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Miss Serena Calvert, owner of Anse Chatelet on\Wiest Indian

Island of St. Just, was determined to give her gomece Lucy a

London Season, whatever the financial privationgt feir aunt's

health would not permit her to launch Lucy hersaifd Serena was
forced to go, too, as chaperon. Once in Englanderfaemet a
delightful gentleman in slightly scandalous circtemges, and both
looked forward to meeting again more formally inndon. But that

meeting resulted in a massively public snub foeB8ayand only then
did she become aware that she was the target efigev...



CHAPTER ONE

THE LATE AFTERNOON sunshine pierced the blinds over the veranc
dazzling in its intensity. Reluctantly Serena mot@dlose the slats.
It was very hot, and the breath of wind comingtb# sea had been
welcome. She returned to her seat and waited foribigor's reaction
to her plan. "Well, Lady P.?" she asked finallyryWé&w people on
the island were permitted to use this mode of addrer the
governor's lady, but Serena, a Calvert of Anse €égand one who
had known Lady Pendomer for most of her life, wag of the
privileged. However, Lady Pendomer, normally thestmplacidly
optimistic of creatures, said firmly, "You will new manage it, my
dear! You can have no notion of the cost of a LoanSleason—it was
more than enough for us, | assure you, and, sagjthibam to have to
say this, your circumstances are not such that gamuld afford
anything like the amount needed!"

Serena lifted her chin, and the look she gave bestgwas slightly
cool.

"You needn't give me one of your father's starégbee Serena. |

would be doing you a disservice if | did not sppéinly now, rather

than later. The project is doomed from the starte-gonply do not

have the resources to carry it through properhd Anless you do the
thing in style it is better not to do it at all.”

Serena said with a teasing smile, "You are sugyg#tiat we lack the
necessary style, Lady P.? | am surprised.”

"You lack the necessary funds, my dear! If you wishitonto take
note of you, you will need to hire a house withrapeccable address,
and have an extensive and fashionable wardrobe-ssifaes,
shawls and all the other bits of nonsense. And gfmnwill need
servants, a carriage and horses. It's not as ihgee any sort of base
in England—you would be arriving with everything find! When



we launched Caroline we were at least able to atagotherfield
House with Henry's cousins. You have no one. Ng,in@ quite
beyond your means! Unless Lord Calvert left soneeteEldorado
which | know nothing of?"

This time Serena's smile was bitter. "No, thereewveo pleasant
surprises in my father's will. The family fortunase quite as you
describe them. The estates bring in just aboutgimtw keep us and
to repay a little of the mortgage each year."

"You are surely not contemplating raising more nyormon the
plantation?"

"l doubt we could."
"Well, then...?"
"l have managed to put a little aside. And | hawas jewellery-"

"No, Serena! You must not! If and when you evereagito marry
anyone, that jewellery will be your dowry! And by do not marry it
will be your only safeguard for the future. You rost spend it on
Lucy!™

"l wouldn't have to sell all of it, Lady P. Possilplist the Cardoman
necklace—"

"The Cardoman necklace! Sell the Cardoman necKlace?
"Why not? It's not even particularly beautiful—"

"But it's a priceless heirloom! Serena, | reallynkhyou are not
yourself. It may not be beautiful to modern eyegrdnt you—it is,
after all is said and done, over a hundred angy#ars old—but how
many families can boast of a necklace made folobtigeir ancestors
by a king? There are those who say that King Chasleuld have



married Arabella Cardoman if he could. No, no, yaust not let it go
out of the family. Besides, you would never finduachaser."

