spoke of her at all, as ‘that poor misguided' laatyd that in condescending
tones which infuriated Maryanne. There couldn’tébeonnection, could

there?

She stumbled on, with her head in too much of edurto notice where
her feet were taking her, unaware of anyone else¢henpath until she
found herself imprisoned against a broad chest. I8heut a squeal of
terror and began to struggle.

Six feet and more of bone and rippling muscle, &kl ther in a grip so
powerful that she could not pull herself away, Umé chose to release her.
‘Let me go! she shouted, trying to beat on hissthveith her fists. ‘Let me

gorl



He put her gently from him, but still retained Heand. *Your pardon,
mam’selle

Startled by his accent, she looked up at his fideeehair was thickly curled
and he had a small scar over his left eyebrow whelde it look as if it
was lifted in a permanent expression of doubt, ibwras his eyes she
remembered most of all; fringed with enviably laayk lashes, they were
like brown velvet with a sheen of gold and now relgd her in a way
which made her blush to the roots of her fair haWwhy, it's you...the
gypsy...the poacher...man | saw...” She stoppedesigldwondering why
she had been such a ninny as to let him know shemdered him.

She had encountered him only three days beforeeonvhy back from a
walk across the downs, when she had been takihgra aut through Lord
Danbury’s woods. Unlike today, when he was dressatting breeches,
he had been wearing a rough labouring coat andnbacbllar or cravat,
except a spotted neckerchief, tied flamboyantlyela¢im a firmly jutting
chin. Strangers in Beckford were a rarity, andluhg interview with Lord
Danbury had driven everything else out of her nshé had been much
occupied wondering where he had come from and Wwlatas doing in
Beckford woods. He could have been a poacher onobttee gypsies who
were camping on the downs. On the other hand, vieehad bidden her
good-day, he had sounded French. She had wondehedwas a spy or
had escaped from one of the many French ships wiadhbeen captured
and brought to Portsmouth as prison hulks. Butdeeriot been doing any
harm, and the war was so nearly over, it hardlytened. If the reports
from the Continent could be believed, the PrussiaRassians and
Austrians had, at last, decided to work togethef [dapoleon was near to
defeat. She had said nothing of the encounter {@ra but now she
wondered if she had been right not to do so. Totrige twice and both
times on land belonging to the Danbury family seemmore than
coincidental.

‘Why, it is ma petite duchessde said, with an imperceptible twitch to the
corner of his mouth and a slight lifting of theytiscar above his eye.

‘I am not a duchess,’” she retorted. ‘And you musiw that or you would
not be so forward. Please release me.’



He smiled, but showed no sign of doing as she askddbien!It is not
often a beautiful young wood nymph throws hergatd imy arms.’

‘| did nothing of the kind. Please let me go.’
‘If you tell me your name.’

‘Maryanne Paynter,” Why had she answered him? 8bald have put her
nose in the air and insisted on being allowed s&sphut it was difficult to
stand on her dignity with her eyes full of unacoustd tears. He looked
down at her small hand imprisoned in his and ntihedabsence of a ring.
‘Mam’selle Paynter, | anenchanté&o make your acquaintance.’ He lifted
her hand to his lips and added, in a voice that suaprisingly warm and
without a trace of an accent, ‘Forgive me, | did mean to make you cry.’

‘I am not crying. | have some dust in my eye.’

‘Then let me remove it for you.” He took her facehis hands, tipping it up
towards him. His eyes, searching hers, were likelsown velvet, belying
his strength and masculinity. She could feel hismvhreath on her cheek,
and she shivered involuntarily.

‘Tip your head up,” he commanded, taking a handkefc which was
miraculously clean and soft, from his pocket. ‘Wheaye is it?’

She blinked and a tear slid slowly down her chéadntly, he brushed it
away.

‘I think it's gone now,” she murmured, but, try sise might, she could not
banish the tears, nor could she stifle the litde svhich escaped her. If
only he would go away; she did not like anyonede ker in such a weak
state. She tried to turn from him, but found hdrsmice again, imprisoned
against his chest.

‘Ma pauvre’ he murmured. ‘What have they been doing to you?’
‘N...nothing.” Held securely in his arms, she fetirm and protected and,

at that moment, there was nothing she needed mimeone, since her
mother’s death, had attempted to embrace her; areitie Reverend Mr



Cudlipp nor his strait-laced wife would even havensidered an
affectionate hug let alone a kiss. No one had hadthey cared for her.
Not that he had said anything of the sort, norstiid expect it but, with her
head lying snugly against his shoulder, it wasleides self-indulgence to
dream.

‘Nothing?’

Tears blurred her vision as he took her chin inbdgshand and tilted her
face up to him. ‘Nothing? No one has even takertithest liberty?’

‘What do you mean?’

‘This.” Before she could protest, he had bent ldachand was kissing her
in a way which sent a tremor of delicious antidpatthrough her body. It
was like nothing she had ever experienced befor@ stme did not
understand it. Unversed in the ways of flirtatishe allowed it to continue.

Suddenly coming to her senses, she wrenched hergetff his grasp and
stood breathlessly facing him, like a young fawtctlig the scent of the
hunt and ready to bolt, he later described it. disviner expressive violet
eyes which gave her away; they were wide and bngkit a kind of
knowing innocence. She was every inch a womansglbetstill had an aura
of childhood about her, seemed untouched by thelriaworld of those
who lived in that great house, and yet she had ctom there. But
perhaps she was not one of them, and, if that a@rae had committed an
unforgivable sin. He put out a hand to her, inteagdnothing but to
reassure her, but she misunderstood him and toegush past him,
tripping over a tree root in her haste. He caughtds she fell.

‘A thousand pardonspam’sell¢’ he said, steadying her. ‘But | am not a
man to resist temptation, and when it is overwhe¢mi’

It was really much too late to pretend to any haytéut the whole
encounter was getting out of hand. She lifted Han @and faced him
squarely. ‘Please allow me to pass, Mr...’

‘Daw,’ he finished for her. ‘Jack Daw.’



She stared at him for a moment and then laughedlghd don’t believe
you. | don’t believe anyone could be given suchreppsterous name.
You've made it up.’

He laughed, throwing back his line head so that whe aware of the
strong arch of his neck and the breadth of histcheassure you, that is
the name | am known by.’

‘What are you doing here? Are you a French spy?’

‘Do you think I would tell you if | were?’

‘No, | suppose not,’ she admitted. ‘At first | thght you were a poacher or
a gypsy, but you are not like any gypsy | have ewvet.’

‘And have you met many gypsies?’ he asked, witmaesand a lifting of
his brows which made the little scar more obvidusvould never have
guessed...’

‘No, of course not.’

‘Nor French spies?’

‘Now you are laughing at me. It is very uncivilygu.’

‘I'm sorry.” He was chuckling openly now. ‘But yomould hardly expect a
gypsy or a spy to deal in civilities.’

‘Who are you, then? What are you doing here?’

‘You are an inquisitive young lady, are you not? awvhs it they
say-"Curiosity killed the cat”? Beware of too muzlriosity.’

Being curious about other people was one way tp Btaryanne thinking

of her own bewilderment and insecurity, but sudgénall came flooding

back. A tear slid down her cheek, followed by aeotAnd then another
and she, who, until today, had prided herself ansed-control, could do
nothing to stop them.



He smiled and handed her his handkerchief. ‘Mosg?u
‘N...no. Please let me pass.’

‘If you tell me where you were going in such hdste.
‘To Portsmouth,” she said suddenly. ‘To visit myclay

‘Without bonnet or cloak? | know that spring hasneobut we are not yet
at high summer. And how were you expecting to arthere?’

‘By stage,’ she said, saying the first thing thaine into her head. ‘From
the village inn.’

‘Forgive me, my dear Miss Paynter, if | do not beé& you. Why are you
so desperate you must run away? Have they beenditikiyou?’

‘Who?’

He jerked his head in the direction of the big leughe people up there.
The Danburys.’

‘What do you know of them?”’

‘Very little,” he said laconically. ‘But they seerno have a talent for
hmea})lfing people unhappy. The man you came with incttech-who was
‘Came with? How do you know how | came?’

‘I saw you arrive. Tell me, was that the Duke ofitghire?’

‘No, it was his cousin, Viscount Danbury.’

‘So thatwas Lord Danbury.’

Something in his tone made her look up sharply. yWdre you so
interested?’



He pretended indifference, though she was not dedeilf he made you
cry...

‘It wasn’t him, it was...” She stopped, uncomforialsteminded of the
conversation she had overheard. She forced hdawsalbeak brightly. ‘It
was my own foolishness and nothing you need congaurself with.’

‘Oh, but I do,” he said softly. ‘When | saw you timat coach, you looked
so...” He paused. ‘So anxious-big troubled eyes fan@dwed brow. You
know, you should not frown, it spoils your looks.’

‘You are insufferable,” she said, frustration makiher forget her tears.
‘What do you know of him, or me, or anything atall

‘I know you are unhappy,” he said softly. ‘And itsttesses me to see
someone so young and beautiful in tears.’

‘If  am in tears it is because | am so angry,’ shéal.
‘With me?’ he asked softly.

‘No, no, not with you,” she said, then laughed. 6tigh 1 don’t know why
not. You are not behaving like a gentleman.’

‘Perhaps it's because gypsies and poachers argemilemen, he said.
‘And | am loath to part with you.’

‘Mr Daw, if that is your name, | have had outsideenough to contend
with today and ‘I would beg you not to add to iake your hand from my
arm and allow me to pass.’

He laughed. ‘Now | know you are a duchess! No olse &ould be so
toplofty.’

She laughed in spite of herself. ‘Where did yourdhat word?’

‘At my mother’s knee; she was...’ He faltered, sudgeremembering
Mamanas he had last seen her, outlined by the keyhoteigh which he,



a terrified twelve-year-old, had been peering, balmgged away by two
armedgendarmes'She was English.’

Her laughter faded. ‘Was?’
‘She died.” He spoke flatly, but she ,saw the gmehind his brown eyes.
‘I am sorry.’

‘It was a long time ago now.” He paused, as if rabiytbrushing himself
down. ‘Would you like me to take you to Portsmouklt®uld, you know.’

‘Certainly not!” she said sharply.
‘But you do not want to go back to the house? Wity h

‘...  was confused. | didn’t know why | had belkrought here, and things
were said...’

‘To you?’ The scarred eyebrow lifted.

‘No, something | overhead, but it's of no conseqeen

‘It most certainly is, if it was bad enough to majei run away.’

‘I was not running away and it is unkind of yourémind me...’

‘I beg your pardon.” He smiled. ‘But I'll wager yare no coward, so why
gg;%c'), back and face them? Stand up to them, demnthem see you are

‘I'm not afraid, | wish only to be left in peace.’

‘Peace,” he said softly. “You do not wish it any iadghan | do.” He took
her arm and turned to walk beside her.

She did not know what to do. Neither his words axrons were those she
would have expected a gypsy to use, nor, for thatten a gentleman, and
she was thoroughly nervous. Although he seemec tieelaxed, there was



a certain tension about his shoulders and the eayeld his head, as if he
was watching for something or someone, and neexlbd tonstantly alert.
Occasionally his right hand strayed to the handllthe small dagger held
in his belt, as if to reassure himself it was shi#tre.

When they reached the edge of the wood, he stoppetter you go on
alone,” he said. ‘I don’t want to cause you moriefgi would be obliged if
you told no one of our meeting.’

‘Why not? Have you something to hide?’

‘Not at all,” he said blandly. ‘But it would hardigo, would it? We have
been alone for some time and | believe the Englighdecidedly strait-
laced on such matters.’

She smiled a little wanly, dreading what his loigsiiould have to say on
her return. ‘Goodbye, Mr Daw.’

He bowed and kissed her hanflu‘revoir, little wood nymph.’

She had to face the future. She took a deep bmaadhset out across
towards the house. She did not look back but somedt® knew he was
standing in the shadow of the trees, watching W&xs he hiding? And, if
so, from whom? She refused to believe his namereally Jack Daw and
she doubted he was a gypsy; she had a feelinghéhatas dangerous to
know and she had better try to forget him. It wohéddifficult while the
memory of that kiss lingered but it would fade aset passed, just as
childhood recollections faded; happiness and mideth received the
same treatment from Father Time.

Her hope of returning to the room she had left authbeing seen was
dashed when she saw Caroline standing in the dvased for outdoors
and tapping her foot impatiently on the floor. Sivbdirled towards
Maryanne. ‘Just where do you think you’'ve been?’

‘I went for a walk.’

‘You know, of course, that you have missed luncheod delayed our
departure. Papa would not leave without you.’



‘I am sorry. | missed my way. Where is his lordship

‘Gone looking for you and decidedly cross. One doaiskeep a Viscount
waiting.’

‘I have said I'm sorry, Miss Danbury. If | had nbeen kept waiting
myself, | would not have gone out...’

‘Such impudence! Who do you think you are?’ Shenddr as Lord
Danbury came in through the front door. ‘She’s hd@&pa, and has the
effrontery to sayvekept her waiting.’

‘So we did,” his lordship said calmly, then to Manne, ‘You must forgive
us-my aunt was taken suddenly worse.’

‘Oh, | am sorry.’

‘It was the excitement, | think, but she is comdtae again now and we
can all return to Beckford. Where is Mark?’

‘Gone to the stables,” Caroline told him. ‘He dotniist his precious rig to
His Grace’s grooms.’

His lordship smiled at Maryanne, trying to put la¢rher ease. ‘Caroline
came with her brother in his curricle-she enjoymddrightened to death
by his driving. Our coach may be slow and cumbersdout at least one
can have a civilised conversation in it, and | wembave a long talk to
you.” Hearing the rumble of the vehicle at the dde smiled at Maryanne
and beckoned to the footman to help her on withdheak. ‘Come, my
dear.’

Maryanne, taking a deep breath to calm hersellpo@d him out of the
front door and into the coach and in a few min@astle Cedars had been
left behind and the horses were trotting at a sedate along the roads
they had traversed that morning. Maryanne, sittwtg her hands clasped
nervously in her lap, found herself going over thst two days in her
mind. Everything about the Danburys seemed to bakeld in mystery,
even down to trespassers and gypsies who wereeally gypsies at all,



and men with accents which disappeared when thé\sbaething serious
to say. And she was part of it, part of somethihg did not understand.
She turned to his lordship. “You said we would talk



CHAPTER TWO

LORD DANBURY smiled, trying to put Maryanne at hease. ‘| must
apologise for keeping you waiting so long for amplaration, but it all
depended on what the Dowager said when she saw galinot doubt she
would acknowledge you, but...’

‘I am not who | seem, is that it?” Maryanne salthttmuch she had been
able to surmise. ‘But if you are going to scanaahsy mother, then | do
not wish to hear it.’

‘Scandalise your dear mother! Oh, no, Maryannet ihdhe last thing |
would do.’

‘But she was your...” She could not bring hersalf gay the word
‘mistress’. ‘l overheard Miss Danbury say somethabgut...’

‘You did hear that-I thought you might have. Is that why yan away?
The footman saw you fleeing as if all the demonisalh were after you.’

1.0

‘Do not say another word until you have heard me Wou want to know
if you are my daughter, isn’t that so? Well, youyrsat your mind at rest. |
would dearly love you for a daughter but, regrdftalpou are no closer
related than second cousin.’

‘Second cousin? | am your second cousin?’

‘Yes, my dear. Your mother was my cousin Helenae 8las also the
daughter of the fifth Duke of Wiltshire, who was riagher’s brother. The
present Duke is her brother.’

‘But | don’t understand.’

‘Your mother never told you?’



‘No, never. Why didn’t she?’

‘Because her parents, my aunt and uncle, disowmred $he wanted to
marry your father and they disapproved. In facgytifiorbade it, and, to
avoid being forced into a marriage she abhorred,rah away with your
father.’” He smiled suddenly. ‘I was blamed at tineetand | doubt if Her
Grace will ever truly forgive me.’

Why?'

‘Because | introduced John to your mother. That imabe days when we
were both serving as naval lieutenants on a theeget, before | inherited
the Beckford estates. They fell in love.’

‘They stayed that way until death parted them,” yane said softly. ‘And
| loved them both.’

‘I loved them too. After you were born, | tried neathan once to persuade
the old Duke to recognise you, but he refused. aveh after he died, my
aunt, your grandmother, still held out againstUntil a week ago.” He
turned to take her hand in his. ‘Do not be too harcher, Maryanne. She
is dying and wishing to make amends.’

Maryanne’s head was whirling and she could notktlslearly. She was the
granddaughter of a Duke; her mother had come froenad the foremost
aristocratic families in England. It was too muohake in all at once.

‘What exactly do you intend to do?’ she said. ‘Nothis really changed. |

am still me, Maryanne Paynter, and | think no défely of my parents,

except to love them even more, if that were possilgbray they have been
reunited in heaven.’

‘I am sure they have. But there must be some clsangeu will have a
home with me until you marry.’

‘Suppose | never do?’” Somewhere, deep inside rees welling up a storm
of rebellion. It was not ready to burst yet becasbe still felt too
confused, but it was there, beneath the surfadeeofmind, waiting for
something, or someone, to set it off.



He smiled. ‘You are too beautiful to remain singiey dear, and | hardly
think you wish it. As soon as you are brought aub iSociety, you will
have a flock of suitors, you can be sure.’

‘And no doubt I'll give the gabble-grinders somaeitito talk about as
well. | do not care to be the subject of scandal.’

‘A nine-day wonder.” He chuckled. ‘As far as theab® are concerned, it
will give your undoubted attractions an added pigpya He was suddenly
serious. ‘If your mother could rise above the ¢éatbngers, then | am sure
you can.’

‘Have | a choice?’

He grinned. ‘You can try to live in obscurity if yavish, but | doubt if you
will be allowed to, once the news is out. A bealtidew heiress on the
scene is bound to cause a stir.’

‘Heiress?’

‘You have a little inheritance coming to you whishould have been your
mother’s...’

‘Then why did she have to live in poverty?’ Maryanwas close to anger
on behalf of her beloved mother, who had scrapedgalbarely making a
living.

‘It was held back-quite legally, | may add. Her gras hoped to make her
see reason.’

‘You mean abandon my father and return to the bosbran unfeeling
family,” she said sharply. ‘I am glad she did not.’

‘The money is yours now, or it will be when you chayour twenty-first
birthday in a few months’ time. Until then, you Imihake your home at
Beckford Hall. Caroline will be pleased to haveoaypanion.’



Maryanne doubted that; Caroline had displayed nendty feelings
towards her. ‘Does she know...?’

‘She does now. So does my son. You will be welcotmethem both.” He
smiled. ‘We are all to move to our London house @aroline’s coming
out this summer. There will be any number of reiosgt balls, visits to the
opera, clothes to be bought...’

‘| shall not be expected to go, shall 1?’

‘Of course, my dear. | intend that you shall beugtat out along with
Caroline, and | mean to ask my sister, Mrs Ryfi¢td see that all goes
smoothly. She has the “in” to every drawing-room Liandon, not to
mention Almack’s. You will like her, | am sure.’

It was not Mrs Ryfield who occupied Maryanne’s tgbts, as they

continued towards her new life, but what Carolineught about sharing
her coming out with a second cousin whom she haerneeard of until

that day, and one she had no high opinion of eith&ould all be acutely

embarrassing. In fact, the idea struck her as sordbthat she began to
laugh hysterically.

His lordship looked at her in alarm and took hemch#o reassure her. ‘It
has all been a great shock to you, | know.’

She stopped laughing suddenly. ‘I am glad | knowualbmy mother, of
course, but it makes no difference to the way | &mut myself. Can't |
stay at the rectory, where | can make myself u8efile Reverend...’

‘The rector is not expecting you back, Maryannd, mmv you have been
recognised by Her Grace. Your old life is behind ymd a new one ahead.
Do you not like the idea of living with us?’

‘You are a very kind man, | know that, and it ist mogratitude which
makes me reluctant...’

‘You are not sure how you will go on, is that it#'s gentle features broke
into a smile and he patted the hand he held. ‘Hevéear, my dear, you
will deal admirably with them all, | guarantee it.’



Not until she moved into Beckford Hall, smaller th&astle Cedars but
nevertheless a substantial residence, did Maryasaese quite what the
changes to her way of life would mean to her. Shédcno longer teach at
Sunday school, she had to give up her classebddotal boys, and, when
she went sick visiting, instead of the warm, homa&tiynosphere she had
always encountered before, she was greeted witbnufioctable stiffness.

Worst of all, she could no longer enjoy solitarylkgaacross the downs.
The luxuries of her new position did not compensatehe restrictions on

her freedom. She found herself almost envying ypsigs who camped on
the downs.

They reminded her of the man who called himselk Iaaw. She had not
seen him since that day at Castle Cedars and shenad that whatever
had brought him to Hampshire had taken him awayinaghh was
extraordinary that the two places she had encoethteim had both been
on Danbury land and yet a good fifteen miles agaught she to have told
his lordship about him? If he was French, was hetraigre, son of an
aristocrat who had fled the Revolution, or was H&oaapartist, a prisoner
of war, or a spy? But the war had been over simee teginning of
April-there was no longer any need for him to hide.

Ever since the news had broken, the whole courddyldeen celebrating.
The flags of the Bourbons flew on every buildingd dmawkers selling
fleurs-de-lis and white cockades were doing a ngatrade, and wherever
crowds gathered there were pie sellers and pedfaballads and news
sheets, which told of the last days of Napoleoaigrr. Marshal Marmont,
left behind to defend Paris while Boney himself wvém make a last
attempt to repel his enemies, had surrenderedapigat to the victorious
Prussian troops, and not even Napoleon’s faithémlegals would continue
fighting after that. Their Emperor had abdicated agreed to retire to the
island of Elba with an army of fewer than a thousamen and a navy
which consisted of a single frigate. The news haded in England a few
days later, almost before it could reach the Duk®Vellington, down in
the south of France, preparing to take Toulouse.



There were balls and receptions everywhere in howduthis or that

dignitary or valiant officer, and in London Louigstored to the throne of
France, held a levee at Grillons, to which everyohemportance was
invited.

Hearing all this, nothing would satisfy Carolinethilney must bring

forward the date of their removal to London, sonas to miss a single
minute. ‘King Louis is bound to leave for Paris sBp®he said after supper
one evening, when her father and Mark joined this gn the drawing-

room. ‘Wellington is there already and, unless Esnimy guess, half the
world will follow suit.’

‘If you mean the aristos, who think they can waéick on to their estates
and take up their old privileges, just as if nothimd happened, they are
no loss,” Mark said.

‘I was not referring to them. | mean thHeut monde Paris will be
fashionable again, you see.’

‘There will be plenty of young bloods left behindhéer father said. ‘I'll
wager London will be in an uproar the whole sumioeg.’

Caroline pouted. ‘I want to go now. What is they&kéep us here? Nothing
ever happens in Beckford.’

His lordship smiled at Maryanne, who was sittingide him on the sofa,
sewing and taking no part in the conversation; @adén the few weeks she
had been at Beckford Hall she had learned to keemWwn counsel over
Caroline’s whims. ‘And what about you, Maryanne?that your wish
too?’

If Maryanne could wish for anything, it would be return to the life of a

nonentity, but that was denied her and becauséathéo make the best of
her situation she stayed in the background as rasgbossible, allowing

Caroline to shine, but sometimes Caroline’s tastlesigue cut her to the
quick and she had to bite off the retort that caméer lips. When she
came into her inheritance and was no longer depgrate Lord Danbury,

she would leave and take up some occupation wheresuld be useful

and not have to think constantly of her position.



‘Please, don't take me into account,” she saidintf her eyes from her
sewing. ‘If you wish to go to London, | shall beitgucontent to remain
here.’

‘There you are, Papa.” Caroline sat back on the swth a smile of
satisfaction. ‘Maryanne does not want to come, desides, who will
escort her?’

‘I will, said Mark, beaming at Maryanne over thewspaper he was
reading. ‘I have promised myself a little of henqmany.’

Maryanne, threading a needle, did not see the lebich passed from
father to son, but if she had she would not hawe@vmnhow to interpret it.
Only Mark understood its warning and it tickled fascy that he could put
his father out of humour simply by paying courthis cousin. She was as
demure as a whore at a christening, but he sugspéu underneath that
quiet countenance was an independent spirit anideawhich once set
alight would be difficult to extinguish. If he calimake it burn for him,
then some of his difficulties might be overcome.

‘The Duchess is still very ill,” James said. ‘Wendaardly go if His Grace
thinks it inappropriate.’

‘Like everyone else, he has already gone,” Carosiagl. ‘I had a letter
from Georgiana Halesworth. She was at Louis’s reoepand saw the
Duke there.” She giggled. ‘She said the French Ksngven fatter than the
Prince.’

Mark laughed and began to sing.
‘And France’s hope and Britain’s heir
Were, truth, a most congenial pair;
Two round-bellied, thriving rakes,
Like oxen fed on linseed cakes.’
Caroline laughed. ‘Oh, capital! Where did you hisat?’

‘It's all the crack,” Mark said. ‘There’'s more...’



‘Enough!” said James sternly, though there was mki@ in his eye.
‘Mark, that is hardly a drawing-room ballad.’

‘Can we go?’ Caroline persisted. ‘I know for a fdady Markham is
holding a ball at the end of the month and we wbe’invited if we're not
even in town.’

‘| shall have to write to your aunt Emma to findt aluit's convenient for
her,” her father said. ‘And | must ride over ande seow my aunt
progresses.”

‘You mean we can go?’ cried Caroline, getting upht@ew her arms round
her father's neck. ‘I shall have to have a newdmlin. In fact, Papa, |
shall need...’

He smiled and disengaged himself. ‘I know, a whdes trousseau.’
‘But it is my coming out.’

‘And Maryanne’s,” he said, getting up to go andtevtis letter. ‘Do not
forget your cousin.’

‘I do hope Her Grace holds out until the end of $kason,” Caroline said,
as the door shut on him. ‘I should hate to havepgend the rest of the
summer in black gloves, and if | have to wait aeotyear for my coming
out | shall be at my last prayers.’

‘Don’t be a ninny, Carrie,” Mark said. ‘You're onbighteen-plenty of time
yet.’

‘Most of my friends are already spoken for and véiaot even been
introduced to anyone | half like,” his sister wemt. ‘And | should like a
title. You will be a Viscount one day, but unlessarry one...’

‘Oh, | have my eyes on more than that,” the yourenrsaid airily. ‘If
Cousin Henry don’t have an heir, Father will becomée of Wiltshire
and | will be a Marquis and next in line for thekddom. And you will be
Lady Caroline in your own right.’



‘Should you be speaking so about the Duke?’ Margaaked mildly. ‘It
is only natural he should want an heir.’

‘You don’t know him, Maryanne,” Mark said. ‘He’s tfand drinks too
much and no pretty girl is safe anywhere near hican’'t imagine anyone
wanting to marry him.’

‘Cousin Jane did,” Caroline said.

‘Yes, poor dote, but that was before she knew wikaportion was-the life
of a brood mare. How any girl could contemplaté tlwan’t imagine.’

‘Oh, | don’t know,” Caroline said with a laugh. Wi money and a title,
most things can be endured and a wealthy wife daraya take a
handsome lover.’

‘I say, Sis,youwouldn’t marry him, would you?’ he said anxiouslyou
don’t fancy being the next Duchess of Wiltshireuoend up like Cousin
Jane, in your grave, alongside half a dozen debba

‘Do you think His Grace will allow us to have ouwo reception at
Wiltshire House?’ she said, ignoring his questi@h, that would be bang

up?’

He shrugged. ‘If he thought it would find him anethwife, | fancy he
might.’

‘Then | shall suggest it.” She turned to MaryaniWiltshire House is

much grander than Danbury House-almost a palacetands the most
elegant ballroom. We must have an orchestra aeda@ to sing the latest
ditties.” She whirled round in excitement. ‘And tbemust be flowers
everywhere and piles of exotic fruit. There will be difficulty now the

war is over and all those horrid blockades are deitie’ She sat down at
the escritoire and drew some sheets of paper tenad ‘Mark, you must
tell me the names of all the handsome young offidesck from the
campaigns. Some of them come from good families;tdoey?’



‘If you are looking for plump pockets, you'll noinfl many in the army,’
he said laconically. “You should be consideringghab or a merchantman,
someone who has grown rich by the war.’

‘Mark, what nonsense you talk! | wouldn’t dreamsofch a thing. When |
marry it will be someone of breeding as well aslitea

‘I can see you are going to be difficult to please, said, then, turning to
Maryanne, ‘What about you, Maryanne? What do yookIdor in a
husband?’

‘Me?’ she said, feeling the warmth Hood into hezefa’A man | can love
and one who loves me.’

‘And must he also be rich and handsome?’

‘No, just good.’

‘Good?’ queried Caroline with a squeal of laughtehave yet to meet a
man | could describe in those terms, and, bestues,dull life would be.’
For the first time she noticed what Maryanne waisigloWhat have you
got there?’

‘It's a hassock cover from the church. | hate tdadle and | have so much
spare time nowadays, | thought | would repair lal hassocks. | brought
this one home last Sunday.’

‘The village women do that sort of thing. You shulot stoop so low,
Maryanne?

‘| do not call beautifying the church stooping, Glare.’

‘Oh, spare me the sermon, Maryanne. What will yoeawfor Lady
Markham’s ball?’

‘I do not dance, so | haven't given it a thought.’



‘Don’t dance!’ Caroline exclaimed, then, ‘No, ofuese not; the Reverend
Mr Cudlipp would hardly consider dancing a suitapéstime, would he?
How dreary for you to have to stay at home whergwé

‘She will not stay at home,” Mark said. ‘I shallatéh her the steps,
including the waltz. She will not be left out.’

‘It is very kind of you,” Maryanne murmured. ‘Buéally | would rather
not put you to the bother.’

‘Stuffl’” he said. ‘It will be my privilege. | willnot hear of your being left
behind. And, to be sure, | shall be hard pressecutoout all the suitors
who will doubtless be dangling after you.’

‘Oh, Mark, what humbug you do talk,” Caroline sai@ne would think
you intended to offer for her yourself.’

‘If you want to talk about me as if | were not héiMdaryanne said, getting
up from her seat abruptly, ‘I will make it easy fou and take my leave.
Goodnight to you both. She collected up her sewmghe surprised
silence that followed and left them.

She ran up to her own room and shut the door bdtendCaroline was the
outside of enough! If it were not for her deterntioa to keep the peace
and her complete indifference to the hierarchy e¢i&y she would show
that spoiled young miss just how a lady should ehblot that she agreed
with the half of it; it was all a sham, this bussseof bringing out young
ladies and parading them in front of all the eligiyoung men, like so
many animals at market. She fully intended to Haddself aloof from it.
They would call her toplofty, as Jack Daw had ddn#,she didn’t care.

She crossed to the window and drew aside the osr&o that she could
look out on the starlit night. Sitting in the windeseat, she leaned her
head against the wall, a smile hovering round ips: IShe wasn’t against
balls and if the man of her dreams were to arriveree and ask her to
dance, then she would not tum him away. The maheofdreams. Who

was he?



She found her thoughts wandering to the handsoraagsr she had first
met in Beckford woods; thinking about him took Imeind off Caroline’s

ungracious behaviour. In the privacy of her roone sfould weave
romantic stories about him, and it didn’t mattertle least how fanciful
they were because she was unlikely ever to disciheetruth about him.
Even so, her cheeks still burned when she thoufgtitad kiss; how could
she have been so unthinking as to let it happen® tAa worst of it was,
she had liked it.

Almost as if conjuring him up, she saw a dark fegaross the park down
by the lake, and leaned forward in her seat totlsedetter, conscious of
the quickening of her heartbeat. He was stridingeqaurposefully towards
the bank of trees which began a little above theemi@ her left. When he
reached them, he paused and turned to look upeabdhbse. She shrank
back into the shadows and peered out at him fromndethe curtains.
What was he looking at? Had he seen her? Did ha noelbarm anyone in
the house? Again she wondered if she ought tohitellordship or Mark
about him. If she did, his lordship would ask aagm@any questions about
when she had seen him before, why she had not omedtiit and why she
thought a man doing nothing in particular constitufr threat. Was he a
threat? She wasn't sure. If they hunted him dovenwbuld be dragged up
before a magistrate, and what harm had he donepexwld her in his
arms and kiss away her tears?

Out of humour with herself for being such a ninsyta remember a kiss
he had undoubtedly forgotten, she twitched theamstacross and turned
back into the room to prepare for bed, forgettiag,she so often did, to
ring for her maid to help her. The man was probgolgching, and, though
she ought not to condone that, she didn’'t see hswldidship could
begrudge an odd rabbit now and again; he had obrtadt complained
that poaching was any great problem. Besides, wayld all leave for
London in a few days and she need think no moterofand what he was
up to. She climbed into bed and blew out the candle

The next morning was warmer than any day of ther ywea far and
Maryanne decided to walk to the church to retura tlewly repaired
hassock and fetch another. His lordship had ridulgnto Castle Cedars;
Caroline, never one to rise early, was still alzad] Mark had gone out to
the home farm, which was his particular respongibilso she set out



alone, taking the path across the park and roumdb#te. She was alert for
Jack Daw, telling herself that she would not lehsurprise her for a third
time with his sudden appearance, but she reacleedltage street without
seeing any sign of him and let herself into therchuwondering why she
felt so downcast.

It was dim and cool and she shivered slightly as replaced the hassock
in his lordship’s pew and selected another for d#gntions. Turning to

leave, she noticed the vestry door was open andderong at the rector’s

being so careless, moved over to shut it. Jack aw standing at the
table with the parish register open in front of hlemning his finger down

the page as he scanned it.

‘Mr Daw! She could not say his name without snyjjrhowever hard she
tried. ‘What are you doing here?’

He whirled round to face her, his hand reachingtherdagger in his belt,

but when he saw her his belligerent attitude chdrsgeldenly to an elegant
bow accompanied by a broad smile. ‘Good morningm\galle Paynter; a

fine morning, is it not? You, too, like to be upib®es, | see.’

‘I asked you a question,” she said, determinedetepkcool and not allow
her swiftly beating heart to betray her. ‘What yoe doing?’

‘Looking for a past.’
‘Whose past? Yours? Lord Danbury’s?’

He looked at her sharply and the humour went frisrelges; they became
hard and unrelenting. ‘Why did you mention Lord bary?’

‘No reason, except that whenever | see you, youwar®anbury land. |
have a mind to speak to his lordship about you...’

‘Do you mean you have not already done so?’ hedasksurprise.

She coloured. ‘You asked me not to.’



He took a step towards her and laid a hand on her @ that reason
enough, when you so obviously think | am up to ood’

‘I didn’t say that.’
‘A poacher or a spy, | think you said.’
‘The war is over.’

‘For the moment,’ he said, and there was a grinnddo his voice which
made her look up at him sharply.

‘What do you mean? Napoleon has capitulated.’

‘He does what is expedient at the time, as any ggenkeral does; it is
dangerous to be complacent.’

She gasped. ‘You do not think he is beaten?’
He shrugged. ‘Who can tell? He has promised tamedith the violets.’
‘Are you a spy?’

He laughed suddenly. ‘An | were, why come here?dlwnothing here to
interest Napoleon Bonaparte. And that leaves dmypioaching.” He took
her chin in his hand and tilted her face up to HB3o | look like a
poacher?’

His eyes were burning into hers, searching outdeepest thoughts, and
that embarrassed her because at that moment shthinkiag of that kiss
and wondering if he was going to repeat it, andtvgiee would do if he
did. Her limbs were trembling, but she met his gsteadfastly. ‘I do not
know that poachers have anything in their lookske them stand out. If
they did, there would be many more arrests.’

‘Touché!” He laughed and she realised that it was his hglairtedness
which she found so attractive. He made her fegbhap



‘You have not answered my question,” she said. ‘i\dra you doing in
Beckford?’

‘Where else can | feast my eyes on such loveliriess?

She drew herself up to her full five feet four. ‘law, | do not find your
remarks amusing.’

He chuckled. ‘I can see through your bravado, yoomk You are standing
there affecting to be unafraid but really quaking/our shoes lest | try and
take liberties again.’

‘How arrogant you are!’

‘No, honest.” His voice dropped until it was litteore than a whisper.
‘Are you afraid of me?’

‘No.’

‘Why not? Anyone else would have been swooningcogaming for help
by now.’

‘I am made of sterner stuff,” she said, claspinghands round the hassock
so that he would not see them trembling. ‘If youamteto harm me, you
would have done so before now.’

‘Of course | won’t harm you-why should I? But | wbpromise not to kiss
you again.” He paused and lifted a hand to touahcheek with a gentle
linger. Startled by the sensations that evoked,sséygped back out of his
reach. “You are different from the others...’

‘Have there been many others?’ she asked beforeahd stop herself. ‘I
should not like to be counted one of many.’

‘You are unique,’” he said, laughing. ‘But | wasaming to other young
ladies of fashion, like the Honourable Caroline Bany.” He turned his
head on one side to survey her from her brown &mtdto her plain straw
bonnet, tied on with ribbon which exactly matchest bandid blue eyes,



from small strong hands to pink cheeks now flanvirttp colour. ‘Could it
be the difference between a hot-house bloom arithgtish rose?’

‘Oh, and which do you prefer?’ She shouldn’t beihguhis conversation
with him, she told herself; it was almost flirtingnd it could lead to...oh,
anywhere, and she was playing with fire.

‘They both have their place,” he said solemnly, thdre was laughter in
his brown eyes, as if he was enjoying teasing Bert at this moment |
have eyes only for the English rose.’

She felt herself colour under his scrutiny and édrraway. ‘I must go
back...” .

‘Back?’
‘Home, to Beckford Hall. Where else?’

‘Oh, dear, that has the sound of hopelessness @b&utrely a young lady
as young and beautiful as you are has plans foiuhare?’

‘Perhaps | have.’

He smiled. ‘But they are secret? Ah, well, | doakpect you to tell me.
Keep your pride, it is your best defence.'

‘Against what?’

‘Life’s little set-backs. The disappointments, theeams that fade, other
people’s censure.’

It was as if he knew all about her without haviogbe told, and it was
most disconcerting. ‘How do you know so much?’ akked.

He answered her with another question. ‘Are youyldhere?’

‘Yes, of course. They are very kind.’



‘Kind! Is that all you ask, that people be kind?ZsHoice softened. ‘You
deserve more than kindness, little one.’

‘You, sir, are impertinent.’

‘Your pardon.” He sighed melodramatically and bemér her hand.Au
revoir, mam’selleuntil the next time we meet.’

‘There will be no next time. We are all leaving foondon very soon.
Caroline is coming out.’

‘And what about you?’
‘Me too.’

‘You are to be put on the marriage market, are yéo® do you feel about
that?’

‘How | feel is nothing to do with you.” His pryingvas annoying her
because he seemed to be able to dig deep intohe@miost thoughts, to
unearth her anxieties and lay bare her secret dream

‘Do you think that is the best way to find the losfeyour life?’

‘And what do you know of it? It is the custom ansually it works very
well.’

‘Perhaps for the Miss Danburys of this world, bot for you. | would
have expected you to be more independent.” Befaeecsuld think of an
appropriate retort, he went on, ‘Tell me, what astion is that young
lady to you?’

‘Her father and my mother were first cousins.’
‘Cousins? | hadn’t realised you were truly oneha tamily. | thought...’
What had he thought? That she was a governesshgratoon? She drew

herself up to her full height and tilted her chiidr Daw, | will have you
know that the Duke of Wiltshire is my uncle...’



‘Then my condolences, ma’am.” The teasing look fteyes as he bowed
to her. ‘I bid you good-day.’

She watched him stride away, with a feeling of deispppointment in the
pit of her stomach. They had been enjoying a bengelight-hearted
flirtation which had been perfectly harmless anehtlll of a sudden it had
turned sour, and all because her pride had beeedland she must boast
of her breeding. ‘Buffle-head! she scolded herself

He did not like the Danburys; the more she saw iof, the more

convinced she became of it. What had he againsh2hé anyone had
cause to be resentful, she had, because of heremdibt had he also
suffered at their hands? Could he be bent on re@ZiMgho was he? His
name was not Jack Daw, of that she was certainhamaas certainly not a
gypsy. If Lord Danbury had not insisted on her aepanying them all to
London, she would have tried to find out more about. As it was, he

would have to remain a mystery, unless, of coursayas still in Beckford
when they returned in the autumn.

She was so engrossed in her thoughts that sheotlidear the sound of
footsteps, until a shadow fell across the stonerféd her feet. Startled, she
looked up, thinking he had returned, but it was IMar

‘Who was that fellow | saw leaving?’ he asked, gsinis crop to indicate
the open door.

Maryanne had stepped across to look at the redisteFrenchman had
been scrutinising and was surprised to see the paee at the year 1787.
The name Mark James Danbury leapt out at her. \Witkwowing why she
did it, she shut the book before Mark could semd turned, with as much
composure as she could muster, to answer him.vé e idea who he
was. He was in the church when | arrived. We exghdrgreetings and he
was perfectly civil." She had missed the opporyumdt tell him of her
suspicions, and now it would be even more diffi¢altlo so.

‘It is not only unseemly, but dangerous to speakttangers, Maryanne.’
He took her arm. ‘I think | had better tell the Resnd Mr Cudlipp to keep



a watch on the church plate. And it would be betftgou did not walk out
alone again.’

‘Why not? | surely do not need an escort to comé¢h village, where
everyone knows me. | don’'t suddenly stop beingpgheson’s ward just
because the Dowager Duchess of Wiltshire takesitd her head to
recognise me after all these years.’

He opened his mouth to scold her, changed his eiachis tone softened.
‘Maryanne, you are already very dear to me and uldimever forgive

myself if anything happened to you.” He was inftingly confident as he
took her hand and tucked it in the crook of his ard turned to leave.

‘| told you, we hardly spoke. You are making sonmgjtof nothing.’

‘Your well-being is not nothing, Maryanne. | do rthink you realise how
important it is to me.” He shut the lych-gate behihem and took her arm
again. ‘I went home to ask if you would like to eidut, but you were
nowhere to be found. You told no one where you weiag.’

‘How did you know where to look for me, then?’

‘Your maid said you had taken the hassock with wouit was not difficult
to guess.” He smiled. ‘Come, we will be back indifor luncheon, if we
hurry, and perhaps Father will have returned hontle the news that Her
Grace remains tolerably well and we can all setfoff London. | am
looking forward to being your escort and the enf/the whole ton.’

She smiled at his compliment, and together thekedback to Beckford
Hall, unaware that brown eyes watched their pregaesl the owner of the
eyes was cursing his ill luck in voluble and cofauFrench.



CHAPTER THREE

AS SOON as they were all installed at Danbury HpusePiccadilly,
Caroline, accompanied by a reluctant Maryanne, megaund of visits to
friends who had also arrived in the capital, a ipastwhich was
punctuated with receiving callers, shopping, cgeiades in the park and
endless gossip. They were always chaperoned byRyfeld. Several
years younger than her brother, Emma Ryfield wilisastery handsome
woman, with sleek dark hair and the Danbury broyese James had told
her to treat both girls alike and to make sure tiveye seen in the right
places, spoke to the right people and were inwitethe right gatherings,
and she was to ensure that they were not plaguethdéyattentions of
undesirables. Maryanne entered into the social lwkith rather less
enthusiasm than Caroline, who spent much of hes 8peculating on the
number of proposals she was likely to receive amkihg daily for the
longed-for invitations to Lady Markham’s ball whielrived one morning
when they were sitting over a late breakfast.

‘A masked ball” Caroline said, ripping hers opeAnd only a week
away.’ She turned to Maryanne, eyes alight withiterzent. ‘What shall |
wear? Something striking, of course.” She got ud paced the room,
waving the invitation in front of her face like anf, while Maryanne
watched from her seat. ‘I think | shall go as Qué&déimabeth.” She turned
to her cousin and surveyed her critically. ‘Whabaitoyou?’

‘I will find something,” Maryanne said, but wheneshefused to divulge
what she had decided on Caroline spent some timsaigding her that if
she had nothing suitable to wear it would be usdi@sher to go.

Mark would not hear of that. ‘I shall be quite castwn if you don't
come,” he told Maryanne. ‘I shall expect at ledsteé dances, so that
everyone will see what a handsome couple we mélesat down beside
her on the chaise-longue where she was sewingadahed softly, ‘We do,
you know. | shall be the envy of the ton.’

By the time the carriages arrived at the front dmothe Friday evening to
take them to Bedford Row, even Maryanne had yietddtle excitement.



She took a last look at herself in the mirror arabs ywleased with what she
saw, though she wondered if her dress might beptaim for a costume
ball. It was one of her mother’'s which she had Kegtause the material
was so fine, and because Mama had been very foitdtbbugh as far as
Maryanne could remember she never had occasior#o M Its overskirt
was of white Nottingham lace, trimmed with whitdisaibbon and the
underskirt of finest white silk, which draped ifsgito soft folds from a
high waist. It showed her figure to perfection with being too daring. A
wreath of greenery around curls dresadd Grecqueand a sash of twisted
foliage across her shoulder and over her breagethier with a pair of
silver sandals, put the finishing touches to heaidf what a wood nymph
might look like. She smiled to herself rememberdagk Daw, who had
given her the idea.

‘Oh, Miss Maryanne, you look so pretty,” her maaids opening the door
for her. ‘Bowl them over, you will.’

‘Thank you, Rose. You need not wait up for me.’mbding a little and
with shining eyes, she went slowly downstairs.

Mark was already in the hall, dressed as a highveaymith a many-caped
cloak and a large feathered hat. He turned fromiraagrhimself in a long
mirror and smiled up at her. ‘My" he said.

She smiled. ‘Do you like it'?’

‘Like it?” He laughed and came forward to take Hwand. ‘1 am
speechless.’

‘That certainly makes a change,’ said his fathemiag out of the library

with Mrs Ryfield. He turned to Maryanne and for aoment looked

startled. Then he smiled. ‘You look charming, myamdso much like your

mother, | was quite taken aback.” There was a loiokadness behind his
eyes which lingered for a while even after he hanlesl and said, ‘You

will have them all by the ears. Now, where is Cianes?’