"Now there | fear you are mistaken. | have oneaalye And as for the
family... have you forgotten that Lucy and | are tast Cardoman
Calverts? The name will disappear when we marry-gier And
Lucy must be given a chance to... to escape, béfm¢oo late. The
loss of the necklace is a triviality compared viitat." Serena walked
over to the edge of the veranda," released orfeedslinds, and gazed
out over the sea. The dying sun had laid a pagolofen light across
the waves, which rolled lazily into the cove belihat gave the estate
its name. "You seem surprised that | have neverietarTell me, if
your Caroline had been forced to stay on the island she had not
met Lord Dalcraig during her Season in London, wowdu wish to
see her accepting an offer from one of St. Judiigble bachelors?"
She turned back to look at her old friend and, sithwaiting for a
reply, she continued, "Of course you wouldn't. Yaere wise
enough to see that both of your children left tland while they
were still young. This climate seems to bring detworst in the men
who stay here. They are either weaklings, sappehefgy, lacking
any kind of enterprise, content to let others diiem... or they
become self-indulgent, vicious—" She broke off serdg, and
turned away again. After a small pause she sauggylis a lovely,
high-spirited girl. | will not see her married torseone who would
break that spirit, nor yet to someone whom she avaventually
despise."”

"You are very harsh in your judgement of islandisty; Serena."
"Have | not good cause?"

There was another, longer silence. Finally Ladydeemer sighed and
said, "I know the importance you place on seeingryoece safely
established, and | cannot deny that the posséslitiere on St. Just



are few. But the cost of such an enterprise asaad®ein London for
the two of you—"

"Oh, but | should not go!"
"Not go? Why not? Who would look after Lucy?"

"Lucy would take Sheba with her to England, andAaynt Spurston
would chaperon her. | could not leave the manageroémnse
Chatelet in the hands of anyone else for such gtheof time. The
situation is precarious enough.”

"But you must go!" said Lady Pendomer, quite fotiggtthat she had
been protesting just one moment earlier that thelevecheme was
impossible. "If there is to be a trip to Englanékthen you must go
too, Serena! You are so concerned for Lucy's futtgerely you
should be thinking of your own?"

"Oh, come, Lady P.! Who would look twice at me—aldie-aged
spinster, with no dowry to speak of? No, we mustcemtrate on
happiness for my niece."

"Serena, | could become very angry with you ifd dot know how
hard you have fought to keep Anse Chatelet in #meily. You are
twenty-six, not middle-aged. You may be somewhat, thut that is
because you do not look after yourself. You coull & very
handsome girl if you bothered to dress properlyd Amhatever fears
| may have had for you when you were a child, thaye now
disappeared—"

"Fears? Surely you mean disapproval, Lady P.?"

"No, Serena, | was afraid for you. Wild, hot-headadking any kind
of discipline or self-control—faults | lay compléteat your father's
door, | may tell you." Serena's chin lifted agamad ahe stiffened. But
Lady Pendomer swept on, "And you were both so cetalyl dazzled



by Richard... Everyone was, if it comes to thatt 8ten after the rest
of us knew your brother for what he was, you andryfather still
idolised him. Your hero-worship | could understanabth your
brothers were so much older than you—but your fathée should
have known better—"

"He was cruelly punished for his blindness. Wenadte."

"Yes, Serena." Lady Pendomer bit her lip. "Forgme. | did not
mean to remind you of the past.” She returned tddmmer theme. "I
should not be at all surprised if you were to fanchatch for yourself
as well as for Lucy in London! You rate yourself fao low."

"You are mistaken! It is rather that | rate mygeld high!" Serena
smiled at Lady Pendomer's exclamation of disbélieft me explain.
My brothers almost ruined Anse Chatelet before tilieg, and you
know as well as anyone how we have fought to daseer since—I
am still fighting. | never had the sort of girlhobfave tried to give
Lucy—"

"You could have had one with your great-aunt in |l&nd, Serena.
She invited you to live with her long ago."

"I know, and | was grateful to her. But you mustown how
iImpossible it was. There was Lucy... and as myefiagnew older he
depended on me to run the estate—there was ndsmeédad indeed,
| think | have done as well as any man—better hytfean my
brothers would have done. | assure you, | wouldaitry and give up
control of Anse Chatelet, not after all these yeardess | found a
husband | could trust to manage it better thannl ogself. And if
such a paragon existed—I say if—he would surelg &ibetter match
than a spinster of uncertain age with a run-dowatesn the West
Indies!™

"Yet you say you rate yourself too highly?"



"Yes. | rate myself too highly to accept less. hy @ase, what man
could tolerate less than total control of his vgifestates? Would |
respect him if he did?" She smiled at Lady Pendorfi¢o, | am
doomed to die an old maid. And now let us talk @hsthing else.
Lucy may come in at any moment."

But Lady Pendomer was not to be deflected. She dastinately,
"Whatever rubbish you talk, Serena, | will tell yihat | still consider
you eminently suitable to be a dutiful and lovingemo any man
fortunate enough to win you."

"You make me sound such a dull creature!"

"Nonsense, my dear! In fact, | think you might waklike a very good
match. And | might just be persuaded to help irs thdiculous
scheme of yours if you were to accompany Lucy tadan. Surely
Will Nonet could run Anse Chatelet for one yearhdtemer will
keep an eye on him. And there are other ways ichvhcould be of
some assistance—your wardrobes, for example. yf&taria might
be of some use..." Serena's eyes lit up at thdy Pendomer's maid
had at one time worked for Madame Rosa, the nobedihnmodiste.
If she would make some dresses for Lucy there wbeldh great
saving. But Lady Pendomer was continuing, "And, tnmoportant of
all, I shall be very surprised if you can persuhdey to go without
you. Think it over, Serena. Your mad scheme witiéely fail in
any case. But if you force Lucy to go alone—"

"Sheba would be with her!"
"A slave!"

"Sheba is a freedwoman, Lady P. We have no slaved\rse
Chatelet."

"That might be so, Serena, but slave or not, Sielba ignorant of
England as Lucy herself. A former nurse is notetite company



Lucy needs! If, as | said, you force her to go withyou, then you are
being quite unnecessarily cruel to the child. Amdlll not help you in
that."

AFTER LADY PENDOMER-S departure Serena was left in a mo:s
unusual state of indecision. For years she hadtipalg run the
estate, for her father, the nominal head of thealfammad been a sick
old man, and there had been no one else to shahledurden and
make the decisions which affected all their livdew her father too
had died, and Anse Chatelet was hers—hers, thatexespt for the
massive mortgage which had been raised years befqay off the
family's creditors. She lived in constant fear tbla¢ might one day,
through mis-management or some oversight, fail &y phe
instalments as they fell due. The agent in Barb&aalsleft her in no
doubt " that the creditor for whom he was actingulddoreclose. It
would be folly to risk such a disaster by leavings& Chatelet to the
care of someone else, even for one year.

On the other hand...Lucy was growing up fast. She mow well past
her seventeenth birthday, and if she was to be apeelp for
presentation to London society then a voyage tddfaigcould not be
long delayed. And go to London she must! It wainkiable that her
beloved niece's beauty and vivacity should be widstee on St. Just.
If Caroline Pen- domer, who was a girl of very made charms,
could capture a gentleman of such breeding andirfertas Lord
Dalcraig in her first London Season, then Lucy'scess would be
certain, and her future secure. And at least onSevéna's private
worries would be set at rest.

At this point Lucy came running on to the verantfasha, Joshua
and the others are having a crab race on the bedahzeme and

watch it!" She grabbed Serena by the hand and ptéshto pull her

back through the house.



"Wait, Lucy! | have something important to discwgigh you. And
how many times—"

"Must | tell you to call me Aunt Serena?" finishkedcy in chorus
with her aunt, adopting a disapproving frown. "Ld@gndomer has
been here."

"If you know that, why weren't you here to speakén?"

"l didn't know—I just guessed it from your expressi— you've got
your Aunt Serena face on. And you're not oftenfgtudasha. Do
come down—Joshua won't wait much longer!"

"Lucy, my love, you're no longer a child." Serersitated, then went
on, "You know I've always tried to do what is bfestyou..."

"Goodness, Sasha, what a Friday face! What has [Eadipeen
saying?"