‘I am here.” Caroline appeared, at the top of tteers regal as Queen
Elizabeth, complete with red wig and a huge statchdf. The family



diamonds, with their hard white glitter, encircledécolletagewhich was
only just decent. She descended the stairs slaydfying anyone to do
anything but praise her, and although her fathler&svs rose a little his
only comment was, ‘A queen indeed.’

The press of carriages in the street outside LadykMam’s home meant
that they were kept waiting in line for several otes before they could
reach the door and alight, but at last they fouradriselves in a brilliantly
lit foyer, where a footman took their cloaks. Thiaey made their way
along a wide corridor to where Lord and Lady Markhatood at the
entrance to the ballroom, receiving their guesis. lbrdship had declined
to wear costume, but her ladyship was dressed #sGWg/nn. She was
short and plump, with a mischievous smile and g brown eyes. She
kissed Mrs Ryfield on both cheeks, dropped an icggible curtsy to
James and held out her hands to the girls. ‘How tacsee you. Now go on
and enjoy yourselves; if you don’t get handsomersfbefore the night is
out, | shall want to know why.’

Mark took Maryanne’s arm and they moved forward ithe ballroom
where they were just in time to join a cotilliom.was not until the dance
had finished and he escorted her to a seat thavabeble to look at her
surroundings. The ballroom was enormous, with & kigmed ceiling and
long windows, draped with velvet curtains which everawn back so that
the light from hundreds of candelabra shone oubanterrace and garden.
An orchestra played on a dais at the end of thenrand everywhere there
were banks of flowers. The costumes delighted andsad her; kings,
queens, Greek gods and goddesses, harlequins, nceachnd gypsy
maidens abounded. And sprinkled among them werasdhsdet, blue and
green of dress uniforms.

In spite of their masks, Maryanne recognised mdrthie@ guests as people
to whom she had already been introduced-young Boahdon in the full
dress uniform of a captain of the Guards, plumpj-faeed Lord
Boscombe, and Caroline’s particular friends, thesgds Georgiana and
Henrietta Halesworth.

‘Caroline is happy,” Mark observed drily, seeing Bister surrounded by
an animated group of admirers. ‘And while she haolsrt | can have you
all to myself.’



‘I am rather hot,” she said, wondering why she fibuhis declaration
unnerving. Mark’s attentiveness had become moremaock like serious
courting since they had arrived in London and he Wwacoming a little
possessive. ‘Would you fetch me a glass of corgiahse?’

‘Of course.” He went off on his errand, leaving herlook round at the
glittering assembly. The noise of conversation #eghter buzzed all
around her, almost drowning out the orchestra asryewme greeted
everyone else and commented on their costumesiedt away as the
musicians began to play a waltz and the men sedumhietheir partners.

‘Miss Paynter, may | present Mr Adam Saint-Piertd® has asked
particularly to meet you.’

Maryanne turned in surprise to find Lady Markham legr side,

accompanied by another of her guests, who bowedi@wr her hand. Like
Mark, he was dressed as a highwayman and was glial and dark-

haired, but somewhat taller. She gave a gasp ohigsiment when he
lifted his head and she found herself looking iBym brown eyes flecked
with gold. ‘Mr Daw!’

‘Mam’selleis mistaken,” he said in a heavy French accewtigh there
was the light of laughter in his eyes which totathgsmerised her. ‘I am
Adam Saint-Pierre. You geev me thiaisir of thees danceyorn?’ Before
she could answer him, he had taken her hand, rdieedo her feet and
whirled her away.

‘Mr Daw, | must protest...” Her heart was thumpiagainst her ribs, and
she was thankful for her mask because she knewvakeblushing to the
roots of her hair.

He looked down into her upturned face and smilddow did you
recognise me? | thought. | was well disguised.’

‘Your eyes,’” she said. ‘And that little scar.’



He brushed away her unconscious reminder of a timevould rather
forget and smiled at her. Memories of the bloodsite8alamanca did not
belong in a London ballroom. ‘Not my French accént?

She laughed suddenly and allowed herself to rélaxdanced well and she
did not need to think about the steps as she felibhis every move as if
they were one being. ‘You have no accent, so whtepd you have?’

‘The ladies usually like it.’

‘What are you doing here?’

‘Dancing with the most beautiful girl in the room.’

‘You know | didn’t mean that. And why invent thadiculous name?’
‘Saint-Pierre or Jack Daw? They are both nameshigiwi am known.’
‘Why do you need more than one? Have you sometoitgde?’

He smiled. ‘Do we not all have something to hide&lyou no secrets?’

‘No.’

‘Liar"” he whispered. ‘You have told no one of omeetings; is that not a
secret?’

‘How do you know | haven’t?’” She was acutely awaf¢he staid matrons
and chaperons sitting on the sidelines watchingnth@th more than
passing interest.

‘You would be surprised what | knomam’selle’
‘What do you know?’ She should not have asked;otil only encourage
him and he frightened her a little. Or was it hdrske was afraid of? Was

she afraid of her own emotions, afraid of wherey timgght lead her?

‘I know you are beautiful, that you have eyes l&ksummer sky, a clear,
honest blue, that your lips are irresistibly inwgiand just now...’



‘Mr Saint-Pierre, | beg you, no!’
‘No, | won't do it, not in front of all these peapl

‘I am relieved to hear it.” Her voice was cool, here was such a fire
raging inside her that she thought everyone musbheto see it.

‘No, you are too delightfully good to be the subje€ gossip, too...” He
stopped speaking suddenly, then went on softlghduld not have asked
you to dance.’

‘Why not? Do | dance so badly?’

‘You waltz like an angel, on wings, nothing so oy as feet,” he said. ‘I
was thinking of what others might think.’

‘Pooh to that,” she said, making him laugh. ‘We arasked and there is
more than one highwayman.’

‘Indeed, yes, the Honourable Mark is similarly des$ Could we be
mistaken, do you suppose?’

‘You are very alike, it is almost uncanny. One wbalmost think you
were related, though his eyes are grey and yowsbeswn, and | do
believe you are slightly taller. Your voice is vatifferent, though, and as
for your behaviour...” She laughed suddenly. ‘Heuldonot behave so
disgracefully towards a lady.’

‘Disgracefully? You mean because | stole a kiss?’

‘And your familiar manner.” Why was it so difficuib be serious when she
was talking to him? ‘But you have still not said ylou are here in
London; the last time | saw you, you said you werBeckford looking for
a past. Did you find it?’

‘Partly.’

‘Tell me about it.’



‘There are more important things to talk about. Aoel going to marry
Mark Danbury?’

‘Mark?’ She was shocked into stumbling. He caugt in his arms and
whirled her round so that her feet hardly touchsel floor. Breathlessly
she said, ‘Such a thing never entered my head ad kure it has not
occurred to him.’

‘Forgive me if | disagree. He has the look of a rdatermined to keep you
to himself, and if marriage is not on his mind beaigreater rogue than |
took him for...” "

‘Rogue? How can you say such a thing? Mark is & kerd man; he has
been good to me ever since...’

‘Kind? No more than that?” Why had he insisted oetiB Markham
introducing him? Why had he come to the ball infiret place? Was it so
that he could observe Lord Danbury and Mark ateclpsarters? Would it
help him to make up his mind what to do? Or wdseitause of the girl he
was dancing with? Oh, why did she have to be a D/He was in
danger of being diverted from his purpose. His gance was directed at
himself, for his weakness, not her, who could kmmthing of what he had
been through. He found himself wanting to tell Hertry to explain, but
then he pulled himself together; she was simplylango had fallen into
his arms, nothing more, and it was unfair to ineoler. But she was
involved, and if she was going to marry Mark Danbsine had a right to
know the truth.

‘I must see you alone,” he whispered against her‘ehave something to
tell you.’

‘Tell me now.’

‘No, not here. We must meet later.” His hand, gngphers, tightened. ‘Or
are you afraid to be alone with me?"

‘You know | am not. But it would not be proper. Peowill talk.’



He grinned at her. ‘Then it is as well they knowthmog of our other
meetings, don’t you think?’

‘They were accidental.’

‘This could be accidental too. | must see you. kddo ask you
something.’

Ask her something; surely he wasn't going to pre@paegthout even
offering for her in the proper manner? Whatever i@he do? She could
not possibly entertain the idea. ‘I cannot meet gtane, you know that,
and you should not have asked. | have heard tleitcRmen can be very
forward but you are in England now, Mr Saint-Pierand in this
country...’

He laughed, drawing a click of disapproval from tmatrons on the
sidelines. ‘It is no different from any other, egptdhere’s a deal more
hypocrisy.’

They were dancing near the open french window acaolbhbreeze fanned
her hot face. She wished she could go out intoct darkness and be
alone to think. It was so hot and noisy in the roalin. ‘It's out of the
guestion,’ she said.

‘| could dance you straight out on to the terraeeetand now.’

She looked up at him in alarm. *You wouldn't...’

‘Try me.’

‘Is it really important?’

‘| think so.’

‘But how can | possibly manage it? Where and whah lgow can it be an

accident?’ It was unthinkable that she should examsider it and yet her
guestions implied that she would.



‘At suppertime, when everyone is moving from roar@aom. Make some
excuse and come to the garden-room. I'll meet nahére.’

‘I don’t know...’

The music was drawing to a close and they were laddkeir starting
place, where Mark stood with the glass of lemordi@bhe had fetched for
her. His dark brows were drawn down in a deep frown

‘Merci, mam’sellé Adam said, releasing her to her official escort.
‘Perhaps you will do me the honour again?’

‘She will not,” Mark said abruptly. ‘Her dances ak taken, even the one
you stole...’

Adam laughed. ‘If that is all | have stolen, theanh no thief, for the lady
came willingly.’

‘Please,” Maryanne begged. ‘Please don’t quarrerai’ She took the
glass from Mark and sipped the cool drink appreaft. ‘Thank you,
Mark.” She pretended not to see Adam leave, butksiesv he had gone
from behind her; his going left a kind of emptin@sside her. How could
he have that effect on her, a stranger with twoesand apparently two
characters to go with them? And why had he and N&l&n such a dislike
to each other? She needed to know and the onlytawénd out was to
meet him as he asked. But that, she decided, shé oot do.

She moved off on Mark’s arm in a dream, hardlyehstg to what he was
saying. Later they went into the supper-room, pugtiheir way through

the crush to the laden tables. A servant carried ttvo plates of food to a
table where Caroline and Mrs Ryfleld sat, and shddcdo nothing but sit
down with them and pretend to eat. In spite of te=molve not to do as
Adam asked, she was preoccupied trying to think afay of leaving the
company without raising suspicions. She was mae, thd herself,

completely off her head, to make assignations withan she hardly knew.
And she did not have to go; she could stay by Maside all evening and,
though the gossips might have a good crack at aélsdgast it would not be
considered beyond the pale.



‘I saw you dancing with that mysterious Frenchm&saloline said, and
made it sound like an accusation. ‘Who is he? Yamnged to be getting on
remarkably well together.'

‘Mysterious Frenchman?’ Maryanne repeated, hardbring her. ‘Do you
mean Monsieur Saint-Pierre?’

‘So that’s his name! | had heard that he was handsand prodigiously
rich. He is certainly good to look at; | wondetht other is true too.’

‘I am sure | don't know,” Maryanne murmured, wishiaroline would
talk about something else; she was sure her flushedks would give her
away.

‘I wonder if he is married?’ Caroline went on. ‘Manne, did you find
out?’

‘No, of course not. | should not ask such a persqoastion on so slight
an acquaintance.'

‘It didn’t look slight to me,” Mark said, taking good gulp from his wine
glass. He had already had quite a lot to drink liadyanne was afraid he
was getting rather tipsy. One thing she was ceu§iit had now become
much too late to tell him, or anyone else, of hemlier meetings with the
Frenchman.

‘Why did you call him mysterious?’ she asked Came]i pretending she
had not heard Mark’s comment.

The other girl shrugged. ‘That’s what everyoneaiisg; he turned up out
of nowhere as soon as the armistice was agreedi@nde knows a thing
about his family.” She turned to Lady Markham, whied come to see if
they had all they wanted. ‘Do you know his backgubumy lady?’

‘Whose?’

‘Why, the Frenchman. Maryanne danced with him, ¢iobow she could
do so | cannot imagine.’



‘I introduced them,” Lady Markham said. ‘So you magme me.’

‘Is he an aristo?’ Caroline persisted. ‘Does heehavitle?’ ‘That | cannot
say,” her ladyship said with perfect truth. ‘He wa®ught up in France,
though he speaks English well, and he is as fgithas most of his race,
and used to having his own way. You would thinkt twauld deter the
young ladies, but if anything the competition erder.’

‘I am not afraid of competition,” Caroline said. ilNyou introduce him?’

‘If I can find him,” her ladyship said, looking rad the crowded room. ‘He
seems to have disappeared.’

‘You are surely not thinking of setting your caphan?’ Mrs Ryfield said,

tapping Caroline’s arm with her fan. ‘He doesn’usd at all suitable to
me.” That was just it, Maryanne thought; he woulst be considered
suitable and the manner in which she had firstimmatmade it even more
impossible. She would not go to him; whatever he teaask her would
have to go unasked. She forced herself to condentrathe conversation,
thankful that the subject had moved on and the dfiian was no longer
the talking-point. Supper was over and she and Mare strolling back to
the ballroom when a servant came to tell Mark he wanted by his father
in the gaming-rooms. He excused himself and left thereturn to the

ballroom with Caroline and Mrs Ryfield, who werellurag a few paces in
front. Maryanne hesitated; she would never havetgebopportunity. She
turned and walked back along the corridor and slipbmto the garden-
room, telling herself that he would not have waied if he had she would
tell him exactly what she thought of his mannensl then leave.

She shivered involuntarily as she crept forwarde Thom was made
almost entirely of glass and was lit only by thghti showing through from
the ballroom windows. She almost stumbled overupleositting on a low
bench with their arms entwined. The young man medit@n oath and the
girl hid her face in her hands, as Maryanne hurpiast them, eyes averted.
Was that what Adam expected from her? How foolisk sad been!
Almost in panic, she turned to go back. Someonehexh out from beside
a huge tropical plant and pulled her behind it. 8pened her mouth to
shriek but it was immediately covered by a largedha



‘Be quiet, you little silly. It's only me.” He tookis hand from her mouth.

‘Let me go back,” she whispered. ‘I wish | hadndinee. If anyone sees us
I'll be ruined.’

‘Why did you come, then, if you are so careful of your tepan?
Intrigued, were you? Curious? | told you about @sity killing the cat,
didn’t 1?’

‘... don’t know. | didn’t mean to, | just found yself here...’

‘Found yourself here! He laughed harshly. ‘You aeedifferent from the
others, after all. You tantalise a man, lead himaod then your courage
deserts you...’

‘That’s not fair! You said you had something to as&. What is it? Ask it
and let me go back to my friends.’

‘Friends, are they? | wonder.” He shrugged, theflesim‘Yes, | suppose
they are more your style than an unknown Frenchwitout a name.’

‘You seem to have two names,’ she snapped. ‘Thouginder if either of
them is real?’

He looked at her sharply. ‘I was wrong, | should have asked you to
meet me. | am sorry. Let me take you back.’

‘I would rather go alone.’

‘Yes, of courseAdieu, ma petité He bent over her and his lips, brushing
her hand, sent a shiver through her. ‘I doubt wemeet again.’

‘No,” she agreed. Why did the prospect of neveingeim again fill her
with such despair? She didn’t want to leave himding knew if she stayed
there would be no repairing her tattered reputathamd he had changed;
his voice and manner were rough, as if he couldkeep up the pretence
of being a gentleman any longer and must revehigaoots. What were
his roots? She turned back towards him. ‘Mr SaietfB...’



He saw the bleak look in her eyes, felt her swayatds him and caught
her in his armsSacre Dieu!lWhat had possessed him even to think of
confiding in her? She deserved her comfortablke Itorner in the life of
the Danburys, might even be happy as Mark’s wifenly he could be
sure of that, he would go back to France and lees#k alone. Now he
realised the only way he could retrieve the sitratvas to make light of it,
pretend to a flippancy he was far from feeling, mdler think he had
wanted her alone only to flirt with her. ‘I shak las my lady wishes,” he
said. ‘But first I intend to claim recompense...’

‘Recompense?’ Her voice was a thread of a whidprat was the matter
with her? Could she be falling in love-in love witomeone she knew
nothing about and, what was worse, a probable eradrhgr family? The
idea was preposterous.

‘For losing you to another.” He took her in his ariaind kissed her lips,
gently at first, light as a butterfly, and like attaufly her heart fluttered

beneath his hand. The pressure of his mouth ondrexs harder, more

demanding until her lips were forced to part. Stexltto think coherently,

but could not; she was drowning in a sensuous laelidnich took no heed

of time and place, carrying her helplessly to htsigthe had never even
dreamed of and depths she never knew existed. &tee a see-saw, a
whirlpool, a carousel. She did not want it to stop.

Suddenly he was wrenched from her and Mark’s voiemomous with
anger, hissed, ‘Go back to the others, MaryanngJeave him to me.’

She could not move and watched in horror as Markyewith a clenched
fist. Adam put up a hand as blood poured from bisen but he did nothing
to defend himself. Mark stood with feet apart armhds raised in a
belligerent attitude. ‘Come on, man, fight if yoavie any guts. | demand
satisfaction.’

Adam smiled. ‘Here and now? Is that wise?’

‘No! Maryanne cried, trying to put herself betwetrem. ‘Please, don’t
fight.” She turned to Mark. ‘It was truly nothinglease forget it.’



‘Forget it? He has insulted you. | demand satigfact He turned back to
Adam. ‘If you will not fight me now, name your seuts.’

‘I have no quarrel with you,” Adam said, mopping tye blood with his
handkerchief. ‘And if the lady does not wish todglyeur blood...’

‘My blood!" Mark was puce with fury. ‘It will not b my blood that is
shed.’

‘| assure you,” Adam said, with a calmness thay @ggravated the other’s
anger, ‘I can well take care of myself.’

Maryanne believed that. She tried once again &rpoise herself between
them. Adam took her arm and gently turned her aside

‘You will not fight?’ Mark demanded.
‘No.’

Mark was nonplussed. ‘Have you no honour, sir? yoa content that
everyone should call you coward?’ It was unheardeofa gentleman to
refuse a challenge on his honour and yet Adam Veaslg doing so. Why?
Was he a coward? Maryanne did not believe thatfartoment, but she
was glad that there would be no duel; she did remtvanyone killed or
wounded on her account.

Adam’s brown eyes turned dark and the scar on dmshtad stood out
with the tensing of his muscles as he fought tdrobhis anger. He looked
from Mark to Maryanne and bowed low to her. ‘Yo@nsant, ma’am.’
Then he turned and walked away.

Standing miserably beside Mark, she watched him\gs that the last she
would see of him? Did it matter? Yes, she told élérg mattered terribly.
Underlying their light-hearted banter had been @ossness which both
had recognised and neither acknowledged. Whatbegritad had between
them was over before it had begun.



She pulled herself together and went over to talekM ann. ‘Please,
Mark, think no more of it. It was as much my faak his and meant
nothing.” She was aware of the untruth as sheisaid

He shrugged her off. ‘I told you to go back insitihat were you thinking
of to come out here in the first place?’

‘Il was hot and | felt faint...’

He snorted. ‘And a kiss like that was meant to ogml, | suppose.” He
grabbed her arm. ‘Good God, Maryanne, don’'t yowkhow this makes
me feel? | must take that fellow’s insult and ddahimg because he is too
much of a coward to stand up to me.’

‘You should not have challenged him in the firsiqd.’

‘I had no choice. Finding you like that..." He wasstling her back into the
ballroom as he spoke. ‘Didn’t you know | meant togmse myself?’

‘No.” She was too agitated to stop and considerntteaning of what he
had said. ‘And that is hardly a romantic proposal.’

He laughed harshly. *You did not give me the oppaity for that, did
you?’

‘And now you have changed your mind.” She turnedhi® attack. ‘How
fickle you are! But at least it will save me havitegturn you down.’

He stopped in the doorway to stare down at her.uM/gou have turned
me down?’

‘I should certainly have thanked you for the hongou did me, but |
would also have asked for time to think about it.’

‘Hm.” He took her arm and led her through the cespiho were forming
a quadrille, smiling to right and left at acquamtas, pretending all was
well. ‘We must dance or the old gabblegrinders wédlve a field day.” He
found a set wanting a couple and pulled Maryantte in ‘Smile!” he



commanded, bowing over her hand as the music b&yanare in love, so
play your part, if you ever want to hold your hegdin Society again.’

She curtsied and smiled, danced up and down, bowedvay and that,
laughed and pretended to enjoy herself, but alltiine she was asking
herself, Where has he gone? What was he goindl tmé€ Why do | ache
inside so much that | must hurt Mark, who loveseneugh to protect me
from scandal?

She had no answer and was glad when Mark saidcihdy leave without
comment being made, though it was still an houtvay before dawn.
Caroline, who was flirting with half a dozen younten at once, all of
whom had drunk more than enough, was understandalbigtant to leave.

‘I had Cousin Henry eating out of my hand,” shelsdile was on the point
of agreeing to have a ball at Wiltshire House aow hshall have to sweet
talk him all over again...” She followed reluctantds they went to find
their hostess to thank her.

Mark saw them all into the carriage, but insteadlmhbing in beside them
he turned and went back into the house. He feltyaagd let down, but,

what was worse, his carefully laid plans lookedtedie over-turned. And
for what? A no-good Frenchman. How long had Margaknown him? It

was the man he had seen leaving Beckford Churckjasealmost sure of
it. Who was he? Not a gentleman, that was certarrhe had not come out
of the encounter with any honour. Well, the worlduhd soon know about
it; the tale would go round, though he must be fohreot to tarnish

Maryanne’s reputation in the process, and the ieNeould not dare to
show his face again.

He went upstairs and into the card-room, wheregdrglemen who did not
dance could be found at the tables. The room wiak With cigar smoke

and the smell of good French brandy which, with eéhd of the war, was
coming into the country legally again, much to tbleagrin of the

smugglers. There was ribaldry and laughter, exaephose tables where
the play was too serious to admit of anything bbe tgreatest

concentration. Seeing the Duke of Wiltshire at ohdhese, Mark went
over to him.



His Grace was corpulent to the extent of beinggrbss tight coat of satin
was. stretched across a belly that was obvioushfimed by stays tight
enough to make it almost impossible for him to betid purple waistcoat
was heavily embroidered with gold thread and hikeé shirt was topped
by a collar whose points threatened to scratchcheeks whenever he
moved his head. Beneath this, held by a jewelled was a voluminous
spotted cravat. He beamed at Mark. ‘Come and jejirme boy. Hunter is
just quitting.’

‘Cleaned out, I'm afraid,” Lord Hunter said, risifigm the table. ‘Perhaps
you’ll have better luck.’

Mark sat down and a new game was started, but Bestlhtoo cut up to
concentrate and had soon lost a great deal, amasiino good applying to
His Grace, because he had lost even more. Lord Markand Lord
Boscombe sat with a growing heap of coins at thibiows.

‘Tll have to give you a note,” His Grace said. ¢kets empty. Didn’t
intend to gamble tonight. Got drawn into it by fadf the blue devils. Not
an eligible girl in sight, except me cousin Carelln

‘Caroline!” Mark said in surprise.

‘Why not? Seems to me she’ll do very well.’

‘You can’t mean it.’

‘Never more serious in me life. Young, healthy anlling...’

‘| don’t believe it.’

‘Why not? She’ll jump at the chance to be a duchagecially if | don’t
keep her on too tight a rein. All | ask is disavatiand care. Don’t want to
play parent to anyone else’s by-blows.’

‘Have you asked her?’

‘Not formally, but I will. She wants to have a batl Wiltshire House-well,
so she shall-an engagement ball.’



Mark opened his mouth to protest, but decided a&paihp and they
continued to play, but now he had something elsedoupy his mind
besides Maryanne. Somehow he had to stop the Duwke farrying
Caroline. If they married and she had a son, itld/gut paid to his own
hopes of the dukedom. The problem concentratednivisl wonderfully
and he was soon winning again, while His Grace dobhimself even
deeper in debt and the two baronets were just brgaven.

‘Tl make you a proposition,” Mark said, when ibdked as though the
game was coming to an end, because even the Dakserkhe had gone
as far as he dared; the spectre of his mother'thwyvas large in his mind.
‘Double or quits on a little race.’

‘What kind of race?’ the Duke asked guardedly.

Mark shuffled the cards, watching his face cargfulfou’'ve got a new
rig, haven't you?’

‘Yes, bang up, and the best cattle in the countiyhen I'll put my rig
against yours over a measured live miles. If yon,wour debt is cleared,;
if you lose...” he shrugged, as it if were nothinghe debt is doubled.’

‘Don’t do it, Henry,” Lord Boscombe said. ‘The yamrshaver is a first-
class whip.’

‘And so am |,” His Grace said. He turned to Maikl take you on, young
fellow, if you throw in the rigs as part of the leta

‘Done.’

They shook hands and left the table together. ‘Gwe a ride home, me
boy?’ the Duke offered.

Mark laughed. ‘Thank you, Cousin, it will give mechance to see what
I'll be getting when | win.’



‘If you win, young fellowjf.” Arm in arm, they went downstairs and out of
the front door. A footman offered to fetch his Gage, but His Grace
waved him aside. ‘Get it ourselves.’

As the two men reached the stables, a groom carmnéading a riding
horse, a great, restive bay which threw back itdhas if wanting to rid
itself of the hand that held the snaffle. ‘Easysyal’ fellow,” the groom
soothed, then, seeing the Duke, he added, ‘I'llehgours harnessed in a
shake, Your Grace.” He tethered the horse and dutoego back to the
stables, passing a man coming out.

Mark stopped in his tracks when he saw who it Wésu!’ he said, taking
a step towards him. “You dare to stay around here!’

‘I have no quarrel with my hostess,” Adam said dg/rgoing to pass him.
‘Nor yet with you, if you would but believe it.’

‘You, sir, are a coward,” Mark went on. ‘And if thaill not make you
fight | shall continue to say it all over the coynuintil you do.’

‘Hey, what's afoot?’ His Grace asked, looking frame angry man to the
other."'

‘It is a private matter,” Adam said.
The Duke laughed. ‘Lady, was it?’

‘This gentleman.’” Mark’s voice was heavy with sarcasm ‘...hasulted a
lady for whom | have a high regard. | called hint,dawt he will not fight?

‘Strange, | would not have put him down for a cadyaHis Grace said.
‘Markham said he had served with distinction in thaer.” ‘Yes?’ Mark
sneered. ‘In whose army?’ He smiled suddenly agdeaa came to him;
there was a way to kill two birds with one stone tdrned to Adam. ‘If
you haven't the stomach for a fight, will you actemother kind of
challenge?’

‘I will accept any challenge which does not involtlee unnecessary
shedding of blood.’



‘A race. Have you cattle and a curricle'?’
‘No, but I can get them.’
‘Five miles,” Mark said. ‘Where and when to be disd. Do you accept'?’

Adam smiled. ‘With pleasure. And I'll back myseld the tune of a
thousand guineas. That should make it worth thertgff

‘Done,’ said Mark, not daring to think what mighagpen if his plans went
awry and he lost. ‘Though you will understand iprefer not to shake
hands on it. You will learn time and place by Iette

‘You may contact me with the details at the homengflawyer, Mr Robert
Rudge, at Adelphi Terrace.” Adam bowed to the DtiKeur Grace.” Then
he strode over to the bay, unhitched it and leaptthe saddle.

He did not feel like returning to Robert, with whdme was staying; he
needed to think. He set off to ride on the heattfl bis anger cooled.

It was directed more at himself than Mark Danbiig. had been a fool to
allow himself to get into a situation where he cbabt defend his honour,
and all because of a girl. He smiled to himselft ®hat a girl! He hadn’t
meant to kiss her again but simply to talk to Hertry to explain his
dilemma. Instead.Sacre Diet Why did she have to be a Danbury? Why,
when he had almost decided to leave well aloneranan to France, did
he have to meet her? She made him feel light-letamte way he had not
felt since his happy childhood had been shatteyethd® Terror. He forced
himself to think about it, to remind himself of whye had come to
England.

He remembered Louis Saint-Pierre, the only fatheerhbd ever known,
pleading withMamanto take the boy to England. ‘I have made provision
for you there,” he had said. ‘Go to Joseph Rudgkelamll join you when |
can.’

She had refused and then the Committee of Publietysahat a
misnomer!-had sent men to arrest them, and theileohly been time to



push the twelve-year-old Adam into a cupboard axidog him not to
come out until it was safe, before they were drdgaway and the house
ransacked. His secure, contented life had enddtaihcupboard and he
would bear the inner scars of it to his death. He hot dared to come out
for hours and by then all the servants but old HEaronne had fled. The
old man had urged him to leave the area. ‘They méllback for you,” he
said. ‘They won'’t leave any aristos alive, you bansure.’

But Adam could not tear himself away from home #rake he loved, and
he had been beside the rough guillotine when Loamt$ierre was
brought out to his death. He had run and Hung Himse his father’s
arms, trying to hold him back, wrestling with theagds, crying, ‘No! No!
No!" until Papahad made him stand back.

‘Go to England,” he had whispered. ‘Find Mr Ruddell him what has
happened.’

‘And Mamar?’

‘I don’t know. They separated us. Pray God theyewmerciful.” Then he
had been dragged up the steps by his bloodthiegitocs and his head had
been severed from his body.

The memory of that terrible scene could never laseat by anything that
happened afterwards, however appalling or howeveasant. Twelve
years old and alone in the world, he had set affFfaris, a city teeming
with beggars and orphans, as he soon discovered; &id untamed as a
wild animal, he had learned to live on his wits,ttest no one. He had
never allowed his emotions to get the better of Binte then-not until
now-and no woman had held his affection. Why shddigstyanne Paynter
be the exception? Was she worth being called a cbiwa?

He could never have accepted Mark’s challengedoed; he was prepared
to wager the young man had never heard a shot ifirexzhger and had
never faced a rapier that wasn't cork-tipped. IfHael agreed to fight and
killed him, the truth would have come out and haulddhave been vilified

the length and breadth of the country and, whatw@se, he would never
have been able to live with himself afterwards. Awd even the sparkling
blue eyes and soft lips of the only girl who hagremade his heart beat



faster could alter that. He should never have caemnéngland, never
started to pry, never gone to Beckford or Castldat® it solved nothing.
He smiled suddenly. Then he would never have meyafae and that he
could not regret, even if it did increase his dilea But the curricle race
would have to be his Parthian shot, so he hadrb&iteit.



CHAPTER FOUR

HIS lordship, clad in a full-length burgundy satiressing-gown and with
his dark hair brushed but not dressed, was sittinge eating his breakfast
when Maryanne went down next morning. She had aween betimes
and could not lie abed as Caroline did, not eveer & late night. And,
besides, she had not slept well; it was a reliefénwmorning came and she
could get up, though she knew she would have te fas lordship’s
displeasure. Mark had told him what had happenddrdehey left the
ball; he was too angry to keep silent on the sulgad, in all fairness, his
lordship had a right to know.

She hesitated in the doorway before taking a deeptf and moving
forward to make her curtsy. ‘My lord...’

‘Good morning, Maryanne. Come and have breakfast mie. | want to
talk to you.’

She sat down next to him but made no effort to helgelf from the many
dishes set out on a side table. ‘My lord, | amsdiri have disappointed
you...'

He smiled. ‘Mark flew into the boughs over nothimgythat what you were
about to say?’

‘It was all so silly. If Mark had not come along,.’| She hesitated,
remembering that kiss and how she had lost hersétie pleasure of it. ‘I
could have dealt with him.’

‘Who was he?’

‘I don’t know.’

‘A stranger? Maryanne, you astound me.’

‘He wasn't exactly a stranger. | had seen him leefeeveral times.’



‘Where and when?’

She gold him everything, including her doubts,dimng, ‘I am sorry, my
lord, | should have come to you before, but | contd see that he was
doing any harm. | still don’t think so.’

‘Mark saw him in the village too?’
She nodded.

‘That might account for his anger, don’t you thinkAvas not just last
night’s indiscretion he objected to, was it?’

‘| suppose not, but he had no right...’

‘Come, Maryanne, you are part of our family and Ma very fond of
you, as | am; he was only protecting you. Thankdg@ss no one else saw
you and he was able to cover up your absence.’

‘I am grateful to him, of course, but if there hbden a duel, as Mark
wanted, it would have been all over London.’

‘Yes, it would seem the young man had more senae Mark on that
score. You know his name?’

‘At first he said it was Jack Daw.” She watched msuth twitch in a
smile. ‘Oh, | am sure that is not his real namadyL&arkham called him
Saint-Pierre...’

‘Saint-Pierre!” His lordship almost dropped the afgoffee which, at that
moment, he was carrying to his lips. He set it dbwrriedly. His face had
gone very white and his hands shook a little, lisitelyes were bright-with
what? Fear? Hope? Anger? She could not tell. ‘WHetdne come from?”’

Why had his lordship not heard the name before?asked herself. But
then, she reasoned, he did not often listen toigos®r had he been
present when Lady Markham had introduced them. kst night Mark
had referred to Adam as ‘that damned Frenchmamiofi't know. No one



seems to know; he just appeared. | believe he endhr, but he speak
English very well.’

‘It can’t be,’ his lordship murmured. ‘They are déad.’
‘My lord?’
He seemed to shake himself. 'Tis nothing. Whehe istaying in London?"

‘I have no idea, but surely he will not stay in tovafter refusing a
challenge? Not that | am sorry about that-I coubd Inear it if either of
them were to risk arrest or be hurt on account ef Rlease don't try to
find him. | beg you, let sleeping dogs lie.’

‘Let sleeping dogs lie,” he repeated softly. ‘Cahe that easy?’
‘I don’t understand, my lord.’

He seemed to pull himself out of a daydream to an$wer, ‘No, of course
you don’t. Now, we will say no more about the matteere is no need for
anyone outside the family to know about it. It rsiadiscretion | am sure
you will not repeat; isn’'t that so?’

‘Yes, my lord.’

She would not repeat it, she could not repeat ¢abse she was sure the
opportunity would not arise again. If Adam had aeynse, he would leave
the country, go back home to France and forget evieatit was he had
come to England for. But he had left her emotiona tangle and the more
‘she tried to straighten them out, the more cordusee became. Had she
really wanted a complete stranger to kiss herthta? In the cold light of
day and facing this gentle man who had loved herlzefriended her all
her life, even if she had not known of it, she dooly look back in horror
at her own weakness and stupidity. It must be, @®lDe so often said,
that she did not know how to go on in a societychhallowed flirting so
long as it was conducted in the prescribed marihevas looked on as a
kind of game, but only for those who knew the rulest young unmarried
ladies at their first coming out.



Her confusion was not helped by Lord Danbury’s tieacon learning the
man’s name. It had, for a moment, thrown him offabae, and sent him
into another time, another place, and confirmedduspicions that it was
the Danbury family and perhaps his lordship in ipalar who were the
objects of the Frenchman’s curiosity. Or was it enttran curiosity? Hatred
perhaps? She had no answer to that and now shesggphe never would
have. And mixed with her feelings of shame and msmdor being such a
disappointment to his lordship were others of grief having lost

something beautiful, of joy stillborn.

She was in no mood to hear that it was not theoétigde affair and that the
Frenchman had accepted another kind of challenge, tlaat, far from
leaving town, he was still to be seen out and alidot quite in the highest
circles, but certainly among those of the ton whygoged a certain
notoriety. He rode in the park with Lord Markhangyed cards with Lord
Alvanley, had Henry Luttrell to dine and even owtsbed Sir Lumley
Skeflington. All this came to Maryanne by way ofr@ae’s gossip. He
was, the tattlers variously said, a French spy;abob; a highwayman
whose costume had not been put on solely for theeftieof Lady

Markham’s ball; a smuggler who had become rich ggting French

brandy; a professional gambler. And everyone brotlgkir own evidence
to bear on their own theories. Far from making atcast of him, the
stories only added to his allure for all but thest&taid of matrons.

The biggest talking-point of all was the currickee and that threatened to
eclipse even the gathering of the Congress of Lona® a subject of
conversation. While all the European heads of gatkered in the capital
with all the pomp and ceremony such as occasioradded, and with the
populace going wild at the imminent return of thekB of Wellington, the
ton was speculating on the Frenchman and why hedfaded a challenge
from someone who was considered an indifferent @groan, and why a
fight to the death should have been reduced tar&ckurace.

Caroline, who would not let the matter drop untieshad inveigled the
details from an irritable Mark, never lost an ogpaity to plague
Maryanne about it. ‘“You would think you had beerodght up in a
whorehouse, not a rectory,” she said one morniraytaé week later, just
when Maryanne was beginning to think no more wdwgdsaid on the



subject. ‘But they say still waters run deep, ddah#y? And the demure
ones are the most depraved.’

‘Caroline, that was uncalled for,” Mrs Ryfield purt. ‘And it would be
better if you did not talk so freely about it, mepeat the gossip you hear.
After all, no one outside the family knows Maryanseinvolved in the
affair, and we must make sure it stays that wayrylllane is wanting in
conduct, that is true, but it behoves us to beitdide and | doubt the
Reverend Mr Cudlipp taught her how to behave towatde less
respectable gentlemen in Society.’

‘He is not a gentleman,” Caroline said. ‘Lady Maak introduced him

into Society and must needs stand by him, thoubtvdiger she regrets her
generosity. Everyone of any note will refuse hintren certainly hope he

will not be at Almack’s on Wednesday, for | shoualat be civil to him.’

‘We are unlikely to meet again,” Maryanne said, tem voice belying the
misery and anger she felt; it did not help to haveerbal battle with
Caroline, who could make life unbearable simply donstant and loud
repetition of her supposed grievances. ‘I wouldiekforget the whole
thing.’

‘If the reason for the challenge gets out, you wdk be allowed to forget
and you will not be invited to any more functiorSadroline turned to the
mirror to put on her riding hat with its tall crovand raking feather, for
she was off to the park with Lord Brandon to shdivher new habit with
its elaborate Polish frogging. ‘You will be cut ®yeryone and | shall
disclaim all connection with you, and so will Matikhe has anything in
the attic at all. Why Papa has not insisted onisgngbu back to Beckford
| cannot imagine.’

‘The last thing | want is to embarrass you,” Manmyarsaid. ‘And | would
return to Beckford if his lordship would allow dut you know he will not.
He says if Mark didn’t prolong it by delaying thace it would all blow
over in no time.’

‘You can hardly have a race through the streetisooidon when they are
so thronged with people that there is hardly roorwalk, let alone drive,’
Caroline said, referring to the fact that the dwebad been almost



impassable since the Prince Regent had entertaisaliustrious guests to
dinner at the Guildhall, a few days before, andgesia an elaborate
procession which had driven the populace wild vextitement. ‘He has
been persuaded to wait until the celebrations dvend

‘Why does it have to be in London? He could arraimge the country just
as easily,” Maryanne replied.

‘And who would watch it? Mark needs witnesses te #frenchman'’s
defeat, if honour is to be satisfied. It will beetevent of the season and
already the wagers are reaching prodigious prapusti She pulled on her
gloves and picked up her crop.

Mrs Ryfield, tom between accompanying Caroline EaVving Maryanne
to her own devices, sighed and decided her firgaltp was to her
brother's daughter; she went out to the waitingobahe in which she
intended to follow the riders.

Left to herself, Maryanne went to her room andHetta book, which she
took out into the garden. She had told herselbtgdt Adam Saint-Pierre,
but how could she do that when everyone was talkingut him, when

Caroline grumbled endlessly about him and Mark @¢odt bring himself

to speak to her because of him? On the one haedwahted to clap her
hands over her ears so she did not have to hedrwadsasaid about him;
on the other, she was hungry for the tiniest sofapformation, the least
morsel which would tell her he was not as blackhasvas painted. Her
book could not hold her attention and she letlitifeher lap.

‘Maryanne.’

She looked up to see Mark approaching her and dnfidbe did not like
quarrelling with him and if they could make it upeswould feel a great
deal better about everything.

‘I want to talk to you.’

‘I am listening, though | hope you are not goingsiold. | have had
enough of that from Caroline.’



‘Maryanne...” He sat down on the bench beside Hebelieve what
happened was because of your innocence, your irierpe, and that is
something | prize.” He took her hand. ‘Tell me timtrue, that you didn’t
understand what the man was about.’

‘Oh, I knew what he was about-he was kissing me.’

He hid his annoyance. ‘You misunderstand. | mean did not know the
man was a bounder.’

She smiled wearily. ‘That is still true. | don’t é&w that he is a bounder,
only that youthink he is.’

‘Maryanne! How can you say that? ‘He put his owmdwr and your
reputation at risk; no gentleman would have behavéldat fashion.'

‘I am sure it was done on impulse and meant nothsige said dully. ‘|
wish everyone would not go on about it. | was tlatim, after all, not the
perpetrator, and that should have made a diffefence

‘Very little to Society,” he said laconically. ‘But am assured Society
knows nothing of it.” She was beginning to feel ngith him for the first
time since it had happened. ‘Unless you have saek¢hing, or Caroline,
perhaps? Your sister is not always careful of begte.’

‘Certainly | have said nothing and | am sure Ca®lhas more sense than
that. How do you think a scandal would affect hearcces of a good
marriage? My concern is that you seem to treatrthgter so lightly.’

‘What do you expect? Sackcloth and ashes? | hawdogiped to his
lordship and that should be enough.” She stoodugaenly. ‘I will not
stay to hear any more.’

He stood beside her and laid a hand on her aram‘sorry, my dear, | did
not mean to grumble. It is just that whenever hkhof him touching you

my blood runs hot and nothing would give me grepteasure than to put
a sword through his heart.’



‘Why should you be so angry? What has he done tbyou?’ Nothing
yet, she thought, but in the future, what of theufe? Was Adam Saint-
Pierre his enemy? Should she be concentratingairatid not worrying if
she would ever see him again?

‘It is what he has done to you that matters. | sleudo think of what
would have happened if anyone but me had comdhetconservatory and
saw what | saw. You would have been branded a tharld that didn’t
seem to have bothered him in the least. You cawesiply think that he
cares for you?’ She did not answer and he persited don’t, do you?’

‘No.” She spoke softly, not daring to look into leiges.

‘Then why, Maryanne? Why?’

‘I don’t know, | didn’t think. He said he had sorhitg to tell me.’
‘And you believed him?’

‘Yes.

He smiled and took her hand. ‘You silly little gegsvhat an innocent you
arel’

‘Your father says it will blow over as soon as ywave held this race you
are planning.’

‘So it might, and | would have it tomorrow if | cloube sure of a clear
passage.’

‘You are surely not intending to race through theeets? If you must
indulge in such childish pursuits, then why notgdlyde Park?’

‘There is nothing childish about it, Maryanne, sa® you. And Hyde Park
is being turned into a fairground. Every taverngezan London has set up
a booth and moved there lock, stock and barrely Hne building pagodas
and temples and heaven knows what else. Thers®ah not be a blade of
grass to be seen.’ He paused, then went on, ‘Yetuaning me aside from
my purpose, Maryanne. Please sit down again angrhige | will not



mention the Frenchman.’” He took her hand and lifted his lips. ‘There
are more pleasant topics of conversation.’

‘What do you want to talk about?’ she asked, ay geated themselves
again. ‘Have you rea@ride and Prejudice' She tapped the cover of the
book she had been reading. ‘It is very good.’

‘No.’” He did not want to talk about literature agth

‘You should. It pokes fun at the pomposity of Sogiem a most amusing
way.’

‘Maryanne, | am trying to propose to you.’

‘Oh.’

‘Don’t pretend to be surprised. After all, | havemtioned it before.’
‘So you have, but | did not think you were serious.

‘I was never more serious in my life.’

‘Even though | appear to have disgraced you?’

‘It is not you who has been disgraced, nor will ymiwhile | can protect
you; it is that...” He saw her open her mouth teadpand stopped her with
a finger on her lips. ‘I know, | gave my word nat tnention him.” He

moved his finger from her mouth to her chin to itilup so that she was
forced to look into his eyes. ‘Tell me you will nngrme. | am eminently
suitable, one day | shall be Viscount Danbury, éthing higher, and,

though | am not exactly plump of pocket, | am nethmpiless and Father
will see us right. We could go on very well togethe

‘What does his lordship say about it?” she askaaiding a straight
answer.

‘Oh, I think | can safely say he will give us hiessing, not that you need
it. In a few months’ time you will be twenty-onecamay choose whom
you please.’



For a moment her mind left the young man besideahdrflew to another
who was uncannily like him in looks but so veryfeliént in every other
way. Would he have been her choice? But he hadsiad her to make a
choice; he had simply kissed her. She shook her§kkt was the most
cork-brained thing she had thought of yet.

‘I have already told you what | would say,” shedsdlhank you for the
honour you do me, but | need time to think abaut it

‘How much time?’ He took her hand in his. ‘Pleasggive my impatience,
but | have been able to think of nothing else siymecame to live with us.
My thoughts are full of you, of a future that isght and hopeful as May
Day blossom.’

She laughed, wondering why his compliments didrimg so true as Jack
Daw’s, why she felt embarrassed by the one andjldeld by the other.
‘And as easily blown away by a puff of wind.’

‘No, no, for blossom bears fruit; it endures inttha
‘Oh, | am to be a bearer of fruit, am 1? | am nioalhsure | like that.’

‘You are teasing me, and all because | am so iaeputting my feelings
into words.’

‘That is the first time you have mentioned feelings

‘They are too deep for easy expression.” She waghiag at him! This
nobody who had risen from obscurity to an envieacelin his father’s
household was making fun of him, and it rankled.gdeup and bowed to
her. ‘I will come back when the influence of Missugten has worn off.
Good-day, Maryanne.’