"Nothing that need concern you. But | think iteéi we talked about
your future. | have been thinking of a Season indanm for you."

Lucy's eyes grew large, and she sat down rathelesiliglon the stool
by Serena. "We can't possibly afford it!"

"Yes we can, with a little planning and managemeshall sell the
Cardoman necklace."

"But, Sasha, that's a Calvert heirloom!"

Serena said innocently, "Oh, forgive me, Lucy,dught you didn't
like the necklace? But, of course, if you wish & it, then there's
no more to be said..."

"l think it is hideous! But it's been in the famiigr such a long time,
Sasha—"



"Too long! Your grandfather was considering whettoesell it when
he died. It would fetch a pretty little sum—enougtpay most of our
expenses, at least. What better use can there b@'fo

"It's yours, Sasha. You mustn't sell it for my birfe

"Why not, pray? Let us talk no more about it. We e last of the
Calverts, Lucy, and if you do not wish me to kekp hecklace in
trust for you, then it will be sold—in an excellecdiuse,” Serena
smiled lovingly as her niece's anxious scruplesegavay to

excitement and she threw her arms round her aunt.

"Oh, thank you, thank you! | hadn't thought...| eevmagined |
would ever see England! Oh, Sasha! It would be béyanything!
I've always dreamed of London, but | never thoughiould go there!
And to make my come out...I can't believe it! Lontl®h, how soon
are we going?"

"Wait a moment! I'm not sure that | can come witluy Serena put
her hand over her niece's mouth. "No, listen to inggy. Our

resources are not great even if we sell the neekéad it is important
that they are wisely spent. You will need clothésssons in
deportment, a suitable background, and lots mas&les. If | came |
should also need clothes and the rest. If s nibtyasl would be alone
in England. Sheba will go with you, and | am suwataSpurston
could sponsor you in society better than | coulddAou know the
estate needs my attention here."

"l need your attention, Sasha. How could | manageout you?
Can't you forget Anse Chatelet, just for once?"

"Anse Chatelet is our only real asset, Lucy. k i&r greater part of
the family heritage than the Cardoman necklacare dot forget it."
Serena watched as the bright hope on Lucy's falszlfa



"Of course. It was stupid of me. But if we cannot {9 England

together, then | do not wish to go." Lucy walked omi to the veranda
and Serena's heart sank. This was worse than shieangained for.

She started to follow her niece but then changednied. She would

avoid further confrontation for the moment. Lucyswanpulsive, but

essentially reasonable, and when she had had @ngertsider the
advantages of a Season in London she would prolzegose to the
plan.

In the weeks that followed Serena was able to judiye wrong she
had been. Lucy remained adamant in her refusabttog.ondon

without her. Reason, persuasion, threats—all failaccy merely

said that she could enjoy nothing without the comypaf her aunt,
and that they could perfectly well be two old maidgether on St.
Just. When Serena turned to Lady Pendomer for sypper old

friend merely replied, "I have never been one fyirgg 'l told you

so', Serena, but did | not warn you that this wdwddpen? And much
as | disapprove of Lucy's refusal to obey you, irdéact agree with
the girl. I'm afraid you must reconsider your piosit Either you both
go to England—and | have already expressed my dooibtthat

head—or Lucy must make do with St. Just!"

So Serena was already weakening when a letteedrfiiom England
which took the decision out of her hands. Aunt Sparr offered to
accommodate them in Surrey, and to help in pregalincy for

presentation to society. However, for Aunt Spurstmrself, a
London season was out of the question, her doadatdwnot hear of
it. Serena, as Lucy's guardian, must accompanyibee.

Serena was resigned, Lucy was overjoyed, and Lazthyddmer
exerted herself on their behalf. She wrote to hendls in London,
she spoke to her husband to engage his help irsesiag Will
Norret's work on the plantations, and, best ofskle commissioned
her maid to make some dresses for them. The necidas sold and
preparations were soon under way for a voyage ¢aed.



Lucy's DEBUT was of enormous importance to herself and her, au
but they would both have been very surprised tor leat four
thousand miles away someone else was looking fort@rtheir
departure from Anse Chatelet and their arrival ondon with an
eagerness that almost equalled their own...



CHAPTER TWO

To THE DISCERNING EYEthe gentleman striding through Gros- venc
Square in the direction of Upper Brook Street wasistakably
wealthy. His buckskin pantaloons and dark blue dupecoat were
plain, but superbly cut, and his starched muslavat was secured
with a very fine diamond pin. His cane was disdyestounted in
gold, and his boots were of the finest quality palished to gleaming
perfection. His dark hair was fashionably disheactllunder his
beaver hat. This was no fop, however. There wasggestion of
power in the broad shoulders and lithe figure, lamtiad an air of one
accustomed to command. Many would have called randsome,
but there was an indifference, a coldness evehisince-blue eyes,
and a hardness about the well-shaped mouth which ma
prepossessing.

The gentleman turned in to one of the houses at¢heer end of the
street, where he was met by Wharton, his butlet tewo footmen.

"Bring a bottle of Madeira to the library, Whartdnam expecting
Mr. Bradpole," was all the master of the house sa&dne of the
footmen reverently received hat and cane.

"Yes, my lord. Your lordship may wish to read tHhisfore Mr.
Bradpole arrives."

Lord Wintersett, for that was the gentleman's natmek the card
which the butler offered him and looked at it img&sly. "When did
Mr. Fotherqill call, Wharton?"

"Shortly after your lordship went out."
"If he calls again, tell him I'm not at home."

As Lord Wintersett closed the library door behimoh land Wharton
disappeared to the wine-cellar, the two footmereetéd to the rear



hall. Here they lost their professional stiffnessl dbecame more
human. "Cold fish, ain't 'e?" said the younger diwvéonder if old
Fothergill will call 'im out?"

“Not if he wants to live, he won't. And you minduwdongue, Percy.
If Wharton hears you, you won't last long in hisdhip's service,
even though you are my own sister's boy."

"I'm not sure I'd mind. A proper frosty-face 'isdship is, no mistake.
| don't know what all those gentry females se@mii'

"His wealth, that's what they see. And as for yoet-+rhe tell you,
Percy, you don't know a good place when you segyanedon't. His
lordship may be a touch cold in his manna:, bw feat. You could
do a lot worse, a lot worse. Anyway, what makes gay that
Fothergill would want to call his lordship out?"

"l thought you'd know. They're saying 'e seducadl Bbthergill's
daughter.” Percy looked in astonishment as Williborst into
chuckles.

"Not another one!"
"What do you mean?"

"Il bet you a tanner it's a try-on. The Fothdgiaren't the first
aristocratic coves who've had an eye on the Wietergelt and
attempted a bit o' genteel blackmail. But theydllike all the rest.
They won't get far with him."

"You mean-"

"l mean it's time we cut the gabble-mongering aiadodir jobs. Off
you go, young Percy, | can hear a carriage. Theg'Bradpole.”

"Oo0's that?"



"The lawyer, you nocky!" Once through the doorhe entrance hall
they resumed their air of stately indifference amght to stand by the
door to the street.

AFTERMR. BRADPOLE had been received with dignity he joined Lor
Wintersett in the library. First they spent somrmdiclearing up odd
bits of family business, and then the lawyer wdsrefl a glass of
Madeira and a seat in a more comfortable chaihbyfite. These he
accepted with pleasure, saying as he sat downavé lsomething
further of interest to your lordship."

"What is that?"

"News from our agent in the West Indies." Lord Vensett frowned.
"And?"

"Lord Calvert is dead. He died at the end of May."

There was a pause during which Lord Wintersettugoand poured
some more Madeira. Finally he said, "I'll drinkth@t. Damn him!"

"My lord!"

"Oh, we're all damned, Bradpole, but he, | fancprenthan most.
Who inherits?"

"His daughter."
"Sasha Calvert. Or has she married?"

"Not yet."