She sprang to her feet and took his arm. ‘I amysdruly sorry. It is
simply that a proposal that does not mention leveéd me, not worthy of
the name. Oh, | know many couples exist quite Happithout much
affection, but, you see, my father and mother logadh other deeply and,
as far as | am concerned, that is how a marriagelgibe.’



‘You would be hard put to exist on love alone,” $ad, picking up her
book and tucking her hand beneath his arm to stvadh her along the
path. ‘The necessities of life demand more thah thaas merely pointing
out...’

‘That you have much in your favour. Yes, | am huyndlvare of that, but,
you see, it is not only that | want my husbandoiel me, | must also be in
love with him...’

‘You do not love me?’

‘I have a very high regard for you. If it hadn’tdyefor your kindness when
| first came to Beckford Hall, | don't think | calihave stayed, but my life
is so different from what | expected it to be whdived at the rectory that
| am unsure of myself.’

He smiled and there was a light in his eye whictlddave been relief,
but could equally have been triumph. ‘Do you thitwas simply kindness
which made me escort you back to the ballroom alatice with you a
second time? It was the only way to protect younfrgossip and the only
way to keep the family name untarnished. | shuddethink what the
tattlemongers would say if they had seen what I-ad»anbury allowing
herself to be manhandled by a perfect strangeva# as well the fellow
was also dressed as a highwayman; as far as the waoncerned, it was
you and | in the conservatory and we were theref@ reason only-that |
might propose to you. If the public announcementwfengagement does
not follow very shortly, not only will your name baurmured over the
teacups, but mine as well.’

‘Are you serious?’
‘I do not joke about such things.'
‘I need time, Mark, it is too soon...’

He sighed; if only he could make her agree befloa¢ ¢confounded curricle
race, he would feel much happier. ‘I do not wantbt kept dangling,



Maryanne; | have my pride, you know. Do you wantntake me-our
family-a laughing-stock?’

‘No, of course not, but...’
‘Then it is settled. We are engaged?’

She felt trapped, like a wild bird caught to beeh@nd made to sing its
master’'s tune. Was he right about the scandal? Hvehe cared little

about the gossip on her own account, was it fat the rest of the family
should suffer for something she had done? If she iwa trap, it was her
own fault. And was the prospect of being marriedark so distasteful?
He seemed gentle, kind and attentive, and he medet care for her, so
why was she hesitating? Could it be because of m wie had thought
nothing of her honour and reputation, a nobody wbnsidered only his
own pleasure? She should not even be thinkingrof hi

‘And that is the best you can do in the way of apmsal?’ She smiled up
at him, teasing again, simply to lighten the atnhesp, to release the
bands of tension which seemed to be strapped atoemchest, preventing
her from breathing. ‘I am disappointed in you.’

He laughed with relief and caught her in his armgiss her. She did not
resist, but neither did she respond with any erisus, though he did not
appear to notice that. ‘Oh, my darling, we will dery well together.” He
tucked her hand beneath his arm and grinned ligehaolboy. ‘Shall we
go to Westminster? The Duke of Wellington is duartave there soon and
the world will be there to greet him.’

‘Yes, | should like that, but Mrs Ryfield is usitige barouche.’

‘We don’t need that. My cattle need an airing; Ktive you in my
curricle.’

‘Without a chaperon? After all you have been saying

‘We are cousins and as good as engaged; it wahisttmm announcement
in The TimesBesides, we are unlikely to meet anyone who msatte



The trap had closed; there was nothing more todoe.dShe smiled wryly
to herself; so much for all her determination tormpanly for love. But
perhaps love would come; she was very fond of mdhtaere was nothing
about him to dislike. If only she could forget arpe laughing brown eyes
and a mouth which had claimed hers with such datiagteffect. But she
must forget.

She went up to her room to change and then joinadk Mt the front of the
house where two magnificent horses stood harnessad curricle. She
smiled as he helped her up and climbed in besideshe would learn to
love him.

At first she was nervous that he might try and ertoo fast for the
prevailing conditions, but he was most careful ahd began to relax and
enjoy the outing, marvelling that so many peopleléde gathered in one
place. Before they had come within half a mile oédninster, the press
was too great even for the curricle. They lefhitan inn yard and walked.

‘Hold on to my arm.” He smiled, tucking her hanchbath his elbow. ‘1 do
not want to lose you.’

Somehow he managed to push his way through thedghaod they were
right at the front when the Duke’s carriage camsigt, amid resounding
cheers which went on and on and almost deafenedsherfelt Mark tug
on her arm and turned towards him. His mouth wasimgo but she could
not hear what he said. and, shrugging, gave upgryhe pushed her way
forward, craning her neck for a glimpse of the gre®n. He was not
particularly handsome and she could see why thdiedcahim Old
Hooknose, but he had fine eyes and a way of lookingut him which
seemed to take in everything at a glance. His stuileed to a frown when
the people brought the coach to a halt and bedamgtéhe horses from the
shafts and vying with each other for the honoypwifing it.

The crowd surged forward, carrying Maryanne alonth W. It was not

until she turned to speak to Mark that she realls=dvas not behind her.
She tried to turn and go back, but the press othheng would not allow
it; she had to let herself be carried along orampled underfoot.



Before long she lost a shoe but could not stopetaeve it and then her
bonnet came off and disappeared under the fedteottieering mass who
surrounded her. She was hot and near to panicf bl fainted she knew
no one would help her and she would be trampledettth. She hobbled
along, no longer interested in the coach and itsipant, her only thought
to keep upright until the crowd thinned out enofyhher to stop and find
some other way back to Mark.

The crowd grew thicker than ever and the roads Vieee with even more
spectators, cheering wildly; she could not everpdrat to the side. Her
shoeless foot was hurting her and she could hdyddathe. ‘I musnhot
swoon,’ she told herself. ‘Il must not.’

‘You all right, miss?’ said a voice at her elbow.

She screwed her head round towards the speakevabidirty and scruffy
but he seemed concerned for her. ‘I... I...” Shiehferself sliding down into
a jumble of bodies and legs, heard the man bestdeslmout, and then
nothing as darkness claimed her.

Adam, on the back of his great bay, surveyed thesnoé bodies, looking
for the glint of steel or the dark barrel of a pisfor a stirring in the mass
or someone creating a space about him, a movemaohwent against
the tide. Others, in the body of the crowd, pretegdo be part of it, were
doing the same thing and he scanned the heads\gpaki their signal. He
heard the shout and spurred his horse forwardt ds not the trouble he
had been expecting. Maryanne’s inert form, withbobnet or shoes and
with hair tumbling about her shoulders, was beiogted above the heads
of the crowd and passed from hand to hand.

‘Give her to me.” He urged the bay into the thr@gl reached down to
take their burden from them. He propped her upramtfof him, holding
her inert body steady with one hand while he he&lreins in the other.
‘Keep alert,” he said to one of the men, a disrapla:-looking individual
who seemed to have forgotten that a moment befieald been hobbling
along with the aid of a stick. ‘I will rejoin yomia minute.’



Maryanne, in that grey dawn between sleeping ankingathought she
must be dreaming; she could have sworn the voice A@dam’s. Her

eyelids fluttered. ‘I fainted.”"

‘Yes. Sit still.” It wasAdam.

Her head lolled until it found something firm toale against. It was
comfortable there and though her feet were burtiegpain in them had
eased. In fact, nothing hurt her now and all shetegto. do was sleep in
his arms. It was a ludicrous situation and she heégaiggle weakly.

‘I am glad you are in such good humour,” he saitenapting to be stern.
‘You know you could have been killed?’

She stopped as suddenly as she had begun; congiddrithat had gone
before, it really wasn’t very funny after all. ‘Inkw, and | was very
frightened, and I'm truly grateful you came alongéscue me.’

‘What were you doing in that crowd?’

‘We went to see the Duke arrive.’

‘We?’

‘Mark and I. We were separated. He will be very nemt about me.” She
tried to turn towards him, and his grip tightened.

‘Sit still.’
‘But | must go back to him.” *You'll not find him ntil the crowd has
dispersedMon Diey the man is aimbécile What possessed him to take

you into that crowd on foot?’

‘It wasn’t his fault. | went forward and didn't rkse he hadn't followed
me. We left the curricle in an inn yard.’

‘Which one?’

‘I don’t know its name, though if I saw it agaimight recognise it.’



They arrived outside a tall narrow house in a nesate facing the river.
A tall, broad-shouldered man about Adam’s own ageeout of the front
door and down the steps. Adam handed her dowmto ‘ihe young lady
has been in a scrape with the crowd,’ he said, &y of explanation.

The man, who was actually a little older than Adamna fair-haired, took
her weight easily while Adam dismounted. She stiedjgo be let down
and he chuckled. ‘This is an unexpected pleasutellpray you, do not
wriggle so, or | shall drop you.’

‘I'll take her now.” Adam held out his arms for héifdd appreciate it if we
might have the use of a room. And perhaps a ltidandy.’

‘Of course.’

‘This, by the way, is Miss Maryanne Paynter. Ancc®@ragain she has
intruded into my affairs.” His smile belied the umitness of his words.

‘I assure you, sir, that | had no wish to do sdye ssaid, but it was
impossible to be dignified when she felt like nathso much as a rag doll.
‘And you may put me down, | am perfectly able tanst.’

‘I think not. Your stockings are torn to ribbonsdayour feet are bleeding.’

He carried her up the steps and into the houseéahdr shame she ceased
to struggle. She heard a voice behind them saykeTeer up to the blue
room. I'll ask Jeannie to bring some hot water. sviFaynter will need to
wash and change her clothes.’

‘Where am 1?’ she demanded. ‘| must go back to Mark

‘He can wait,” Adam said grimly. ‘And this is the@me of my good friend
Robert Rudge.” He carried her effortlessly up tkers and into a well-
furnished bedroom, where he put her on a sofa aindosvn beside her.

She became suddenly aware of the pickle she wadane in a bedroom
with a man! If she had been in trouble before, @swnothing to the
disgrace she would be in if this got out; the gassvould have even more



to keep their tongues wagging. It would condemntbhesocial purgatory
forever.

Before she could do anything to remedy the sitnatioere was a knock at
the door and he got up to open it to a servant indld a bottle of brandy
and a glass. Adam took them from him and returreed/aryanne. He

poured a generous measure of the spirit into thesgtHere, drink this.’

She sipped it and pulled a wry face.

‘All of it-it is good French cognac.” He smiled;dishe know what the
sight of her like that did to his insides? She ewkke one of the hundreds
of little urchins who ran about the streets of ®abarefoot and in rags,
scurrying about that beautiful city made ugly bg #irocities committed
there, and making a living in any way they coultey were alone in the
world, except for the companionship of each othed that ceased when
richer pickings were offered. They had no scrupiesyas everyone for
himself. It was where he had learned to keep his abhout him, where he
had discovered you could trust no one, where hebleaeh turned from a
well brought-up twelve-year-old to a cynical, undovand unloving adult,
and all in the space of four years. By the timevas sixteen he was a full-
grown man.

Not that Maryanne was cynical and unloving-he did believe that-but
shewasalone. And she needed her wits about her to seirbecause none
of the Danbury family cared a jot for her. Could tmeall conscience, leave
her to their tender mercies? But he had to, not nalv when he should be
out with the crowd, doing his duty, but later whiea had to keep his
promise to the Count. If only he could be in twagas at once!

‘That’'s better,” he said, as she drained the gla#ésould you like
something to eat?’

‘No, thank you.” She paused to look up at him.rM aorry to be so much
trouble to you.’

‘It is my pleasure and privilege to serve you. tBetspeak formally
because he wanted to kiss her again and that twdpetresisted. ‘I have to
leave you, but | want you to stay here until | cdmaek.’



‘But | can’t! I must find Mark; he will be out ofie mind with worry.’

He gave a wry smile. ‘It will do him no harm, migiten teach him to take
more care of you in future.’

‘You are being unfair! | said it was not his fauttwas mine. He would
never knowingly lead me into danger; he loves me.’

‘Does he, now?’ The sardonic smile lifted the smarhis eye. ‘And what
about you? Do you love him?’

‘...  don’t know.’
He chuckled. ‘Then you do not, for if you did yowwid surely know it.’

‘You think so?’ She sounded eager and wistful at same time and he
longed to throw caution to the winds and take hehis arms, to tell her
that he would teach her about love. But he coujd@thad no time and no
right to; and what did he know about the subjegtvary? He was saved
from making a fool of himself by a light tap at ttheor, and a girl, slightly
older than Maryanne, bustled in carrying a bowdvafm water and towels.

‘We shall soon have the young lady looking heragHin, Captain.’

‘Good.’ He turned to Maryanne. ‘Madame Clavier vdbk after you.” He
smiled and stood up to leave. ‘I know how anxioos wre to rejoin your
escort, but I must counsel patience until | rettNow | have to deal with
more pressing matters?

Anxious to leave him and return to Mark? If he okihew the truth! ‘How
long will you be?’ she asked.

‘Rest assured, no longer than | can help. Stay inetiel come back, then |
will make arrangements to have you taken home.det to the door, but
turned back as he reached it, opened his moutlayosemething, then
changed his mind, turned on his heel and left.



‘Now, miss,” said the servant, standing the bowl tbe table beside
Maryanne. ‘Let’s have you out of those torn clothHékfind some of mine

for you.” She looked Maryanne up and down. ‘Nott theey will be up to

what you are used to...’

‘Oh, pray do not consider that, Maryanne saidarmh very grateful for
your help. But | do hope Mr Saint-Pierre will na long.’

The girl laughed. ‘Oh, you mean Cap’n Shoecar. Hebe back as soon
as maybe.’

Shoecar! How many more names did the man have?whydwere they
necessary? The more she found out about him, the heoseemed to have
to hide. ‘Do you know the captain very well?’ steked, as she struggled
out of her gown and stripped off the ruined stogkih

‘My husband served with him-he was very devotedito.’n

‘In the British army?’

Madame Clavier smiled. ‘No, miss.” She waited urMaryanne had
washed her face and arms, then set the bowl ofrwatehe floor at her
feet and knelt down beside it.

‘You don't have to do that,” Maryanne said. ‘| caxanage.'

‘If the cap’n says to look after you, then that'kat | shall do. Come, put
your feet in the water.’

Maryanne obeyed. ‘Was he in the French army?’
‘Who?’
‘The captain.” ‘Yes.’

‘He served Napoleon?’



'He was serving before Boney became Emperor.” 8hegged. ‘Approve
of him or not, you couldn’t up and say you'd chathg@®ur mind about
being a soldier after you were sworn in, could you?

So Mark had been right. Did that make her feel differently? ‘But
you’re English.’

‘Michel, my husband, was French,” she said. ‘Heddi his wounds after
the Battle of Orthez. "Twas only a month before #ra of the war. If
only...’

She busied herself at Maryanne’s feet. ‘But thgi® no good sighing for
what might have been. The cap’n promised him hadd lout for me, so he
brought me back to England and found me this pl&ber. voice betrayed
the devotion she had for the man who had helped Bt for him...’

Maryanne reached down and put a hand on her shotlléen so sorry. It
must have been dreadful for you.’

‘Yes, but | tell myself Michel's at peace now ang \wouldn’t have settled
in England and he dared not stay in France, nar.aft She stopped
suddenly as if she realised she was being indischa&u were lucky you
weren’t trampled to death, miss.’

‘Yes, | had no idea how unruly a crowd can becolh&as like a great
tide, unable to stop. And for one man. The Dukgriatly loved, is he
not?’

‘Yes, miss.” She sat back on her heels and spteadloth over her knees,
then she lifted Maryanne’s foot on to it and begary carefully to pat it
dry. “You'll need a salve on your heel, miss. gib fetch some and a gown
for you.’

She disappeared and Maryanne was left sitting @n dittle in her
underskirt with her bare feet stuck out in fronthefr. So, the Frenchman
had been a captain in Napoleon’s army and he wasikras Shoecar in
military company. Put him with the ton in an elegdrawing-room and he
became Adam Saint-Pierre, the dandy. And, yet agdiass him in



labouring clothes and set him down in the countmg &e became Jack
Daw. Why, oh, why?

The brandy had made her drowsy and she was warnt@nébrtable; it
was a pity she had to dress again and go outelttktyed, would she learn
more about Adam? But Mark must be searching foramer going mad
with anxiety. And she had been compromised enobligh that it was her
rescuer’'s fault; it was she who had been foolisist ps she had been
foolish at the ball. It seemed she was fated tal flmerself in the
Frenchman’s arms. Mark would never understand thatt,suddenly she
found she didn’t care. She lay back and shut hes.ey

When Adam returned, he found her curled up likétark fast asleep.



CHAPTER FIVE

MARYANNE stirred a little but did not open her eyeshe was too
comfortable and, if truth be known, reluctant to de of her dreams and
face reality.

‘What are you going to do?’ The whispered words tbé woman
penetrated Maryanne’s consciousness.

‘I don’t know. What can | do?’
‘Go and see Danbury.’

‘No.” Adam almost forgot to whisper. ‘Not yet. | miuhave proof, and,
besides, until the Count’s affairs are settled...’

‘Pooh to that. What is the Count de Challac to yba®him take care of
his own affairs. You watch out for yourself. Evenkngland, even after
the war is ended, there is danger...’

‘Who told you that?’

‘Mr Rudge’s housekeeper.'

‘Jeannie should have held her tongue.’

‘Don’t blame her. | asked and she is worried alyaut. And now you have
made a fool of yourself over this one.’

Maryanne kept her eyes tight shut and lay very, &mlowing she ought to
let them know she was now fully awake, but unwglio do so.

‘Not a fool,” he said, and his voice ground out hrgger. ‘A coward and
that is worse.’

‘Anyone who knows you knows that is nonsense. Ava going through
with the race?’



‘Of course.’
‘Did you go to Hatchett's?’
‘Yes, the new curricle will be ready by the endloé week.’

‘Markham has promised to lend you his greys, batVise you to have
some practice or that young blood will beat you.’

‘I have no time for practice, | shall have to rely luck.’

‘Luck will not be enough. If you are determinedwm, then you will need
more help than that. What is it they say? All's failove and war.’

‘This is not war.” He paused slightly before goiog. ‘Nor love, come to
that.’

The dream Maryanne had been holding on to finadigetl to nothing.

Once again she was faced with her own foolishresse again she was in
a predicament of her own making. Why had she raytest close to Mark?
Why had she allowed herself to be carried into tiesise? How many
people had seen it happen? How many people woald &bout it in the

next few days? How could she face Lord Danbury, wingted her to

behave as a lady should, and Mark, who had onlyntimening proposed to
her? She opened her eyes and turned towards thkespe

Adam was standing by the hearth, staring morossty the empty grate.
Beside him stood Lady Markham, wearing a blue bilknous with the
hood thrown back. She heard Maryanne stir and tLtowards her.
‘There, my dear, awake at last.’

‘Yes. | don’'t know why | fell asleep like that.’

‘I'm afraid we put something in your drink,” Adanaig. ‘Not to harm you,
just to keep you here.’

‘Keep me? Am | a prisoner?’



‘Lord, no! He laughed, but she did not smile. Werds ‘nor love’ burned
themselves into her brain so that everything headdl said took on a more
sinister aspect and even his laughter seemed rm@iayenuine. ‘Jeannie
was afraid you would do something foolish like mryi to find your
erstwhile escort.’

‘What is foolish about that?’

‘Oh, my dear,” Lady Markham put in. ‘Just think. Y@annot go through
the streets alone and on foot, looking for somewne might be anywhere,
even discounting the scandal of arriving home Iogklike that. She
indicated Maryanne’s borrowed clothes.

‘But Mark will be very worried.’

‘And feeling guilty too, | hope. He should not hataken you into the
crowd and he certainly should not have let youadurtis sight.’

‘We were celebrating our engagement,” she saidhelthad denied love,
then she must let him know she did not care; skeoktzer fish to fry.

‘Engagement?’
‘Yes. He proposed this morning and | accepted.’

‘Mon DieU’ He began poking with a hessian-booted foot atldgs which
lay in the grate.

‘Is there anything wrong in that?’ she demanded.

He faced her. ‘Nothing at all. My felicitations, fmam. When is the
ceremony to be?’

‘We haven'’t decided yet.” Why did she feel no @atino joy, no swifter
beating of her heart at the prospect? ‘You arditbeto be told.’



He bowed stiffly. ‘I am honoured.” He turned to lyallarkham. ‘We had
better do something about salvaging Miss Payntepsitation before the
Honourable Mark changes his mind and | have to yrfar in his place.’

‘I wouldn’t agree to marry you however compromisedchad been,’
Maryanne retorted. ‘So you may relieve yourselfhait worry.’

‘Come, my dear, you are a little distraught,” Ladwarkham said, taking
Maryanne’s arm. ‘And small wonder. Let’s leave thrsmpy man to his
own devices. I've come to take you home with me.’

‘It's very kind of you, but | must go back to DangtHouse-everyone will
be worried.’

Beth Markham gave a little sniff as if she didnilieve it. ‘No, they
won't, for | sent a message that you are with me won’t be returning
until tomorrow. | asked them to send your maid watime fresh clothes.
You can’t return to Danbury House looking like that

‘Tomorrow, but why?’ She was acutely aware of Adstanding with his
back to the fireplace, watching her, but she dadook at him in case he
saw the bleakness in her eyes.

‘You need to get over your ordeal, my dear, andjdas, it would be better
for you to be seen returning home with me than with

Maryanne began to laugh shakily. ‘How kind of yauworry about my
reputation, but I think it might well be too late.’

‘Of course it isn’'t, my dear. It was unwise of Mafbury to take you into
the common crowd, but there was nothing disrepatabbut it, though, if
my husband had not been among the group welcomietiington and
seen you lost and hurt, who knows what might hampbned?’

‘Your husband?’ Maryanne queried, looking from LaMarkham to
Adam, whose face betrayed nothing of what he wasithlg. ‘He saw
me?’



‘No, but that is what we shall say. It was Markheuno rescued you and
sent for me, and you were in no state to contirmraeéhto Danbury House;
in fact you had collapsed and can remember notbfrfgow you came to
be with me.” She laughed suddenly. ‘Remember thdtadl will be well.’

‘And Mr Saint-Pierre’s part in it?’

‘We will leave him out of it, shall we? He is in@mgh trouble with Mark
Danbury as it is.” She turned to Adam. ‘Remembeatisaid about that
race.’

‘I wish it didn’'t have to happen,” Maryanne saidseriably. ‘I'm sure
someone will be hurt.’

‘Would you rather we fought a duel?’ Adam asked.
‘No, of course not, but | don’t see why you haveltoeither.’

Lady Markham smiled. ‘Oh, the men must test eablert mettle now and
again, and racing a pair of horses in harnesstlerdess dangerous than
some of the antics they get up to. And, in any chsather think that the
real contest is between Mark and the Duke of WikshMr Saint-Pierre
was only asked to join them afterwards, so do rotybur conscience
trouble you. Am I not right, Adam?’

‘Yes. Miss Paynter need not flatter herself thdtas anything to do with
her.” He spoke flatly, his voice cool and contrdlle

Beth laughed and tapped his arm with her parabl@w’that was a very
ungallant remark, sir, even if it is true. * Shened to Maryanne. ‘I have a
closed carriage outside, so come, let us smuggletgoBedford Row,

before your family come calling to see how you amgant you tucked up
in bed by then.” She began hustling Maryanne towénd door.

Maryanne turned to Adam, her coolness matching‘hisust thank you
for your help.” He bowed in acknowledgement and wieat on, ‘I would
also like to thank Mr Rudge for allowing such arédmitable character into
his house, and Madame Clavier for looking after me.



‘Robert has gone out,” Adam said. ‘And Jeannienighie hall with your
clothes done up in a parcel.’

‘Come along, my dear.’” Lady Markham was all effigidoustle again.
‘Doubtless you will be seeing Mr Rudge again, artéw too, at the race.’

Maryanne allowed herself a glance at him. He wakifg grim as if that

idea displeased him. She desperately wanted to imakemile, to return

to the easy relationship they had had before, lritrtan who stood by the
hearth and bowed stiffly to her was a proud strangepreferred Jack

Daw,” she said. ‘He was an altogether more cheeasharacter.” Then,

without waiting for a reply, she followed Lady Mékm out to her

carriage.

She stayed two days at Bedford Row, cosseted fikewalid. James came
to see her, bringing Rose and a basket of clothegold her how worried
they had all been and that Mark had spent hounciseg for her. They
were all so relieved to hear she had been foundvang grateful to her
ladyship for looking after her. He made Maryannd fauilty; she was not
il and although she had been very distressed attithe she had soon
recovered. ‘I feel a fraud,” she told Beth Markhamen he had left. ‘He
has done so much for me.’

Lady Markham laughed. ‘You must be a little selfistw and again, my
dear, or they will walk all over you. Mark must taeight a lesson, because
he doesn't value you as a prospective husband ghoul

‘Oh, I had forgotten | told you that. You won’t regtt it, will you?’

‘Why not? The world already knows-the announcementin the

“Thunderer” today.” The teacup in Maryanne’s hamdak as she set it
carefully down on its saucer. So Mark had taken prewarication for
consent and published their engagement, and Adantdwbink that was
what she had wanted. Now what was she to do?

‘What is the matter, child? You have gone whita aheet.’



‘Nothing.” She made a sound that was meant to laeigh but was almost
a sob. Was there no end to her foolishness? ‘Ighibthat after | went
missing he might change his mind.’

Lady Markham searched her face and Maryanne knesv l&d not
deceived that astute lady. ‘You mean you hoped dvddv

‘No...Yes...I don’t know. Mr Saint-Pierre said luld not be in love with
Mark if I couldn’t make up my mind. Was he righg gou think?’

Beth Markham smiled. “You must follow your hearptryour head, in
these matters.’

Follow her heart. How could she do that when hearthavas plainly
misleading her?

‘I's Adam, isn’t it?’ Beth asked softly. ‘I grafite is a handsome beast, but
he has no time for women, you know.’

Maryanne’s spirit returned. ‘You do surprise melieSstopped when she
realised she was about to blurt out that Adam hasdeki her, and more
than once. Lady Markham, kind as she was, was veta to gossip, and
for the family’s sake she must say nothing of that.

‘He has other things on his mind just now.’
‘Curricle races?’

Lady Markham laughed. ‘Not only that’ She pauséde is very
concerned for the plight of the French aristocrat® want to return to
their estates now Louis has been restored to tle@eh They want to pick
up their lives again, but their homes are in ruthgir lands confiscated
and many of them are heavily in debt, dependentheir English hosts.
Adam is trying to help them. There are others,afrse, who would stop
him; they do not want to see a return to the ofgime of rich and poor.’
She smiled suddenly. ‘After all the years of whget are all poor, peasants
and aristocrats alike. The country is in a mess.’

‘Is that why he is in England?’



‘Partly, though | believe he intends to return tari€e soon.’

‘When will he go?’ Her heart felt like lead. It was good deceiving
herself; she wanted him to stay, she wanted histdg for her sake. But
she was engaged to marry Mark and there was nmwiagf that without a
scandal. Perhaps it would have been better if everknew where she had
been those few hours when she was ‘lost’; Mark wdwdve called off the
engagement, there would have been no announcemdnfdam would
have felt duty bound to marry her. Duty bound! Wt what she wanted?
No! No! If he did not love her, then she must puh irom her mind and
try to pretend she had never met him.

‘I don’t know. Not until after the race. But | hetlme Dowager Duchess is
not well again and the Duke has returned to C&3l@ars, so the race has
been postponed yet again.’

‘Perhaps it will never happen.’

‘Oh, it will take place, I'll lay odds on it; thelis too much money at stake
to abandon it.’

‘How foolish men are!’

‘Indeed, yes.’” She smiled cheerfully at Maryanrgut‘what would we do
without them?’

Maryanne did not consider that question requiredrswer, and turned to
gaze out of the window. ‘I think | should returnrhe.’

‘Tomorrow,” her ladyship said firmly. ‘I have saibu need at least two
days to recover, and | want everyone to see yauetmust not be the least
doubt in anyone’s mind where you have been stayingean to take you

back in style.’

Lady Markham was as good as her word. The cartizafetook them both
to Danbury House was painted in a pale pink, widggant lines of a



deeper shade of the same colour. The rims of ielghwere black, but the
spokes were of a deep pink, and even the horsepihlaglumes. On the
high box sat a negro boy in pink satin livery wiahhuge black turban.
Lady Markham, followed by a bemused Maryanne, dditem the house
to get into it, a vision in pink satin and nethdd it done especially for the
celebrations,” she said, patting the seat besidam# nodding her head so
that the long feather in her hat bounced up andnddwhat do you think
of it?’

‘It is very-er-striking,” Maryanne said, as they wed off up the street at a
pace slow enough to ensure that everyone saw them.

Her ladyship laughed. ‘I'll lay odds that this timext week there will be
any number of pink carriages in the park.’

‘Then yours will no longer stand out.’

‘Oh, then | shall change it for another. | likedet the fashion, not follow
it.’

If her ladyship’s plan had been to make sure thay were stared at, she
certainly succeeded. Everyone turned to look ad#neuche went by, and
so laughed while others called out a ribald commémtwhich Beth
Markham had a ready reply. Maryanne felt like adfish in a bowl. ‘If
you have something worth seeing, then flaunt igt kadyship said. ‘It
doesn’t matter if it is ugly or beautiful; therensthing worse than being
ignored.” She laughed. ‘I, too, have a reputatmpreserve.’

‘How did you meet Mr Saint-Pierre?” Maryanne ask&the could not
imagine Adam being attracted to such flamboyance.

‘Robert Rudge introduced us. Adam came to Englaakihg for his
father's lawyer, but old Joseph was dead and Rdfedit taken on the
practice. He realised Adam needed an entrée imietycand he thought of
me.’ She laughed. ‘He has been an apt pupil, ken,tvith his breeding, it
is hardly surprising.’

‘His breeding?’



Her ladyship, caught out in an indiscretion, lawhhe an embarrassed
way. ‘I believe his father was a wine grower, ad@wner of some
importance.’

‘What else do you know of him?’

‘| gather everything was lost during the Reign daribr except a little
money that Monsieur Saint-Pierre had smuggled tadba. More than that
| cannot tell you.’

‘What has Mr Saint-Pierre got against the Danbaryify?’

‘Nothing that | know of.” Her ladyship reached updatapped the young
negro with her fan. “You may whip the cattle upig Bandy, ‘we have
dawdled enough.’

Maryanne was almost jolted from her seat as thedsoseemed to take to
the air, and they fairly Hew over the ground, wegvin and out of the

traffic like a Hashing pink comet. They slowed tavalk again as they

entered Piccadilly and drew up outside Danbury ldous

‘Now, don’t forget your story,” her ladyship admehed as the front door
was opened by a footman. ‘And please, for my sakenot look too
robustly healthy.’

Caroline and Mrs Ryfield were alone in the housd &ady Markham

stayed only long enough to pay her respects. Mayalneaded her going,
knowing she would be subjected to a cross-exanoinadis soon as the
extraordinary carriage had rolled away. She treedotestall it by asking,

‘Where is Mark?’

‘He is out,” Caroline told her. ‘Did you expect hitm wait in, kicking his
heels, until you decided to come home?’

‘Lady Markham'’s physician recommended two daysed bor me and she
would not hear of me leaving.’

‘How cosy for you!” the younger woman said. ‘Contédly in bed while
Mark scoured the city, imagining all sorts of f&be you, each worse than



the last, though why he bothers with you | do noaw. If you got yourself
trampled underfoot, you have no one but yoursetiiame.’

‘| fainted in the crush,” Maryanne said, refusing tise to the bait.

‘Fortunately Lord Markham saw me being carried fritma crowd and had
me taken to the home of a friend while he sentfswife.’ It was as near
the truth as she could make it without denying #tery that Lady

Markham had told. ‘His housekeeper lent me somtheky my own were
badly torn. | shall have to return them."At leagkihg the gown back
would give her an opportunity to talk to Jeanniaiagand she might learn
more about Captain Shoecar from her.

‘Tell me this friend’s name. We must thank him pedp.’
‘I don’t know it. | was not there very long and siges, | had fainted...’
‘Then how will you return the clothes?’

Maryanne was nonplussed; she was not used togtelhtruths and it was
easy for Caroline to see that she was hiding sangeti®h, why did it all
have to be so complicated? Why couldn’t she te#irgane that Adam had
rescued her? But no one, especially Caroline, wbalgkve they had been
in the same place at the same time quite by ch&ige.found herself
wondering if the secrecy was more for his bendfdnt to protect her
reputation and, if that was so, was she helpingotger up something evil
or illegal?

‘Well?” Caroline’s voice broke in on her thoughts.

‘I shall have to ask Lady Markham his directionast I? she replied
tartly. ‘Now I'm going to my room. Please send fore when Mark
returns.’

It was cool in her room because the window was apeha light breeze
played with the curtains, throwing a pattern ofdgha across the wall. A
bird which had been perching on the window-silixlap and into one of
the trees in the garden. She ran to the windowsand it perching on a
branch, regarding her with its head on one sideitdnbeak it held
something shining. ‘A jackdaw,” she said aloud.é€Tltle thief!’ Jackdaw.



Jack Daw. Shoeca€Choucas She began to laugh. Oh, what a joke, and all
at her expense, she was suboucaswas the French word for jackdaw.
She stopped laughing suddenly. Jackdaws were krfiomtheir thieving.
Was that how he got his name? Was he no more tbammon thief?

She sank into a chair by the window and watchedittefly away. It was

free as the air, free as he was; she was the omyrocaptivity, captive of
her own stupidity. Now it was too late, she realisehy she had been
reluctant to accept Mark. She loved Jack Daw, wao $tolen her heart,
stolen it with nothing more substantial than a kiégas that grounds
enough to imagine herself in love? After all, witkd she know of the
man? Nothing except that he had brown eyes thalddoe tender one
minute, cold the next, that he could make her lalgh could also make
her cry, that his mother had been English, thawhe involved in some
way with the Frenclémigrésand he didn't like the Danburys.

On the other hand, Mark’s background was an opek,bais intentions
clear and unequivocal; there was no mystery about H she married
Mark, she knew exactly what her life would be likghy did she persist in
trying to compare the incomparable? She leaneddahas the jackdaw
swooped on a group of sparrows pecking at crumbb@grass, scattering
them, then soared away into the dkg.choucaswild, free, a thief.

Mark returned just in time for supper. He greetednith a swift peck on
the cheek and a, ‘Hello, Maryanne, glad to see am@uno worse for your
adventure,’ then turned to the subject of the clarrace, which he had
decided was to be held in the grounds of CastleaGedtHe was so full of
it, she could not speak to him of their engagem&hich he took so much
for granted.

‘His Grace declines to return to London,” he sad,they went into the
dining-room. ‘He maintains it is because of his naots illness, but | think
he'd as lief cancel the whole thing, having no stoh for anything that
requires a little exertion...’

‘Then why don’t you call it off?” Maryanne put ifis it so important?’



‘Of course it is.” He seated himself opposite hed #eckoned a servant.
‘A man must pay his debts.’

‘And suppose you lose?’

‘I will not lose.” His features were set in hardéss, his dark brows drawn
together in angry determination. ‘I have the besint in the land and |
can'’t lose.’

‘And have the others agreed to race at Castle G@dar

‘Others?’ He watched the footman heap his platé wiod. ‘Oh, you mean
that rascally Frenchman. He agreed to any timdamepl cared to mention
and he cannot back out of it now without losing whtde honour he has.’

‘Do you hate him so much?’

He turned sharply to search her face and shelfelcolour rising in her
cheeks. ‘You look embarrassed, madam, but | hojse nbt because you
have a liking for the damned fellow’s kisses.’

‘No, no, how can you say that?’ She felt like aakjdshe should have told
him the truth. She cared for Adam'’s kisses more thdam cared for hers.
He had made a fool of her and denied he had atyndef®r her and that

must be the end of it. Mark, at least, was a gerdle worth two of Adam

Saint-Pierre.

‘It was you who suggested they should race in thentry,” Caroline said.
‘You can hardly grumble if Mark takes your advice.’

‘If we race on private land there will be no chamdéenjuring bystanders,
will there?’ Mark said.

‘No, | suppose not.’

‘You might show a little more enthusiasm, my dda-butcome affects
you too, you know.’



‘How?’ Surely he didn't mean that she was includedhe wager? She
shuddered and took a sip of wine to steady herddifave been assured
that it has nothing to do with me.’

‘Oh, and who told you that? Could it have been tt@mnned Frenchie?
Have you seen him again? If you have-’

‘It was Lady Markham,” she said quickly. ‘She sdiw race was really
between you and His Grace to settle a gambling’'debt

‘So it is,” he said, regaining his good humour. tBlue outcome affects our
future prospects. You must surely be interestedwhrether you are
marrying a rich man or a poor man?’

‘I am not marrying you for your money,’ she saith fact...” She stopped
suddenly. Had she been going to say she did not twamarry him at all?

If so, it was badly timed, with the whole familygsent, not to mention two
or three servants standing silently in the backgdowable to hear every
word. She was saved having to continue by his lopds

‘Mark, | sincerely hope the stakes are not as laiglhat. A modest wager
is one-thing, but to risk all...’

Mark laughed. ‘A paltry few pounds and a pair ofdes-what'’s that, if not
modest? | am going to Castle Cedars tomorrow toseeethe staking out
of the course and make the final arrangementgel itaeveryone is coming
too?’

‘I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Caroline saidyefore anyone else could
answer. ‘His Grace has thrown the whole house apehhalf the ton will
be there. He has asked me to be his hostess,lsm't e going home to
Beckford.’

‘In that case,” James said firmly, ‘I think we hall better stay at Castle
Cedars, so that | may be on hand to help.’



Caroline had not exaggerated; the country homéefCiuke of Wiltshire
was crowded with guests, many of whom, Maryanne @aw/inced, he
did not even know. And because Mark was busy sigiagvthe laying out
of the course for the race and Caroline was invargd heaven ordering
His Grace’s servants about and deciding on wholdhmave which room,
what they would all eat and how they would all lBated at the table,
Maryanne was largely ignored. On the second datger giaying her
respects to her grandmother, she decided to ga faalk through the
woods.

Estate workers were busy marking out the coursh stiikes driven into
the ground and joined by white-painted rope. Mamgafollowed its line
where it began in a meadow behind the house, atinessark and then up
over a rise, where she was able to look out adresdgowns, almost to the
sea. She stood a moment, breathing deeply, rememglkbe walks along
the shore she had taken with her mother, who hakietb wistfully out
across the grey sea as if her happiness lay baydddd she been thinking
of her family? Had she ever wished they could henited? Had she
accepted the estrangement as the price she hay tomplove? If only she
had been able to talk to her about it, Maryannehirtigve been better able
to understand her own feelings now.

She remembered her own words with something akemguish-‘a man |
can love and one who loves me’. At no time had wbadered what she
would do if she fell in love with someone who didt meturn that love; it
put a whole new complexion on things.

She made herself stop thinking about it; it wouddtime enough to make
decisions after the race, after Mark or Adam orDiuée had won, after all

the excitement was over and the guests had gometugied and followed

the white rope as it wound down the hill, roundamgh, and entered the
wood. Some of the trees had been hacked down te rinek path wide

enough for one curricle, perhaps two at a pincld, the ground levelled.

The felled trees had been stripped of their brasmemel the logs piled up to
one side of the new track. This part of the wood Heen spoiled,

desecrated for the sake of one day’s sport, forsnaanity which went by

the name of honour. She could hear the sound &f ané men’s voices as
she made her way along the course.



"Elp he said he needed, and ’elp ’e shall 'avejd sane somewhat
breathlessly. ‘This 'n should do it.’

‘How d’yer know it'll work?’

'‘Cos | shall see that it do. Now do you tidy upnthieranches and get 'em
off'n the track.” The man who had been speakinkémbup as Maryanne
came round the slight curve in the track which iduher into sight.

‘Mornin’, miss.” He was standing by a large oak whihad just been

felled. Its foliage had been stripped and it haernbeut into logs and these
were piled alongside the track. His companion wasybdragging the

smaller branches along the path and piling thenmtoupne side. ‘It's a

grand day for it,” he went on, as Maryanne stopped.

‘Yes, indeed, but what a pity to lose so many frees.’ '

‘They’ll make good logs for the winter and therglenty more; don’t you
fret over a few trees. Why, they felled thousandsenvthey wanted
warships, and you can't tell the difference.” Helad the ground. ‘Just
look at all them acorns-they’ll most on ’'em makees theirselves, one
day.’

‘Yes, | suppose so.’
‘You going’ to watch the race, miss?’
‘Yes.’

‘Won’t see much in the woods,’ he said, giving aamagful look at his
companion, who had stopped work and was staririgeiatvith his mouth
open. ‘Why not go back to the park and see Lordkdban start 'em off?
Then you ¢’n move over to the finish and cheentirener in.’

They stood, blocking the path, and she was reltudtaforce a way past
them. ‘You don’t want to be on the track when tleeyne along, do you,
miss? Three curricles going full tilt will take &al of stopping, 'specially
on this narrow part.’



‘There is plenty of time,” she said. ‘They are msfarting until two
o’clock.’

‘Beg pardon, miss, they’'ve changed it. It's nooa tun’s bein’ fired. Mr
Danbury said they'd all have a better appetitedianer once the race was
over with. He came along an’ told us so hisself.’

She had no idea of the time but it had gone temvdie set out and she
had spent some time on the hill before coming theowood; it could not
be far off midday. She turned to retrace her stigasiing the men to finish
clearing the track.

She had not gone far when she heard the crackpidtal and a distant
cheer. They had started! How long before they redat¢he spot where she
stood? The wood-cutter had been right about theowaess of the track;
she did not want to be caught in the middle oEhe stepped off the path
and among the trees to wait until they had passed.

If was another minute to two before she heard thmder of hoofs, the
crack of whips and the shouts of the drivers, &t they came into view.
Mark was in the lead, but only just. He stood ia tehicle like a Roman
charioteer, cracking his whip over the backs of inigsses and yelling
encouragement to them. Behind him the Duke and Adame neck and
neck, their horses thundering side by side andwvtieels of their carriages
almost locking. Adam looked grim and determinedilevhlis Grace’s face
was purple with the effort of controlling his higlpirited horses. He was
staring ahead at the narrowing path and yet Marydrad the feeling he
saw nothing, that he was lost to outside influen&e clapped her hand
over her mouth to stop the cry which might haverdeted them as they
hurtled past her with their outside wheels off {mepared track and
rumbling over undergrowth. When they came to theawa part of the
course, where the logs were piled up, one of themldvhave to give way.
She found herself running after them, without knayviwhy she did it.
They disappeared round the curve. She heard a sherning, then the
sound of a crash and after that the neighing ghtaned horses.

She stopped abruptly when she rounded the bendaamdhe carnage. The
first curricle must have touched one of the pilédogs and brought the
whole lot cascading down. One of the carriageshessh smashed beyond



recognition, the other lay on its side. A horse @gad, another lay
shrieking its terror, and the others had brokem fa@d were careering
down the path and out of sight. She could see @erethver.

She heard a stream of curses which, luckily for \were mostly in French,
and ran over to Adam’s upturned curricle. He hatiedself out of it and
stood beside her. His face and hands were cut mnskld and his clothing
was torn, but he appeared to have no other injuries

She realised she was sobbing as she put out atbdr@p him. ‘Oh, | am
sorry, so sorry...’

‘Stop talking nonsense, woman,” he said grufflim‘inot hurt, at least, no
more than a few bumps where there shouldn’t be.a@w® look to His
Grace.’

She turned to look around her. The Duke’s curnedes nothing more than
firewood, crushed under a great tree-trunk, ancethas blood all over the
place. She was almost afraid to look.

Adam strode over to it ahead of her and heaveteatree-trunk which

imprisoned the curricle, hacking at the greenerihwhe little dagger he

always wore at his belt. ‘Here, give me a hande &mnt her weight to his
and they managed to shift the timber far enougtetothe Duke, and then
she was almost sick on the spot. His Grace wasidayn a grotesque
position, his legs doubled up under him, his heamhdlback and blood

pouring from a wound in his chest where a slivewobd, as sharp as a
sword, stuck out through this torn coat. Adam redcbut and touched
him. There was no response; he did not groan wctl|inor was there the
slightest flicker in his eyes. ‘He’s dead,” he stdly.

‘What are we going to do?’

He stopped throwing broken pieces of wood to ode and looked at her,
as if for the first time. ‘Where did you spring i@’

‘I was standing in the trees when you went pasta$ going for a walk.
There were two woodmen here-they must have heaed hdppened. Do
you think they went for help?’



He shrugged. ‘If they were responsible for the @aogs way those trunks
were piled up, | hardly think they'd wait aboutfaxe the music.’

'‘But you were both trying to get through the gaprate; one of you should
have given way.” Had she really meant to soundf ahe was blaming
him? She wanted to explain that her relief at faigdhim unhurt made her
say things she didn’t really mean. It was no masefdwlt than the Duke’s,
and really the track had been made too narrow. li&fgre she could frame
the words, Mark, together with two or three estatekers, came hurrying
through the trees and there was no chance to Salyiag.

Adam’s curricle was righted, the horses caught lzarthessed to it so that
the body could be taken back to the house. Maryawaking beside

Mark as he led the horses, moved as if in a nighgndo one spoke until
they came out of the trees into the sunlight ofghek, where a crowd of
people thronged about the finishing tape, manyhefit still holding the

glasses with which they had toasted Mark’s victddpw they turned,

almost in unison, and watched the approaching cadal Mark, leading

the horses, the estate workers, Adam and Maryanne.

It seemed to take a lifetime to reach the silertthers and then everything
exploded round them; hands reaching out, exclamstd horror, a scream
from Caroline, and James, tight-lipped, sendingyevee away and taking
charge of the situation, issuing orders and thawiihg to go and break the
news to the Dowager. Above it all, Mark’s voice waad and insistent.
‘He could not win by fair means; he had to resortrickery. In my book,
that is murder.’