"She's unlikely to do so in the future. Whatevardtgactions were in
the past, they must have faded by now—the tropiesatoriously
hard on women, and she must be nearly forty. Cvellyt anyway.
And her fortune is small enough. I'll drink to flErmnation, too."

"My lord, | must protest. You do not even know tady."
"But | know of her, Bradpole. Oh, | know of her."

"Lord Wintersett," said the lawyer gravely, "haveuy never
considered that Mrs. Stannard, your sister-in-laight have been
influenced by her own very natural feelings in prasig the
circumstances of your brother Anthony's unfortundéath. It all
happened so long ago—some thirteen years, | belWeaild it not
be better to... to forget the past? After all, LQalvert and his sons
are now all dead."

"But Sasha Calvert is still alive, Bradpole—and hakerited
everything, you say?"

"There's also a granddaughter, Rodney Calvertld-efluut she has
no share in the estate, merely a small sum of mdnderstand that
Miss Calvert is her guardian.”

Lord Wintersett said swiftly, "I have no quarrel thwi the
granddaughter.” He sat down on the other sideefitaplace. "So..
.Sasha Calvert is now mistress of Anse Chatelet-fdsutow long?
Now that the father is dead, surely the estate@asurvive?"

"l understand from our agent in Barbados that Nliabs/ert has been
running the estate herself for some years now.dadee is full of
admiration for her courage and spirit—in the pasdryor two Anse
Chatelet has made some recovery-"

"A lady of many talents, it seems. But | don't be& she can keep it
up forever. And the estate will survive only asdas the mortgages



are paid, Bradpole—paid on the day they fall due ot a second
later. Do you understand me?" Lord Wintersett'sliged. "There is
to be no extension of time, no soft-hearted resptmappeals from a
lady in distress."

Mr. Bradpole looked at his client in silence. Fipdde said, "Am | to
understand that you wish to deprive Miss CalverAinde Chatelet if
you can?"

"l not only wish to—I shall, Bradpole, | shall. Onéthese days she
will make a mistake—and then | shall have her."

"Before that time comes you will have thought hettdhope,” said
Mr. Bradpole soberly. "I very much doubt that ydordship could
take pleasure in such a victory."

"Pleasure! No, there isn't much pleasure in thelevdamn business.
When the Calverts drove Tony to his death theyediithe lives of
half of my family—you know that as well as | do meyfs’'

"And in return your lordship has done his best uo rthe Anse
Chatelet estate ever since. Yes, | know the stdiye' lawyer chose
his words carefully when he next spoke. "Lord Wisétt, do you
think what you are doing will improve the state yafur mother's
mind? Or make Mrs. Stannard happier? Or give yephew the use
of his legs?"

Lord Wintersett's voice was glacial as he repli&radpole, your
family has served the Wintersetts for many yeami &re one of the
few people in this world in whom | have confidenBeit | will not
tolerate further doubts on this matter. Do | makgseif plain? |
intend to deprive Sasha Calvert of her home andh&gpiness."

Mr. Bradpole started to put his papers togetheilence.



"God's teeth, Bradpole, why do you feel the needieétend the
woman? She's a harlot, a Jezebel. My poor brotherse ashamed of
falling victim to her that he—" Lord Wintersett smeoand turned to
the window. His back to the room, he said, "Onwimle | do not
admire my fellow creatures, and with few exceptiamgnain
indifferent to them. But Tony was... unique. A derdcholar who
loved the world—when he noticed it, that is. | wbthave sworn that
his honour and integrity were beyond question. Shahy he shot
himself, of course,—having betrayed his marriagel with such a
woman, he could no longer bear to live."

Mr. Bradpole started to say something, then stoppedLlLord
Wintersett swung round.

"l wish to be kept informed of every circumstanceSi. Just, do you
hear?"

"Of course, Lord Wintersett. | will see to it. Ethere is something
else, in fact. | understand that Miss Calvert iskimg of bringing her
niece to London—to present her during the next &eas

"Sasha Calvert in London, eh?" A most unpleasaiiesmn his lips,

Lord Wintersett added, "Good! Not only will Anse &élet be left in

less watchful hands, but Miss Calvert will be withiny reach at
last—and on my ground. Excellent! Let me know amsas you hear
of her arrival in London."

Mr. Bradpole's face was impassive as he left thmmrobut once
outside the house his expression revealed his weéleyhad long
known Lord Wintersett's feelings on the subjedtisfbrother's death,
and, convinced as the lawyer was that the trues faat yet to be
established, he had frequently attempted to argsielient into a
more temperate frame of mind. In everything elsadLWintersett
was scrupulously fair, capable of objective judgemmealmost



inhumanly so. But in this one matter he was unaggrable. Mr.
Bradpole returned to his chambers filled with fareing.

It was unfortunate that Mr. Bradpole's departunaaded with Mr.

Fothergill's return, for that gentleman took adeget of this to force
his way into Lord Wintersett's presence. Williand&Percy would
have removed him, but with a resigned wave of thadhLord

Wintersett took him into the library and shut tleed

"I've come to demand satisfaction, Wintersett."
"Pistols or swords, my dear fellow?"

Mr. Fothergill stammered, "No, no you misunderstabg gad. |
mean that I... we—my wife and |—expect you to makeoffer for
our little Amabel—after the situation you placed imelast night, that
Is. She was very upset."

"You surprise me, Fothergill," murmured Lord Wirdett. "l quite
thought that it was the lady who had placed heisdtie 'situation’,
as you call it."

Mr. Fothergill shifted uncomfortably under Lord Wémnsett's cynical
gaze, but the memory of his wife's words as hededdut, and even
more the consciousness of what she would saynétoened without

result, spurred him on. "Annabel wouldn't compraherself—for

that is what being found in a private room with anmof your

reputation must mean—without encouragement! My deargknows

what's, expected of her!"

"Now there | am in complete agreement with you heagill," said
Lord Wintersett with a sardonic smile. "She doekerd—a very able
pupil. Who coached her? Your wife?"

"What do you mean by that?"



"I mean that | am far from being the flat you thimke. If | were green
enough to be taken in by the kind of trick emplopgd/our wife and
daughter last night, | would have been married Isimge. Do you
think they are the first to have tried? Believe the, ladies find me
almost irresistible.”

"You take pride in that, do you?"

"None at all. | find it excessively tedious—whaingts them is my
wealth, not my person. | assure you, Fothergillatelier your wife
may have said, your daughter's good name has eratdemaged by
me—I have learned to be far too wary a bird. Atstehe might be
accused of a slight indiscretion— which will beden because of
her youth and high spirits. But her chance of mglanrespectable
match will be much reduced if society hears how laue pursued
me this morning. Bad losers are never admired."

"But the private room! My wife said... and your végtion-"

" —is not for seducing young and innocent girlsuYoay be assured
of that. Your daughter followed me into Lady Glasiary's winter
garden—which can hardly be described as a 'priaten’'—without
my knowledge, let alone my encouragement. | think realises that
now. Go back to your wife- tell her that | am neittworthy nor
desirous of Miss Annabel's attentions. She is #ypemough girl, and
should look elsewhere."

"But er-"

"My man will see you out. No, really, | have hadoagh. And
Fothergill—" He waited till Fothergill turned. "Ina indifferent to
what society thinks of me. But | should warn yoattitou will only
make yourself even more ridiculous if you persist these
accusations."



AFTERFOTHERGILL had left Lord Wintersett found himself unable t
settle. He was conscious of nothing so much asvannnelming
sense of boredom. The scene that had just beetednaas not the
first such. London was full of pretty, empty-headitité dolls, whose
chief, if not only, ambition was to marry a wealttman. The thought
of marriage to such a one appalled him. Yet he otagghnd a wife
before long. He could not in all conscience let title and all the
responsibilities of the estates fall to young Tordelicate since his
birth and now confined to a wheelchair. He frowasde thought of
his nephew. Perhaps he should take more of arestter him. The
boy was intelligent, but hopelessly spoiled. Alanmas far too
indulgent...