‘No! No!" Maryanne cried. ‘You can’t mean that, yaan't. It was an
accident, the path was too narrow...” She stoppedlsng, suddenly aware
that everyone else had become silent and turnedrttsaer. ‘I mean,” she
added nervously, ‘those two men must have misutwsyour orders
about the trees.’

‘What two men?’ His dark eyes narrowed. ‘What ava talking about?’

‘The woodmen | met. They were clearing the wood.’



‘That was all done yesterday; there was no one wgrthere today.’
‘But | saw them...’

He took her arm to lead her away from the curionisakers. ‘Maryanne,

my dear, you are distraught and no wonder.” Hisceowvas calm and

affectionate, though his grip was painfully tigi&o and rest and leave us
to do what we have to do.’

She looked past him to where Adam stood besideuriscle from which
the body had been removed. He did not speak bugxpsession was one
of fury and there was a noticeable twitch to theneo of his eye which
lifted the tiny scar and gave his face a lop-sidpdearance; one side was
unlined and handsome, the other bore the evidehadife she could only
guess at. He had been a soldier; death was nagstramhim, but he would
not kill needlessly-she had to believe that, warttisdassurance of it. She
pulled herself away from Mark and took a step talsarim, then stopped
when she realised there was nothing she could deagrwhich would
change anything. The Duke was dead, killed in aridaat, and when
Mark had time to think clearly he would realise homjust he had been.

She turned and went into the house and up to lem.r&cven there, she
could not escape; her window overlooked the patkere everyone had
gathered in such high spirits for the start andsfirof the race and where
they now milled about, discussing the disaster sppeculating about the
reason for it. The speculation would go on for dayseks perhaps, and it
had not been helped by Mark’s outburst. What hadentam say it? What
justification was there for it? He had been resfmedor laying out the

course, not Adam.

Her knees buckled and she sank on to her bed &sNBatkham’s words
came forcefully to her mind. ‘Luck will not be ergiu If you are
determined to win, then you will need more helmthizat.” They found an
echo in the woodman’s words: "Elp he said he needed ’elp 'e shall
‘ave.’

From across the room, her reflection came backeatfiom»-.the long
mirror, a white-faced, wide-eyed young lady in entwhite gown, covered
in mud and blood. Her hair had come down and tinas a leafy twig



caught in it. It was like looking at a strangerwdd, deranged stranger.
‘Meet Miss Maryanne Paynter,’ she said, with a keac laugh.
‘Granddaughter of the fourth Duke of Wiltshire, dntled bride of the
Honourable Mark Danbury and prize fool. Oh...” Tdid in the mirror put
a hand up that shook uncontrollably, and removedtwhg. ‘Correct that.
Not the Honourable Mark-things have changed; hehés Marquis of
Beckford now that his lordship is the new Duke. Tday has made a good
match.’

She flung herself back on the bed and pulled thewpibver her head, both
to deny that accusing reflection and shut out thends from outside, but
she could not shut out her thoughts. They whirleou&in her head, giving
her no peace, and at their centre was a tall pfmuoe of a man with
laughing brown eyes and gentle hands. ‘Oh, AdanmyWvhy?’ But she
was not talking about the accident.



CHAPTER SIX

OUTSIDE the sun shone and the birds sang but inkelehurch was cold.
Through the open door Maryanne could see the giaygers, standing by
the newly opened vault, waiting to seal it againlyQhe essential work of
looking after the animals was being done, and dhenhaymaking had
been halted, so that all the estate workers andaiser could attend the
funeral. They stood at the back, in their Sundagt,bbeads downcast,
fumbling with prayer books, and waited while frisnand relatives of the
family filed into their places. The day seemed tass, eternal, caught
between the living and the dead.

As the rector began the service, Maryanne, stano@sgde a tight-lipped
Mark, became aware that a latecomer had tiptoglaraugh the open door
and had slipped into a pew at the back of the ¢hutavas not until they
turned to file out behind the coffin that she readi, with a gasp of
astonishment, that it was Adam; as far as she kreetad left immediately
after Henry's body had been carried into the ho&é® glanced at Mark,
but he continued to acknowledge the curtsies okilleege women and the
nodding heads of the men, and did not appear te haticed him. He had
maintained that Adam’s departure and the disappearaf the two
workmen, who had not been estate workers at allhaatdprobably been
paid by the Frenchman to upset the logs, was assgmeof the man’s guilt,
and he would never dare show his face again. Brig he was, tall and
upright as ever, his head held proudly, for allwwld as if he had a right
to be among the congregation. If Mark had him aecand she was called
upon to give evidence, what would she do? Could st@ntain her
silence? Ought she to? She looked across theatidkemes, but he had not
seen him either.

He had dismissed Mark’s accusations as somethidgrsdhe heat of the
moment, and she could not bring herself to voiageon suspicions, even
when he questioned her about what had happenecdhsuggested that
Mr Saint-Pierre himself was the best person to dskiould do so if |
knew where he was,’ he had said. ‘He is a mostivaugentleman. | tried
to find him in London, but by the time | had tradk@m down he had left
town.’



There had been a note in his voice which remindedadh their earlier

conversation about Adam. Something had happenetthanpast which
made him sad, someone he had known, something dheddr@e or not
done, and Adam figured in it somewhere. It madefeek guilty that she
had not told him the truth about her rescue and/iséirto Robert Rudge’s
home. ‘I spoke to him when he arrived here onlyutes before the race
began,” James went on. ‘We arranged to talk lavert, with all the

commotion, he left before we could do so.’

She risked a glance behind her, but Adam had moeaaut with the rest of
the congregation. She waited until the interments vewer and the
mourners were making their way back to the houss touched Mark’s
arm. ‘I left my gloves in the pew; you go on.” Bedohe could offer to
fetch them for her, she hurried back into the churc

Adam was standing looking up at the memorial tabtetgenerations of
Danburys set in the walls, but turned towards hieerwhe heard her step.
‘Miss Paynter.” He inclined his head.

‘What are you doing here?’ She found herself tréngbbhs she stopped
beside him. ‘Don’t you think the family is upsetosigh without you
intruding on their grief?’

‘I have no wish to intrude.” His voice was cold egb to send a chill
through her heart. ‘I came to pay my respects died my condolences.’

‘You know Mark has accused you of deliberatelySkie paused. looking
for a word other than murder, though it was the Miagk had used.

‘I know.’
‘Then why come back?’

He smiled slowly, but the smile did not reach hiewn eyes. ‘I said he
was a rogue, didn’t I? But even | did not thinkvireuld stoop so low.’

‘What do you mean?’



‘The accident, if accident it was, has made him aqguis and heir to a
dukedom. And | make a very good scapegoat.” Hisevaias bitter.

She was shocked into silence. It could not be MXegther Mark nor Adam
had wanted the Duke dead; it had been a terribbédaat caused by
avarice and pride, but it was not murder. ‘Oh, Adé#srthere to be no end
to it?’ It was only after she had spoken that #adised she had used his
given name and felt the colour rush into her cheeks

‘There has to be an end,” he said, controllingahguish in his voice with
an effort. Did she know how beautiful she was, tbfficult this was for
him? ‘One way or another we have to make an end. ¢fam leaving,
going back to France.’

‘Running away?’ It was out before she could stop it

‘No.” He wanted to take her by the shoulders anakshher, to make her
see what she was doing to him, but if he touchedhlkeeknew he could
never bring himself to leave her. ‘I do not run gwa

She laughed. ‘Like a good general, doing what {geeient at the time, is
that it? Will you, like Napoleon, return with theolets?’

‘I do not think so.” He paused, watching her fadée Danburys will be
rid of me.’

‘Why do you hate us so?’

‘Us? You include yourself in that?’ he asked softo you know, | had
never thought of you as one of them?’ He put obdrad and lifted a stray
curl from her cheek with one finger and let it fafiain. ‘I do not hate at
all. If war has taught me one thing, it is thateh& a dangerous and
destructive emotion and leads to muddled thinkimgl &l-considered
actions.’

‘Then what have you got against the family thatdsea cool head and
careful planning?’



He smiled. ‘Nothing, my dear Miss Paynter. It iepwow. | came to say
goodbye.’

Goodbye. The word had such a finality about it 8te wanted to cry. She
had asked if there was to be no end and, althooglnad been referring to
the accusations and enmity between him and Markakdeanswered her in
his own way. She could not look into his face fealf of betraying the
misery she felt. ‘When do you leave?’

‘Tomorrow | sail from Portsmouth.’

‘Then go now,” she said sharply. ‘Go before MankdB you here. If he
sees us together-’

‘Mark! Mark! It's always Mark with you, isn't it? WII, so be it. | wish you
happiness.'

She had meant that if Mark arrived there would b&ramaccusations,
perhaps another challenge, perhaps a constabléosgahnd all she wanted
was to prevent that; but he was so angry that shkel mot explain.

‘And you? What of you?’ Her voice was barely abawehisper. ‘Will you
go back to the army if Napoleon rises again?’

‘I may have to.’

‘Then let us pray he doesn't, for it will make useenies.’
‘What will you do?’

‘Me? Go back to the others...’

'‘And pretend nothing has happened?’

‘Nothing has happened.’

‘No,” he said bitterly. ‘Nothing changes.’ He toakstep towards her, then
stopped. Sacre Dieu'This is impossible.’



‘What is impossible?’

‘Saying goodbye.” He took her shoulders in his bands and held her at
arm’s length, searching her face. ‘Come with mewNo6

She was so taken aback she could do nothing ket gpeat him with wide
violet eyes. ‘You must be out of your senses,’ shid at last. ‘I could not
leave without telling anyone, even if | wanteddad if you think | am the
sort of woman who would desert the man | am engagedarry to run off
with the first handsome rake who propositioned then you have made a
big mistake.’

He threw back his head and laughed aloud, makiagtiund echo round
the empty church. ‘So | am a handsome rake, arfttiat is how you think
of me, then so be it-1 will give you something émrember.’

He took her face in his hands and lowered his mtutters. She squirmed
in his arms, but he would not let her go and tps hvere sweet on hers,
making her tremble with longing. She gave up tmegsfle and let herself
go and then very slowly put her arms round his nao#f clung to him,

returning his kisses. Her senses reeled and hesskbackled, but she
leaned into him and felt the warmth and strengthisfbody against hers,
supporting her. It was a moment she was to rememiberbitter tears and

great anguish for a very long time.

‘Goodbye, little duchess,’” he said softly, then pat from him and strode
out of the church. She sank into a pew and wdssgtihg there, in a daze,
when Mark came to find her.

‘Maryanne, what are you doing?’ His voice burstidantly into her
bemused brain. ‘I have been waiting an age. Comgaldo.” He stopped
speaking when he realised she had not been ligtemsnanything wrong?
You are not ill, are you?’

‘No.” She picked up her gloves and reticule anddtap slowly, testing
the weakness in her limbs, and was surprised tbthat she could stand
without falling over. ‘I felt a little faint. It'sthe heat and this gown is so
heavy.’



He took her arm. ‘When everyone has left you caangke. We must keep
up appearances, but it's no use pretending welbBbeoken-hearted, is it?
Henry was a wastrel, even his own mother acknovdedbat, and | for
one do not intend to let it make any differencente.” He laughed
suddenly. ‘Except it is gratifying to be called “nford” by all and sundry,
though | am not so sure Father likes being “Youad8f; it doesn’t seem
to fit him somehow.’

‘No,” she said. ‘He is a man of the people.’

He looked sideways at her. ‘Perhaps. But when | then Duke of
Wiltshire-’

‘Mark! How can you speak so with your cousin hardbid in his grave
and your father still a comparatively young man?’

He smiled. ‘No, my dear, you are right to scold maw, as to the
wedding.’

‘Whose wedding?’

He stopped walking and turned towards her. ‘Whysaf course. It will
have to be postponed while we are officially in mmong, but we can still
make plans for it. The ceremony and reception maturally be held here.
And afterwards we will make our home at BeckfordllHdde began
walking again and she fell into step beside hire ki automaton. ‘Father
will live here from now on and so will Caroline iUnéhe marries. Henry
was never right for her and | told her so.” He dat seem to be aware that
she was only half listening. ‘I am going to Beckfaomorrow. You'll
come, won’t you?’

‘If you wish.’

‘Of course | wish it. You may want to make changethe house; you can
plan those while | go round the estate. Where wgold like to go for a

wedding trip? Shall we go to Italy? Now the waiger, there will be no
difficulties. We could go to Venice and Rome, oeeWienna. All the

heads of state will be there for the Congress...’



Too miserable to stop him, too full of her partingm Adam, too beset by
doubts and a terrible sense of doom, Maryanne coold speak and
allowed him to go on, making one grandiose plaeradnother, until she
could bear it no longer.

‘Stop! Stop!’ she cried out. ‘Can’t you see how mwspible it is?’

He looked genuinely puzzled. ‘Impossible? Maryarmg,dear, nothing is
impossible, given the will and the money to doYibu are not worried
about what it will all cost, are you? When all’sdsand done, | won that
race, and Father, as the heir, will have to payH#dry’s debts, even if it
does stretch him a bit. Father will fork out foetivedding too, being your
guardian. Besides, you will have your inheritanta couple of months.’

She stopped to stare at him, looking for any sigih® Mark who had been
so kind to her when she first joined the familye Mark who seemed to be
so careful of her reputation, the Mark who had @seéd to have
‘feelings’; but his grey eyes looked back at hed $ailed to stir anything

inside her at all. She turned and ran back to thesd, intending to go to
her room, but at the head of the stairs she chahgednind and went
along the corridor to the Dowager Duchess’s roohe Ehocked and was
admitted by a nurse.

‘Grandmother, may | come and talk to you?’

‘Of course, my child; got you down, have they? Afiat humbug,
pretending to mourn, pretending respect, when ti@ré one of them
wouldn’t have put a knife in Henry’s back when hasvalive if they'd had
the courage, concocting virtues for him and forggttthe vices which
made them hate him, glossing over the fact thdtthalladies swathed in
black down there are mothers to his bastard chldfgpocrites, the lot of
'em.” She indicated a chair by the bed.

Maryanne was shocked. ‘You can’t mean that, Yowder
‘Oh, I do. They'’re all alike.” She paused to get heeath after the longest

speech Maryanne had ever heard her make. ‘ExcepslaDidn’t fall in
the usual Danbury mould for some reason.’



‘How was he different?’

She laughed. ‘Stubborn. Independent. Couldn't méke conform.
Goodness knows what he’ll be like now he has thesna his hand, but |
hope he is astute enough to pull the irons outhef ftre.” She sighed.
‘Thank God I'm too old to worry about it any longdthere is an heir-he
has done his duty by the family in that respect.’

‘Mark.’

‘Yes, and | suppose that is the reason for thixpeeted visit. You don’t
humbug me, child. What is troubling you?’

‘I don’t think I can marry him. | don’t love him.’
‘What on earth has love to do with it?’
‘Everything,” Maryanne said miserably.

‘You are as foolish as your mother. You like Madon't you? You have
no particular aversion to him?’

‘Of course | like him,” she said slowly. ‘He hasdmekind to me, but...’

‘Kind! Don’'t you know, child, the Danburys are neviend? They are
selfish and arrogant and insular, and Mark is r@ep#on, but that doesn’t
mean he won’t make a good husband, provided yop kéa on a tight
rein.’

‘But | don’t want to be like that. | want a mandrclook up to, not one |
must continually try to master.” Why did she keémking of a pair of
laughing brown eyes? No woman would ever masteowreer of those.

‘Bit late to say so now, don’t you think? You actaep Mark and the
announcement’s been made. If you back out now loalise a scandal,
and this family has had enough of those to lasgémrerations.’

‘If you mean my mother...’



‘Not only Helena; James too, though he had theesemsee the error of his
ways and come home.’

Maryanne gasped, suddenly remembering Carolinessation that she
was one of James’s by-blows. ‘You mean they ranyaagether?’

‘No, foolish child. James was back before Helerfg Eough it might
have been better if he hadn’t been, then therele heeen no one to help
her make a fool of herself.” She paused, peeritg Maryanne’s face in a
short-sighted way. ‘I can’t make you marry Mark} badvise you to think
very carefully before you set the cat among the@ng. Your inheritance,
like your mother’s before you, is conditional onuyanaking a marriage
approved of by your guardian.’

‘In other words, the inheritance is not meant fog, rout my husband?’
Maryanne asked.

‘Yes, but there’s nothing out of the ordinary imthAnd it would be best
kept in the family.’

‘It can’t be that much, surely?’

‘I have no idea how much it is, except that it haen wisely invested ever
since your mother left home and it has grown ingzaable sum. It is the
only bit of the family fortunes Henry couldn’'t géis hands on and
squander.’

‘My mother gave it up for love. | could give it dipr lack of love.’

‘And do you think she was happy?’ The old lady $sedrher derision.
‘Living in that hovel in the slums of Portsmouthtiwvthat terrible old man.
The husband she had sacrificed everything for veasmat home and there
was barely enough money to feed you both. Do yoktshe was content?
| tell you now, she was miserable.’

Maryanne sat and stared at the old lady as if #dre & witch who had put
a spell on her; she felt numb. Her mother had loved father, she had
never doubted that, but, when she sat staringth@dire or out across the
grey sea, had she been regretting leaving a coablerhome?



‘That's made you think, ain't it, girl?” And when &fyanne declined to
answer she added, ‘What'’s the matter? In the dsipatause | failed to
say the comforting words you wanted to hear? Ydwge/ home truths in
this room, as anyone who knows me will tell youmNgo and find Mark
and tell him I want to see him.’

‘Will you tell him | can’t marry him?’ Maryanne péeled.

‘Certainly not. And you won't tell him either, doy hear?’ The old lady’s
voice softened suddenly. ‘Believe me, child, | knadat | am talking
about. Give yourself time to think about it. Thaseno hurry with the
family in mourning.’

Maryanne stood up, dropped a curtsy and left hdod& for Mark. The
mourners had left, the house guests had gone itortdoens to change for
dinner and the servants were clearing away thesggaand crumb-laden
plates in the empty drawing-room. She was aboutetorn to her own
room when she heard Mark’s voice coming from thaly. ‘I want to
enclose the Downend pasture.’

‘You will do nothing of the sort,” she heard Janaaswer him. ‘It is the
villagers’ common land.’

‘Father, it is no longer considered sensible toehaast tracts of land which
are almost unmanageable. The latest thinking isntose. You can ask
higher rents that way.’

‘I refuse to discuss it, Mark. | have always beeonked on as a fair
landlord, not a greedy one.’

‘Are you saying | am greedy, Father? How can | taker the estate if |
am not allowed to make decisions?’

‘You may decide anything to do with the runningtbé estate, not the
disposing of it. You will rouse the fury of the hagjers if you take away
their grazing.” He looked up as Maryanne came theoroom. ‘Maryanne,
my dear, were you looking for us?’ He sounded velik by her

interruption.



‘Grandmother would like to speak to Mark. | caméedtzh him.’

Mark drove them to Beckford in his curricle nextyddt was an
unfortunate choice of vehicle because it remindedyéinne so forcefully
of that tragic race. She found herself musing oa fact that the
compensations of being the Marquis of Beckford tvaekfcome his sorrow
remarkably well, and then scolded herself for herharitable thought.

Once at Beckford, he had a horse saddled and &¢b edur the estate,
leaving Maryanne to amuse herself. She wanderedtdbe lower rooms

and then went upstairs and gazed out of the lomglow at the end of the
corridor across the neatly tended gardens to tHegral beyond that to the
fields. The villagers were cutting hay, taking adkege of the warm dry
weather. There were children working with them ahd smiled to herself;
attendance at the rectory school would be poord timti work was done
and then it would be good until the harvest, when ¢hildren would be

needed again. She sighed and turned away. As Lackf@d, she would

have money and influence to help the inhabitantBexfkford. She could
also do something for all those helpless childrgphaned by the war.
Mark had asked her to marry him, Adam had not; dak dimply suggested
going away with him and that was not the actiom gfentleman-then why
was it so difficult to make what seemed, on thdam@, to be an easy
decision? Trying to think calmly and objectivelylpmproduced a mental
image of someone with laughing brown eyes and gdrhds, and made
matters worse.

She was very quiet on the return journey, answekiagk's enthusiastic
chatter about the changes he meant to make witle Iihore than
monosyllables, until, in the end, he demanded tmkwhat was wrong.

‘Nothing.’

‘It doesn’t seem like nothing to me. Her Grace said were nervous, said
| was to be especially careful of you.” He held thms in one hand so that
he could put his free hand over hers. ‘There’s ingthio be nervous of.
You will make a capital Marchioness...’



‘Mark, why are you upsetting the villagers?’
‘Who said | was?’
‘I heard what you said to your father.’

‘That was simply a discussion about what is bestefgeryone. You need
not concern yourself with it. Your province will ltee house and running
it efficiently. Surely that is enough?’

She tried arguing with him but that only made hingry, and in the end
she gave up and they travelled the rest of the heage in uncomfortable
silence.

It was dusk when they arrived, and there was allihaise standing at the
door. Assuming it had brought more callers offerc@ndolences, they
went straight to the drawing-room, but Caroline wee alone, picking at
a piece of embroidery.

‘Mark, thank goodness you are back,” she said, jognpp and scattering
canvas and wools on the floor. ‘That Frenchman itk Wapa-they have
been closeted in the library fbours’

Maryanne gasped, making Mark look sharply at hat,9he managed to
bite off the exclamation she was about to utter.

‘I thought Papa meant to have him arrested,” Caeolvent on. ‘But he
told me, as calm as you please, that he had seermnhthurch and asked
him to call. Something’s going on and | don't liike

‘Neither do 1,” he said grimly. ‘If he thinks he mdumbug Father, he will
find he has to deal with me.” He strode out of them and across the hall
to the library. Light flooded out for a moment athen was cut off as the
door was slammed shut. There was a smirk of satisfaon Caroline’s
face which made Maryanne want to slap her.

‘Now the man will hang for sure,” she said, sittidlgwn and gathering up
her embroidery.



Maryanne was too restless to sit; she went andidbyahe window with

her back to her tormentor. It was dark now, butéhgas a moon which
threw long shadows across the garden and madkausite of the waiting
chaise. Adam obviously intended to leave for Fraamsesoon as his
interview with James was over. If only... She turrie Caroline. ‘I am

tired; I think I'll go to bed.’

‘Don’t you want to hear what happened? Aren’t yad@us?’
‘No,’ she lied. ‘It is no concern of mine.’

In the privacy of her room, she sat in the wind@matsand continued her
contemplation of the empty chaise; the driver wasbably being
entertained in the coach-house. She imagined Adaming out and
getting into it, being carried out of her life forr, leaving her behind to
face a future that, in spite of a title and all t@mnforts money could
provide, looked bleak indeed. Whether she marriedkiMknowing there
was no real love on either side, or remained asgpinthere was nothing to
look forward to. But with Adam... Supposing he wagt and Mark had
caused the accident? Supposing Mark was right? iDidhake any
difference to how she felt? Did it make her loverkthe more or Adam
the less? Could she let him go out of her life?|@she stop him? No, she
decided, he was his own master; he would follow destiny. And she
must follow hers.

She stood up suddenly, went to the wardrobe andarbdgverishly
throwing garments about the room. She changed fouilanourning into
a grey jaconet dress with a high waistline andavatight-fitting sleeves,
then she pulled out a travelling bag and stuffedvith a change of
underwear, a wool gown for cooler weather and taeesi minimum of
toiletries. She had arrived with next to nothinge swould leave with
nothing. She sat down and scribbled a hurried tootark to tell him she
could not marry him and another to James apolagifin the distress her
disappearance would cause, though in her mind gbstigited ‘scandal’
for ‘distress’, which was all they really cared abo

Then from the top drawer of her dressing-table tslod two guineas-all
she had; it had never occurred to James to prdvedlewith money-put



them into her reticule and, throwing a cloak over shoulders, crept out
on to the landing. A single lamp burning in thel teadd a sliver of light
beneath the library door told her that the men veéitetalking. She made
her way slowly down the stairs and out of the frdobr. With a quick
glance about to make sure she was not being watsheddarted across to
the carriage and clambered into it.

Adam’s travelling cloak lay untidily on the seaheSsat on the floor and
pulled it over her, trying to make it look as ifhad fallen there, hoping he
would not pick it up until they were on their way.was a poor hiding
place but it was better than nothing.

She was only just settled to her satisfaction wéiesm heard the sound of
footsteps on the gravel and then Adam’s voice.nl ia great haste, so
drive as fast as you can, but | don’t want deadgd®mat the end of it.” The
door opened and she felt the carriage lurch asihbip weight on the step.
The next moment he had settled in his seat andrtieased off. Maryanne
held her breath, expecting him to stoop to retribigecloak, but he let it
lie. She was almost sorry because it was stiflieg dnd she needed to
come up for air. The driver waited until they haghg out through the
gates, then he cracked his whip and set the honsesa gallop. The
carriage swayed and lurched in sickening fashiotheg picked up speed
and Maryanne was wondering how soon she daredIrbeeself when he
said, ‘Don’t you think you would be a little morerofortable on the seat?’

Startled, she threw off the cloak and scrambledbegide him. “You knew
| was there all along.’

‘I knew someonavas there.’

‘Why didn’t you say something straight away?’

He chuckled. ‘It occurred to me that whoever haetathe trouble to hide
themselves in my coach must have wanted to leawtleC&edars very
badly.’

‘Oh.’

‘Do you?”’



‘What?’
‘Want to leave very badly?’
‘Yes. Yesterday you asked me to come away with’you.

‘That was yesterday,’” he said laconically. ‘Saidhe heat of the moment,
and, if my memory serves me, you were adamant ytbat would not
consider it.’

‘l...” She paused; this was going to be very diffic’l changed my mind.’
‘And if | have changed mine?’

‘You haven't, have you?’ she said slowly, notinglwa certain amount of
satisfaction that he had given no order to stopctimeiage. ‘And | don't
want to go back.’

‘You are being very foolish,” he said quietly. ‘Eyene will be distraught
about your disappearance and your bridegroom wilictude that he has
another crime to lay at my dodvlon Dieu! How do you think that makes
me feel? It is an accusation | find particularlyligg.’

‘Because, unlike the others, it isn't true?’

He looked sideways at her, but could not see he. f& wonder you are
prepared to trust yourself to me, if your opinidnmree is so low.’

‘There is no one else,” she said, unaware of howher words wounded
him. ‘Besides, | can’t go back, even if | wantedyou must see that. The
family will disown me. The scandal...’

‘You should have thought of that before you setauthis adventure.’

She felt miserable and humiliated. What had madetiiak he. would
welcome her with open arms? A couple of kissesaifelw light-hearted
words which had obviously meant nothing to himojSthe coach, then,’
she said angrily. ‘Stop it this instant and let offe I'll walk.’



‘Back to Castle Cedars? It's a fair step.’

‘No! Didn't you listen to a word | said? | will najo back. | am going to
stay with my uncle in Portsmouth. | had hoped yawh take me there.’

He sighed and leaned back in his seat, the beitse¢ her against the
moonlight, which caught in her hair and made itkldi&e gossamer. Her
eyes were large and bright with unshed tears. Heeaslato take her in his
arms and tell her he would never let her go, but bould he? He cursed
the impulse which had made him suggest she coutteamith him; it had
been foolhardy, if not downright criminal. But iEhnsisted on taking her
back, what would happen to her? His imaginatiomtgeal horrendous
pictures of the torment she would be subjectedtbre knew he could not
do it. ‘l mean to travel all night,” he told her.

‘| don’t care.’

‘You don’t even know where | am going, do you?’
‘France. You told me so. And from Portsmouth too.’
He sighed. ‘Very well, that is where | shall leguai.’

‘Thank you.” Her voice, even in her own ears, satdmall and muffled,
as if someone were trying to choke her.

‘| suggest you try and sleep.” He rolled his claoato a pillow for her and
put it behind her head. ‘I can’t slow down, I'm aft; | was much later
leaving than | intended.” She leaned back and Bbueyes and before long
her head was lolling off the makeshift pillow. Hafeed himself to put his
arm round her and make her more comfortable. Hed Hieund his
shoulder and nestled there. He smiled and brusiseltph against her soft
hair. ‘Sleep, little one,” he murmured. ‘Sleep vehylou can.’

It was dawn when the coach slowed to enter the tdWaryanne stirred
and sat up, shaking her tousled head, and theredbokit at the half-
remembered streets. On both sides, ancient ramshagidings stretched
down to the arch of St James’s gate; shops, tavehasdlers, cookshops



and pawnbrokers huddled together. The combined sihetaweed, tarred
rope and strange spices gave the place its owicylart odour. It was
strange how a smell could be so evocative of tlst; plaat more than any
other sense brought back a place, a scene, somdthlhforgotten. The
road ran into the beach where lightermen ran the#ts on to the shingle
to unload and where the ticket porters in theiargje hats and leather
shoulder-cushions waited to carry the chests oélnaen and the luggage
of travellers to and from the boats that plied lestw the shore and the
ships anchored in the bay.

Maryanne looked out towards Portsea dockyard wimenehant ships and
men o’ war lay at their moorings. Beyond them e liof dark hulls,

without their masts, lay low in the water, strung o line, bow to stern,
rising and falling on the swell. These, she knewyenvthe hulks which,
during the war, had housed French prisoners of Wéere you ever on

one of those?’ she asked, pointing.

‘Not as a prisoner, thank God, but | have been @bodle stopped

speaking and tapped the front of the coach andhdinges drew to a stop.
‘Give me your uncle’s direction. | have little tinte spare.” Why had he
sounded so brusque? He didn’t fool himself and idendt think that he

fooled her either; she must know how the prospédeaving her was

affecting him.

‘It is only a step from here,” she said. ‘I needasie you no longer.’ Before
he could stop her, she had picked up her bag anggd down. ‘Thank
you for your help.’

‘But | must see you safely there.’

She turned and waved. ‘No need. | am home, amongwmypeopleBon
voyage! Then she turned and ran in among the crowds tirahged the
street. He watched until he saw her turn into tberday of a small
cottage set back a little way from the road, amhtpaid off the coachman
and set off along the shingle.

The cottage where Maryanne had been born was tudgedat the end of
Broad Street, as near as Ben could be to the shawviactually living on
it. She felt a pang of guilt that she had not eihim before, but the



Reverend Mr Cudlipp had always refused to bring dedl she had not
considered making the journey alone. She would niake to him, she
promised herself.

She knocked and waited, but when no one answeredtspped back to
look up at the house, and saw for the first timat th was empty and
deserted; some of the windows were broken andldsedipping from the
roof. She tried the door, but could not open it euneén she peered through
the window she found the rooms bare, and coveretugt and cobwebs.
Of Uncle Ben there was no sign. ‘He’s dead,” shil,saith sudden
conviction, looking back to where she had left Ad&unt there was no sign
of man or coach. ‘And now I'm in a pickle.’

Slowly she slid down to sit on the step and lean lead against the
doorpost with its peeling paint. Her brain refusedunction. She was too
exhausted to think clearly, she told herself, dshe could only have a
few hours’ sleep she would wake refreshed and betabdecide what to

do. She rose and went round to the back of thedhausere she climbed in
through one of the broken windows. She stood in eéhgpty cottage,

ignoring her bleeding hand, and looked about lmging to imagine it as it

had been, trying to put life and laughter back iatplace which had long
since surrendered both. Finding an old blankenia af the rooms, she lay
down in the corner and curled herself up in it,tipgt her bag under her
head. Outside she could hear the noise of thetstaeel the sea breaking
on the shingle. Nearer at hand, the wind sighedutyt the broken

windows. It was like a lullaby and, too exhaustechbtice how hard the

floor was, she fell into a troubled sleep.

She was woken by a sound outside and sat up wghkaSomeone was
approaching. She crept across the room to lookobuhe window, but

whoever it was had gone round the side of the howséh her heart

pounding, she moved silently to stand behind thar,daicking up a poker
from the hearth as she went. The door had beeadbitm the inside and
did not give at the first push, but a heave withtrmng shoulder sent it
crashing back, just as she stepped out from behardl brought the poker
down on the man’s head with all her strength.

He fell like a log, face down on the floor at heef, and did not move.
There was blood on the back of his dark head, nghim a little pool on to



the floor. She pushed her fist into her mouth ap s$terself from screaming
and forced herself to bend over him and touchdmngple. There was still a
strong pulse there; he was not dead. She turneth¢estowards her and
cried aloud, because the man she had felled wasmA8ae knelt beside
him, wondering how to staunch the bleeding andgohim round. She
dashed out into the yard, found a tub of rainwaisd dipped her towel
into it, then ran back and knelt beside him to dathe cut. It was a messy
wound, but not very deep, and she breathed a digklief. When he
regained consciousness, he would have a headachpeahaps a nasty
bump, but-please, God-nothing worse. She wishaddud open his eyes,
but they remained firmly closed, although his bneaj was easy.

She stroked his forehead and murmured his namedevmy if the
damage was worse than she thought. ‘I'll fetch ataly she said aloud.
‘Please don't die, please don't.’

The next minute she was lying on the floor beside énd he was holding
her in his arms, and there was no weakness thaterbanimal strength
that held her against all her struggles.

‘You! You...brute!” she cried, kicking out at hinHow could you frighten
me so? | hate you!’

He let her go. ‘Good, that saves a deal of trouldbee scrambled to her
feet. ‘What do you mean? And what are you doingehanyway? And
why did you pretend to be knocked out cold?’

‘I didn’t pretend,” he said, sitting up and rubbitige back of his head.
‘That blow was enough to fell an ox.’

‘Well, you are an ox, and you deserved it, creepmmige that.’

‘I didn’t creep.” He looked around at the bare rod¥our uncle’s dead,
isn't he?’

‘I think he must be, but you haven't answered mgsiion. What are you
doing here? | thought you had sailed...’



He smiled, thankful that she had stayed and nobfiwhen she found the
place empty or he’d never have found her. ‘Who saigthing about
sailing? | went to see someone off and mentionad Ba&ynter to the man
who carried his chest on board. | was told thefeltbw was dead. Died
two months ago.’

‘So you came back to find me?’ She could not urtdags why her heart
was suddenly singing.

‘| couldn’t leave you, could 1?’ he retorted.

‘Why not? What does it matter to you what | do? Wdmg you so angry
with me? Is it because | hit you with the poker?’

He smiled ruefully, getting to his feet. ‘Is thahat it was?'
‘I'm sorry. Does it hurt very much?’

‘Abominably.’

‘Are you sure you don’t want a doctor?’

‘Certain.” He took her arm. ‘Come on, we must gems way along the
road before the day is out.’

‘Road, what road?’ she demanded. ‘If you think gan take me back...’

‘No,” he said, picking up her bag and leading het t where a second
coach stood waiting. ‘What's done is done and tieere going back now,
though what | am going to do with you | have ncaide

It was hardly a proposal, but she didn’t care. ®bald rather be with him,
who did not love her, than with anyone else~ why dnd, as long as it
lasted, she would rejoice in that.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE crush outside the Lord Markham’s London homeBedford Row
was worse than it had been on the night of thedrallit was obvious Lady
Markham was having one of her renowned assemfltes driver stopped
the chaise just short of the patient line of cget waiting to discharge
their passengers and called down, ‘Do you wantargoton, guv? It'll be
an hour or more afore you get to the door.’

Adam looked at Maryanne, huddled in the cornehefdarriage. ‘Well?’
‘No, no, | cannot be seen in public like this; ibud be too mortifying.’

He understood her reluctance. Three days on the daying in
rudimentary accommodation and with only one chavfgelothes had left
her looking exhausted and bedraggled and she was Biate to pass off
her predicament with any degree of confidence. Andould need more
than confidence, it would need defiance to expéairay leaving home so
suddenly and travelling for three days alone wittman who was not her
husband. He had pretended to be her guardian vifegnhtad stopped for
the night, but that had fooled no one and she Ieah lonly too aware of
the smirks of the inn servants when they thougbtvgasn’t looking.

It would not have been so bad, she thought, ifdakhade some effort to
be entertaining, but he had said very little, sgtin brooding silence in the
opposite corner of the carriage for mile after mitet even finding the
energy to quarrel with her, for that would have rbéetter than nothing
and, at least, let her know he was aware that sisethere. But it was no
good complaining; she had brought it on herselfrandt put up with it.

She had been more than relieved when, on the sataydhe broke the
silence to tell her he intended to take her to Bédt#rkham and seek her
advice. ‘She helped once before and | think shesrgtands,” he had said.
‘She might agree to put it about that you had péahto go back to visit her
all along.’



‘With you as my escort?’ There had been a quirkltsyanne’s mouth that
was almost a smile.

He had grinned and the brown eyes had softenedw ‘A arrived will
have to remain a mystery.’

‘And do you intend to leave me with her?’
‘What else do you suggest?’

What else, indeed, short of marrying her? But hgaemtly had not even
considered that and she was not even sure thatwvas she wanted, if
marrying him meant taking a husband who spoke imasyllables and
gave every appearance of being irritated by hesguee. ‘Nothing,” she
had said. ‘I don't know why | did not think of hiadyship myself.’

Adam put his head out of the coach door and calfetb the driver, ‘Drive
on to Adelphi Terrace.” He turned to Maryanne aswéhicle manoeuvred
its way between the waiting carriages and set géira He wanted to take
her in his arms and offer another suggestion, batseemed absorbed in
looking out of the window at the long line of cages and their glittering
occupants and even managed a little laugh as sightcaight of a bright
pink landaulet. The words stuck in his throat alht¢he could say was, ‘I'll
send a message to Beth Markham to come as sotwe &sfsee.’

‘Yes,” she said, in a very small voice, wonderingatvmischievous devil

had made her get into his carriage in the firstg@ldde had not wanted her;
his kisses had meant nothing. Her pride had bedly ld@nted but she still

had enough spirit to know that she could never masgied Mark and her

reasons for leaving were as valid as ever; it wdg the way she had left
that she regretted.

‘I will go and make sure he’s alone,” Adam said whiee vehicle drew up
at Robert’'s house. ‘If he is entertaining too, tivea will have to think
again.’

Passing the drawing-room window on the way to tbherdhe could see
Robert sitting in an armchair with a glass of brameh the table at his



elbow, studying some papers. Relieved that hisidrizvas alone, Adam
tapped lightly on the glass.

It was a moment or two before the man inside hbarg but when he did
he moved quickly to the window and opened it. ‘Adaihat in heaven’s
name are you doing here?’

‘If you let me in, I'll tell you.’

Robert Rudge flung the window open wider. ‘Betteme in this way,
don’t you think?’

Adam scrambled over the sill and shut the windoWwir him, while the
lawyer poured another glass of brandy, which hedbdnto his visitor.
‘You know there is a warrant out for your arrest?’

‘It doesn’t surprise me.’

‘On a charge of murder?’

‘Not that old chestnut...’

‘No, not that. The new Duke of Wiltshire was statbtlie death in his
library three nights ago.’

Adam sank into a chair, drained his glass and heldt to be refilled. He
did not speak.

‘You are the prime suspect and...” Robert pausEuae qirl.’
‘Maryanne, you mean?’

‘Yes, Miss Paynter. How did you come to involve hétaven’t you got
enough to contend with?’

‘| didn’t exactly involve her; it was the other wayound.’

‘Where is she?’



‘Outside in the chaise.’ He sounded exhausted.
‘Get rid of her. She will hamper you no end.’

Adam took a mouthful of brandy, savouring its wdrrah his tongue. ‘She
already has, but, as for getting rid of her, | tan’

‘Why not? You haven't gone and fallen in love whlkr, or anything as
foolish as that, have you?’

‘Now there’s an interesting question,” Adam saidping back his head to
empty his glass. ‘It's one | shall have to give goserious attention to.’

‘Send her away-you are best alone, at least Umsilhatter is settled.’

‘| cannot. Robert, she is very tired and has noehergo.’

‘What does she know?’

‘Nothing that | am aware of, but | haven’t quesadrher on the subject.’
‘Don’t you think you should?’

Adam shrugged. ‘It would make no difference anlis nothing to do with
falling in love, fascinating as that prospect migat’

‘Tell me about it.’
‘I'll do that, but first may | fetch her in?’

‘Very well. | can hardly refuse a lady in distrebsit | can’t help feeling |
am going to regret it.”

As soon as Maryanne was fetched, she was bustléal aiguest room and
Jeannie Clavier sent to help her undress and bathgirl made very little

effort to hide her disapproval. ‘A lady shouldrrael without her maid,’

she said, pulling the hairbrush through Maryanm&s with more vigour

than finesse. 'l wonder the captain agreed.’



‘He didn’t,’ Maryanne said. ‘Il made him.’

Jeannie laughed. ‘The captain can'trbadeto do anything.” She paused.
‘Though he’s changed since he met you. Gone sefias.’

‘There, Madame Clavier, you are wrong. There ishimgt soft about the
Jackdaw.’

‘How did you come to know that name?’ Jeannie asiteaply.
‘He told me it himself and, besides, you called I@aptain Choucas.’

‘Tain’t the same thing.” She paused. ‘He don’t ngedr problems on top
of his own, so why don’t you leave him alone? Ybgé&t him killed.’

‘I never heard such nonsense,” Maryanne said andrivish him no harm
and tomorrow, as soon as Lady Markham arrivesall $dave. Will that
satisfy you?’

‘How do you know she will have you?’

‘She is a friend, she helped before...’

‘That was before...” Jeannie stopped suddenly.

‘Before what?’

‘Before the Duke’s death, before they started bieyrthe captain for it.
Friends!” she said contemptuously. ‘They don’t knevhat the word
means.’

‘And you do?’ Maryanne asked.

‘Indeed | do. It's all about trusting someone, kmagvthem inside out,
being sure, deep inside you, that, however blaely’te painted, inside
they are good and true. Do you feel like that abinat captain, Miss

Paynter? Can you put your hand on your heart apndy@a never doubted
him? If you loved him, you could.’



Realising she had said more than she ought to dame, she picked up
Maryanne’s discarded clothes and left the roomingaghe would send
someone up to take away the bath water and bringlbthes back after
they had been pressed.

Half an hour later, feeling a little more refresteel dressed in the best of
her two gowns, Maryanne returned to the drawingwroahere Adam and
Robert were deep in conversation, brandy glasséginhands.

‘I have only been partly successful,” Robert wagrgpa ‘The difficulty is
trying to tie up events that took place in two eliéint countries, and, what
with the war and records being lost... You muspaient.’

‘It's not a question of patience, Robert, it's arfekeeping out of gaol long
enough to prove it.’

‘And having Miss Paynter with you doesn’t improwveuy chances.’
‘Agreed, but it cannot be helped.’

‘I will soon be gone,” she said, coming into thema ‘The minute we hear
from Lady Markham.’

Adam turned and took a step towards hers. ‘Thingsehchanged,
Maryanne. Come and sit down; | have somethingltyoe.” He took her
hand and led her to a sofa where he sat besideThergesture was so
unexpectedly gentle that she was taken aback.dstked up into his face;
his expression was sombre and his eyes darkeruzad; they seemed to
have lost their gold flecks, as if they were onhere when he was
laughing, and he was certainly not laughing now.

‘Lady Markham will not have me,” she said. ‘It isotnaltogether
unexpected. You need not concern yourself; | cad & position as a
companion or a governess.’ She turned to Robé&ittmight presume upon
your hospitality just for tonight?’

‘Maryanne,” Adam began, cutting off Robert's answ@&eth Markham
was here earlier today and she brought news..patsed to put a glass of



cognac into her hands. ‘Bad news. The Duke of Wiks has been
murdered.’

‘But that was an accident,” she cried. ‘And whyngrthat up now?’
‘I mean James,’ he said. ‘The new Duke.’

It was a full minute before she could reply, thdnshe could say was, ‘I
don’t believe it,” over and over again.

‘I am afraid it is true,” Robert said. ‘The newsached London ahead of
you, | imagine, because you went first to Portsmout

‘But when? How? Why? Who would want to murder him?’

‘He was stabbed to death in the library the night {eft and papers and
money stolen,” Robert said, because Adam was teg Watching her face
to speak. ‘Beth had it from Mark Danbury himselhhem he came hotfoot
to London to see his lawyer.’

‘We must go back,” Maryanne said, putting down hiadf-finished brandy
and jumping to her feet. ‘Now, At once...’

‘No! Adam grabbed her wrist, making her sit agdiviou have not heard
all of it. You left on the very night His Grace wasirdered and-’

‘So did you! In her agitation, she shouted the dagr‘You did it"
Everything came rushing back: the way he turnedmuanbury land, his
dislike of the Danbury family, Henry’s death in tberricle race, his haste
to leave that last night, his dark mood ever siv#aat an impediment to
his flight to freedom she must have been! But waghrtit he just left her in
the empty cottage and sailed away, why come backdo? Did he think
she knew more than she did? Enough to condemn him?

‘Rubbish! Robert said, because Adam seemed indapmlspeech; he was
staring at Maryanne as if she had struck him. “ave distraught.” He

smiled slowly but it did not lighten the atmosphend you are not

above suspicion. The story going about is that didut together and then
fled.’



‘No one would believe that,” she said, trying toilemat the idiocy of it.
Inconsequentially she wondered if James had seenate she left her him
on the hall table, but then realised that if he hagler come out of the
library alive he could not have done. ‘We must galkband tell them the
truth.’

‘And if all they want is a scapegoat?’ Adam ask&hat if we cannot
prove our innocence; what then?’

‘In English law the onus is on our accusers to pros guilty.” She glanced
at his belt and wondered when he had stopped vehignlittle dagger. Its
absence confirmed her worst fears. ‘Can’t you g&sethe only way?’

‘But you do not believe in my innocence, so whaarade have | of
convincing anyone else?’ He was deliberately fayder to think about
the conflicting emotions which beset her.

‘What | believe does not matter? Unable to facedaarching eyes, she
turned away. ‘You are not answerable to me, btihédaw and, in the end,
to your Maker.’

‘My Maker | can trust; the law | do not, especialiyren it is manipulated
by Mark Danbury. If you will not listen to me, pkmlisten to Robert.’

She did not answer and Robert said, ‘In any otlreumstances |, as a
lawyer, would advise you to stand trial and letthgrove your guilt, but |

am afraid justice would not be done. Beth MarkhayssMark is angry

enough to kill you both on sight.’

‘I don't believe that,” she said. ‘He would never such a thing.’

‘I wish | had your faith,” he said. ‘Now, if you Wiexcuse me, | have
things to attend to.’

The silence he left behind was unbearable. Maryduanely dared look at
Adam for fear of weakening. He uttered a sound ¢ very nearly a
groan and began pacing the room, head down, det#ught. He could
not understand why, knowing Maryanne and professmgove her,



Danbury had already condemned her publicly, uniesgas because he
thought she knew more of the truth than she redilly and wanted to

silence her. It was the first time the idea haduo®d to him and it put him

in a cleft stick. Filled with helpless anger foetfirst time since he had
been forced to witness his father’s execution, he unable to decide what
to do.

He turned when he reached the window for the setior@land came back
to where she sat, searching her face as if etéhormghis memory. ‘Do you

think you could convince everyone of your innocétidee asked. ‘Do you
think they would believe you?’

‘It's not just my innocence, but yours too.’

‘Forget me, we are talking of you,” he said sharpiyou must lay the

blame on me, tell them you witnessed the killing &forced you to come
with me, to save myself. You will be the little bere and your reputation
will be intact.’

‘I couldn’t do that,” she said quickly. ‘It is natue. You didn’'t force me
and | saw nothing.’

‘It is the only way you will get them to believe yohe insisted.
‘No,’ she said flatly. ‘I must tell the truth.’

‘And if the truth will not serve, what then? MarkaBbury has set his heart
on seeing me hang.’

‘One man alone cannot condemn you,” she asseitddkés a jury.’

‘But one woman can,’ he said softly. “You are imstvith me, my sweet
Maryanne, right up to your pretty little neck.’

‘You know | had nothing to do with it.’

‘Then save yourself.’



‘With perjury?’ She turned from him because shel@aot look into his

face without wanting to cry. He had not murderechds, not deliberately
in cold blood, she was sure of that, but had hiedihim in the heat of
passion? Had his hate and anger got the bettemaf His military training

would have done the rest. She remembered how hedaamthed for his
weapon when she had surprised him in the vestre. §é&/back together or
not at all.’

‘Then it is not at all,” he said, suddenly makinghis mind. ‘If you will do

nothing to save yourself, why should | sacrificesely trying to help you?
You forget that before all this happened | was gnway back to France.’
His voice was clipped as if the words themselvegevpainful to him. ‘We
will leave as soon as the arrangements have beda.ma

‘We? You mean you and I?’
‘That is exactly what | mean.’

‘But | can’t come with you.” ‘Why not? Was that nehat you had in mind
when you hid in my coach?’

‘That was before...’
‘Before you learned | was a murderer?’ His laugktas harsh.
‘No, | wasn't going to say that.’

‘There is no alternative,” he said flatly. ‘And yaweed not worry about
your reputation; we will be married just as soont&sin be arranged.” The
words were out before he had considered how thegytnsiound to her. It
was certainly not the way he had wanted to propldsewatched the look
of horror cross her face and knew he would nevealtle to mend that
particular piece of clumsiness. But, if it made bee the precariousness of
her own position, so much the better.

‘I told you before |1 would not marry you howevernepromised | had
been,” she retorted, angry for the first time. ‘Ahdvould have to be
desperate indeed to accept such a proposal.’



‘Then you will come with me unwed, for | am detenedl to take you.’
‘Against my will?’
‘If necessary.’

She blinked away tears of self-pity; they were ofitplace. She had
brought this on herself and had only herself tonga‘Then | am in your
hands.” The words were wrung from the depths of despair. To want
someone so badly and then to find, when what yost ehesired was yours,
that it was completely joyless was the height ofyr. ‘Do what you will.’

His grim expression did not change; he seemed ereitlieved nor sorry.
‘I'll go and fetch Jeannie,” he said. ‘We will nebdr.’

Maryanne was persuaded to go to the bedroom shadmadearlier and try
to rest, while the men and Jeannie made what @Bpas were necessary.
She could find no peace and instead sat numbly drae by the window,

staring out at the dark water of the Thames. Thene ships moored near
by, frigates with sails furled, merchantmen, ladex unladen, rocking on
the swell. Two coal barges made their way slowlgttgam, and, away to
her left, a ferryman was rowing his passengerssacto the other side
where a sprawl of urban buildings covered what bade been green
fields. But wherever she looked, whatever her egas/, she was
confronted with an image of James.

He had not been quite a second father, but ceythkd a favourite uncle,

and she mourned for him and condemned his murdéoend it have been

Adam? She remembered how gentle Adam could be,da®y she was in

his company, how he made her laugh, how his softvbreyes looked at

her, how his kisses felt on her lips. He had kiddle her a feeling of her

own worth, when everyone else diminished it. Shepdeately wanted to

believe in his innocence, when all the evidencenfgadi to his guilt. She

found herself murmuring, ‘Why? Oh, why?’ and, fingi no answers,

Hung herself across the bed and sobbed herselamtoneasy sleep. She
did not hear the door open, nor the quiet footstepssing the room to her
bed.



Adam’s grim expression softened at the sight of kier hair was spread
about her face and her cheeks were streaked widping. She held the
pillow in her arms as if, like a child, she derivedmfort from it. He

stooped and brushed her lips with his, tasting theeetness. ‘My love, |
never wanted this for you,” he whispered. ‘I| amrgomore sorry than you
will ever know.’

Half in sleep, she became aware of his breath orcheek as he stooped
over her and felt the back of his hand stroking foeehead very gently.
‘Time to wake up,’ he said, turning to light a cndIit wants only an hour
to dawn.” There was nothing for it; she openeddyes.

He had bathed and changed into brown kerseymetalpans topped by a
fawn-coloured frockcoat, over an embroidered wamt®duttoned high to a
yellow silk cravat flamboyantly tied and held byde@mond pin. A thigh-
length pelisse was fastened across one shouldditargnifashion. He
smiled at her expression of surprise. ‘Behold &tePAdams!’

‘Another name?’ She wished she did not have to wgkand face the day.
‘Do you change your name as frequently as youhels®’

‘Very nearly,” he said cheerfully, determined thaeir last few hours

together would not be miserable. He wanted to rebeerher with a smile

on her face and laughter in her eyes.

She looked at her own crumpled dress; why had shéad the sense to
take it off before falling asleep? Beside him, dbeked a dish-clout.

‘What about me? Have you decided to leave me bedified all?’

‘No. Nothing has changed. We are going for andlitier coach ride.’

‘Why won’t you give yourself up? If you are innog¢en

‘If?” He turned to face her and the aggrieved lookisndark eyes turned
her heart over; she felt it thumping so hard thatwas almost breathless.

‘Are you innocent?’ she asked him.

‘Don’t you know?’



‘Of course | don’t know. How could I? You were imetlibrary with James
when | left the house.’

‘I thought a woman always trusted her intuition;atvldoes your intuition
tell you?’

‘You are deliberately trying to confuse me.’
‘Because | ask you to come to terms with your oeslihgs, to be honest
with yourself? If you trusted me, it would not neattwhat | had been

accused of, nor what the evidence was.’

‘Couldn’t we stay here for a day or two just to sé@et happens?’ She was
grasping at straws.

‘That would make Robert an accessory,” Adam sdtte Is too good a
friend to implicate in that way.’

‘You can’t go on running away the rest of your fife

‘I don't intend to.” His tone was grim. ‘I will bback.’

‘Where are we going?’

He laughed. ‘Wait and see.’

‘You don't trust me, do you?’

‘| trust you with my life,” he said seriously, ‘emeday we are together.’
‘Oh,’ she said in a small voice.

He picked up her hand to put the palm to his Iipaking her shiver. ‘Now
| want you to dress as quickly as you can. Makersel@ into Lady

Adams.’

‘Lady Adams?’ Had he really meant it when he sadnaould marry her?
But he would not try to force her into making mage vows, would he?



What could he possibly gain by that? The answerectmher with sudden
clarity; as his wife she could not give evidencaiagt him. Did he feel
that unsure of her? He stood up, smiling. ‘It woblel best, don’'t you
think? A husband and wife will attract less attentthan a man-about-
town with a woman who, beautiful as she is, lodks & wanton.’

‘I look like a wanton?’
‘Look like one and are one,’ he said.
‘That’s not truel’

‘No? Is it the normal behaviour of a well-brouglg-young lady to throw
herself into the arms of a strange man and therp jinto a carriage in
order to be carried off by him?’

‘No, but nothing is normal in this affair, is it?’

‘Affair? My dear Maryanne, who said anything abauataffair? Nothing is
further from my thoughts.’

‘No, | suppose not, when it is your intention tod® me into marriage so
that | cannot give evidence against you.’

‘Good God, woman, what do you take me for?’ Histbeng tone changed
abruptly to one of anger. He Hung a heap of clothedo the bed. ‘Put
those on and come downstairs. I'll give you livenates; if you are not
down by then I'll come and dress you myself.’

The clothes consisted of a flannel petticoat, & femnwn underskirt and a
high-waisted blue taffeta gown with a frilled neskd tight sleeves. Afraid
that he would carry out his threat, Maryanne dreédreriedly and, inside
the allotted five minutes, had joined him in thdl,hahere he threw a full-

length burnous around her shoulders and hurriedokiérto a waiting

coach.

Beside it stood Jeannie, dressed for travellimgyMbadame Claviér coming
too?’ Maryanne asked.



‘You cannot travel without a chaperon.” He spolatlyl as he lifted her
bodily and put her on to the seat, then turnedetp Beannie in beside her.
‘Watch her,” he told her. ‘She has a habit of ruxgnaway.” Then he shut
the door and climbed up on the driving seat beside driver. As the
wheels began to turn, a cock in a nearby yard adaw¢he dawn.

By the time it was fully light, they were out in @p countryside, but
instead of whipping the horses up Adam allowed themo at little more
than walking pace.

‘Why are we going so slowly?’ Maryanne asked.
Jeannie smiled. ‘Getting anxious, are you?’
‘No.’

They fell into silence again, until Maryanne cosgtdnd it no more. ‘How
long have you known the captain?’

‘Five years or thereabouts.’
‘Before you met your husband?’

‘No, later. I met Michel after the Battle of Busac8he paused to look at
Maryanne, as if wondering whether to tell her argren ‘I'd been married
before. It wasn't much of a marriage; we were boih young. We were
poor and my parents’ farm wasn’t big enough to supps all, so when
the war started Joe enlisted.” She smiled rueftid it without telling me
and then put my name in the ballot to go overséasas lucky.” She
laughed. ‘Or unlucky, depending on how you lookeil.a

‘You became a camp follower?’

‘Yes. We went to the Peninsula. The women stayeatiencamp when the
troops went off to fight, and we got on with our lwand prayed; there
was nothing else we could do. After the battlesntie® came back on their
own two feet, if they could, or in carts if theytsken lucky enough to be
picked up.’



‘And he didn't come back?’ Maryanne could easilelféor the other
woman.

‘Not after Busaco. | did what all the others in geme plight did-I went
out to the battleground to look for him. It wasrilgle, dead and dying
everywhere, French and Spanish and British all thixp together.” She
shivered. ‘The smell and the cries of the woundedlenme feel sick, but |
was determined to find him.’

‘And did you?’

‘In the end, all of a heap with three dead Frenahnieknelt beside his

body, not knowing what to do, just sat there wightimat | would wake up

from that terrible nightmare and find myself at herit was growing dark

and | had just roused myself to make my way baakutoown lines when |

was captured by half a dozen French soldiers. Deeyded to have some
sport with me...’

‘Oh, no!

‘Michel came along and stopped them. He was a aatgéle took me to
the French women’s camp.” She smiled. ‘It was nffedknt from the
English, except | couldn’t understand the lingo.’

‘He married you?’

‘Not straight away, but he gave me money and careeyalay to see how
| fared, and later he brought the captain to tegtedior him.’

‘You spent the rest of the war with them?’ Maryaasked.

‘With Michel. Captain Choucas was not always théehad other duties.
Next to Michel, he is the finest man who ever bnedi and what he wants
he shall have, if | have anything to do with it.’

‘Even to giving him up?’

‘To the law? No, I'll never do that.’



‘No, | didn’'t mean that. If you love him...’

‘If you mean why haven’t | married him, then whytrsay so? Because he
hasn't asked me, for one thing, but even if he hadouldn’'t do. He’s a
gentleman and, besides, he does not love me.’

‘Does that signify?’

‘Certainly it does. It's only you aristocrats wharmy with such calculated
coldness. 'Twouldn’t do for me.’

‘Then why are you so against me? | thought...’

Jeannie looked sideways at her and laughed ald(al thought | was
jealous. No, it is what you are doing to him I'maagst. The risks he is
taking...’

‘I know,” Maryanne said miserably. ‘But he won’'tvgi himself up-’

‘I should think not! But what he’s doing now willup a rope round his
neck just as surely.” She reached across and sklaeghnne’s arm. Tell
me this, and tell me true. Do you love him?’

Maryanne did not answer immediately and the gidashher roughly.
‘Don’t you know?’

‘Yes.” The word was a whisper. ‘I love him, but...’

‘There can be no buts. I'm going to tell you sonmgghnow, though he’ll

half kill me for it.” She paused, then lowered leice. ‘You don't think

he means to drag you across the Channel whethewibit or not, do

you? He’s let that devil know he’s got you. He’'srgpto stage a little play
for the benefit of Society, to stop the gossip sade your reputation.’

‘l don’'t understand.’

‘He’ll make it look as though he is forcing you go with him and then
he’s going to allow Mark Danbury to free you.” Saaghed suddenly, but



it was an empty sound. ‘After a suitable strugglecourse. And then he’s
going to rely on his friends to get him away safely

‘Without me?’ Maryanne whispered.

‘Yes. That way honour is satisfied. The new Duke-dlevil rot him-will be
able to marry you and your fortune, and, if Go@dnsour side, the captain
will get clean away.’

Maryanne could picture the scene quite clearlyvds Adam’s answer to
her refusal to perjure herself. Did he care thatmabout her? Or was it
his way of ridding himself of the encumbrance shd become? Did the
foolish man not realise that she would not go baxkMark whatever
happened? She was so deep in thought that sheodltear Jeannie speak
to her until she shook her again.

‘| said, is that what you want?’

‘No, but how will Mark know where to find us?’

‘ told him.’

‘You?’ She didn't try to hide her astonishment.

‘Yes, the captain sent me to inform on him whileuywere resting.’
Jeannie gave a cracked laugh. ‘The bugger paid efiet@o. | gave it to a
beggar on my way home.” She paused. ‘Well, are goumg to let the
captain put his head in the noose for you?”’

‘No,’ said Maryanne.

‘What, then?’

‘Tll leave on my own when we stop for a changehairses. You'll help
me, won't you?’

‘He’ll come looking for you and put himself in evemore danger.’

‘What else can | do?’



Jeannie laughed. ‘You are a muttonhead, aren’t yom? admit you love
him. Don’t you want to go with him-of your own freell, | mean?’

Maryanne smiled wryly. ‘Would he have me, after thik? | practically
accused him of the murder myself and...” she paused wanting to
marry me to stop me giving evidence against him.’

‘You said that? No wonder he prefers to ride onltbe with the driver.’

‘I was confused, | still am... Oh, | don’t know wheo think! * ‘Stop
thinking and obey your heart.” Jeannie gave hethandittle shake. ‘You
must make him abandon that lunatic plan before Mzakbury kills him,
for he surely will. What you do with your life aftéhat is your affair.’

Maryanne attempted a smile; it was as if she wese geeing the light at
the end of a long, dark tunnel. ‘I'll think of sotheng.” She saw the
expression of doubt on Jeannie’s face, and smiiBazh’t worry, | will do

it somehow.'

They stopped twice to change the horses and take sefreshment, but
Maryanne found every attempt to speak to Adam alese balked. Either
he had to see to the horses, or pay the innkeeptre luggage, which was
no more than a half-empty trunk put there for apgeees’ sake, had
slipped loose and he must tighten the straps winedth it to the roof. It was
almost as if he knew what she wanted and was awpidiking to her.

They arrived in Dover the following morning just dawn lightened the
sky and lit the cliffs with a pink glow, and Maryaa had still not spoken
to Adam. She sat with her hands clenched and heat re her mouth as
they made their way down the hill towards the harbdf Jeannie was
right and Adam had planned a confrontation with RJar would come
soon, and her nerves were as tight as drum sKaeshairs on her neck
tingling with apprehension. She found herself fetlye praying that
Jeannie had been wrong, that Adam had no planhthatally did intend
to take her to France. But the more she thoughttabdhe more she knew
he did not intend that, and the nearer the timeegcdahe more she realised
she did not want to be left behind.



Workers were coming out of their doors as they ddralong the coast
road, and women began hanging bedding out of uppetdows to air.
Children and dogs and the smell of cooking breakfasught the town to
life. On the water, fishing boats were bringingleir catches and, nearer
at hand, swinging on its moorings at the end of j#ig/, was a cross-
Channel packet. They stopped just short of it addm jumped down and
opened the door for Maryanne, holding out his hanldelp her down. She
pressed herself further back into the cushions dugl her feet into the
floor, ready to resist.

‘Come, madam, there isn't much time.’

‘| refuse to budge until we have settled somethiatyveen us.” Maryanne
was aware that Jeannie had slipped out of the coad¢he other side, but
she did not think she had gone far away.

‘I haven’t time for any more of your foolishneskg said. ‘Do you want
me to pick you up bodily and carry you on board?’

She tried to laugh but the sound that came outm@a® like sob. ‘That
would suit you, wouldn't it? It would make yourtlé charade more
convincing.’

He looked swiftly up and down the street and clicthbe beside her.
‘Maryanne, what are you plotting now?’

‘I am not the one who plots, | leave that to yowuYhave no intention of
taking me with you, have you?’

He sighed. ‘Sometimes Jeannie exceeds her duty.’

‘Don’t blame her. She loves you. She is afraid jau...’ Maryanne
paused, watching his face. ‘As | am.’

He opened his mouth to make some cutting retortdiegtded against it
when he realised she was serious. Her face wadydealé, but there was
a sparkle in the depths of her violet eyes whicldenam catch his breath.
If only he could trust her! ‘It's too late.” The was were wrung from him.



‘You would return me to a man | cannot love?’ Haevdly eyes brimmed
with tears. ‘You want that for me? Can you imagivigat my life will be
like?’ She lifted her face to his, searching it feassurance, for a sign that
what she was doing was right.

He groaned and lowered his face to hers, findingr@uth in a kiss whose
sweetness filled her with unbearable yearning. esgressure of his lips
deepened, she was swamped by an emotion so powwsfut swept away
all notion of time and place, all fear, all gudad because, at that moment,
time stood still, there were no yesterdays, no,hatentrigue, no murder,
and because there were no tomorrows there coultiobeevenge, no
retribution, no decisions to be made. While his sasmere about her, his
mouth on hers, there was only the present, andethsecure, untouched
by evil.

He released her at last. ‘Maryanne, in God’s nami&t would you have
me do?’

She did not answer, remembering Jeannie’s wordsHtishe truly loved
him she would have no doubts-and just now, whehaukekissed her, there
had been none, only the longing to stay with himever, for without him
she was incomplete. She did not hear him repeatjiestion, she heard
only a small voice inside her telling her that tgmng and dying were
inexorably linked with his. ‘Take me with you,” skaid.

‘Where?’

‘Wherever you go. | don't care.’

He laughed and shook his head. ‘I'm blessed if Harstand you,
Maryanne. Why, when you tried so hard to persuadémtrust in the law,

are you swinging to the opposite view?’

‘I don’t know. Maybe Mr Rudge was right and Markrist interested in
justice.’

‘I know he is not,’” he said grimly.

‘Then we have no time to lose, have we?’



‘No, by God!" He called to Jeannie, who returnedhe carriage. ‘Change
cloaks with Maryanne.” While the girls did as hé&ed he took off his

pelisse and threw it up to the coachman. ‘A guifigau wear this for the

next half-hour. And you can keep it afterwards.eTian took it eagerly
and Adam turned back to Jeannie. ‘Take the coagttt tp to the loading-

point and go on board as quickly as you can. Getditver to carry the

trunk; it might fool Danbury long enough for usdscape attention. Come
off just before she sails.’

Jeannie smiled. ‘That | will, and God be with y@agptain.” She turned to
Maryanne. ‘If you do anything to make him unhappil, haunt you
forever, do you hear? You will never know a momepeace.’

Adam smiled and bent to kiss her cheek. ‘Michel ldue proud of you.’
He turned to Maryanne. ‘| had other plans for mynadeparture. Come.’
He held out his hand and she put hers into it épbgd down beside him.
The die had been cast; whatever happened from mpwhey were in it
together, puppets of fortune, and he prayed thairie would favour them.

He hurried her through the crowds gathering to thdlae packet, towards a
spot on the beach where two men were busy launchisgall fishing
boat. They had covered half the ground when theyda shout behind
them. ‘HaltV’

Maryanne glanced over her shoulder, though shendidcheed to look to
know that Mark had found them. He was standing wwtb burly men
higher up the beach. The men held sporting gunsMaud had a pistol
which he was levelling at Adam. ‘Stop or | fire!’

‘Run!” Adam commanded, pushing her away.

She hesitated, then flung herself between Markhasidquarry. ‘Stay where
you are, harlot!’” Mark shouted. ‘You need not thinkill desist for fear of
hitting you. Stand aside or you will die too.’

She hesitated only a second, but it was enougMBok. She heard the
crack of the pistol, saw Adam fall and, in thatebnmoment, knew with
terrible certainty that Mark did not intend to tdken alive.



CHAPTER EIGHT

MARYANNE gave a huge gasp of relief when she sada stumble to
his feet. ‘For God’s sake, keep going,’” he saidchtiressly, seizing her by
the arm and dragging her along, as another shaetdgouloud in her ears.
‘He has to reload.’

‘Fire, damn you!” She heard Mark’s voice screamaichis companions.
‘Don’t let them get away.’

Bullets kicked up the sand behind them as she gigdghrough the water
towards the boat with Adam behind her. She felsélérbeing dragged
across the side with her petticoats up round hestwas the men in the
boat reached out to haul her inboard. There wene stwots as they turned
from her to grab Adam by his coat and pull him gsible her, where he
landed in a heap at her feet. The crew left thasspngers to fend for
themselves while they set about pushing the bdahefsand and floating
it. Only when she felt the jar as the craft lifiea the surge of the outgoing
tide and saw the sails begin to fill did she allberself a peep over the
side.

It was broad day now and she could see Mark antmbenen standing on
the beach, up to their knees in water, trying toa@ their weapons before
their quarry sailed out of range. She turned tomddth a cry of triumph
which became a cry of horror when she saw his waatcovered in blood.
His face was deathly pale and his eyes were davls @b pain.

She fell on her knees beside him, opening his e@astto see the extent of
the wound. The bullet had entered his shoulder,thate was no exit-
point. ‘We’ll have to go back, you need a surgesing' said.

‘I have no intention of letting a little scratchriume back,” he muttered.
‘Bind me up. I'll be as good as new in a day or ftwo

She tore up her petticoat to make a bandage adhdt tieund him, making
him wince, though he did not complain. ‘I'm no goatdthis sort of thing,’
she said ‘You must have a doctor.’



‘Later,” he muttered. ‘Later, if necessary.’

She finished her task and made a pillow for himhwleannie’'s cloak.
‘Can’t we put in somewhere else along the coast?’

‘Not on this side of the Channel. There is no $efdbour for us in England
now.” He struggled to sit up, then hauled himseiéroto the man in the
stern. ‘Enough of playing the invalid; give me thier’ The man
relinquished his place and went forward to helmttine sails, while Adam
settled down to steering the small craft. ‘Donvkoso glum, my dear,” he
said, smiling at Maryanne, though even that wasenaogrimace of pain.
‘All will be well.’

She wished she could believe him. She was miseaaigleinsure of herself
and, now she had nothing to occupy her, felt degelr ill because the
seas were running high and the boat was beingdasse¢he waves like a
piece of driftwood. And that was all they were-tiibod, floating
aimlessly on a sea without a haven.

Beckford was not exactly a haven, but it was hone ghough she did not
think she would ever have married Mark, even if shd not met Adam, at
least she had friends there-the rector and thagéllpeople, and James...
Her wayward thoughts were halted abruptly by tredisation that James
was no more. The events of the last twelve houmseclooding back, the
arguments, the indecision, Jeannie’s lecture aatlkiss of Adam’s which
had dispelled her doubts. But had it? While his lyere on hers, his arms
around her, yes, but they could not be foreveraicheother’s arms; could
she have the same kind of faith when he was diatanery time they had
a disagreement or a set-back would her doubtsmeasr they were doing
now?

‘Can we never go back to England?’ she asked, ngosuer to sit beside
him.

‘One day we will, but not now.” He paused to cortcate on a change of
tack, and then went on, ‘Seasickness and homesskaee a deadly
combination. Fight them, fight them for all you averth, because | need
you to be strong.” His eyes were bright but hisnskad a pallor which



frightened her; it was as if all the blood had deai from him, leaving him
an empty grey shell. ‘Take the tiller, will you? ldat so.’

She had hardly changed places with him, when hénfal heap at her feet.
She cried out in alarm and one of the other meredanhis aid.

‘Keep her on course,’ the man said brusquely, leef@ping Adam to the
tiny forward cabin. She dared not leave her sead, the agony of not
knowing what was happening made her forget her siskness. ‘Let him
not die,” she prayed, all too conscious of the that it was because he was
saddled with her that he was in danger of it. Albleecould have eluded
his pursuers. ‘Please, God, be kind to him.’

The man came back. ‘I'll take over here, miss-yoli @0 him more good
than | can.’

She did not need a second bidding and for the twveathours she sat
beside the narrow bunk on which he lay and watcved him as he fought
to retain his hold on a life which seemed to beimdplaway. She had
already used one of her underskirts to staunchose of blood from his
shoulder, and now she tore another layer up tardipater and bathe his
brow. That was what he meant when he had said bdedeher to be
strong; she had to take over the ordering of thegs, to make the
decisions. And she was torn by doubt and anxiety.

‘Where are we?’ she called to the men. ‘Can we bhack?’

One of them put his head in the door. ‘No sensdoing that, miss; we’re
over halfway and the wind and tide would be agausst we tried to turn.’

‘Can we go any faster?”’

He smiled. ‘We are in the Lord’s hands; He sendsiahather.’

She turned back to Adam, who was thrashing abouhemarrow bunk
and in danger of falling off it. She pinned his ardown and soothed him

and he seemed to fall into a peaceful sleep. ‘Ynawk what you were
about, didn’'t you?’ she whispered. ‘You knew if yoould hold on until



we had passed the halfway mark there would be mugdmack. But how
am | to get you ashore? And, when | do, what happent?’

Three hours later, the elder of the two fishermaied, ‘Land ahoy! We'll
beach in half an hour.’

She left Adam to allow herself a brief glimpse ofligtant shore, then
returned to try and rouse him. ‘Adam, wake up, i@l there soon; please,
please try and stay conscious.’

He moved and groaned and uttered something ungibdd, then first one
eye and then the other opened, and they wereatehbright.

‘Praise be!” she said. ‘How do you feel?’
‘Sore.’
“Try sitting up.’

He had a strength and resilience which amazed dret, although he
moved slowly, a few minutes later, with her help,was standing upright
with his arm round the mast, scanning the coastli@an you take her
along the coast and into a river mouth?’ he askedmen. ‘I know a spot
where you can tie up.’

Under his direction, they sailed slowly and silgnip a quiet estuary and
into the mouth of a river. There were a few peapiethe towpath, going
about their lawful business, and they looked upunosity as the English
boat crept forward on the minimum of sail. When wied failed, the two

men jumped ashore and towed the craft, pullindaba like a couple of

barge horses, aided by half a dozen short-skirtgunvives who were

thrown a few sous for their trouble.

They were about a mile up river when they came uptumbledown little
inn with a tiny quay. Here they tied up and the nhefped Adam to
disembark, supporting him between them.

Adam was looking very ill again and Maryanne, faliog them into the
inn, realised that the effort of remaining in conmaieof his senses and



directing operations had taken their toll. She dediit was time she took
charge.

‘A bed for the gentleman,” she ordered the innkeepéher best French.
‘And please send for a doctor-he has been woundled.the other two
need food and drink.’

‘Oui, madame.

The few people who were about were already poinéihghe boat and
chattering among themselves, and before long theyldvbegin asking
direct questions. The sooner they moved on, thetbet

‘Bed for you,” she said to Adam.

He managed a wry grin. ‘I've never succumbed tdigmt government
yet and | don’t intend to start now.’

‘As you please. Bleed to death if that is what yant,’” she retorted.

‘The lady is right, Captain,” said the elder of ttwe fishermen. ‘We will
help you to your room.’

‘Very well, if I must, but I shall go alone.” He se awkwardly and made
his way over to the stairs, moving from one pietéumiture to the next.

Maryanne went to help him, but he shrugged her‘lboffave me be. Don'’t

fuss.’

‘Fine wife I'd look if I allowed you to struggle oyour own,’” she retorted,
following him up to the room which had been prepaa him.

He grinned lopsidedly and allowed her to help hifihnvath his coat and
boots. ‘I can do the rest myself.’

‘Why so coy?’ She undid his cravat as she spoketlael looked about her
for something sharp to cut away his shirt. “You Vdoailow a nurse to help
you, wouldn’t you?’

‘That’s different.’



She found a small pair of scissors on a table byimdow and set to work
removing the blood-stained shirt. The sight of thgdy wound in his
shoulder made her feel faint and the only way shédccontinue was to
take a deep breath and make herself forget traths Adam Saint-Pierre,
whom she loved, and pretend it was a stranger weleded her help. ‘Why
is it different? You think | am too squeamish,hattit?’ she asked.

She heard a discreet cough behind her and whiokedr to face the plump
littte man who had come unannounced into the roétastered, she
smoothed her skirts, and stepped away from the‘Aeglyou the doctor?’

‘Oui. Now stand asidenadameand let me see the extent of the injuries. A
gunshot wound, | 'ave been told.’

‘Damned excisemen,” Adam said in the sort of téerib-rench an
Englishman might use. ‘Took a pot-shot at me, dideem to realise the
war had ended...’

The doctor smiled. ‘If you will indulge in theserdgerous pastimes, you
must expect a leetle trouble.’

He began poking about in the wound with an instminme had taken from
his bag, making Adam grunt with pain. ‘How long atjd it 'appen?’

‘Ten hours, around dawn this morning.’

‘Ten hours! It is a miracle your whole system 'a&& heen poisoned. | shall
'ave to do-what do you say?-a leetle excavating’'tifned to Maryanne.
‘Go and order ot water and a bottle of brandy ¢obibought ’ere, then find
somet’ing to do for the next "alf-hour.’

She passed on his request to the innkeeper buhaheno intention of
leaving Adam and quickly returned to his side. Ploaired a generous
measure of brandy into a glass and took it to tusidle.

‘Take 'im the bottlemadamethe bottle,” the doctor said impatiently, then
added. "Ave you ever seen your 'usband dead dmakamé’



‘No.’
‘Then you are going to now. Give 'im all of it.’

‘Send her away,” Adam said, taking the bottle aipgihg it up to his
mouth. ‘Send her away.” He was gulping at the figguid, as if he could
not find oblivion quickly enough.

She made no move to leave, but stood and watchéteaontents of the
bottle diminished and the doctor prepared his umsénts. Adam began to
sing, but that soon fell away into a mumble anchttiee bottle dropped
from his hand.

The surgeon set to work, probing gently at firaif vhen it became
apparent that Adam had lost consciousness complbtelworked more
swiftly, delving deeper into the shoulder. Maryanhanded him his
instruments when he asked for them, gulping to senself from feeling
sick or faint, and watched Adam’s face for signs w@turning
CoNnsciousness.

"Ere it is.” The doctor’'s calm voice made her tuams, he extracted a hard
metal object from the pool of blood in. which he swavorking, and
dropped it into the empty brandy glass. ‘Now, Isthind 'im up before e
comes to 'is senses.’

She helped him to do that, while Adam remained nscious, his face
whiter than the rather grubby sheet that covered fihe doctor, satisfied
with his handiwork, reached for his codtlddame your 'usband ’as lost
much blood, but e will soon make it up. 'E muswvbaest and have good
food and no more sailing, nothing energetic...’

‘When can he travel?’ she asked, looking down atitivalid and praying
for his complete recovery.

‘Not for a week and then only if you go vedlpucemen Where were you
going,madame?

She did not know. ‘Paris,’ she said.



‘It is too far. You must wait until that wound "asoperly 'ealed.’

She wondered if Adam would obey that instructiorewine regained his
senses, but she smiled and said, ‘I will make $weests, Doctor, and
thank you.” He had to be paid and she had no maeethere was nothing
for it but to go to Adam’s coat, which had beerottin across the back of a
chair. “Your feemonsieur?

‘An English guinea will do very wellinadamé

Feeling more like a thief than a wife, she put hand inside the pocket
and was surprised to find it was unusually roontyost like a poacher’s
pocket. From it she withdrew a sheaf of papers raifited through them

looking for a purse or paper money, but what she lm@ught her up with

a start. In her hand she was holding what wereoafsly legal documents
and they bore the Danbury crest!

For a moment she was unable to move because sheshlggkbd with a
dreadful certainty that these were the papers whath been stolen from
James’s desk on the night of the murder.

‘What are you doing?’ Adam’s voice seemed to coroenfa long way off.
She whipped round guiltily to find him watching veith eyes which were
bright with fever, but there was no doubt he wdly ftonscious.

For a moment she did not speak and they lookeddt ether with a great
chasm of suspicion between them.

‘I'm sorry, my dear,” she said, and astonished &iénsith the calm way
she spoke. ‘I was looking for something to pagnsieur

‘Give it to me.’

She bundled everything together again and handecitm. Then she said,
‘Excuse me,” and fled downstairs and out of therdoo

She ran along the towpath, her mind in such a what she did not know
where she was going. That was why he had refusgivéchimself up, that
was why he made such elaborate plans to escapevhpdt was so



important to him to remain conscious and in contnalil they had gone

too far to turn back. He was not an innocent maufiaitly accused, but a

guilty one fleeing from justice. And she had throlerself at him and told

him she would go with him anywhere! How stupid $lael been and how
he must be laughing at her! And Jeannie Clavier & stopped suddenly
and sat down on the bank beneath a weeping willogather her wits and

decide what to do.

The water was clear and she could see her owrctiefte It looked the
same as it always had, except for the lines ofdatiaround the eyes, but it
belonged to a different woman from the one who daded it twenty-four
hours earlier, and that woman had been differeminfthe girl of six
months before. She should have no compunction aiemding him over,
but to whom and how? She was in a foreign landy wid money and no
friends and her French was too inadequate to explar predicament to
anyone. She put her face in her hands and groaretuish.

‘Oh, Adam, Adam,’ she whispered. ‘How can | loveuyafter this?’

‘Miss.” It was the elder of the two fishermen, whad come to find her.
‘The tide is on the turn and the wind is with use Wdust set sail now, if we
are to get back to England tonight.’

England! Should she ask to go with them? Shouldletee Adam to his
fate, whatever that was, and return home? Oncésiermen had left, her
last links with her homeland would be broken and slould be entirely
alone...except for Adam. Did she really want to ten back on the man
who lay so ill in the inn behind her, and who, batmoment ago, she had
trusted with her life and her future? Because sttedoubts, did that mean
she did not love him enough? She had to get tdbdt®m of the whole
affair if she was ever going to know peace of magain, and there was
only one way to do that.

‘Have you been paid?’ she asked, dreading the titoafyhaving to go
back to Adam for more money.

‘Yes, most generously. If you ever want to retwou have only to send
for us.’



‘Thank you, I'll remember that.” She watched themnmeanoeuvre the boat
out into the river, where the sails picked up theeke and sent it slowly
downstream, then she took a deep breath to calmwife beating of her
heart and returned to Adam.

The doctor had left and the patient was sleepiraggf@lly. Some of the
money lay on the table by the bed, but there wasigroof the documents.
His coat had been hung on a hook behind the dabshe wondered if he
had left his bed to do it, or asked someone eldahg it up. Silently, she
went to it and felt in the pocket. It was empty,ievhcould only mean that
Adam knew she had recognised the papers for wiegt Were and had
hidden them away. She needed to know what theyaowd for her own
peace of mind and began a systematic search ofothrea, looking for

them. She had to give up when Adam became restle®ang his head
from side to side and flinging out his arms.

She hurried over to the bed and sat on the side t@king his hand. ‘Lie
still,” she whispered. ‘Lie still or you will bleealgain.’

Her voice roused him and he opened his eyes. ‘Magamy faithful
Maryanne, still with me, | see.’

‘Where else would | be?’ she asked with some atspéhien, regretting her
sharpness, added, ‘How do you feel?’

‘Better. You know, Maryanne, we cannot linger heyer arrival was too
conspicuous. | wonder how often they see an Endistiing boat as far
inland as this, and how often a gentleman andadg tisembark, not to
mention the gentleman being wounded. News of thkttravel fast, you

can be sure.’

‘Surely no one will follow us to France.’

‘I wish | could be sure.” He paused to study heefdls anything wrong?’'

‘Wrong?’ How difficult it was to behave naturallyWhat do you mean?’

‘I don’t know, but you seem tense and afraid, amat’s something you
have never shown before, not even when you wereealo your uncle’s



cottage, nor when we were being shot at; nor, aaegrto the doctor, did
you flinch when he dug that bullet out of me.’

She made an effort to sound light-hearted. ‘Themething wrong with me
that won't be put right as soon as you are weliraga

‘Oh, my poor Maryanne. I'm so sorry, my little or®yt you coped well,
very well.’

‘I did nothing, and it was my fault you had so muocbuble. You could
have escaped unscathed without me.’

He smiled and lifted her hand to his lips. ‘I coulot have left you behind,
my love; you know too much.’

She jerked her hand away, as if his touch had buiheand began
straightening the bedcovers, anything to coverdm@nay. ‘| promised the
doctor | would see that you rested, so no morariglklomorrow we’ll
decide what is to be done.’

‘Very well, but please rest yourself. | don't neadurse and you are not
looking at all like my high-spirited Maryanne.’

It was easy to convince the innkeeper that sheafragd she might disturb
her husband and that what she needed was a robergelf, and one was
soon found for her along the corridor. She orderdight meal to be taken
there and retired for the night, hoping that héigtee would make sure she
slept. But again and again her thoughts echoedavbids-‘you know too
much’-as if repetition would make them go away oeam something
different. The trouble was, she knew nothing, najhat all, and she would
not rest until she found out what was in those pap€&he knowledge
might be dangerous, but she had to risk that.

When she went to him next morning, he seemed muanger and
although he occasionally grimaced with pain he dat seem to be
suffering too much and he was inordinately cheeff, Maryanne, my
love, | do believe | feel well enough to travel...’

‘The doctor said...’



‘Be blowed to the doctor. | mean to take you home.’
‘Home? Back to England?’

He smiled and reached for her hand. “You must $tagking of England
as home or you will never become a real Frenchworiveaman you

know, forgot she was English when she marifagpa. For her, Challac
was home and she never wanted anything else.’

She smiled wanly. ‘She had married the man shedlove

‘Yes.” He spoke abruptly and pulled himself intsitting position. ‘I think
the time has come to...” he smiled wryly ‘...to ploéat little matter right.
We can be married before the day is out.’

‘No!” She spoke so sharply that he looked up atihesurprise. ‘I mean,’
she added, before he could comment, ‘let's waiil yau are fully
recovered. There is no hurry.’

He grinned. ‘No, | suppose the damage has alreadg done as far as the
world is concerned. | wonder what they are saylguaus in the drawing-
rooms of London.’

He had not said he loved her; he had not said mgegdao marry her for

herself; he had not said anything at all to putrerd at rest, and yet he
must know that she was troubled by more than wieaiple might be

saying about her. She smiled to herself, remempetite Dowager

Duchess; enough scandal for generations, she ddcasa that was before
Maryanne had added to it. And for what? For a mao wad held her in

his arms once or twice and kissed her, a man wightnie a murderer. It
was nothing to smile about. ‘It will be a nine-dagnder,” she said, ‘soon
forgotten.’

‘By all except Mark Danbury. He will not forget. Al do not wish him to.
He will live to regret the inconvenience he hasrmetto.’

‘Inconvenience!” She threw back her head and ladgHs that what you
call me?’



He grinned and swung his legs over the side ob#tk ‘| am glad you can
laugh about it, my dear. Now | must dress. Be sodgas to see if the
coach is coming.’

‘What coach?’

‘The one | ordered yesterday. If you had not takeimto your head to
make a little excursion on your own, you would h&mwn what the
arrangements were. Where did you go, by the way?’

‘Just for a walk. | wanted to be by myself for ailwh

‘You were alone?’

She looked at him sharply. ‘Of course | was alaby do you ask?’

‘I don’t know. | wondered if you might perhaps havanted to return with
the boat...’

‘Why should | want to do that?’

‘A change of mind perhaps.” He paused. ‘Or a chavfgeeart’ He sat on
the edge of the bed looking up at her, searchimdawoe. ‘I was right, you
are tense. Do you think | cannot tell when somegisnvrong with you?’

‘Nothing is wrong.’

‘Is it because | subjected you to a rough crossind being shot at and
having to nurse me? | thought you were made ohstestuff than that,
Maryanne Paynter,” he said.

‘None of that would have made the slightest diffieeif...” She could not
go on.

‘If what? Come along, tell me. We can’t go on wiitis between us; it will
be unbearable. Do you want to leave me and go bkknake what
arrangements | can, but | can’t guarantee youtysafe



‘Is that what you want me to do*?’

‘What | want is of no consequence. | am asking yangce and for all, are
you going back or coming with me?”’

‘You are determined to go, then?’
‘Yes. Are you coming?’
‘I have no choice, have I?’

‘My dear Maryanne, you have always had a choiceu ¥bose to come
with me in the first place, remember?’ He smiled there was evidence of
pain in his dark eyes. ‘Come along, we are wadimg.’

They were saved further argument by the sound o$dsb hoofs and
carriage wheels on the road below the window. Séetwo help him dress
but he shrugged her off, insisting she wait for kiiownstairs.

He followed soon afterwards, moving slowly and palig, but he
disdained the offer of her arm and made his own watyto the coach
which waited for them at the door. It had certaisBen better days; its
paintwork was scratched, its hood torn and, what warse, its springs
looked decidedly lop-sided.

‘How far are we going in that?’” she asked, knowitigwould be
uncomfortable for someone lit and well, but for awwded man it would
be excruciatingly painful.

‘To Challac.” He opened the door and motioned heide. ‘Five days, a
week perhaps more, who knows?’

‘A week! No, Adam, you will never survive. Couldrybu find something
a little better sprung?’

‘Nothing is new in France these days,’ he saidnioing in beside her and
giving the order to move off. ‘Unless it belongsaavealthy Englishman.
There are plenty of those lording it about. They aot exactly loved by



the French, you know, and we need to avoid makingselves
conspicuous.’

‘You didn’t think of that when you dressed in thatery.” The coach
lurched as the wheels began to tum and she lodkieitnato see if he was
in pain, but if he was he concealed it well.

‘I had your support then, or at least your compd@anSir Peter and Lady
Adams, on a sightseeing tour.” He sighed and load@an at his clothes.
He had discarded the embroidered waistcoat, whath been too blood-
stained to clean, and put the diamond pin in hiskpty and, although his
coat had been cleaned, it was not what it was ey left Dover. ‘Now
it will have to be Adam Saint-Pierre returning hofnem the wars and
unsure of the welcome he will receive.’

‘Why are you unsure?’

He smiled. ‘The people are not always pleased ® the landowners
returning to their estates; too much has happendtia years since the
Revolution. They have found a kind of independeaice going back to a
life that was little more than serfdom is somethimgy will resist.’

‘But wise landowners will not try to turn the cloblack, will they?’

He laughed. ‘Tell that to the Bourbons. Louis tlsrile can pick up where
his brother left off and ignore the fact that thepRblic and Napoleon’s
Empire ever existed. | fear he will learn the hawady.’

‘You don’t think the bad times will return, do yo&arely everyone is sick
of war and anxious to make peace.’

He laughed. ‘You wouldn’t think so with all the kering that is going on.
They are trying to carve up the Continent as Weérre a slab of cake, and
the French people wait and watch.’

‘For the Emperor’s return?’

‘I don’t know. Perhaps for a sign that their liwesl improve.’



‘Surely that is up to those who govern them?’

‘Precisely. That is one of the reasons for goingnépl must do what | can
for my own people,” Adam asserted.

‘How long is it since you went home?”’

‘Not since...” He paused, trying to remember. ‘liéee it was six years or
more ago. | was quartered near by and decided engasee what the old
place was like. It was a mistake.’

Why?"

‘Memories, Maryanne, memories of times which coudder return, some
happy memories of childhood but others too paitdudlwell on. | did not
stay.’

‘Then why are you going back there now?’

‘It is time to try again. The place cannot be keftfall apart and we need
somewhere to lick our wounds, do we not?’

‘If you get there alive,” she said sharply. ‘Thisjney is madness.’
‘Have you a better idea?’

She did not answer, because answer there was 8beecould not leave
him, even if she wanted to; she was committedawgirsgy with him at least
until he was well and she had unravelled the mystérJames’s death.
And, in any case, for all his saying he would ageato send her back, she
doubted he would do it, not after telling her sheew too much. She
wished she did know; most of all she wished shenrkméat went on in
that head of his. Innocent or guilty? Why wouldriag tell her? ‘Only the
guilty flee,” she said. ‘So what are we guilty of?’

He smiled. ‘Flying in the face of Society. We araet€asts, you must know
that.” He sighed. ‘You are travelling alone with ,ym®t only unmarried,
but disinclined to remedy it, so would you haverasel openly?’



‘I did not mean that and you know it. | was talkialgout the night we left
Castle Cedars.’

‘What do you want to know? That | did not kill tiukes of Wiltshire?’
He gave a cracked laugh. ‘Either of them.’

‘Yes.’

‘Very well. | did not cause the death of either mdhwasn’'t exactly a
straight answer, but it had to suffice. ‘But yowknwho did?’

‘Yes.’

‘Who was it? Why did you not denounce him?”’

‘I have yet to prove it and until | do no one viiklieve me.’
‘I might.’

He smiled. ‘I doubt that.’

‘Tell me anyway. | want to know.’

‘The man you were betrothed to marry...’

‘Mark?’ She was shocked. ‘I don't believe it. Tltkea is preposterous. He
would not kill his own father.’

‘I notice how quick you are to defend him,” he saidh a twisted smile;
her words were almost as painful as his shouldbiglwwas causing him
agony with each tum of the wheel. *You have newgrbthat sure of my
innocence. | wonder why?’

She did not answer and they journeyed on in silee@eh thoughtful, each
aware of the presence of the other, sitting soectbat they could touch
hands and where every jolt threw them against ettedr. And every time
it happened he grunted with pain and she felt gutirribly, terribly
guilty. She found her eyes filling with tears andhed they could start
again, trusting each other.



‘What have | done?’ he asked softly, seeing heergisYou were right. |
was mad to contemplate such a journey.’

‘We can always stop until you have rested.’
‘I was not talking of my state of health. It is you

‘Me? What have | to do with it? | am no more thagdage and not to be
trusted.’

If it were not so painful and if she had not beerserious he would have
laughed aloud at her choice of words; as it wasgdiined himself to a
wry twist of his lips. ‘Trust is a mutual thing, Manne; it has to work
both ways.'

‘So it does,’ she said angrily. ‘If I had not tredtyou | would not have
come.’

‘But not enough, my love,” he said. ‘Not enough.’
‘Why do you call me your love, even when we arercpibng?’

‘Because you are my love, and nothing you say owilloalter that. You
are my one and only love, now and for always, dridive a few days or
many, many Yyears, nothing will change it; it is kacging and
unchangeable.’

His tenderness made Maryanne burst into tears@mgkferal minutes her
sobs were uncontrollable. He moved awkwardly toaimmg comfort her. ‘I

never knew such a woman.” He pulled a handkerdhoefh his pocket and
attempted to dry her eyes. ‘I didn’t realise a deation of love could

reduce someone to such tears. Come, dry your egeaawill talk.’

‘T...talk about w...what?’
‘Whatever you like-the weather, the scenery. Frames beautiful once,

but look at it now.” He nodded at the countrysideotigh which they were
passing. ‘Devastated by war, all the men gone,ingtbut women who



work like cart horses, old men and children. Howgl@o you think it will
take to recover from that?’

‘It is not only France,' she said.

‘No, the whole of Europe.” She was not sure if hented to cheer her up,
or to avoid answering questions. He need not hawveied; she was
incapable of thinking clearly. ‘I pray we are givére time to put things to
rights. Take that chateau over there; it looks bdwvith the sun shining
on its roof, but if we were to go closer I'll wagee would find it in ruins.
My old home is like that, but we will do what wencto bring it back to
life, you and I.” When she did not reply, he wemt, dt is especially
beautiful in the autumn when the trees aroundetaranging colour and
the vines have withered and all that’s left on themthe big purple grapes
of the late harvest, so full of juice, it makes yeal thirsty to look at them.
They make the best wine of all, did you know that?’

She shook her head. Her sobs had subsided bubalterot bring herself
to look up into his eyes for fear of another oushu¥Why was he so kind
and gentle with her? Why, if he were a murderer lamelv that she knew
it, did he carry on as if conducting her on anraften’s ride through the
park?

‘Tll teach you about wine,” he said. ‘I'll show yohow they tread the
grapes, how they store the vats underground in kagks. I'll take you to
the cellars where the monks make a local liquethichvis smooth as silk
and tastes of heaven.” He bent to kiss her witpagsion. ‘Just as your lips
give me a taste of heaven.’

‘Oh, Adam, | don’t know what to think any more...’a#anne sighed.
‘Then don’t think. Trust me now and time will dcethest.’

If only they could be sure of being allowed thatei Would they both end
on the gallows, unable to prove their innocencefe®ahe allow herself to

hope? He had said he loved her; she had to belmateor what was the
point of going on?



‘You need to rest,’ he said firmly. ‘Looking aftan invalid can be very
tiring, especially when he is as contrary as | bot,| am on the mend and
feeling stronger by the minute, so close your ey@g,lovely Maryanne,
and | will watch over you.’

Exhausted, she lay back against the cushionedsdahut her eyes. What
was the good of fighting? She was lost before sigk dven started. His
voice continued to murmur endearments in her eke, &4 softly sung
lullaby, and, in spite of the jolting, she was sesiteep.

She awoke briefly when they stopped to change thsels, but soon
drifted off again, unaware that his shoulder wasngi him so much pain
that he was having to fight to remain consciouswHang he could keep
going he did not know, but they were still too n€alais to relax. When
darkness came and with it the need to stop fonitet, he forced himself
to walk into the inn they had chosen, as if his mwere no more than a
minor irritation. The place was, like everythingel run-down and dirty,
but his request for separate rooms was acceptémutiguestion when he
explained that he was likely to be very restive ewdld disturb his wife.

Maryanne had stopped thinking for herself, becdas#o so was painful,
and even knowing that she was living in a fool'sgolisse and sooner or
later she would have to face reality did not robsefrom her lethargy. It
was almost as if she had been drugged, drugged sweithwords and a
soothing voice. Tomorrow would be soon enough teehia all out with
him-the possession of the documents, the implinatimt she knew too
much to be left behind, all the doubts and suspgiimnce and for all.
Tomorrow, she would insist on being told exactlyaivhad happened at
Castle Cedars on the night James died and why Heabeused Mark.
Tomorrow, not tonight.

But the next day she could not speak to him orsthgect because he was
so obviously worse. When he appeared at the bretaldble, his face was
grey with pain and there was fresh blood on hist.sBhe was allowed to
renew the dressing on his shoulder, but that wiashat arguments that
they should stay at the inn and rest until he reced were swept aside



with bad-tempered intransigence. ‘We go on,” hed.sabon’t fuss,
woman.’

She followed him out to the coach, convinced shaltvbave a corpse on
her hands before the day was through and unabik ta thing about it.
Pain or no pain, he was still strong enough to blamn the vehicle and
order the driver to go on. There was nothing fdsut to climb in beside
him and hope that her prayers for him would be @amed: She told the
driver thatmonsieurwas very ill and ordered him to drive very slovalyd
carefully.

In spite of that, Adam could not leave the coactenvthey stopped for a
midday meal and a change of horses; he remaineshdabed, spread out
on the seat, too ill to move, almost too ill to@egFood was brought out to
him, but he could not eat and Maryanne knew shddMoave to defy him
and take him to a doctor. When she enquired for, she was told the
nearest and best would be in Paris, and as thatneas only a few
kilometres further along the road she decided, elethe said, that they
would stop there and find help.

As it happened he did not protest because he wésnger conscious. So
much for avoiding the main roads, she thought,hay tumbled up to a
rough wooden palisade and through tall gates gdadsgiendolent soldiers

into a city which was a labyrinth of narrow, illygd streets and crumbling
old houses. Lanterns, strung across the streessjesinn the wind and cast
pools of sickly yellow light in which could be glipsed throngs of noisy,
ill-clad people who made Maryanne shiver with fe8he ordered the
coachman to hurry through without stopping andind & small hotel in a

more salubrious area. ‘Clean,” she said. ‘And retgide, but not

luxurious. And not in the fashionable area.’

He grinned and took them to a small lodging hougbealower end of Rue
Lepic within sight of the Moulin Rouge. Adam becac@nscious as the
concierge’s husband and the coachman lifted himndamd carried him
indoors. They took him up to a bedroom, where Mangamade him
comfortable while she waited for the doctor to\ariHere they were and
here they would have to stay until he was completetovered. Challac
and the vineyards would have to wait. And the camixtion she had
planned would likewise have to wait. So would pngyvhis innocence-or



guilt-and so would a wedding ceremony. She smiésdshe bathed his
feverish forehead with cold water; what price hgputation now? Thank
the good Lord there was no one who knew them irsPari



CHAPTER NINE

IT WAS a month before Adam improved enough to takéice of his
surroundings, a month during which Maryanne watcbedr him and
nursed him with devotion and care, but it was @soonth in which she
found time to search every particle of his meagr®rgings looking for
the tell-tale documents. But they were not to hentband she reluctantly
came to the conclusion that he had disposed of.tftepnoved one thing
above all else-he trusted her no more than shéettusm. How could
love, either his or hers, be based on such susg@ditow could they come
together with such a chasm between them?

While he lay so ill she did not often move far fraheir tiny room but it
was necessary to shop for good food to help hisviesy, for ointments to
put on his shoulder, for fuel for a fire and mopsl &#rushes to clean their
guarters. At such times the concierge would sihviiim and Maryanne
would escape from the noisome air of Montmartretha city, where at
least some effort had been made to clean up tlierse of the last days of
fighting in which so many young soldiers had died.

At such times, on her way to and from the markdtdes Halles, she
would step aside to explore. She found the othee faf Paris-the wide
tree-lined boulevards, the Palais Royal, the lléad€ité, Notre Dame, the
restaurants and pavement cafés, the Royal parks thir statuary and
fountains, the Louvre crammed with Napoleon’s stodet treasures, the
Arc de Triomphe, begun after Napoleon’s victoryAaisterlitz but yet to

be completed. Here Paris played host to visitorallafiationalities-British,

Russian, Prussian; they seemed to have a wild detation to enjoy

themselves, to make the most of what the city baaffer, as if it would all

blow away, like dandelion seed, at the first pdfivind.

And it seemed there might be some justification tfaat belief because,
beneath the outward enthusiasm, beneath the cfi€d/ive le Rof
whenever Louis passed in a well-sprung carriagestivere others oVive
'Empereut’



The Duke of Wellington arrived at the end of Augusttake up his
appointment as British Ambassador, and moved mdbeautiful mansion
in the Rue du Faubourg St Honoré, which he had lioflugm Napoleon’s
sister. Gone was the popular acclaim of the eaglgdlg days of peace,
gone were the cries dfibérateur’; he was looked upon as the conqueror
of a nation too proud to own defeat. Maryanne, mgwinnoticed through
the crowds and with her French improving daily, wasare of the
undercurrents and felt a certain apprehension.dCiiwél Emperor, confined
to his tiny kingdom of Elba, really return? In thetumn of 1814 it seemed
impossible and yet she could not help recalling Mdawords about
generalship. Surely Napoleon was watched, suretyniitional leaders,
soon to convene in Vienna, would succeed in maditagting peace?

But in truth she was more concerned with caringAdam, now slowly
recovering, than with state boundaries, more wdraleout how to eke out
Adam’s dwindling store of money than with whethke tLouvre should
keep its treasures. She knew Adam would soon bk emelugh to take
control of his own life and, with it, hers. Whalhesasked herself again and
again, did she intend to do when he was fully reced¢ and no longer
needed her? Would she, could she, leave him? Wasislprisoner? But
how could a strong, healthy woman be the prisofer leelpless man too
ill to fend for himself? If she really wanted tdescould throw herself on
the mercy of the new Ambassador, who would sureaignge for her safe
return to England.

But she could not leave. Well or ill made no diéiece; the thought of
spending the rest of her life still in doubt abbig guilt or innocence was
intolerable. She found herself going over and ‘amelner mind the events
which had brought her to this seething city; it veasif it had been written
in the stars, immutable from the day she had been.brhat being so,
what was the use of questioning it?

When the leaves on the trees along the Grands #ardle began to tum to
yellow and russet and drift to the ground beneahfbet as she walked,
Adam began to move about, restlessly pacing thenyocursing his
weakness and the time they had wasted, and attisnes she was glad to
escape and leave him to his grumpiness.



It was a grumpiness caused by frustration. Didrelteealise how difficult
it was for him to hold back from her, to refrairn taking her in his arms
and kissing her until she understood his need?cBiidness towards her
was an act he found more and more difficult to aunstbut until she
softened towards him, until she confessed she &éatised his belongings
and truthfully told him why, until all suspicion tanelted away, he could
not make love to her, he could not even re-affirmltve he had so rashly
declared in the coach. He did not want to persuastewith words or
passion, he wanted her to realise, in her heathdrdepths of her soul, in
whatever intuitive place women knew these thingat he was not only
innocent, but wronged.

He had hoped they could put the past behind theraorget why they left
England and make a new life together, united isttaund love, but now he
realised that had been a fool's paradise. Unticleared his name there
would always be this chasm between them. It was tomrouse himself.

She came back one day to find him dressed and dreawe sitting at the
table writing a letter.

‘What are you doing?’ she asked pleasantly, taloffgher cloak and
hanging it behind the door. It was the one Jeahaid given her, very
grubby and much darned. He didn’t recognise thesdshe wore under it,
but it was of some cheap woollen material with netgnsion to style. She
had probably bought it in the market for a few sddew she had managed
these last few weeks was nothing short of miraculand he marvelled
and, at the same time, was angry with himselfédimig to provide for her.
She removed her bonnet and shook her head sodghaah swirled about
her shoulders, and turned to smile at him; it wasugh to make an angel
weep, and he was no angel.

‘Writing to Robert. He has no idea where we are l@dnight have news
for us. Besides, | need funds. It is time Sir Peted Lady Adams re-
emerged.’

‘Why?’



‘You have nursed me unstintingly and it is time meved from here to
more comfortable quarters,” he said. ‘You need &raad a wardrobe and
| want to show you the best of Paris before weogGhallac.’

‘You still mean to go, then?’ she asked.
‘Of course-nothing has changed.’

No, she thought, nothing has changed. Althoughthersurface, he spoke
affectionately to her, there was a part of him bkllback. She could not
imagine him repeating the words of love he hadretten the coach when
they were travelling. It was almost as if she haglathed them. Perhaps
she had, perhaps the whole thing was a dream.nighémare.

When money arrived from Robert, Adam lavished ithem, taking her to

all the beautiful shops and buying her clothes jemgtllery as if his purse
were bottomless. He rented a house in the Faub®u@ermain, which

belonged to a returning émigré who had no monewgtiarn it to its former

splendour. It had a faded gentility and, aboveitaljas quiet. Adam hired

servants and a carriage and horses and generalbuséo impress. She
had no idea whether he could really afford it bilf her greatest concern
was their unmarried state. He had not mentionediaggr again since she
had so adamantly turned him down, and now she didtmnk he ever

would. He had, on his own admission, brought hehwim because she
knew too much; it was his reason for wanting to méer, and hers for
refusing, But, married or unmarried, she could ngwee evidence against
him; surely he should have realised that by now@ what did she know?
Nothing.

When she could put that from her mind, she enjoyedself, and
sometimes, for an hour or two, she could forgetwghe anything else but
Lady Adams, could put from her mind the fact tHa svas the hostage of
an unkind fate, that her future happiness waserhdmds of a man wanted
for murder. They sauntered along the boulevardssamdht the pavement
cafés; they went to the packed theatres and dinfsreus restaurants like
Quadron Blue, Jardin Turque and Frascati’'s. Theypdeeed along the
Seine, visited the Louvre and Notre Dame and admnitee public
buildings, which far surpassed anything that canddseen in London.



‘'ve heard it said,"” Adam remarked, ‘that if Napoh had reigned another
ten years there would not have been a city to m#&dplendour.’

‘But do you think that making a city beautiful jidsd all those deaths, all
that devastation, all the plunder?’

‘No. | was merely making an observation,” he toét.h

‘I sometimes forget you are a Frenchman,’ she sHids bound to give
you a different view.’

He did not answer and she fell to wondering oncairagvhat would

happen to them if conflict broke out again betwtweir two countries. ‘Do
you think that the war will start up again?’

‘| pray to God it does not,” he said grimly.

‘If it does, will you serve again?’

‘I may have to.” He smiled. ‘But we should not lenking such sombre
thoughts. Nothing will happen. The French are asstired of war as the
rest of Europe. What would you like to do for yduinthday?’

‘Birthday?’

‘Surely you had not forgotten that tomorrow youlwi¢ twenty-one?’

‘No, but I thought you had.’

‘I could not forget the day you throw off your skbes and become an
independent woman.’

‘Except for my dependence on you.” She laughed,ingak joke of it.
‘You know | will never be able to claim my inhemtee? It was conditional
on my guardian approving my marriage.’

He smiled. ‘What a good thing | am a wealthy mamai\Vabout the opera?
Shall we dress up and show ourselves to the world?’



On the evening of her birthday Maryanne dressed gown of Brussels
lace over silk, with burgundy satin ribbons slottednd the high waist and
hem and along the length of the long sleeves;titoffeher figure, now
regaining its former curves, and made her look atnethereal. Around her
throat she wore the ruby pendant he had bougha$erbirthday present.
Seeing her coming down the stairs towards him, Aétamd himself with
a lump in his throat. ‘You look like an angel,” kaid.

She laughed. ‘But you and | know | am no angel,'tdae? The wicked
Lady Adams is pretending to be what she is not.’

‘If anyone but you said that, | would run them tigh.” He took her arm.
‘Come, let us go; | want to show my lady off. | Bhee the envy of Paris.’

‘You look very handsome yourself, she said. He hesthewed the
cossack trousers which were the latest fad forkig@mntaloons which were
moulded to his long thighs and shapely calves. w#-tailored evening
coat was undone to reveal a fine embroidered wastnd a lavishly tied
cravat. ‘Quite the dandy.’

After the performance, which was all she had hapeeuld be, he took

her to Tortoni's for supper. She was in a happy @haxed mood as she
allowed the waiter to push in her chair for herpking they made as
handsome a couple as any who were there. While Adatared their

meal, her attention was drawn to a noisy party gliSh people on the
other side of the room.

‘You should have seen him!” a woman’s voice sai@king off old Boney

to perfection. The old fellow couldn’t be suretifwas his Emperor or not
and he didn’t know whether to fall to his kneesskhim or arrest him. |
don’t know how | kept a straight face.’

Maryanne froze in her seat, because the voice wamistakably
Caroline’s. She tugged at Adam’s coat skirts. ‘Ada@aroline is over
there.” She jerked her head backwards.

He smiled. ‘So she is, but we will not let that gjpoir meal.’

‘Adam, please, let’'s go. For all you know, Markngh her.’



He craned his neck to see over her head. ‘I dewelhe is. And Caroline’s
friends-the Halesworth girls and Lord Brandon. latie he had been
appointed to the embassy staff.’

‘What are we going to do?”’

‘We are going to have our meal, Maryanne. Mark doeisfrighten me
and, in any case, there is nothing he can do teetes’

‘It will always be the same, won't it?’ she saig, the waiters came and set
paté and fish and English beef on the table, togethth a bottle of
champagne. ‘We will never be able to stop running.’

‘You could stop now,’ he said. ‘Go back to himthat is what you want.’

‘You know it is not. | was referring to the factathwe have to skulk in
corners for fear of being seen. What | want moenthnything is to be
able to look the world in the eye.’

‘Do you feel guilty?’

‘No, why should 1?” She looked up at him, tryinggoess what was going
on behind that scarred brow. ‘Do you?’

‘No.” The word was said quietly but he was angryhatright had he to be
angry with her? She was innocent of any crime-eixdepbt, but was that
a crime?

‘I could almost believe you wanted him to see yahe said angrily.
‘What will you do if he does?’

‘What will youdo? Will you rush into his arms and beg forgivefeB®
you think he will take you back?’

‘I know he will not.” At any other time she wouldife enjoyed the luxury
of the fruit-flavoured ices which the waiter sefdye them, but now she
pushed hers away.



‘Not even for your fortune?’ He smiled, but it wagwisted smile which
lifted the scar above his eye and made him loolstein ‘Do you regret
forgoing that? Would you like to turn the clock katc

‘It is not in our power to do that. If it were, youould, perhaps, have done
it yourself.’

‘You are right,’ he said, thinking of what he hatblght her to-a life
which obviously made her miserable. ‘We must mdiees liest of what is
here and now. You and I, my dear Maryanne, arevisiie. Are you
ready to leave?’

She nodded and he beckoned the waiter to fetcltlbak. It seemed to
take an age to help her into it and then for hecrtiss the room, with
Adam’s hand under her elbow.

‘Evening, Saint-Pierre, | see you are enjoyingdbkghts of Paris.” Mark’s
words sounded more like a threat than a pleasaquignand Maryanne
turned towards Adam, hardly daring to breathe. fdie was white, the
scar over his eye stood out and a muscle in hisathtwitched. He
remained frozen like that for several seconds whitek's smile died on
his face and was replaced by a look of animal fear.

Caroline seized his coat tail and made him sit ragdieave it, Mark,
please.’

‘You are right,” he said with a twisted smile, dited at Adam. ‘He is not
worth the effort and neither is she. My lawyersédnfaund a way to release
the inheritance back to the family. As a crimiredle has forfeited it.” His

laugh was an ugly sound and made diners from a#tides turn to look at

them. ‘He is welcome to the whore for | no longeed her.’

‘| say, Mark, that’s a bit strong,” Lord BrandondaHe could call you out
for it.

‘No,” Mark said. ‘He dare not fight me.” He turned Adam, his
confidence returned. “You won't, will you, no mattehat | say?’



Maryanne tugged at Adam’s sleeve. ‘Please, Adamydago. He is only
trying to goad you into something foolish. Plegdease, let's go.’

He shrugged her off, still looking at Mark. ‘Mayliggest you go armed in
future?’ he said evenly. ‘Paris is a dangerous el Englishmen at

present. But then | have no doubt you have broughitr bodyguards.” He

affected to look round the room. ‘Where are theythe way? | hope their
aim has improved; when we last met they could nbahbarn door at

twenty paces.” With that he took Maryanne’s arm amadked out to their

waiting carriage, with Mark’s harsh laugh echoinghind them. He

bundled her inside and got in beside her.

‘Why did you have to speak to them?’ she demant#itiy? We could
have ignored them.’

‘It was you who said you wanted to look the worldhe eye...’

‘I did not need a demonstration that we could notidl know that
already.’

He turned and seized her arms. ‘You would have mpeore his
insinuations? For two pins...’

‘It was me he insulted, not you, and | do not calat he says. We often
say things when we are hurt that we would not etlssr dream of
uttering.’

‘Hurt? He is hurt?Mon Diey why do you always have to find excuses for
him? After what he called you...’

‘He is like a spoiled child who can’'t have what eants. | don’t
understand why you attach so much importance tbvte are to appear in
Society at all, we shall have to become used togoegviled.’

‘I will make him eat those words,’ he said. ‘As kiea is my witness.’

‘And | wish you would release my arms; you are imgrtme,” Maryanne
said.



He dropped his hands and mumbled an apology, ad dlrived at the
house without either of them saying another wore.ddcorted her to the
door, where he lifted her fingers to his lips amched to leave her.

‘Where are you going?’ she asked.
‘I have business to attend to.’
‘Adam, you won’t do anything foolish, will you?’

‘Foolish, my dear Maryanne?’ He gave a cracked Haulj seems that
these days | do little else. Go to bed; | will m@tke you when | come in.’

No, he would not wake her, she thought, and howvakbed he would!

They lived openly as Sir Peter and Lady Adams agtd ip private, they
were no more than companions, not even friends. rfavd there was Mark
to contend with. Why had he come to Paris? Shebeaa terrified they
would come to blows. As it was, she was not asaik the incident was
over. If she had any idea where Adam had gonewsh#d have followed

him. Instead, she climbed the stairs to a bedrdmhwas nothing short of
luxurious and stripped off her finery, wishing theguld go back to the
humble lodgings in Montmartre where, because hedependent on her,
they had been so close. Now they were as far apaver.

Adam, pacing the streets, could not have wishadytmore fervently than
she did. He fumed with frustrated fury at a fateiokhseemed to be
determined to deny him the one thing he wanted alathother. Maryanne
had been right-he should have walked right outhat testaurant without
speaking, but his pride would not let him; he hahted to show her that
they had nothing to fear while they remained innEgg that he was master
of the situation. But was he? One way or anotherh&d to resolve his
dilemma, even if it meant going back to the man wias the cause of all
the trouble. But he could no more indulge in a cwed than he could in
London, as Mark very well knew, though with a rigitn which was still
not functioning properly the odds had certainlyned in the other’s
favour.



And Maryanne. What in heaven’s name was he goindot@bout her?
Send her back to England?

‘Choucas! The voice came to him from out of therkahess, and he
realised he had wandered far from the genteellised side of Paris and
was in the Stygian gloom of the narrow alleys oé tQuartier de St
Antoine. It was here, as a twelve-year-old, he lmaohd himself after the
death of Louis Saint-Pierre. Here, he had beconmevknasLe Choucas
here he had fought, eaten, slept and thieved o aitee, until one day,
when he was sixteen, nearly seventeen, his closegbanion had died and
he had realised that before long he would go theesaay, just one more
death in the thousands that went unknown and unmedun a city that did
not care.

He had enlisted. But some of his links with thastphad survived the
years; they were often a source of information mmant of bureaucracy
could match, though if any of them realised the lisemade of what he
had been told his life would not be worth a sou.

He turned to face the speaker who, at first glaappeared to be a wizened
old man, but on closer inspection was found to beolder than Adam
himself. ‘Lerue,mon cher ami Adam grinned and held out both hands,
which were immediately clasped. ‘How are ymgn vieu®’

‘The same as ever.’ The little man laughed. ‘Butl yraave come up in the
world, | can see. Not in the army now?’

‘Discharged.’
‘Come home with me, share a bottle of wine and letalk,” said Lerue.

‘I am not sure | can,” Adam began, thinking of Manye. ‘Il am not alone
in Paris...’

‘The Englishmam’sellecan wait. | have something to tell you...that is if
you want to hear it?’

‘Yes, but how did you know about the lady?’ Adarkexs



Lerue tapped his nose and laughed. ‘I know. Ladgms! That is a good
joke, n'est-ce-pa® You, who swore no woman could hold you, are
enslaved.’

‘It is no jest,mon amj and | wish you would drop the subject.” They made
an incongruous pair, as they made their way albaglingy street, the one
tall, broad-shouldered and elegantly dressed, ttier tvent and grey-haired
and indescribably dirty.

‘Then tell me this, are you turneahglais?’

‘I have never made a secret of the fact that myherotvas English,” Adam
said, carefully controlling his voice so as to sbuelaxed and easy, but he
was acutely aware of the shadows in the darkne$mt \Wad they found
out? Was he to die in this filthy slum after all?

‘And bourgeois,l know, but you have been forgiven for what youroat
help, and that is not what | meant. There is gaombe trouble.” They had
reached a tumbledown hovel tucked into a dark gatnit Lerue opened
the door, ushered Adam inside and groped around f@per to light a
candle.

‘Trouble?’ Adam looked round the filthy, barely fished room. It seemed
incredible that he had once lived like this and/éts only by the grace of
God that he had escaped. ‘For whom?’

‘Monsieur Villainton,” he said, using the derogatorame the French Press
had given the British Ambassador. ‘He is a gred&dispbut...” He paused
to fetch a bottle of wine and two cracked cups feoupboard.

‘But no diplomat?’ Adam guessed.

‘On the contrary, he is proving to be a very good.dHe manages to calm
the fears of théégislatif while he consorts with the Bourbons and makes
an ally of Talleyrand.’

Adam laughed. ‘That is not difficult; the Prince @alleyrand has turned
his coat so often, he no longer knows which sidauiside. But if it brings
peace, surely that is what you want?’



‘With Louis le Groson the throne? He is no more than a puppdesf
anglais He would take us back a quarter of a centuryhto France we
shed a river of blood to destrdyon, mon amithe people want the return
of the eagle.’

‘Ahh.” Adam let out his breath in a long sigh. Sust was what the
preamble was leading to. ‘I thought as much. Buy ate you telling me
this, when you clearly have doubts about my allecgd’

‘| did not say | doubted it, though there are thed® do..." Lerue paused,
peering up into Adam’s face. ‘And there is a wayd®monstrate your
loyalty. You have the ear of the Ambassador...’

‘No.’” It was not something Adam could admit towbuld not be accepted
in the rarefied atmosphere of the Ambassador’stcdde grinned. ‘It is a
matter of the lady...”

‘Pah to that,” Lerue retorted. ‘The Duke is notarant in that respect; he
understands aboliamour. You must go to him, tell him to leave Paris, or
there will be a new bloodbath, beginning with him.’

‘You do not care a fig about the blood of one Estginan, so why do you
want him out of Paris?’ Adam asked.

‘If the eagle flies again, Wellington is the onlyamon earth who can stop
him. He is the only man the prisoner on Elba fears.

‘| can't go, to His Grace with a tale so flimsy-hal laugh in my face. If
there is a plot, who is behind it? Bonapartists@ atmy? The people?’

Lerue smiled. ‘A plot? Perhaps. But be sure of-tbisevery shako with a
white cockade there is a red cap, for every fleHisl there is an eagle.
Tucked into many an otherwise empty cupboard ieeastiredricolore.
We are all Frenchmen, Choucas, we believe in thsulRection.” He
nodded at the cup Adam held. ‘Will you drink to kca?’

‘Willingly. To France.” Adam emptied his cup andvtas immediately
refilled.



‘And to the eagle.’

'To the eagle.’

'‘Death to our enemies, wherever they are.’
‘That too.’

‘And to peace.’

‘To peace.'

‘To love.

‘And love.” This was said softly, with thoughts bfaryanne uppermost in
Adam’s mind.

With each toast there was a fresh cup of wine dindugh they became
slightly tipsy they could both hold their drink angére by no means drunk.
They moved from making toasts to reminiscing ar@mfrremembering
things past to thinking of the future, and thatugiat them round to their
starting-point. It was nearly dawn when Adam fipdift and made his
erratic way home. He was aware that he was beirighed and that if he
did not persuade Wellington to leave he could expetibution, but the
wine and comradeship of his old friend had dulleddenses; he was in a
cheerful mood. He had almost forgotten Mark Danbury

It was dawn when he let himself into the house enegt upstairs. Outside
Maryanne’s door, he paused, putting his hand onhtedle, but then
changed his mind and went on to his own room. Th&e no point in
waking her; he had nothing to say to her. He charggeckly into riding

clothes and then went out again.

He cursed Lerue and his wine and he cursed theabkadhe had now.
How he was going to persuade the Duke to see hidlicheot know, but

speak to him he must. He rode to the Bois du Bomdoghere His Grace
liked to ride of a morning, only to discover thaetDuke had cut short his



exercise to return to the Embassy. Adam had nocehbut to go there
himself.

He was told to wait in an ante-room and then culssdate when the aide
who came to enquire his business turned out todvd Brandon. ‘I don’t
know how you have the temerity to come here,” he.sa

‘Why not?’ Adam grinned at the other’s discomfituBe so good as to
ask His Grace if he can spare me a few minutessdirhe.’

‘You surely do not expect him to receive you?’

‘If you tell him | am here, | think | can safely gantee he will see me.’
‘What can you possibly have to say which will iestr His Grace?’

‘I will tell him that.’

‘Then write to him. His Grace is dressing and hasime to see you.’
‘What | have to tell him cannot be entrusted tograg\nd he is not the
only one short of time. | am in a devilish hurryseif.” Adam’s sword was
out and pointing at his lordship’s throat before #stonished man could do
anything about it. ‘You already believe | would rasitate to Kill in cold
blood, so conduct me to His Grace, if you please.’

Lord Brandon spread his hands. ‘As you can se, imarmed.’

‘Good, then we should have no trouble.’

His lordship, remembering the bloodthirsty talesriiaad told him about
the Frenchman, decided not to argue. He led thefreay the room and up
the stairs where he knocked on one of the manysdoor

It was opened by the Duke himself, a habit whidgfrently astonished his
visitors. He was in grey breeches and shirt-sleeis uniform jacket

hung over a chair and his highly polished bootodtbeside it. Adam
returned his sword to its scabbard and pushed Lgasdt Brandon. ‘Your



Grace, | am sorry for this unconventional arrivalf his lordship was not
inclined to announce me.’

The Duke smiled. ‘He is paid, among other thingsptotect me from
vagabonds like you.” He turned to Brandon. ‘You nhegve us and make
sure we are not disturbed for at least five minutes

Lord Brandon scowled and Adam could not refraimfrgrinning; it was

not the first time he had bested a junior offi@akr whether the Duke of
Wellington would see him, but this time he had bkss sure of himself.
If the events at Castle Cedars had reached thd dacs he might very
well have been refused.

Knowing that when the Duke said five minutes he mhexactly that, he
lost no time in explaining his errand as soon ay tliere alone. The Duke
listened gravely, but refused to be intimidatedhrgats.

‘I am aware of the situation,” he said. ‘And, altigh | have nothing
against making a strategic withdrawal, it wouldKatecidedly odd. if |
were to pick up my tails and run now, don’t youn#®# If it is found
necessary to withdraw me, then | hope it can be adath dignity, but until
then | stay at my post.” He paused before goingRest assured, we will
be watchful, Captain.” He smiled. ‘If you want te bf service, do as you
have always done-watch and listen and keep mengdr

‘Yes, Your Grace.’
‘Preferably in the south.’

‘I had planned to go to Challac, Your Grace. Inear Grenoble,” Adam
explained.

‘Good. Good. That suits me very well.’

Adam took his leave; it was no more than he haceetga but he didn’t
think his old friends would be satisfied with tlaaid was half glad of the
excuse to leave Paris. He had been commission&mbkoand listen and
report what he saw and heard, and he knew thaDtike’s mild way of
putting it was an instruction to act positively. tdas not expected to sit on



his estate and wait for news to come to him. lfrehevas going to be
trouble, he ought to send Maryanne back to Robedra/ she would be
safe, but the very thought of parting from her vahmost more than he
could bear.

Maryanne spent the morning supervising househad#tstdout returned
every now and again to the letter. It had come fiengland and it was
addressed in a flourishing hand she guessed bealolmg&obert Rudge.
Robert had already sent money, so why had he wrdggin so quickly
unless he had something important to tell Adam?ullbloe murder? Or to
warn him that Mark was coming to Paris? If so, heswoo late and the
damage had been done. She felt like going up torA&gleoom and shaking
him into wakefulness so that he would come down aatsfy her

curiosity.

When he did appear, it was not from his bedroont, fltam the street.
‘Where have you been?’ she demanded, her anxieinmaer speak
sharply. ‘You haven't met Mark again, have you?’

‘No, my dear, if | had intended duelling with hitnwould have done it in
London. ‘Tis a pity | didn’t-it might have savedlaal of heartache.’

‘Then where have you been?’

‘I went for a ride in the Bois du Boulogne to cleay head. | am afraid |
imbibed a little too much after | left you last hig

She smiled her relief; it was easier to forgive Hon getting drunk than
going after Mark. ‘It's too late for breakfast,’ eslsaid.

‘I am not hungry. I'll have coffee.” He picked upet letter and ripped it
open while she rang for a servant. When she tubae#t to him, she was
astonished by the expression on his face. It wghtakith joy.

‘She’s alive, Maryanne. Alive. Can it be true?’ IH=ad the letter again
while she stood staring at him. ‘All these years...



‘Adam, who is alive?’ t

‘Maman. Maman The Comte de Challac has written to me-l played a
small part in getting him out of the hulks at Portaith and reuniting him
with his wife-did | tell you? Robert has forwardée letter.” He handed it

to Maryanne. ‘Here, read it yourself.’

Maryanne took the sheet of paper to the windowetm rwhat the Count
had written.

When | heard a rumour that there was an Englishwmomahe Convent of
St Margaret, | went to enquire after her, thinkthgt |1 might perhaps, in
gratitude for my own good fortune, be able to doler what you did for
me and restore her to her home. It is many yeace disawmadamebut |
am almost sure the lady was your mother, thoughepiatlly thin and
stooped. The nuns say they rescued her from teerpwhere she had been
kept ever since the Terror, and though they havedctor her devotedly
she is very confused. She can remember brief gésps$ the past which
fly away as soon as you try to probe more deephgd you make all haste
to come and see for yourself. Your old home is lydndbitable, so please
come and stay at the chateau with us. Hortensge ygail her saviour and
wants, above all, to give you her thanks personally

She looked up at Adam when she had finished readiieglooked as
though he did not know whether to laugh or cryoftily | had known!" he

cried. ‘I truly believed she had been executed hefbre her husband. |
saw him die, you know. Just before they... jusblethat, | spoke to him
and he said he hoped they had been merciful amokithat to mean... Oh,
Maryanne!’

He grabbed her round the waist and swung her offfést to kiss her.
Slowly he set her down, but his mouth did not Iebges; the kiss lingered
on and she felt swamped by her love for him. It eaower her in waves
like the sea pounding on a shore, relentless, ualken sweeping away all
doubts. It was just as it had been in Dover-so,sgeock-solid.

‘We must go to her at once,’ she said when he sekkher.

‘We? You include yourself?’



‘Of course,” she said. ‘What else would | do butmeowith you? Wasn't
that always your intention?’

‘Yes, but after last night | thought you might halenged your mind.’

‘What has last night to do with it? You still dotrtbink | want to go back
to England, even if | could? There is nowhere fa t@ go, you know
that.’

‘You were the one who did not want to be alwaysning away. You
could go back to the Duke of Wiltshire...’

She stared at him, unable to believe, that theiagieement of the night
before still rankled. ‘That is out of the questemd you know it.’

‘| cannot take you to Challac unmarried. It is hké Paris, you know...’
He stopped. Eleanor Saint-Pierre would be ablerd@gowho he was and
he prayed she was not as confused as the Counédderthink. Maman’

‘Would be horrified,” she interrupted him. ‘Is thall you can think of?’
She blinked back the tears which sprang to her.dyew could he be so
blind? It was almost as if he was trying to turm &gainst him.

‘It is a little late to go down on my knees andgose in the conventional
manner, Maryanne. | remember you telling me you ld/aot marry me

however compromised you had been, but we cannaingdke this. God,

woman, don’t you know what it's been like for meesle last weeks? |
won't be held at arm’s length and played with lizecat plays with a
mouse.’

‘I haven’t done any such thing"
‘Oh, yes, you have. Now, you must make up your mamte and for all. If
you come, it will be as my wife or...” He did notant to say it again,

knowing he was tempting fate. But he had to know.

She was in tears. ‘Adam, | have said | will coméhwjiou, | have always
said it...’



‘As my wife?’
‘As your wife.” The words were whispered.

He let out his breath in a long sigh of relief. avill not regret it,” he
said. ‘And one day, as God is my witness, you bdlable to hold up your
head anywhere in the world.” He kissed her then she felt wooden and
unresponsive, the exuberance of a few minutes égfone. If only he had
wanted to marry her because he loved her, if anly..

They were married the same day, in a quiet cerematmessed only by
Lerue and another old acquaintance of Adam’s, aemfiwhom Maryanne
had met before. They came, she realised, from Aslgmast, from his
jackdaw days, and she found them rather frightening

‘They are good men,” Adam assured her. ‘And whe etsuld we ask?’

He was right, of course; all their Parisian frienasieved them to be
already married. It did not help her to feel angsl@ervous about the step
she was taking. She wanted, more than anythindgp@nworld, to be his
wife; she wanted to be done with pretence, to shardife and to know
that, whatever happened, they were united in tbee for each other. But
how could that be achieved when it was all so adeds when his prime
consideration was the silencing of gossip?

She forced herself to put her doubts behind hérea®ok his place beside
her in the church and the parson began the sertieeas done now and
she must make the best of it. Perhaps, in timejoitld all come right;
perhaps, when the past had been put behind thesnctiuld build a future
for themselves.

As soon as the ceremony was over, they left Pargshired chaise. Adam
was relaxed and cheerful and talked of his homehamgarents and how
eagerly he awaited his reunion with his motherthsd by the time they
stopped at an inn for the night she had caughtrtied. Perhaps it was



only in Paris he was so morose, and now that he ggasg home she
would come to know the real Adam Saint-Pierre.

He ordered a meal to be brought to their room, bogble to think of
anything but the big four-poster bed, she had mpztie.

‘Is it not to your taste, my dear?’ he asked, aftatching her push her
food round her plate.

‘l find I am not hungry,” she told him.

He smiled and stood up. ‘Neither am I.” He took hand and drew her to
her feet. ‘My hunger is of a different kind.’

She stood, almost impassively, as he kissed hexwlten his tongue found

hers and his hands began the gentle task of rolmnghe found herself
responding, shyly at first, then, as he removedchahes, taking his time,

kissing her and caressing her with great tendeysessbecame more and
more inflamed. Her love, her desire, her need foem@ression in a

passion that not even he could have guessed aghibel, he picked her up
and carried her to the bed.

Not until the following morning did she realise thevhatever happened,
nothing would ever be the same again, that irreblgcahe was his wife
and if he could not find it in his heart to lovertas a husband should at
least he knew how to be kind and gentle. She wiryltb be content.



CHAPTER TEN

THEY reached Challac two days later, two days inctviMaryanne was
blissfully happy. She was almost afraid to arrivecase it should all come
to an end.

The village nestled in a valley enfolded by hillsiere was a church with a
very tall steeple and quaint little cottages graumeound a tree-lined
square where a fountain played. There was a plieide it, but no statue.
‘They took it down,” Adam said, smiling. ‘It was enof Bonaparte. |
imagine they are in no hurry to replace it with teo of Louis.’

His home was called Les Cascades, he told herubeaa the many little
waterfalls which tumbled down the steep slopes shatounded it. From a
distance it looked a beautiful house, not quitehateau, nor an English
mansion, but when their coach made its way up thes cand they drew
nearer they could see it was almost derelict. Wiwvdavere broken, slates
missing from the roof and the oak door looked asugim it had been
battered down with a tree-trunk. The garden wasldemess of weeds,
except large areas where the grass had been tichfifgile

‘They must have had heavy guns here,” Adam saidis‘la wonder the
place is still standing at all.’

Next to the house, they saw a tiny patch of cuiégaground where
potatoes and onions grew, and here a bent old naarheeing. He stopped
what he was doing as the coach came to a stoptaad watching them.
Suddenly his face broke into a grin, revealing ragle broken tooth.
‘MonsieurAdam!’ He turned to scuttle back into the housging, ‘Anna!
Anna! Monsieur,our master, is back. Come and see!’

A little round tub of a woman came to the kitcherod wiping her hands
on her apron. ‘Ohmonsieuy can it be you?’ She peered short-sightedly at
Adam. ‘All the long years we prayed for you and nowr prayers have
been answered.’



‘Thank you, Anna. It is good to see you again. Amd, Henri. Maryanne,
these two good people, Henri and Anna Caropne, \were in the old
days.’ He turned back to the old servants. ‘Thisnswife. She is English
but she can understand your French if you speakslo

The woman bobbed a curtsy. ‘Come into the kitchibe, rest of the
house...” She paused to wipe a tear from her eyle the corner of her
apron. ‘It is not fit to see.’

They followed the old couple into the house andenmmducted round the
empty rooms. They inspected the broken plasters¢héed paintwork, the
scorched fireplaces, the staircases with their ingsdanisters and the
chipped tiles on what had once been an outstandiogpic floor in the

main hall.

‘What could we do?’ Henri asked plaintively. ‘Weeanld.’

‘You did well,” Adam said. ‘And we shall soon setto rights, ready for
madamemy mother’s return.’

‘She is alive?’ Two pairs of eyes lit up with sudd@y. ‘She is really
alive?’

Adam nodded. ‘| believe so.’

The old woman fell to her knees, to clasp his haRdaise be to God.
Where is she? When shall we see her?’

‘Soon,” Adam said. ‘Now we must go, but we will back tomorrow. |
want you to make a list of all the repairs thatchdeing. | mean to lose no
time.’

‘Yes, monsieurof course. God bless you.’

‘They were overjoyed to see you,” Maryanne said mitreey had returned
to the carriage.

‘Yes.” He seemed preoccupied, as if he was notyrdiatening, as if he
could hear other sounds, echoes of a past she soukhare.



At the convent, she waited in the coach while eged down to ring the
bell. A nun came to the grille and Adam spoke byi&d her, then the door
was opened and he turned and beckoned to Maryanne.

‘Mamanis in the garden,’ he said. ‘We are to go and fied’

‘Be gentle with her,” the nun said. ‘It will be Aack.” She folded her arms
into her wide sleeves, smiled at them both andetiaway.

They followed the path she had indicated into dusled garden where
several women sat or walked in the sunshine. Thesevall dressed in
similar shapeless gowns and Adam could not, &t faisk his mother out.
‘They are all so old and bent,” he saibldamanwas- There she is!’

Maryanne restrained him as he started forward. fAd#on’t rush, go
slowly. | will wait here.” She sat down on a berapainst the wall and
watched as he approached the woman he had singetbok her arm and
led her to a seat, talking and smiling. He was rde@ with a blank stare
of incomprehension; his mother did not recognisa.hie looked up at
Maryanne in despair, his need for her support avim his face. She
stood up and went over to him.

‘Maman’ he said, reaching out his hand to draw Maryaionerard. ‘This
is Maryanne, my wife. We are going to take you home

The blank eyes looked up at him. ‘Home?’

Maryanne smiled and sat beside her, taking her.hafed, but not until
you are ready. This is your son. This is Adam. Dgau know him?’

‘My Adam is a child. The Committee of Public Safd¢tok him. They
killed him. They killed Louis too.” She spoke fkatl'You are one of
them...’

‘No, |-’

‘Murderer!” she screamed suddenly. ‘Killer of l@tthildren?’



Adam groaned and covered his face with his handsyahne put out a
hand to him as tears squeezed themselves betweénders. She became
aware that his mother was staring at him with hesewide and mouth
open, as if something had touched a chord in henang

‘You are James,’ the older woman said slowly. ‘Jaanbury. What are
you doing here? Go away! Go back where you camm!fro

Maryanne turned from her to Adam and then she damlp what had
always been there to see-his likeness to JamesnAudas James’s son!
Everything that had happened in the last year édskcross her mind-the
way they had met, his odd references to the Dantaumly, his refusal to
fight Mark, the curricle race and James’s stramgetion to the mention of
Adam’s name. She remembered how she had felt wiaeoliGe had said
she was James’s by-blow: shame and anger, butoha#ita vulnerability.
He looked like that now and her heart went outiin.INo wonder he was
bitter, no wonder he could not talk of it. Miracudy it did not seem to
have turned him against his mother, even if she ribtl want to be
reminded of it. He was staring at her now, as #dhla to believe his ears.

Maryanne put a hand on his arm. ‘Adam, we can'¢ tagr away from here
today-the upheaval would confuse her more than.e&wr must come
again tomorrow and every day until she gets userfo

He seemed incapable of speech and simply noddedchjsiescence. It
was not until they were in the coach and travelliogthe Count of
Challac’s chateau that he spoke, and then it wasnies of despair. ‘What
am | to do, Maryanne? She thinks | am...’

‘I know, but don’'t you see, it is a good sign? leans the past is not
entirely forgotten,” she told him. ‘We can have idea what horrors she
lived through during her years of imprisonment, ibghe was incarcerated
with revolutionaries, criminals and ruffians andishway from what has
been going on in the world it is hardly surprisitigat she is confused.
Once your mother accepts us, whoever she thinkarejeand we take her
home, things will improve. We must have patience.’

They stayed with the Comte and Comtesse de Chaltdle Les Cascades
was made habitable. The Countess was a lively, Imgblperson and



Maryanne could easily see why the Count was sotddvo her. It made
her all the more aware of what was lacking in hemomarriage: a
togetherness, an understanding that needed no werdsvotion that all
could see.

They could not have been kinder, but Maryanne cowt stop herself
feeling depressed and homesick. It would be debtydedol in England

now and the leaves of the trees in Beckford woodsldvbe a glory of

gold and red, spreading a soft carpet under thghmun the rectory the
fires would be lit and there would be roasted raung wrinkled apples and
the window-panes of a morning would be misted. Stheare would be
frosts. Did they have frosts in the south of Fr&ndeéhey were in a
mountainous region, so she supposed they mustdwit in October, the
air was still warm and dry.

Did those at home-she persisted in thinking okibhame-still think of her
as a party to murder? Or had they ceased to thirtkep at all? Did it
matter? She had to admit it mattered a great dwhkhe wished she could
go back and show them how wrong they were. But Adawer spoke of
the possibility; all he seemed to think of was Gascades, the state of the
country and whether war would come again.

He would not bring his mother home until the repaiad been done,
believing that the sight of her home in ruins wonldke her worse, but by
the middle of December they had finished restotirggmain rooms, and as
she had shown signs of considerable improvementsantetimes talked
quite rationally they had moved out of the chatead into Les Cascades
and fetched her home.

There were occasions when she seemed much bettestlagrs when she
was as confused as ever, and Adam was frequentlggpair. Apart from
the fact that he loved her dearly, he had been toaumon her to help
resolve his dilemma in England, and that lookediagely as ever. Her
behaviour varied from that of an imperious aristhcdemanding instant
obedience, to that of a mischievous child. Sometiste spoke like a lady,
sometimes like a gutter urchin.

The last of the old year had gone by and they weoemonths into 1815
before Maryanne began to catch glimpses of the woEl@anor had once



been and she could understand Adam’s love for Bet.by then Adam
was not there to see it. She had once asked hirh lvehdid when he was
away, but he had turned the question aside withestgasing comment
which told her nothing except that her company wasenough to keep
him at home. He had been gone much longer than tlssdime and she
was becoming concerned, though she said nothitigabto her mother-in-
law.

The sun was warm and the wind had lost its keem dédgthe first time
since Christmas and, walking in the garden with &mad Saint-Pierre in
the first week of March, Maryanne felt the firsiflastirring of spring.

‘He said he would come back,” Eleanor said, stagtMaryanne, because
they had been walking side by side in silence @tosg. ‘But | told him
not to. “It's not fair on the child,” | said.” Shegopealed to Maryanne. ‘Was
| right? Should | have stopped him from coming Back

‘Who are you talking abouMamar?’ Maryanne asked gently.
‘James. | told him to stay away from Adam. Adam wase, he gave him
to me. | didn’t want him changing his mind and takihim back. Was |

wrong?’

‘No, dear, you were not wrong,” Maryanne assuread Hew could anyone
censure this poor muddled woman?

‘He has grown into a fine man, has he not?’

‘Who?’

‘Adam, your husband,’ she said sharply. ‘Who didi ybink | was talking
about? He is just like James was. Do you know, somes when | look at

him | think he is James? Foolish of me, isn’t it?’

‘Not at all.” She paused; was this the long-awaitedovery? ‘Do you
remember what happened?’

‘No.” The older woman turned away abruptly. ‘I dotnwant to
remember.’



Maryanne took her arm. ‘You don’t have to if youndovant to,Maman
Come, let us finish our walk.’

‘James shan’t have him back, | won't let him gdiessaid vehemently.

‘And if anyone asks me | shall deny everything.eSfave a laugh that was
almost a cackle; it reminded Maryanne very fordgfuhat there were

periods of the older woman'’s life it was better twtelve into.

She was almost glad of Henri’s interruptioMadame,l must speak to
you,” he said.

‘Of course. Is something wrong?’
‘There is a report...’

‘Report of what?’

‘The second comingnadamé

She had been so immersed in her work in the hoodelaoking after
Eleanor that she had paid little attention to wivals going on in the
outside world. Adam did. He wrote and receivecelsttand he sometimes
spoke of his impatience with the Congress of Vienmvisich seemed more
concerned with parties and balls than completiagoiisiness, but he had
expressed the hope that now the Duke of Wellingtaa replaced
Castlereagh as the British plenipotentiary thingghtnbegin to move a
little faster. He had also been extremely relietetiear the Duke had left
Paris, where trouble between Bonapartists and Bmists made it a
dangerous place for him to be. The day he and Mameydnad left Paris a
shot had whistled uncomfortably close to his head.

She smiled. ‘Oh, that old rumour about Napoleorapisg from Elba. You
don’t believe it, do you?’

‘It is not a rumour,madame It has already happened. | was told by a
courier who stopped on his way to Paris to changé@drse.’



‘Surely the Emperor would not dare to land on Fhesoil,’” Maryanne
asserted.

‘He landed at Fréjus with a thousand men a week agacsaid. ‘Since then
he has marched, unopposed, up behind Cannés, thrbigne and
Sisteron towards Grenoble, and will soon be at I@bal

Her heart began to beat uncomfortably fast athbeght of Les Cascades
being, once more, in the path of an army. Oughttehéo something to
defend it? But how could she with only a handful seirvants? ‘What
should we do?’ she asked.

‘Nothing, madame.He will be heading for Paris and will not stepdasi
from that unless he is opposed,’” Henri replied.

‘Isn’t anyone going to try and stop him?’

He smiled his toothless smile. ‘I doubtriitadameThe army is on his side,
even if some of the officers are not, and the pedylve had enough of
fighting; it matters little who rules us as longwas can be left to live our
lives in peace.’

She hoped he was right. Until Adam returned, shd t@ pretend
everything was normal for Madame Saint-Pierre’ses&@he turned to seek
her out, all too aware of the heavy burden of raspmlity she carried. If
Adam did not come home soon, the house, the senaard a confused,
prematurely old woman would all have to be takere aaf. There was
Eleanor now, kneeling on the damp grass with naghofor the aches and
pains which might result. Maryanne hurried to hiegy up. Maman,the
ground is too wet to kneel.’

The older woman turned to her with an expressioohdiflish delight. In
her hand she held a small bunch of violets. ‘Lddkyyanne, look! Spring
has come at last.’

Napoleon Bonaparte had been the ogre of EuropdynahrMaryanne’s

life; like all English children she had been brougp to dread his coming.
‘Behave yourself or old Boney will get you’, was fasniliar a saying as,
‘If you are naughty, you won't go to heaven’. Andwihe was only a few



miles away. Telling herself he was only a man kg other did nothing to
calm her fears. She longed for Adam. Why could hebeocontent to stay
with her? Why was he not fulfiled unless he wassthg round the
countryside on some secret errand? It almost madeargry. Perhaps it
was better to be angry; anger was easier to baarithrt.

The day’s news was still large in her mind when wieat to bed, and she
could not sleep. After tossing about for more tharhour, she rose, put a
shawl round her shoulders and went to sit by thedaiv. Down in the
valley she could see the church spire and the umeweftops of the
village. Beyond it, the lower slopes of the moumthad been terraced to
make the vineyards, and above those the dark nigeeeotrees stretched
up to a boulder-strewn peak. A light here and tliEneoted a cottage or a
farmhouse. From a distant kennel she could heabd#nk of a dog and
somewhere an owl hooted. Immediately below hercshed see the roof
of the stables and hear the soft whinny of a horse.

A light flickered in the distance. She stood usée the better. There was
another and then another. She ran down to theryitanad fetched an old
telescope from one of the shelves. She followed lithe of the road
through the valley with the glass and then stopddée way was full of
vehicles, carts and gun carriages, and on botls sidee horses and men,
hundreds of them. It was their camp fires she le&th.sShe swept the glass
round in an arc to left and right. The whole hdlsiwas covered with
soldiers and Les Cascades was right in the middieem.

A movement caught her eye. A single horseman httded himself from
the main force and was riding along the road towatte house. She
watched him for some minutes, now shrouded in d=s&ras he passed
beneath trees, now plainly to be seen as he cammtouthe moonlight.
She craned forward. It couldn’'t be... He turned ofehe many sharp
bends which the road took on its way to the housk disappeared from
view. She held her breath, hardly daring to hopel then there he was,
entering the gates, a tall, upright figure on almgse. She ran across the
room and tore downstairs, flinging open the frombrdas he dismounted.

‘Adam!” She threw herself into his arms.



He kissed her hungrily, then picked her up andi@adrher back into the
house and along the hall to the drawing-room, kigkhe door shut behind
them with his foot. Setting her down, he held hiese to his chest and
bent his head to find her lips with his own. SHe tlee familiar tightening
in her stomach and limbs, which made her forgetyehimg in the pleasure
of kissing and being kissed.

‘You don’t know how glad | am you are back, shédsat last. ‘I've been
frightened, didn’t know what to do for the bestShe stepped back to look
at him properly for the first time. He was weariaguniform of white
breeches and a dark blue coat whose braid denb&edanhk of captain.
‘Why are you dressed like that?’ she asked.

He grinned. ‘Don’t you like it? | thought it rathdashing...’

‘How can you joke about such a thing, Adam? Youehaulisted again,
haven't you?’

‘I have no choice, Maryanne,” he said gently. ‘| ageded.’

‘Don’t you think | need you? AndMaman What about us, your mother
and me, and the servants? Have you no thoughofargwn people?’

‘Do you think | wanted the regiment to come hekééh Diey what kind
of man do you think | am?’ he replied.

‘Then make them go away again. Do you know thatewou have been
goneMamanhas been so much better? Would you throw her bdokfe
pit of despair again?’

‘That is the last thing | want.” His jaw was set.
‘Then change out of those clothes before she smes y

‘I cannot.” He took her shoulders in his hands &uaked down into her
troubled face. ‘Maryanne, my love, you must thk@manand leave. | will
give you funds to take you as far as Paris. Go yobankers when you
reach there and they will help you to go to Engldndill come and find
you.” He paused and added softly, ‘Wherever you langll find you.’



‘I won’t go! I am not afraid of Napoleon Bonapatte.

He smiled crookedly, put his finger under her caid tipped it up so that
he could kiss her lips. It was pleasure and paianroverwhelming wave
of emotion which left her breathless and crying.atyanne, think of

Maman.Think of me. If you are here when the fightingrisgado you think

| could do what | have to do with an easy mind2édto know you are
safe.’

‘And while | travel the length of France,” she seldb‘you will be fighting
and killing, perhaps being killed yourself...’

‘Maryanne, you do not understand...’

‘Oh, 1 understand all right,” she retorted. ‘“Yowéwar. You love the thrill
of battle. You have been brought up to light andenenind who is killed
and hurt by it.’

‘That is neither fair nor accurate. Don’t you selkeave my duty...?’

‘You also have a duty to me, and to your mothdrg ld him. ‘You leave

us for weeks on end without a word and when youecbiack it is not to

stay with us and protect us, but to send us awayh#/e taken months to
restore this house and the garden. Is it all tordmpled by men in boots,
not to mention horses and gun carriages...?’

He had to be angry with her; it was the only waycbeld make her obey
him. ‘A beautiful speechmadame But perhaps you should say it to the
Emperor, not to me, for | have no time to listerhadve been sent to
requisition this house for the regiment’'s headwmrart He attempted a
smile to cover his own bitterness, but all he madagas a quirk to his lips
and a lifting of the scar over his eye. ‘The coloma&s noticed that it has
excellent views all round. He will be here soorake over himself.’

She stared at him open-mouthed. ‘You can’t meat?tha

‘I am afraid |1 do.” He wanted to take her in hisngragain, but dared not. ‘|
volunteered to come and see there was no troulgleibv



‘No trouble?’ Her voice was a squeak. ‘I will giweu trouble. | shall
refuse to budge.’

‘Maryanne, if you do not do as | say, others wihwe and it will be out of
my hands. Go and pack, please.’

‘Now?’
‘Yes, now.’

‘But it is the middle of the night. How will we tval? Who will go with
us?’

‘You can go in the landaulet; it is light enough j@u to drive. The Count
has decided not to serve again; he is taking thentéss to England and
has agreed to escort you. They will be waitingyfou at the church. If all
goes well and Bonaparte is stopped before he redeamis, | will join you
very soon. But do not wait; go to Robert and waitrhe.’

‘That is all | ever do, wait,” she cried. ‘And whlahppens when we arrive
in England? Had you forgotten Mark and the fact tie has accused us
both of murder?’

‘Had you forgotten,” he retorted, ‘that you are my wife rfdwhave made
you into a respectable woman. That's what you whnieasn't it, to be
able to face the world?’

‘My reluctance to leave has nothing to do with Swandal,” she said,
fighting back tears. ‘And you are cruel to bringttup again.’

He went to the window as the sound of horses cbeltleard approaching
the house. ‘The colonel is coming and that meanadt revert to being the
soldier. And Maryanne...” He paused. ‘I am not Ad8aint-Pierre. | am
not your husband. Do you understand? We have megtbefore today.’

‘Oh,” she said angrily, as she went to the doorhOAare you, then? Sir
Peter Adams or Captain Choucas? What would theyf agy knew...?’



‘Maryanne!’ He strode over to her and grabbed her. df you value my
'life at all, you will say nothing of that, do ytnear? Nothing.’

‘And what aboutMamar? How will you silence her? With a fist in her
mouth? Would you like me to bind and gag her?’

‘Keep her out of the way until it is time to go.elsaid. ‘When you are
ready, go to the stables. | will see you both théte stood back from her
as Henri admitted the coloneMadameunderstands the situation,” Adam
told him. ‘She is going to pack now.” He gave Marmga a meaningful
look, and she ran from the room, up the stairselobdedroom, where she
flung herself face down on the bed and wept. Stehed she didn't love
him quite so much; there were times when it wasoatniike a physical
ache which could only be eased by quarrelling vitim. And, having
argued and shouted and almost come to blows, siselefawith the
heartache. And that was worse.

Why was their love so turbulent? Two or three merdh peace, that was
all they had had, and now this. How was she gaingndure the parting,
not knowing where he was or even if he was alivefel Avhat devious
game was he playing, pretending to be a strang@siawn house?

She could hear men’s voices now, as they movedtabeunouse, deciding
which rooms would best serve their purpose, andsapposed they would
soon come to her bedroom because it had the lmssvHer pride forced
her to rise from the bed and make her reluctanggredions to leave.

When she summoned the servants to instruct theendishovered they had
already fled, every single one of them, except Hand Anna, who were

made of sterner stuff and told her they intendeklide in the cellar until it

was all over. Adam had contrived to let them knbeytmust treat him as
a stranger and they seemed to have entered intspitie of the charade
much more willingly than she had. She wonderedda® had told them

more than he had told her, and the thought annbgedwas she the only
one to be kept in the dark? No, there was also Mad&aint-Pierre. Poor
Eleanor! Just as she was beginning to improve hidisto happen; better to
leave her sleeping until the very last minute.



She packed a few items of clothing for both of thewoke madameand
called Henri to take the baggage out to the co@lbhn she returned to the
drawing-room where the colonel had made himselffoaiably at home.
He had spread a map of the area out on the tadlevas discussing some
points of it with Adam and another officer.

‘Colonel,” she began, ‘Il beg you to reconsider-’

Before he could reply, Eleanor burst into the robemind her. Ignoring
Adam, she hurled herself at the colonel, draggergnails down his face.

Both Adam and Maryanne ran to haul her off, but befiore the colonel
had struck her across the face with the back ohhrsd with such force
that she fell to the floor. He turned to Maryanngping blood from his
cheek. ‘Take her away,” he ordered.

Maryanne bent to help Eleanor to her feet, thendsteith her arm about
her, facing him. ‘You did not need to be so bru@an’t you see she is
afraid?’ She caught a glimpse of Adam out of thenepof her eye. He had
turned away; every muscle in his face was rigid &l hands were
clenched against his sides to stop himself movingpeaking. Whatever
game he was playing, he was in deadly earnesg, didned not go to the aid
of his mother.

‘Afraid?’ the colonel queried. ‘I have done nothitggfrighten her. Get her
out of here, before | have her arrested.” He tuieeAdam. ‘Captain, we
have work to do.’

Maryanne, in tears, put her arm round Eleanor'sikless and led her out
to the stables, where Henri had harnessed two $idvosthe landaulet and
loaded their baggage. She climbed in and tookehmes from his hand, but
made no move to go.

‘Madame,| beg you do not delay; you will make it difficuibr him,” he
said.

Maryanne’s misery turned to anger, anger at theidity of a nation which
had almost destroyed itself by war preparing texactly the same again;
but most of all her anger was directed at her hudpaho had condoned



the seizure of their home. She jerked on the r@mkthe startled horses set
off down the drive.

Adam arrived on the front step just in time to e carriage disappearing
out of sight. He turned and went back indoors andhe stairs three at a
time to Maryanne’s bedroom, where he crossed tovthdow, grabbed up
the discarded telescope and watched the vehiclé iutitad joined the
Count’s coach at the crossroads by the church. dBge, my darling,” he
whispered. ‘God go with you.’

He should have sent them away long before. He vk what was
being planned; he had sent his reports to Vienrteedsad been instructed,
in the vain hope that Bonaparte could be prevefitad leaving Elba or,
failing that, stopped before he landed. Compladeois! Sitting on their
backsides in the Congress Hall waiting to see wiaild happen next.
Well, he could tell them. Without support from tigeeat Powers, the
French alone could not, would not resist. He daditite colonel’s capacity
to stop him.

Why did it have to happen now, just when Maryan@s Weginning to put
the past behind her? Why here, where they had $®bappy? Why, when
Maman had suffered so much already, should she haveiftersnore?
Would Maryanne be able to manage her? If only they not quarrelled, if
only he could have explained, but the colonel’'svatrhad stopped him.
Perhaps it was just as well, for what could he hala her that it was safe
for her to know?

Suddenly he was a child again, emerging from a cagbto find all his

happiness swept away and nothing left but emptintéssank down on the
rumpled bed, still sweet with Maryanne’s perfumet pis head in his
hands and groaned in agony.

The Comte de Challac was almost as reluctant altesas Maryanne. He
insisted on driving slowly, and whenever they fodhemselves at the top
of a rise he stopped the horses and climbed ohetadof of his coach to
look back through his spyglass. Sometimes they tr&tps marching



southwards and had to pull to one side to let tpass. ‘They will tum him
back,” the Count said. ‘Then we can go home.’

At Lyons, he called another halt, declaring hieimtion of staying in the
town until he heard news one way or another. Margawas happy to
agree; every mile was taking her further from Adamd if the Count was
right the nearer they were to home when all waslvesd, the sooner they
could be back there. They found a small hotel, \ahile the ladies settled
in for the evening the Count went out to discovdratvhe could. He
returned in great agitation.

‘Colonel de la Bédoyere has turned the whole of $egenth Regiment
over to the Emperor and they are all marching north

‘The Seventh?’ queried Maryanne. ‘Isn’t that thgimeent Adam was
with?’

‘Yes.’
‘Have they all gone over?’
‘Every last man. Your husbanchadameis riding with Napoleon.’

She did not want to believe it, but she was afn&dnight be right; she had
never been sure where Adam’s allegiance lay. ‘Véatwe going to do?’
she asked.

‘Go on,’ the Count said. ‘I do not relish the idafabeing in the path of an
army, especially one so hungry for victory as tms.’

They set off again at dawn. Maryanne, following @eunt’s coach in her
own lighter vehicle, found it difficult to keep wpith him. They were
approaching Chalon-sur-Saone when they heard thaithg's troop had
changed sides at Lyons. It was all the more hutmtiafor the Royalists
because they were being reviewed by the King'shiemat the time.

‘Is nothing being done?’ Maryanne asked, when gtepped at an inn for
the night; because they were travelling in separakécles, it was the only



opportunity they had for discussion and making sleos. ‘Surely the
Allies will do something.’

‘My guess is that they are waiting to see if therfeh can solve their own
problems,” the Count said. ‘And they may do so ydarshal Ney has
undertaken to arrest the Emperor and bring himarisin a cage.’

‘But Marshal Ney was one of the most able and |Imfathe Emperor’'s
commanders,’ the Countess said. ‘They would be s@wa rely on him.’

She was right. By the time they entered Paris erfifteenth of March, the
news was everywhere; Marshal Ney had been won byewone of
Bonaparte’s proclamations that he had come to gevErench people, and
now it seemed nothing could stop him. Maryanne, &fael Saint-Pierre
and the Count and Countess found a small hotelsahdound the supper
table discussing what they would do next.

‘The Countess and | have decided to go straighbdengland,” the Count
said. ‘I advise you to do the same.’

‘| shall wait for Adam,” Maryanne insisted.
‘But how can you be sure he will come?’
‘He is with the Emperor, is he not?’ she returned.

‘What aboutmadamé@ Is it fair to subject her to more upheaval?’ the
Count went on.

‘It seems to me there has been no upheaval, Mag/aaid tartly. ‘The
advance has been entirely unopposed. And | kilawmanwould rather be
near Adam.’

He could not move her and they agreed to partv&itehed them leave for
Calais the following morning and then set off t@ gelam’s bankers. He
had made generous provision for her, but what warersurprising was
that there was a letter for her. It was dated séweeeks before and
showed he had anticipated events.



If you are reading this, it means we are apart. o must be my brave
little duchess... If war comes, and | pray thaddates not, then go to
England at once. Robert Rudge will know what to ldold your head up,
my darling wife, and know your husband, who adgres, is thinking ,of
you and longing for you every hour of every dayydlu should hear ill of
me, do not judge me too harshly, and forgive mesegrets. One day, God
willing, you will learn everything. Take care damanfor me; next to
you, she is the most precious thing | have.

She looked up from reading it with tear-blurredsetefind the kindly man
who had given it to her regarding her in some conce

‘Not bad news, | hope?’

She smiled. ‘No, not at all.’

‘You will be returning to England? | have instrugts...’
‘No,” she said quickly. ‘I shall stay here.’

‘Very well, madamebut please do not leave it too late.” Like evemson
else, he expected the worst.

On the nineteenth, the King and his entourage tite@elgium, and the
next day Napoleon was carried shoulder-high int Thileries without a
shot being fired to stop him. The timing of bsuphad been immaculate.

But if Maryanne thought that was the end of it glas wrong, and if she
thought the Emperor’s arrival presaged the arwfagldam, she was wrong
again. She heard no word from her husband, anddiitecal news was not
good either. Before another week had passed, thepEan Powers had
formally announced an alliance to recapture théeeaigd put him back in
his cage, and the Duke of Wellington had been n@a@lamander-in-Chief
in Flanders. War was inevitable and imminent.

In spite of her bravado about wanting to face thmldy returning to
England without Adam by her side to give her thiergjth to defy not only
their accusers, but gossiping Society, was somgtsie preferred not to
think about. She needed no great persuasion taadodMamaris daily



request to stay ‘just one more day’ in case Adarved. They had parted
in anger and that preyed on her mind most of abul he come back to
her at all, or had her shrewishness made him throwis lot with the
French army to escape her? When, at last, she wpki® the fact that
Bonaparte was gathering all his forces to resistAtties, it was almost too
late. The ports had been closed; not even the sstdlshing boat could
put to Sea, and the only way out of France wasutiirdBelgium. But by
this time there was another, very strong reasomeforing: she wanted her
child to be born in England.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE heat was so oppressive that they could harddgthe. The air was
still as a quiet pool; not a leaf stirred, no liyinthing moved, except
Maryanne and Madame Saint-Pierre, plodding weagchpss the fields of
Flanders. Even the dog, chained to the farm gdted Ino more than an
eyelid at their passing.

‘There’s going to be a storm,” Eleanor said, pagigomlook up at the sky.
‘I heard thunder.’

‘It's the guns again,” Maryanne told her.

All the previous afternoon they had heard the sewfdcheavy guns away
to their right as they stumbled across the fieldse ground beneath their
ill-shod feet had seemed to throb as if unablestr the weight of so much
concentrated machinery and so many galloping ho¥gast she could not

see Maryanne had imagined and, terrified that #iéebwould' come their

way, she had hurried Eleanor into the shelter afarch, where they had
huddled down between the pews, expecting to be rblmipieces at any
moment. The noise had stopped when darkness flhext morning they

had set off again to cover the remaining twelveemr so to Brussels and,
they hoped, to safety.

Maryanne blamed herself bitterly for the predicatmidney were in; she
should have left Paris weeks before she had, ormmmted at all. Her
timing, unlike the Emperor's, had been abysmal. Sheled wryly to
herself as they skirted a field of shoulder-highincdf Adam knew the
trouble her delaying tactics had caused, he woeleven more furious.

It had seemed a simple matter to harness theietdosthe landaulet and
set off for the Belgian frontier, but when theyieed at Beaumont they
had found the border closed and the only way tleydcpass through was
to tag on the end of the baggage train followingp®eon’'s army,

pretending to be camp followers. The marching airagl been an awe-
inspiring and colourful sight, setting out to waribgoing on parade. From
the back, their plumed head-dresses reminded Maeyaha huge exotic



bird stepping delicately forward, head nodding. Stesl spotted the
marching columns of the Seventh and, leaving Eleatriving the
carriage, had hurried forward on foot to ask abbmrthusband. ‘If he’s not
dead, he very soon will be,” one of them had sdidywing his forefinger
across his throat.

She dared not stop to ask him what he meant bythin@atening gesture;
others were eyeing her with more than idle cuyosshe had hurried back
to Eleanor and taken the next turning off the nraad. At the entrance to
the next town she had been directed to the comrassavho had
promptly requisitioned the horses. Pleading witim imad been a waste of
breath and they had packed what they could into lesnand set off on
foot, leaving the useless carriage at the inn whikey had stayed the
night.

The ground was hard and dry and they walked brisitigtting cheerfully
to each other. Maryanne was continually surpriseéleanor’s resilience;
she was far more lucid and sensible than she hexdkeown her; it was as
if the excitement and danger had re-awakened aslostething in her
which had restored her self-respect, joex de vivre

‘We ought to find shelter,” she said now. ‘We Wik soaked if we don't.’

Maryanne, who had been indulging in a daydream Mmichv Adam
appeared from nowhere with a carriage and horsesght herself back to
the present with an effort and surveyed the inkibkky, just as it was rent
with lightning, followed almost immediately by amamous clap of
thunder. A great wind tore across the fields arel itkavens opened. In
seconds they were drenched and the hard groundavased in miniature
ponds and rivulets.

‘There! What did | tell you?’ Eleanor said, stargliwith her face tilted to
the sky, laughing delightedly. ‘At least it's cdol.

Maryanne smiled, tugging on her arm. ‘ConMaman we must find
shelter. There’s a road beyond that field.’

But when they arrived at the road, their laughtepged abruptly. The
pavé was choked with civilian refugees, wounded soldisti able to



walk, runaway horses with stirrups swinging emptilmen who had
become detached from their regiments, deserters hadothrown away
their weapons, and carts loaded with wounded. ‘Weggod and licked,’
they were told by a red-coated British soldier vihgped along leaning on
his musket. ‘Boney stole a march on us.’

In the little village of Genappe they found an ifithere!” Maryanne said,
pointing. ‘The Roi d’Espagne awaits us.’

She was surprised that no more than a handful adetlon the road were
prepared to stop and chance being taken by thelrrént it made it easier
for them to obtain a room and refreshment and theye soon sitting

before a roaring fire in their undergarments whieir dresses gently
steamed on the fender. The rain still poured dowtside, but the exodus
of refugees had slowed to a trickle and the roasl aimost empty again.

‘How long before Bonaparte’s troops march in, do goippose?’ Eleanor
ventured. ‘What do you think they will do with us?’

‘Nothing. Why should they be interested in a couplie bedraggled
women? We are French. At least, you can pass yboifs@as French and
my husband is marching with the French Army...’

‘I doubt that.” Eleanor seemed so sure, but she ri@ackr really known
what Adam had done in the years she was in prisianone knew but
Adam himself; Maryanne certainly didn’t. She stogpleer wayward
thoughts; now was not the time to renew her douhis, but we can say
we are, and you speak French like a native.’

‘After thirty-five years | should think so!” Eleanexclaimed.

Maryanne could not eat the simple food that hadchd@®ught to their
room. She felt sick and faint, but it was not soctiner pregnancy, but
despair which had suddenly swamped her. Her disafppent at not
finding Adam with the Seventh, all the days of wadk all the effort to
keep cheerful, the rain, those poor wounded méhealped themselves up
in her head until she wanted to do nothing more ke down and howl
her misery. She pushed her plate away and statedhe leaping flames,
her thoughts with a husband who thought so litfleher that he could



allow her to attempt such a journey alone. Sheeosgnore the fact that
if she had not delayed her departure she would Hmen safely in
England.

‘Maryanne, are you ilI?’ Eleanor was leaning fordjapeering into her
face. ‘Have you caught a chill?’

‘No, Maman,l am not ill.” She smiled; it seemed an approgriaoment to
tell her mother-in-law of her pregnancy. ‘| aemceinte

‘Really?’ Eleanor’s face broke into a delighted lemiOh, Maryanne, my
dear, | am so pleased for you. But why did you staaris so long?’

‘I was hoping Adam would come...’

‘I know, dear, but now we must make all haste tdo gau safely to
Beckford.’

‘Beckford?’ Maryanne queried in surprise.

‘Of course. That is your home.’ Eleanor paused.,‘O$ee, you thought |
would deny Adam’s birthright. Oh, my dear, | saidng very foolish
things, but | did not mean them. And, besides, nam going back to
England with you, it does not matter.’

‘It is much more complicated than that.” Maryanneuged, wondering
whether to go on, but she had never felt more edr& someone to talk
to, someone who might understand how she felt. fHiShe stopped and
started again. ‘James was murdered.’

‘Murdered?’ Madame Saint-Pierre put down her krafed fork. ‘How?
Why? Who would do such a thing?’

‘They say it was... They accused Adam.’

‘Adam!” She stared across the hearth at Maryanrdisbelief. ‘But that is
ridiculous. Who could possibly believe that of him?



‘There was circumstantial evidence. He had bedanglto James earlier
that day and there were other things...’

‘You know it can’t be true,” Eleanor protested.

‘Of course | do.” How easy it was to say that nomhave been accused
along with him.’

‘Then you had better tell me all about it, hadrou§’

‘It is a long story.’

‘We have time. | do not propose to move until yelliit all.’

Maryanne obeyed, beginning with the incident at thedl and the
disastrous curricle race and ending with Adam’othehat Mark himself
had murdered his father, making himself the Duk&\Gitshire. ‘What |
cannot understand is why Mark should do such gythife was James’s

heir...’

‘No, he was not.” Eleanor spoke so quietly that yane at first thought
she had misheard her. ‘Adam is.’

‘Adam? But...’
‘You did not know? Adam never told you?’

‘No, | do not understand,” said Maryanne. Eleanghed. ‘It is so like
Adam to keep things to himself. Even when he wigls i’

‘Please,Maman, Maryanne begged, falling to her knees beside ri€léa
chair. ‘Tell me about it. | am sick of mysteriesdagverything that comes
between us.’

‘You did not know that James was Adam'’s father?’

‘| guessed that, but I thought...’



‘Oh, | see.” She paused. ‘Adam is not my son, ngtflesh and blood,
though | could not love him more if he were.” Shepped speaking to sip
her wine, but Maryanne was too shocked to interrtda#mes Danbury
defied his family as a young man and married thegdter of one of his
tenant farmers and, to escape the scandal, hetidrbagto Challac. | was
an old friend of Anne’s and, of course, Louis amdade them welcome.

‘Anne died when Adam was born. James was brokertdtbaas you

would expect, and he could never look at his sachaut remembering the
wife he had lost. He was hurt and angry and gudty, because he had
taken Anne from her family. He decided to returnmieo leaving Adam

with us. | believe he joined the navy. He only wéwime to Beckford

when he succeeded his father as Viscount Danbury.’

‘Did Adam know all this?’ Maryanne asked.

‘There was no need for him to know until...” Eleampaused. ‘When the
Terror ruled France and it looked as though owedliwere in danger, we
told him he was the son of an English aristocrag. thAbught it might keep
him safe. We told him that if anything happenedutohe was to go to
England and see our lawyer there. | imagine that wiaen he learned the
identity of his father.’

Maryanne sat staring into the fire for a long timdigesting this
information. Why had Adam not told her? Would itveamade any
difference? The murder had still happened, thoughteought she could
see why now. ‘Mark must have discovered Adam wase3ss true heir,’
she said slowly. ‘By killing his father and layirtbe blame at Adam’s
door, he would keep the inheritance.” She sigh€lde ‘trouble is, we can’t
prove a thing.’

‘I can be a witness to Adam’s birth,” Eleanor peihbut.
‘Yes, you can, but no one witnessed the murder, inee go back to
England | am afraid there will be more troubleisltone of the reasons |

delayed so long.’

‘If there are no witnesses, how can they prove lang®?’ Madame Saint-
Pierre was far more logical than Maryanne was aveAnd if someone



tries' to manufacture evidence, then we must urrctihee culprit. If it was
Mark, he will be a very frightened man and will gihimself away when
he learns that we have all returned to England.’

‘But Maman,we don’t know where Adam is. He could be anywhéte.
might be wounded and lying in some hospital withnmeans of telling us.
He might even...” She gulped hard. ‘He might everdbad.’

Mamanpatted her hand. ‘I thought he was dead once butdsealive all
the time. Like a cat, he has nine lives.’

Maryanne managed a wry smile. ‘Yes, but we do maivwk how many he
has used up.” She stood up and went to the windwwaatched the rain
lashing against the glass. ‘I hope he isn’t ouhis.’

‘Come and sit down, my dear. He is not out there.’

‘No, but someone is. There are horsemen comingydothink it is the
French army? Perhaps Bonaparte himself.” Maryaeaedd forward to
watch the riders. They were led by a man in whitekiskin breeches and a
big blue cape. On his head he had a cocked hat Waoenand aft’. He was
riding perfectly calmly a little ahead of his compans. Maryanne had
seen him once before, at Westminster, almost gxactear ago.

‘I's the Duke of Wellington,” she said. ‘And hestopping here.’” She
craned forward as the Duke dismounted. ‘He’s cominddo you think if
we went downstairs we would learn anything of th#lb? He doesn’t look
like a man who has been beaten.’

‘I doubt he’ll tell you his plans, Maryanne.’

‘No, but one of his aides might. 'm going to dremsd go down. [I'll
pretend | need some more hot water.” While she spsiike was scrambling
back into her dress. ‘This will have to do; | dositppose anyone expects a
ballgown, in the circumstances.’

She remembered that comment when she went dovehstad the first
person she saw, coming out of the inn parlour, Wwasd Brandon in
evening dress, with dancing slippers on his fegt sb covered in mud that



it was obvious he had been out in the rain in tHemsome time. She
stopped on the bottom stair, wondering if he waelcbgnise her, and, if
he did, whether he would acknowledge it. He was pfafacing up to the
world, but she had not expected to have to do sbhasoon. She found
herself trembling as he turned towards her.

‘I beg your pardonmam’sellg’ he said.

She decided to test her courage and made no mostand aside. ‘It is
Madame Saint-Pierre now, my lord.’

His mouth dropped open. ‘Miss PayntenadameWhat, in the name of
all that’s holy, are you doing here?’

She smiled. ‘Taking shelter from the rain.’

‘But how did you arrive here? Don’t you know yolean the middle of a
battleground?’ he said.

‘Yes, we had a notion we might be when we heardgtines. My mother-
in-law and | were going to Brussels and then oArbwerp to find a boat
to England.’

‘England,” he repeated as if his thoughts were sralway. '

‘Yes,’ she said defiantly. ‘Is there any reasonshieuld not?’

‘No, | wish | were going too.” He smiled slowly. tB may | offer you
some advice...?’

She laughed. ‘Avoid the Duke of Wiltshire.’

‘Oh, that too.” A grin spread across his face dmel found herself warming
to him. ‘No, this is a personal matter. When yoacte Brussels, find
Caroline and tell her you have seen me. Say | athamd in good spirits
and, God willing, I will be with her again soon.’

‘Caroline is in Brussels?’



‘Yes. She is my wife. We were married in Vienndgbruary.’
‘Congratulations.’
‘Thank you. Will you do as | ask?’

‘I will try, but will she still be there? | imaginemany English people will
be anxious to leave...’

He laughed. ‘Not Caroline.” He took her arm, asoifemphasise what he
was saying. ‘If events make it necessary, if wedmkeated or | am killed,
will you take her back to England with you?’

‘With me? Is Mark not with her?’

He gave a little grunt. ‘He went home long ago,rsafier we saw you in
Paris. He prefers to have his little wars at home.’

She did not ask him what he meant; it did not séemmatter. ‘Have we
been beaten? The men we saw on the road seentedksd.’

He smiled wryly. ‘It was hardly a resounding vigtpbut we stopped the
French from taking Quatre Bras. It will give us tlespite we need to re-
group before the Prussians come to our aid.’

‘We thought Napoleon was on our heels; you dontvkimow relieved we
were to see the Duke of Wellington looking so urtasned.’

He smiled. ‘He has that effect on the men too. &letarn a lost battle into
a victory just by being there. Have no fear.” Hmad as a voice bellowed,
‘Brandon!” from the parlour. ‘I must go. Please raall haste to leave. |
am sorry | cannot escort you, nor provide you \aitbarriage. We need all
the horses we have.'

‘I understand. Thank you.” She turned to go backtaips. ‘Where will |
find Caroline?’

‘We have an apartment in the Rue du Damier, nurfiber Lord Brandon
paused. ‘Tell her I love her.’



Maryanne went back to Eleanor to repack their lgloys and resume a
journey which was becoming more and more exhaustsnday followed
day. And to top it all she was committed to findidgroline and conveying
loving messages. If only someone would bring hereasage, any message
at all, so long as it told her Adam was alive.

In an effort to keep their feet dry, they walkedtbe paved road, but even
that had its problems because they frequently bagtand aside to allow
troops, horses and guns to pass, and these threw mquch mud that they
were soon as wet as they had been before. Theyyhaoticed the cart

draw up beside them until someone spoke. ‘Would lgolies care for a

ride?’

Maryanne turned to see a plump little man sittinglee driving board of a
covered wagon. What surprised her was not thaebmed to be a civilian
in the middle of all things military, but that hieat and hat were covered
in buttons sewn on haphazardly-cloth buttons ofrewwlour and size,
black and brown leather buttons, gold and silver lace buttons.

‘| can take you to the next village,” he added.

Gratefully they climbed up beside him. He was, ble them, a button
salesman.

‘In the middle of a battlefield? Maryanne exclaimed

He chuckled. ‘The army always needs buttons. It ldidardly do if a
fellow’s coat was flapping open or his breechekdelvn just when he was
ordered to charge, would it? Can you imagine tfecethat would have?’

Maryanne laughed. ‘For the want of a button theldatas lost... But
aren’t you afraid?’

‘Terrified, ma’am, but | have a living to make.” Hhaused. ‘What are you
doing so far forward? The baggage train is on tteroside of Soignes
woods.’



‘We are not camp followers,” Maryanne' said, musageher dignity. ‘We
are simply travellers who have had our horses soafed and want to
reach Brussels.’

‘Then it is as well you met with me, for unless iseamy guess there will
be an unholy row starting before long.’

They left him at the crossroads at Mont-St-Jeamdpdng whether to go
left or right, and set off again on foot. They pabshrough the little village
of Waterloo as dusk began to fall, but by unspokgreement they did not
stop. Further along the woods on either side ofrtiael were dotted with
the camp fires of the waiting army, eating, prepgutheir weapons, trying
to sleep. They gratefully accepted an invitatiaanfrone of the women to
sit by the fire, where both dropped asleep.

When they awoke at dawn, cold, cramped and hurigeymen had gone
and only a handful of camp followers remained. Thage them goodbye
and began walking again, thankful the rain had stdpat last. They were
approaching the gates of Brussels when they hbarddmbardment begin
behind them. It was half-past eleven.

It seemed as though half the population of the wig on the ramparts as
they passed through the Namur gate. ‘What newgYy ¢hlled down to the
travellers. ‘Where is Wellington?’

‘Back down the road,” shouted a bandaged infantrymé&o had been
walking beside Maryanne.

‘Is he beaten?’

The man shrugged and Maryanne looked up at theoasxaces. ‘I think
he is making a stand,” she said. ‘His aide saidmetorry.’

‘What aide?” A woman suddenly appeared on the @sbbkside her and
grabbed her arm. ‘Which aide? Who was it? Tell hmeyst know.’

Maryanne turned towards the speaker, who was dt@sse Empire gown
of blue silk with velvet ribbon threaded througte thigh waist. Matching
loops of ribbon and a long plume decorated the orofaher high-brimmed



bonnet. She made Maryanne conscious of her owneplitable
appearance, which did not make her feel any batteut facing her. ‘It
was Lord Brandon, Caroline,” she said.

Caroline stared at her. ‘Maryannel! It can’t be...’

‘Oh, but it is. Your husband spoke to me yesterttleybade me tell you he
was safe and in good spirits.’

‘Thank God. Tell me, how did he look? He wasn’t wdad, was he? You
would tell me if he were?’

‘No, he wasn’'t wounded, and he looked well-in fact as if he were
going to a ball’

Caroline giggled suddenly as relief swept through HVe were at a ball
when the alarm was sounded. He rushed off witheah ehanging. We
hardly had time to say goodbye. Oh, you don’t kriiaw relieved | am.’
She paused. ‘But how did you come to see him?’

Maryanne took Madame Saint-Pierre’s hand, drawieg torward to
introduce her, then added, ‘We were on our way taw&rp to find a
passage to England.’

‘I am afraid you won't be able to do that,” Car@aisaid. ‘The commandant
will not issue any passports. He says that runaingy will demonstrate a
lack of faith in our troops and set a bad examplié locals. Some did try
to go by barge, but those were all requisitioned¢aay the wounded. |
would not leave Richard in any event.’

All the time they had been talking the sound offgerhad been increasing
and could not be ignored. Somewhere to the soutrrdle battle was
taking place, a battle in which men of both sidesendying. Maryanne's
thoughts were with Adam. Was he out there, fightith Napoleon? She
felt weary beyond anything she had felt before.

‘Excuse me, | must find somewhere for us to stag.aké both excessively
tired,’” she said.



‘Oh, you must stay with me,” Caroline said unexpdbt. ‘I have plenty of
room and | shall be glad of your company.’” She hsatelf between the
two women and took an arm of each. ‘Come alongwillevait together.’

Maryanne could hardly contain her surprise. ‘I wbubot want to
inconvenience you.’

‘Inconvenience! After you have brought me the h@ste of news | have
had in two long days of waiting. Come along. Yoalshave baths and
clean clothes and then we shall sit down and haxardortable cose.’

There were, of course, no horses and, thereforecannages, so they
walked to the Rue du Damier.

‘Did you say the Duke was making a stand?’ Carolasked when
Maryanne and Eleanor had bathed and changed tbénes and rejoined
her in her drawing-room.

‘It would seem so. His lordship said they were wagitfor the Prussians to
come up with them and then they would stand anik,figMaryanne told
her.

‘Oh, but the Prussians have been defeated,” Caroliailed. ‘They have
fallen backmiles.For two days now we have had only bad news. Dersert
and wounded coming back into the city with the mdstadful tales. A
whole regiment of Brunswickers galloped back thitotge city and rode
north as if the hounds of hell were after them.”’

‘His lordship seemed very confident, Caroline, amel Duke was so calm,
you would think he was out for an afternoon’s gestkercise.’

‘If anything happens to Richard...’

Maryanne hardly knew how to reassure her becauseowie fears ran
along the same lines. Caroline had been unexpgctieindly and
hospitable, but what would she think if she knewakdwas with the
enemy? To speak of him would raise all the old éymall the old
accusations, and Maryanne was too tired and weaidtdge in a private



battle in the middle of a conflict which was putfian end to so many
thousands of young lives.

It was getting late and still the guns boomed| 8ty heard the refugees
and wounded trudging in, and still they waited. {wame persuaded
Eleanor to retire, and kept vigil with Caroline, avbarted to the window
whenever she heard the clop of hoofs onpiinee.

‘Sit down, Caroline,’” she said for the third timk.will not bring him any
quicker.’

Caroline subsided into a chair. “You know,” shedsslbwly, ‘I was such a
conceited fool before | realised | loved Richara y»u remember | said |
would not marry for love? Oh, no, | wanted money antitle, wardrobes
full of gowns and shoes, carriages and horsesy#neg that is not worth
a pin when it comes down to it. | derided you fantng to fall in love.

And then | did exactly that. Richard has only a onititle and little wealth

but he is a good man, the best. | cannot eat epdier thinking | might

lose him. Can you understand that?’

‘Yes, of course.’

‘Adam?’

Maryanne smiled. ‘Who else? He is my husband.’
‘Where is he?’

‘I do not know. He told me to go back to Englandhére was trouble. |
have been trying to do that.’

‘You are very brave, Maryanne. | don’t know if Iudd have done what
you did. The scandal after you left was prodigioushought it would

never die down. If it had not been for Richardplrbt think | could have
borne it.’

Maryanne smiled; London and London Society seenmdas away,
another world, an ostentatious, shallow, unimpartaarld. ‘Is there a
warrant out for our arrest?’ she asked.



Caroline laughed. ‘No, Mark said while you stayad-rance he would do
nothing, but-" She jumped up and went to the win@g®aa horseman came
galloping through the street, shouting. ‘Listeméssaid.

‘Victoire! The shout was clear nowictoire!” Boney is routed!”

Caroline rushed out to question the rider, but && gone by the time she
reached the street. She returned indoors. ‘It's,bgbe said. ‘He will be
home soon.’

‘Amen,” Maryanne said fervently.

They sat together until dawn, and although cartsofuwounded rumbled
back to the dressing stations and officers, retlesfetheir duties, rode back
to their loved ones, Richard was not among themsiBy’clock Caroline
was desperate. ‘I'm going to find him,” she saiddenly.

‘How?’ Maryanne had been dozing from sheer exhansti

‘The officers who came back had horses; I'll borrome for each of us.
You will come with me, won’t you?’

‘Where?’ Maryanne asked.
‘To the battlefield.’

There was no dissuading her, and Maryanne, corscibthe charge Lord
Brandon had put on her, would not let her go aldrey left a note for
Madame Saint-Pierre, who was still asleep, andoffebn horses which
were already exhausted. The only advantage of Matyanne decided,
was that they were easy to handle.

They rode silently, each with her own thoughts,hetaging to stifle the
fear of what they might find. It mattered little wh side the men fought
on; she and Caroline had something in common-tb@ncern for their
husbands. Among the forest trees, the remnants afray had returned to
their camp fires to eat and drink and talk, but,smof all, to sleep.
Caroline did not expect to find Richard among timeimber, and they rode



on, past the inn and the little chapel at Watedad on to the crossroads
where Maryanne and Eleanor had left the button nidre scene was
worse than either of them could ever have imagined.

Dead and dying men and horses littered the figlgg with broken guns,
uptilted limbers, wood, shreds of uniform, pluméle whole area stank to
heaven and the dreadful sounds of muted groansesetarissue from the
earth itself. Some of the wounded had dragged tekes to the edge of
the road, others lay propped against trees, waitnge carried off to the
surgeon. Orderlies with stretchers were runningnd fro, loading them
into carts. Women darted in and out among thenkitgopfor their men,
crying their names. Some who had found them lagwled across their
bodies, sobbing out their grief; others stoicallgnivfrom one motionless
form to another, searching with growing desperation

The battlefield covered several miles from the ehatof Hougoumont in

the south-east to Papelotte over on their left,thegt had no idea where to
start looking.

‘Have you seen Lord Brandon?’ Caroline cried, diamting and dashing

up to a stretcher-bearer who was tying off the stwhan arm, before

putting its owner on to a stretcher.

‘Who?’

‘Lord Brandon. He was with the Duke, one of hisesid

‘As far as | know all the Duke’s aides fell. It wasmiracle he wasn't hit
himself.’

‘Oh, no! Where? Tell me where,” Caroline pleaded.

The man shrugged. ‘Could be anywhere; you will jhstve to keep
looking, or go back and wait for news.’

Caroline would not do that, and they tethered tbesds and combed the
field, hardening themselves to the terrible sightsytsaw. They searched
all morning, even after the orderlies had left vittle last of the wounded.



‘There aren’t any more,” they were told. ‘Thosetthge left are beyond
help. We will come back for them later.’

Maryanne was only half aware of the last cart legyvior she had come
upon a sight which had stopped her in her tracksed French soldiers
lay, one on top of the other, so that it was difitic¢o tell which limb
belonged to which. One of them had a wide grin isnféce as if he had
died laughing. It was all she could do to contret heaving stomach, but
she could not stop staring at him with her moutkeropecause she had
recognised the uniform of the French Seventh Regini@id that mean
Adam was dead? She did not want to believe it;cghd not believe it.
She would know, deep in her heart, she would knveayldn’t she?

She turned away at last and followed Caroline artother field, where the
tall corn had been Battened and would never beelsged. The picture was
the same, and over at the chateau of Hougoumowast even worse.
Thousands of men had died in the orchard surrogntitheir bodies were
piled everywhere.

Maryanne, looking at the gruesome scene, put hedshtp her stomach as
she felt the first faint movements of her child.the midst of death there
was life; something sweet and new would come ouatldhis carnage. She
took a deep breath and followed Caroline, who haeghrough the gate
of the chateau and was racing across to where daygropped against a
wall.

‘Richard!” she shrieked, falling on her knees bednim. He still wore his

dress uniform, which was in tatters, and one ofdascing slippers; the
other had disappeared along with the foot which Ieeh wearing it. His

face was a uniform grey and his eyes were shubli@arput her hand on
his heart. ‘He’s alivel’ she said, tears streandogn her face. ‘Maryanne,
he is alive.” She looked up at Maryanne. ‘Oh, wdrat we to do? We need
help, a stretcher, a cart. Oh, why did they allentvleave? We must bind
up that foot. I'll do it. You go and find help. Qukiy! Quickly!

Maryanne, dashing off to obey, marvelled at thergjth of character
Caroline had found to help her do what had to beed®hat was what love
did for you, she thought wryly.



The road, when she reached it, was empty, excepth® button man’s
wagon, with its tired old horse clop-clopping alpag if driver and animal
were both asleep. She breathed a fervent prayahastks and stood
waiting for it to come up to her.

Adam allowed the horse to go at its own pace, tdwested to think any
more, yet too tired to stop his thoughts from waimde Pictures came and
went in front of eyes too deprived of sleep to foquoperly. Maryanne,
Maman the father he had never really known, the man téub taken his
place and died so cruelly. But his death, brutak &sd been, had been a
quick one compared to the suffering of these p@wilsl in the last three
days. The stench of death filled the air and um¢ebthe horse. ‘Easy, old
fellow, easy,” he said. ‘Soon have you home anda@ &of oats on your
nose.’

He smiled crookedly. Home. Where was home? Wherglayanne was.

Pray God she was safe. He could tell her now,fat| &'om the beginning,

from the day in 1810 when he had run into a Bripsltrol in the mists of
Busaco to yesterday when he had witnessed Napt#dawimg the scene of
his defeat in his blue and gilt carriage, escobg@ handful of his faithful

Old Guard. He could tell her, if he could find hete knew she had not
gone to England, so where was she?

The Duke of Wellington must let him go now. He hdmhe all that had

been asked of him and, like his chief, had comeutin unscathed. But it
had been a close thing, too close for comfort. Wwith the Seventh had
become untenable when one of the men had challdngedentity, and he

had decided that the time had come to leave thesnus¢fulness there had
been over in any case; Napoleon had decided tohnmer®elgium. He had

rejoined his commander-in-chief and spent the tichasing from one

battlefield to another with dispatches, watching tfrench movements,
infiltrating their ranks and listening to their Gis.

He had been on his way to Brussels with his imjetice when he had
fallen foul of a patrol from the Seventh who hadognised him, and he
had been obliged to fight his way out of his pradient. He had killed
one, left two others mortally wounded and the remer searching the



cornfields for him. Evading them had taken the Ipast of half a day and,
in his haste to make up for lost time, he had lmsealess of his horse; the
stallion had fallen and could not rise. He had pubut of its misery,
cursing in at least four languages, but it had maalelifference-he could
not turn the tide; it rolled inexorably on towarthe fields of Waterloo.
Afterwards, returning to the British lines on fobg had come across the
wagon under a tree, with its button-covered owrerddacross the seat; it
was better than walking.

The last hundred days might have solved Europeiblems but they had
done nothing to solve his. He could no longer livé-rance, where those
still loyal to the Emperor might seek revenge, hetther was he sure
England was the answer. Even if he was not indiébednurder, there
would still be the scandal; ought he to subject ydane to that? And,
more to the point, could he stand by and let Magklury usurp his title
and say nothing? But he was tired of fighting. Adl wanted was to live in
peace; surely, somewhere, there was a haven fowthef them?

He smiled slowly, painting pictures in his mindigee Maryanne at Castle
Cedars, young and fearful of the future, even nfeesful of the past;
Maryanne helping a chubby little doctor dig a bulleut of his
shoulder-how the damp weather made that ache! Magydaughing,
Maryanne angry, Maryanne sad. He saw her dressed @all in a pure
white gown, wreathed in greenery, and Maryanneags covered in mud
and blood, her hair hanging damply about her fheg, eyes wide with
anxiety. The vision was so real that he pulled o rieins and the horse
stopped with an abruptness which nearly threw hifrthee driving seat.
Was it a vision, a ghost come to haunt him for eeghg her?

‘Maryanne,’ he croaked. ‘Maryanne.’

‘Adam!” She reached up tentatively to touch higjthi‘Adam, can it really
be you?’

He blinked and slid down from the seat. Her hang warm in his, her

eyes were vibrant and alive. Real tears were gjidown her face, making
channels in the dirt. He took her in his arms aeldl Imer close against his
chest, feeling the warmth of her, the tremblinghef, felt her heartbeat



under his hand, tasted her lips, gently lest shapgiear like the apparition
he had believed her to be.

She wanted to stay in the security of his arms, thaturgency of her
errand forced her to be practical. ‘Come,’ she ,sstdambling up on to the
driver's seat and picking up the reins. ‘Come glyickord Brandon has
had his foot blown off. Caroline is with him. Thaye up at the chateau.
We need the cart.’

He looked up at her in a daze, still bemused byduelden appearance,
unable to believe she was real. He climbed up kbdstd and took the reins
from her. ‘How did you come to be here?’ he askédhd where is
Mamar? You look as though you had been in a battle iirs

‘| very nearly was.” She laughed. ‘But I'll tell yoabout that later. We left
Mamanfast asleep in Brussels; she is perfectly safe aell Now we
must get Lord Brandon back there where he will dikéd after. He and
Caroline are married; did you know? No, of couysrj didn't...’

He let her prattle on. Time enough later to tell the wedding had been
the talk of Vienna when he had been there in Fepytiane enough to talk
and make plans for the future. He guided the cuad the courtyard and
towards the spot where Caroline sat with her huglsanead in her lap,
waiting for them.

The rest of the day was a blur of activity. Maryaisnsenses were
heightened by the fact that Adam was at her sidethHere was no chance
to speak of personal matters. They took Lord Brangothe hospital on
the cart and comforted Caroline who, understanddilyst into tears as
soon as her husband had been delivered to theasur§e insisted on
staying with him, but begged Adam and Maryanne &kenthemselves at
home in her apartment.

Madame Saint-Pierre’s joy at seeing Adam soon Hegpder annoyance
at being left behind and she gave orders for aly sapper to be served
and a bed to be made up.

By the time Maryanne had bathed and changed by filothes, and sat
down to their meal, she was too tired to eat. Sheted to be alone with



her husband, wanted to be held in his arms, to ktieiar quarrel was
forgotten. She begged to be excused and went theeiobedroom. Adam
followed her, shutting the door behind him.

She turned towards him with a smile, but it faddtemw he kissed her and
then held her out at arm’s length to look into fame. ‘Now, madam,’ he
said severely. ‘An explanation, if you please.’



CHAPTER TWELVE

ALL day Maryanne had been looking forward to bemigne with her
husband, to feel his kisses on her lips and knawttre rift between them
had been healed. And all he could do was contiheie guarrel as if there
had been no interruption!

‘Explanation?’ she retorted. ‘You are askimgfor an explanation?’

‘Yes. | expect my wife to obey me. | sent you tgi®avith instructions to
go back to London. Robert and Jeannie were exgegtn. How do you
think | felt when Robert wrote to say you had noitved and when | went
to Paris you were not there either?’

‘No worse than | felt when you disappeared.” Shiediato see the twinkle
of amusement in his eye. ‘And how could Robert evti you, when no
one knew where you were?’

‘He knew | could be reached through the Duke.’

‘Which Duke?’

‘Wellington, of course.’

‘It seems to me,’ she said tartly, ‘I am the onguigng an explanation.’

He burst out laughing. ‘I knew we should fight Butlid not imagine it
would be so soon.’

‘I believe you enjoy it.” She was bewildered andygnat his behaviour.
‘You deliberately provoke me.’

‘And you rise to the bait every time, my darlingle pulled her towards
him to kiss her. ‘There will be time for explanatslater. Now | want to
make love to my wife.’



He drew her down on to the bed beside him and séléedhunder his
caresses, forgetting the past, the unbelievably Iday, all the things
which divided them, giving herself up to her un@ehiand undeniable
love. He took his time undressing her, kissing hes, her neck, her
shoulders and arms, letting his mouth roam dowrbbely to her stomach
with its tiny bulge. ‘Maryanne,” he said suddersitting up to look down
at her, naked and glowing with a kind of iridesde@auty which made him
ache with love. ‘Are you...?’

She laughed at the expression on his face-dekghicern, wonder. ‘Yes, |
am increasing,’ she said.

‘Then should we...?’

Her answer was to wind her hands round his neckpatichim down on to
her. ‘He is only very tiny,” she whispered. “Youllnot hurt him.’

He smothered her with kisses, forgetting his intentto savour their
lovemaking slowly. She would not have let him dattin any case; her
passion was as great as his and they were cawiag an a cloud of
rapture which took them to paradise.

It was some time later when he murmured dreamtlgu’said “he”.’

‘Isn’t that what you want, a son and heir?’ sheegisk

‘An heir,” he repeated. ‘Heir to what? | cannot ack to France, and
returning to England means...’

‘I know what it means,” she said. ‘It is why | dgél so long-I was too
cowardly to face it alone.’

‘You are not alone now.’
‘No, but how long before you disappear again? Haw tever be sure of

you? You have so many secrets. Why didn’t yourtedlyou were James’s
heir? | had to learn it frorMlaman’ Maryanne told him.



‘When could | have told you? When we first met? @tdol have said,
when you fled from Castle Cedars and threw yourisédf my arms, “By
the way, | am the Viscount’s son”? Should | havd §@u at the ball? Do
you know, | very nearly did? That was why | asked yo meet me in the
conservatory but, as always, we misunderstood et and | let it pass.
And later, when you announced your engagement td Meas | supposed
to step in and spoil your happiness by throwingteatnong the pigeons? |
fully intended to return to France without speakiogmy father, but I
could not leave before the curricle race becausé would have been
construed as cowardice. After that everything vedk®n out of my hands
by events | could not control. And the longer wednheen together since,
the more difficult it has become.’

‘“Try now. From the beginning.’

He put his arm around her and drew her head onistshoulder. ‘“The
beginning. | suppose it began with the Revolutitre Terror and the
execution of the man | had always known as my fatBefore he went to
the guillotine, he told me to go to England anddfidr Rudge-Robert’s
father-who would look after me. | set out and reatiParis, but there |
stayed. | had neither the means nor the inclinabogo further. As far as |
was concernedMaman and Papa had been my parents, and if | felt
anything at all it was anger at the callous behavas a father who did not
care about the child he had brought into the world.

His grip tightened as he remembered. ‘| becam&houcasthe Jackdaw,
the thief. | would have slit your throat for a faeus. | forgot my loving
home, | forgot my birthright; my only thought wasdtay alive and out of
the dungeons of Paris. At sixteen | was a man youldgvnot have liked.’

‘But how could you forget all your adopted mothadhaught you, to live
like that?’

He laughed. *You still do not understand, do youtatTwas the way |
wanted to be. | wanted to deny my background becthen it did not hurt
so much, and if | could damage someone in authdfitynly in a small
way, then | was avengingapa And later, when | enlisted in the army, it
was not to light for my country, not from any sersfepatriotism, but



simply to stay alive. | had no axe to grind for Bparte; in fact as the
years went by | became more and more disillusioned.

He paused to kiss the top of her head. ‘One dalypntugal, | was out with
a patrol when we missed our way in the fog and weyeured. The others,
including the Comte de Challac, who was a captaitha time, were
marched off to spend the remainder of the war enhtiiks in Portsmouth
Sound, but because | spoke English | was taken e® ¥iscount
Wellington. We had a long talk and at the end hé, SAn Englishman in
a French uniform is just the article | need. Wdlygo back for me?”.’

She lifted her head to -look into his face. ‘Anduyagreed?”’

‘Yes. He convinced me | could do most good by mEhg to the French
lines.’

‘What happened when you went back?’ she asked.

‘I pretended | had escaped. The false informatibad been provided with
ensured my welcome.” He paused, smiling. ‘And, he absence of the
Count, my promotion.’

‘Didn’t you feel like a traitor?’

‘Any qualms of conscience were soon stilled whehdught about what
Bonaparte was doing to Europe-the devastation,/dbeéng. He had no
care for the casualties he inflicted, not only lbase who resisted him, but
on his own troops. He once admitted a million limesant nothing to him.
| lost many a friend to his fanaticism, Jeanniaislband among them. And,
even though | had grown up in France, | knew mysebie English, and it
was the French who had executed my adoptive parétgspaused. ‘If |
had known Maman was still alive, | might have bedthdifferently, but |
don’t think so.’

‘So you became a spy?’ Maryanne demanded.
He grinned. ‘I prefer to say intelligence officénvas Captain Choucas to

the French and Sir Peter Adams to the English. WhenBritish army
entered France, | could neither stay with the HAmenor march with



Wellington, so | decided, duty done, to go to Endlaas Adam Saint-
Pierre. | had been forced to take Michel into myfaence early on and
he had risked his life on more than one occasiorhdlp me. | had
promised him | would look after Jeannie, and shentec to return to
London. It was from Robert | learned who my reéhéa was.’

‘Were you shocked?’ Maryanne asked.

He smiled. Mamanhad hinted that he was well born, but | had naide
who he was. | had already planned to go to Portdmtu expedite the
release of the Count, and curiosity took me to Backand Castle Cedars.
| found myself wanting to meet my father, but ashhd acquired a second
family, who obviously did not know of my existencewas hesitant,
especially as | had no proof of my identity.’

‘How did Mark find out?’
‘My father spotted me at the Duke’s funeral andeasie to call on him.’
‘He knew who you were?’

‘Yes, he had made his own enquiries after you told my name. He

thought we had all died in the Terror, and saidhef had known | had

survived he would have done his best to trace raefrbm forgetting me,

he found | was always in his thoughts. | don’t knawvy | went-perhaps

because | was beginning to revise my ill opiniorhioh, perhaps because |
hoped | would see you again. | wanted to tell yoergthing then, but you

had gone to Beckford with Mark.’

‘That was when | decided | could not marry him,” fiyinne said.

‘My father talked to me about the family and th&agsand how he had not
wanted to inherit the dukedom. He said he woulcehareferred to remain
Viscount Danbury and Squire of Beckford. He spokeua the villagers
and their grievances, and told me he was afraickkMeauld ruin the estate
and hurt the people. He also mentioned his suspithat Mark had
engineered the curricle accident. Those men had pa&l to upset the
logs.’



‘Not by you?’ she exclaimed.

‘Mon Dieu!Did you think that?’ He was almost angry again.

‘I heard Lady Markham say you needed more than.luck

‘She meant | needed advice on a good rig and pldipyactice.’

‘Oh, I've been such a fool. Can you ever forgive?irahe cried.

He kissed her. ‘Does that answer your question?’

She wriggled comfortably in his arms and he went ‘dbark came in
while we were talking and, before | could stop himy father told him
who | was. You can imagine his reaction. He raved threatened, and
because | had no intention of coming between theleft] And then,
foolish, foolish girl, you decided to take matter® your own hands...’
‘And my timing, as always, was terrible.’

" ‘It was catastrophic.’

‘You did not want me with you?’

‘I wanted it more than anything in the world, my#éo but not that way, not
fleeing the country followed by accusation and slednMark believes you
know the truth, that you saw what happened, whsctwvhy, when Robert
told me of the murder, | had to take you with me.’

‘Why didn’t you tell me?’

He smiled ruefully. ‘I learned in a very hard schowot to confide in
anyone, however close they seemed. Ever since twege, | have had to
solve my own problems, and it did not come easgr & that time to find

| had an accomplice, willing or unwilling.’

‘I was...am your willing hostage,’ she said softly.



‘I was never sure if you came as friend or foe. @ag | thought one thing
and the next | was convinced of the opposite.’

‘You are a fine one,” she said, scrambling to &rgjtposition so that she
could look down on him. ‘You expected me to know ywere innocent

without being told, but you could not dispel yowrodoubts about me.
Why, in heaven’s name, did you think | came witluyd-or a jaunt? | can
tell you it has been no jaunt. Curiosity? Not eveam as curious as that.
And why have | stayed? | could have left you at itire by the river and

gone back with the fishermen. When we were in Mautre, | could have

gone to the British Embassy for help, and whem Btark in Paris | could

have thrown myself on his mercy and told him | baeén held against my
will. Even when you sent me home, | stayed. | didacause | love you.
Oh, Adam, can you not see what is under your nose?’

‘A very pretty little mouth,” he said, pulling helown and rolling over so
that he was above her. ‘Don’t you know | love yoarenthan life?’

‘You only ever said it once and it did not stop ymam going to war
again, did it?’ She ran her hands over his musdol@o, making desire
well up again. ‘I was furious with you.’

‘I did not want to go, believe me, but when the Buileard | was going to
Challac he asked me to send him reports of Nap@eaoovements and |
could not refuse him. It was why | was away fronmigoso much. That last
time, when | was gone so long, | went to Viennaetport in person. His
Grace convinced me it was my duty to re-enlist.sdigl he still needed an
Englishman in a French uniform. Before | could retand tell you about
it, we were ordered to Challac. You can have na mfewhat went through
my mind.’

‘I was angry,” Maryanne said.
‘So was I, but not with you-with myself.’

She lifted her head to kiss his cheek. ‘What hapdeiter | left?’



‘Nothing-that is the irony of it. The regiment weovter to the Emperor
without firing a shot.” He smiled wryly. ‘When Nalemn marched on
Belgium, my usefulness seemed over and | desextad, back to Paris...’

‘And | had left.’

‘Yes. Now, if you please, | will have that explaioat Why did you decide
to ignore my instructions?’

‘I didn’t ignore them, | simply delayed obeying the We kept hoping,
Mamanand |, that you would come back. When we finallyided to
leave, there was only one way we could go.’

‘Oh, my impetuous duchess, when | think of whatlddwave happened...’

She was thoughtful. ‘Adam, don’t you think we shbplt that behind us?
The inheritance, | mean.’

‘Is that what you want?’

‘... I don’t know. | simply want to be at peacetweveryone. | don’t want
to stir up old enmity, especially as Caroline seam$iave changed so
much. We could be friends.’

‘Our quarrel is not with Caroline, Maryanne.’

‘No, but she will always be loyal to her brothéram also her brother, my
darling.’

‘Half-brother.’

'So? What would you have me do? Hide away for #s¢ of my life? If |

do, you will soon tire of it, | can tell you. We aldd fight, until one or
other of us was completely subdued and, because & atrong-willed
man, it would be you. | would make you miserabsethat the home life
you want for our child?’

‘Oh, Adam, | do not know.’



‘Then let me decide what is to be done. | have dot@ London.” He

smiled. ‘Robert and Jeannie are to be married.ve Heeen asked to give
the bride away. While | am there, | will ask hisvae.” He stroked her
face gently, kissing her forehead, murmuring endeats, soothing her.
‘You may go back to Challac and wait for me thérgpu wish.’

‘Oh, no! I will not be left behind. We go togetharnot at all.’

‘Very well,” he said, cradling her head back intg Bhoulder and smiling
to himself; the last thing he wanted was to bequhftom her again. ‘Go to
sleep now,’ he said softly. ‘All will be well.’

It had been a long, long day, full of horror ancsubar, but out of it had
come reunion with Adam and a new understandingrel'aa@s no longer
any need for her to be mindful of her responsipitbwards Madame
Saint-Pierre, to be strong and forceful, to deeitiéch road to take, when
to eat, when to take shelter, to be cheerful whHenfslt like crying, to

pretend she was well when she felt sick. She calék. She slept, leaving
him to stare up into the darkness, wide-eyed arakaw

It was ten days before they were given permissioteave, and by that
time Richard was judged well enough to travel. ldd to use crutches but
was amazingly cheerful and full of plans for théufe. The two couples
went together.

England, when they reached it, was jubilantly celgbg all over again,
with bells ringing, flags and banners flying, muaid fairs, but Maryanne
was more concerned with wondering what she wouldifdhey were

arrested than with the festivities. She saw cohssalound every corner
and imagined they were being followed by the twodmnen Mark had
sent after them before.

Once in London, Richard and Caroline left for thestate in Hampshire,
not far from Castle Cedars, while Adam, Maryannd dadame Saint-
Pierre went to Adelphi Terrace. Robert and Jearwln®y cared not a pin
about scandal, made them welcome, insisting tregywith them.



‘Unless you plan to take over Wiltshire House,” Rdldaughed as he led
them into the drawing-room they had left so sudgleéhke year before.
‘Danbury has put it up for sale.’

‘Oh?’ Adam raised an eyebrow. ‘Why is he selling*?’

Robert gave orders for a meal to be prepared add tme be made up,
before replying. ‘Gambling debts. He is on his ugpéle has already sold
almost everything of value at Beckford Hall. The vidger died last
month, so it will not belong before he begins ermpyCastle Cedars of its
treasures t0o.’

‘But he can’t do that,Mamansaid. ‘They are not his to dispose of.’

Robert smiled at Adam. ‘Well, my friend, what douypropose to do about
it?’

‘What can | do?’
‘Come out into the open. Force his hand.’
‘No,” Maryanne said quickly. ‘It is too risky.’

‘Doubts, Maryanne?’ Adam queried with a half-sntiiat lifted the scar on
his brow.

It was an expression which meant he would do exastlhe pleased. She
wished Robert would not encourage him, ad@mantoo. In some ways,
she wished they had not returned to England. Sheedaher child to be
born in her homeland, but not at the price of Adardife. If he were
convicted of murder... Oh, if they could only prdve innocence!

‘No, of course not,” she said hastily. ‘But Marklth® all the cards.’

Adam chuckled. ‘But we have just been told whatoarpgambler he is.’
He turned to Robert. ‘Tell me, what cards do welfibl

Robert shrugged. ‘Madame Saint-Pierre can prove yoloicare.’



‘But we cannot prove who killed James,” Maryannel.sdJntil we can, |
think Adam should do nothing.’

A servant announced that supper was served, andweat in to the
dining-room, and for a little while the conversatiwas of other things-
their adventures, what had been happening Engthaedatest gossip, food
prices, anything but the subject which was most their minds.
Afterwards, the ladies went back to the drawinganado talk of weddings
land clothes and babies, leaving the two men tmeeraerious discussion
over port and cigars.

‘You know, Adam, even without the accusations ofrden there was
enough gossip about you before, but to return andathing to silence
it...” Robert paused, but Adam did not interrufnd you and Maryanne
are not the only ones to consider. You will havénaim one day...’

‘Very soon,” Adam murmured. ‘The end of Octobean led to believe.’

Robert smiled and lifted his glass in a toast. ‘@atulations. But all the
more reason to fight. If you do not, the estate kel broken up, furniture,
pictures, valuable heirlooms all scattered. Itlisady happening. And it is
not just your family who will suffer, but the esaivorkers and villagers
who depend on the landowner for a livelihood. Ydaif-brother has
already put up a bill to enclose the common lanBextkford. When it is
done, he will sell at a good profit, no matter whatdship it causes others.
Adam, you have a responsibility to those people; gannot let him do it.’

‘And if | am arrested?’
‘Then | will do my best to defend you,” Robert riepl.

Adam smiled wryly. ‘Thank you, my friend. But | anot at all sure | am
brave enough to face my wife’s wrath if | go agaimsr wishes.’

Robert smiled. ‘Il am sure you can think of a wayno that. You must
have done it before.’

Adam threw back his head and laughed. ‘It will dzattle royal.’



He was right. Maryanne was adamant; if he insistegutting his head in
a noose, then she would accompany him, and notrengpuld say would
dissuade her. Knowing she was quite capable ohgidifter him and
risking not only her baby’s life but her own as héle gave up his
intention of riding to Wiltshire and ordered a pokaise.

‘But you will stay in the carriage,” he said, fagiher across the breakfast
table. ‘I shall see him alone. | mean to give hiva bpportunity to retract
his accusation. If he does, I'll help him to go@dmt and stay there. There
will be no need to make the reason for his goingjipul

She laughed. ‘One more Danbury scandal is neiteer hor there and he
will never agree.’

‘We will see,’ he said.

They arrived at Castle Cedars in the middle of tiwning three Hays
later, having spent the previous night at an irfeva miles short of their
destination. The gate was opened for them by thengoson of the
gatekeeper, who told them that the Duke had gomeénchis carriage not
ten minutes before.

Adam cursed under his breath. He wanted the cotaftion over and done
with. It was like going into battle; the plans hbden made, the ground
chosen, the dispositions of the troops set, andhall remained was the
order to charge. The waiting always keyed him updenhis stomach
churn, killed his appetite, made him restless dmstempered, and the
only cure was action. As soon as he was in thektbicit, his nerves

disappeared.

‘I reckon there’ll be trouble...” the boy said, peting the coin Adam had
given him.

‘Trouble?’

‘At Beckford. The villagers are up in arms aboug tbnclosure. | heard
they were marching today. His Grace will be offétch the militia...’

‘Beckford!” Adam shouted up to their driver. ‘Andake haste.’



They could hear the noise before the bend in thd wought the cause of
it into view. Beckford Common was packed with \gkas milling about
and shouting threats. Maryanne was appalled tarsseand women she
had hitherto thought of as law-abiding and peaeep carrying
pitchforks and rakes and other implements as weggdmandishing them
as if they meant to use them.

‘What are they going to do?’ Maryanne asked as thédled up under an
oak whose leafy shadow helped to conceal them.

‘I don’t know. They are shouting against the Duk&gjam replied.

No one paid them the slightest attention becausy tad seen the
Danbury carriage coming down the hill and were swd¢owards it. It was
forced to a stop as they surrounded it.

‘We want the Duke! they yelled. ‘Where is the {awearted devil?’

They wrenched open the door of the coach and pMiadk out. It looked
as though they intended to lynch him.

Adam could remain still no longer. Bidding Maryarstay in the coach, he
pushed his way through to the front of the crov&top this madness!” he
roared. His powerful voice carried across the heddbhe mob like a roll
of thunder before a storm. ‘Don’t you know riotirggya serious offence?
Listen to reason!

In the sudden silence that followed Mark lookedamgl realised who had
caused it. His eyes lit with sadistic pleasure. ahave we here?’ he said,
ignoring the villagers, although he was still figntheld by two of them.
‘Has my patience been rewarded? Has the spideht#ugfly?’

‘Go back to your work and your homes,” Adam sagharing him and
addressing the villagers. ‘And | will guarantee ywave your grazing land
back.’

Mark laughed harshly. ‘Are you going to listen k@ tempty promises of a
dead man?’ he shouted. ‘You know this man is wafdedhe murder of



the late Duke of Wiltshire-he is not in a positionguarantee anything. I'll
give ten guineas to anyone coming to my aid!’

The rioters looked at each other doubtfully. Temgas was a great deal of
money, and might, in some measure, compensate ftiretime loss of their
grazing land.

‘I will overlook your behaviour today,” Mark wentno ‘I will send the
militia away. All you have to do is seize that matis arms were firmly
held; he indicated Adam with a nod of his head.

Maryanne, fearful for the man she loved, forcedvaay through the mob
to his side. ‘He is innocent,’” she cried. ‘Do nairt against him.” "

For a moment, she quailed at the look of annoyauaan gave her, but
then smiled up at him defiantly. ‘I told you befpvehere you go, | go,’ she
said.

‘How touching!” Mark sneered. ‘And are you prepategreach at Tyburn
Cross along with him?’ He turned to address thiagdérs. ‘This woman,
whom you once took into your midst out of the goegof your hearts, is
his accomplice. | am a magistrate, empowered te takm into custody,
and | have the right to insist on assistance. S both and bring them
to the Hall.’

Maryanne moved closer to Adam, trying to shield with her own small
body. Knowing and liking her, the villagers lookadsure of what to do.
One of them took her arm, but whether in obedietacéark or as a
gesture of reassurance she could not tell. Anothek a pace or two
towards Adam. He dodged and went to stand besgedii-brother.

‘His Grace and | have a great deal to talk abodtiamwere better done in
private,” he said to the crowd, then, turning torkja will come with you,
provided my wife is allowed to go free.” To Maryanhe said, ‘Go back to
the coach.’

‘I will not,” she answered promptly. ‘Il am cominga.’



Mark’s mocking grin of triumph sent trickles of icenning down her
back. ‘Fetch the constable from wherever he isptuered the blacksmith.
‘Bring him to the Hall.” Then, as the man hurrieday, he called after
him, ‘There is no need for haste-the prisoners mglsafe in my keeping,’

Adam’s behaviour was anything but that of a prisoas he handed
Maryanne up into the Danbury coach before, climlmigimself.

No one spoke on the journey to the house, and whey arrived
Maryanne was shocked by the change in the plabadi@a forlorn air, as if
it knew the loving care that had been lavishedtdyyiits previous owner
was no more. And when they went inside she realisedRobert had not
been exaggerating. It was easy to see where thergschad been taken
from the walls, and there was only the barest mimmof furniture and
that not the best of what had once been there.librery was bereft of
books and held only a small desk against one wallafew chairs. She
was reminded of the day she had entered this roornhé first time, when
James had asked her to go to Castle Cedars with \Winat would she
have said if someone had told her then that shédaaame back one day
to be accused of being an accomplice to his mur&m® would have
laughed at the absurdity of it.

‘Coming back to England was a very foolhardy thtogdo,” Mark said,
locking the door and turning to face them. ‘And @ognto Beckford was
madness-you must have known you would be arrestedhy return?’

‘To prove my innocence and your guilt,” Adam sdwhrk laughed. ‘There
can be no proof, you know that. As far as the wasladoncerned, you
murdered my father.’

‘Our father,” Adam corrected him. ‘And it was you wha dhe killing.
Having caused the death of the fifth Duke and geayawith it, you
became even more ambitious. With Father dead, eowauld know the
truth except me, and if | were hanged for murderaghwould be no one to
dispute your claim. You would inherit an impovesshdukedom and
Maryanne would provide the capital when she carteeher inheritance.’

‘Now, | wonder who would be believed if you wereobght to court?’
Mark sneered. ‘A rough soldier-and a Frenchmanhat-¢r a respected



peer of the realm whose antecedents are withoustign@ Everyone
knows the late Duke of Wiltshire was a faithful haed and a good father,
and Caroline and | are his only children...’

‘You are very confident,” Adam said coolly. ‘Howrcgou be so sure my
story will not be believed? | have proof of my hjriand in wedlock too.
Your mother was not our father’s first wife. | magt have wanted my
inheritance before, but | am claiming it now. | gagt you withdraw with a
good grace. Leave the country and | will see yootv@r nothing.’

‘Where is this proof?’ Mark demanded.
‘My lawyer will provide it,” Adam told him.

‘You bluff,” Mark said. ‘You have no proof and n@jpe of being believed.
Your foster-parents are both dead, that much | know

‘You are wrong. Madame Saint-Pierre is alive andl wed in London at
this moment with my lawyer,” Adam informed him. *

‘You lie,” Mark said, going over to the drawer tietdesk and taking out a
small pistol. ‘I have captured a wanted murderat aa one would blame
me if | took revenge for my father's death.’

‘No! No!" Maryanne shrieked, flinging herself betere them. ‘You can’t
kill him, you must not.’

‘I can and | will, and you too, just as | did tretl miser, our father,” Mark
stated.

‘Stand aside, Maryanne,” Adam said quietly, puttireg from him. ‘Move
away.’

‘The constable will be here soon,” she said, maread desperation than
conviction. Now she knew why Mark had told the kkroith not to hurry.

‘And he will find both prisoners dead, killed whiley/ing to escape. | shall,
of course, be sorry that | had not been able te talu alive, but | had to
defend myself.” He took aim very deliberately andeezed the trigger..



Adam, ignoring the gun, hurled himself at his Haibther and the shot
went wild. They struggled together for possessibrihe weapon while

Maryanne stood with her fist in her mouth and hearh beating wildly.

They were well-matched in size and weight and eeithas prepared to
give an inch.

Maryanne skirted round them and stooped to pickhagppoker from the
fireplace. It could only have been seconds, bse@&med like hours, before
she had a clear view and then she brought the mhiken on Mark’s head
as hard as she could. He slid to the floor and Atlamed and took a pace
towards her, smiling. ‘Good girl!" he exclaimed. &'’hext moment he had
crumpled at her feet and she realised the shotdwedl its target after all.

‘Adam!” She stared at him in disbelieving horrordathen threw herself
down beside him, cradling his head in her lap. ‘Wdashe said over and
over again, ignoring the sound of people shoutind banging on the
locked door. ‘Oh, Adam.’

‘Adam! Adam! For God’s sake, man, if you are atjht, open the door!’
She heard, and yet did not hear, someone throwvéiight against it. She
was numb with shock. Her heart had cracked intthaudand pieces,
dissolved and left a hollow space, a void, a nurebna dryness which
could produce no tears. There was nothing thefedabwith, no emotion,
only emptiness. She could only sit there, strokikdpm’s face with a
blood-covered hand in an unthinking gesture, awifig so would let him
know how much she had loved him. She looked up witkeeing eyes
when the glass of the window shattered and RobedgR and the
constable climbed over the sill into the room.

Robert ran to crouch beside her. ‘Maryanne, whppbaed?’

‘He shot Adam,’ she said dully, nodding towards Kdying across the
hearth where he had fallen, with the blood-staipekier beside him. ‘He
didn’t want either of us to live. | had to stop hirkler voice was flat,
toneless; all life had been drained from her. Roledt her to unlock the
door. A crowd of noisy people invaded the room &edan talking and
asking questions, and she could find no voice tewan She clung to
Adam, refusing to leave him.



‘Fetch the doctor,” Robert said to someone behiimd &s he returned to
Maryanne’s side.

‘Oh, why did Adam have to come here today?’ sheedsK told him! |
told him it was too risky...” She looked up at Rdlas if seeing him for the
first time. ‘How did you get here?’

He smiled. ‘When Jeannie found out that | had giwerio Adam and
allowed you to come alone, she was furious. She eenpost-haste after
you.’

‘If only you had arrived sooner, you might...” $8he could not cry. ‘You

might have prevented this...” She looked roundrtfzen. It was a scene of
chaos; there was blood everywhere. The housekéapefetched blankets
and cushions from the servants’ quarters to maka&mAdomfortable and
others were doing the same for Mark, whose headawasss of blood. He
was moaning softly.

‘What happened?’ Robert asked.

‘He said we must die, just as his father had ditsitook the gun out of the
drawer and...” She took a deep breath. ‘He killehw.’

He had put his hand on Adam’s chest and smiledesugd‘You despair
too soon, my dear. He is not dead, though veryedost.’

‘Are you sure?’

He placed her hand on Adam’s heart. ‘Feel it?’

‘Yes! Yes!” What a fool she was! She had seen ehamighe carnage after
the battle of Waterloo to know that a man did retessarily die of a bullet
wound. The relief did something that her grief cbobt-it brought on the
tears. They flowed down her face as if a dam hasdtbu

‘I am sorry, Maryanne.’



Maryanne raised brimming eyes to look up at Caeglstill too shocked to
show surprise. ‘You here too?’ she gasped.

‘I was on my way to visit my brother when | saw NRudge. Oh,

Maryanne, | just wish | had spoken up before. been thinking about it
ever since Richard and | left London. He said ludtl@ome and see Mark,
sort something out...’

‘Sort what out?’

‘What | had seen. The night Papa was...was kilkdter you had gone to

up to your room, | went into the hall. | saw Adagave and Papa was still
alive then because | heard him and Mark quarrellingad never before

heard Papa raise his voice in anger, and it frigddeme. And Mark was

shouting too. Then | heard a scuffle and it all ngunet. When Mark came
out of the library, | dashed up the stairs to nymd

‘You could have proved Adam did not kill James? Yemuld have saved
all this...” Maryanne was too numb with shock tasd angry. ‘Why did
you say nothing before?’

‘I didn’t want to believe it; | kept hoping | hadisanderstood what | saw
and there was a simple explanation. | kept telimgself that Adam must
have returned later. And you had disappeared tarkMaid he had seen
you running upstairs afterwards; he believed yoevkrexactly what

happened, but it was not you he saw, but me.’

She knelt down beside Maryanne and took her hanppigg it tightly.
‘When you were so good to me in Brussels, | redlisew wrong | had
been. | could not banish it from my mind, so | tBlcthard and he told me
to make a clean breast of it. | came here to tafkMvhat | was going to
do. Maryanne, can you ever forgive me?’

‘If Adam... No, | will not think such thoughts,” Mganne added, as the
doctor arrived. He knelt to pull open Adam’s coatlaevealed a shirt
soaked in blood; it seemed to give the lie to Robetatement that her
husband was still alive.



‘Come away, Caroline said, helping her to risee‘l$ in good hands
now.’

She allowed herself to be led to the window, whibiey sat in silence,
watching the doctor, aided by Robert, administenigopatients. When he
had almost finished Maryanne murmured her excusdsharried over to
kneel beside her husband and take his hand.

‘I have done all that can be done,’ the doctor .s&ldw all we can do is
pray.’

‘But he will live?’ Maryanne asked.

‘With careful nursing.” He turned to address twonservants who had
arrived with a stretcher. ‘I think it is safe to weoHis Grace now.’

It was a moment or two before she realised he ef@sring to Adam and
not Mark. She smiled and reluctantly released Adah@nd, so that he
could be put on the stretcher and taken upstaie®of the few rooms
which were still properly furnished. She followendastood waiting as the
men put him to bed and left the room.

‘Adam,” she whispered, taking his hand and raisingo her cheek.
‘Everything is going to be all right. You are goitggget well.” She thought
she felt his grip tighten and went on, ‘Adam, can yiear me?’

She watched his face, almost afraid to hope, therlet her breath out in a
long sigh of relief when his brown eyes opened anguirk of a smile
appeared.

‘I hear,' he whispered. He was in a great dealaih and the morphia the
doctor had given him was making him drowsy, buhhd the strength to
tug on her hand and draw her towards him. ‘I dosuppose you will ever
be a dutiful wife,” he added.

‘Would you love me half as much if | were?’

‘Now, there’s a question!



Outside, they could hear the sound of cheerindhasestate workers, the
villagers and a now redundant troop of militia cdmd on the drive in
front of the house below the bedroom. ‘Tell themeytlcan have their
grazing land,” he went on, though speaking was fiorte ‘And find
Robert...’

‘He is here. So is Caroline. There is nothing fauyto worry about,
nothing at all,” she assured him.

‘Come nearer.’

She bent over to kiss him. It was the gentlestisdds, a foretaste of all the
joy to come, and she was overwhelmed with happinksaould, she
knew, be a slow process, his return to full heddti,there was no doubt in
her mind that it would happen, because they haohsch to look forward
to, so much to do, so many friends wishing theml.wdbw instead of
following him she would be beside him, always.

A fire burned in the bedroom grate, casting a midw over the polished
furniture and the silk-draped cradle. Beside itafdshifted his gaze from
the study of the little miracle it contained to msfe. Motherhood had
made her even more beautiful; she glowed with cdntent. But inside
she was just the same as she had always beenka Igve, a girl prepared
to go through fire and water to stay at the sidéhefman she adored. And
now she had been doubly blessed.

She smiled. ‘Pick him up, he is not made of egdshel

‘Him?’

‘James, Marquis of Beckford.’

He laughed and lifted the child, ignoring the nutsettering in the

background. ‘James.” He smiled as he laid the chilcher arms and
watched as she prepared to feed him. ‘James Louis.’



It was a little over three months since the librarpeckford Hall had been
the scene of so much greed and hate, and yet oiit ledd come an
unshakeable love, a love which had spread to emergoound.

From his sick-bed, Adam had been able to directrémesentatives to
repair the ravages his half-brother had causederestate, to restore the
villagers’ grazing land and to make sure their vgageere sufficient to
support them. Since his recovery he had refurnidBeckford Hall for
Madame Saint-Pierre, and she lived there now, adoyethe servants and
the villagers. The law had taken care of Mark’snaj Adam had spoken
on his behalf and he had not paid the ultimate Iperlastead he had been
sent to one of the penal colonies and would neateirm.

‘Thank you, Betty,” Maryanne said, trying not to igmn the face' of the
girl’'s disapproval. ‘I will send for you when | négou.’

Betty, who could not accustom herself to the uneotional ways of the
Duke and the Duchess, looked as though she wag abqrotest, but
changed her mind and, clucking disapproval at garerho employed
nursemaids and then looked after the children tlebras, bobbed a curtsy
and left.

Maryanne reached across the baby’s head and putamer into Adam’s.
He smiled as he put her palm to his lips.

Outside, the old house, reflecting the light of gedting sun, seemed to
glow with a life of its own, as if the happinessitsf inmates extended to
the bricks and mortar. The ancient cedars, tall atxdng, cast long
shadows across a home no scandal could touch lgegaide there was
trust and hope and an abiding love.