His gloomy thoughts were interrupted by anotheixpeeted, but far
more welcome, visitor. A warm smile transformed d.dYintersett's
face as Lord Ambourne came into the room.

"Ned! What are you doing in town? Is Lady Ambouwi¢éh you, or
can you dine with me tonight? | need you, deao¥ellhow | need
you! | was rapidly falling into a melancholy."

"I can and shall dine with you. Perdita is down Aahbourne,
supervising the packing. We are off to France redtdays."

"Well, then, where shall we go? Or would you preafedine here?
Albert has a way with a capon which | think you vebdind
acceptable. And | have a very fine white burguntly..

After it had been decided that Lord Ambourne shalife in Upper
Brook Street, and orders to that effect had beahtsethe kitchen,
the two men settled down with a bottle of wine e tmost
comfortable chairs by the fire.

"What's wrong, James? Or can | guess? Fothergill?"

"You heard? No, that's nothing. I'm used to it."



"From what | hear, you were not very kind to theiyg lady."

"l should think not, indeed. If | were, she'd haast herself on my
bosom and matters would have been much worse. fhend|
recover." His tone was indifferent.

Lord Ambourne's face was troubled. He hesitatezh tbok the bull
by the horns. "Probably. However, there have bekars who have
not found it easy to recover from the public setvds you have given
than. | dare swear they have deserved them. Bybddave to be
quite so brutal, James? Perdita and | do not ehgaring what
society says of you."

"I am indifferent to what society says of me. Ydwsld try not to
care, t0o." James glanced at Edward's set facaind what you and
your family think of me, Ned. Am | such a monster?"

Edward sighed in exasperation. "You've always libersame! The
best friend a chap could have, but the coldesbvelin creation
towards anyone else. Why don't you find a wife?"

James smiled derisively. "You think that would caoge to love my
fellow creatures more, Ned?"

"Perhaps not. But at least these poor girls wotalg away from you.
Though I'd feel sorry for your wife. Unless..."

"Unless what?"
"Unless you found someone like Perdita."

James laughed, a warm, human sound. "Impossibtdit®enust be
unique. If you can find me her double I'll marry loa the spot. Now,
you've done your duty, let's change the subjedt.me what you've
been doing."



Later that night, after Lord Ambourne had return@dh a certain
deliberation of movement, to Rotherfield House, daithought over
what his friend had said. Ned was right, he ouglgedt married. He
promised himself that after he had settled tharaffah the Calverts
once and for all he would seek out some amenablgtdete, the least
stupid he could find, and beget some heirs. Medewla would wait
patiently for Sasha Calvert to walk into his parlau



CHAPTER THREE

SERENA KEPT HERexpression of polite attention firmly in placeshe
wondered for the third time in as many minutes Imawch longer the
visitors would stay. They were sitting in her greant's
drawing-room, a somewhat dismal apartment madengkroby the
heavy grey skies outside. She and Lucy had begmgtaith Lady
Spurston ever since their arrival in England twekgebefore, and it
seemed to Serena that she had not seen the dutihat ame. In spite
of the large fire the drawing-room was chilly, tighuMrs. Galveston
and her daughter seemed not to notice. For the mio8erena was
free to follow her own thoughts, for Mrs. Galvest@m imposing
dowager in plum silk and an amazing hat, had feuswith her, and
was now quizzing Lucy. Miss Eliza Galveston wasdigndisplaying
her velvet reticule to Lady Spurston, her fingevisting the strings
nervously as she explained how she had paintédr&. Galveston
was one of her great-aunt's closest friends, amgmber of one of
the first families in the county. Aunt Spurston hsaid it was
Important to please her for a number of reasomrsclhef one being
that she had an elder daughter, Maria, marriedo®ea of the realm,
whose own daughter was about to make her debut...

Though Serena herself had been amused rathernhamdiated by
the dowager's trenchant remarks, she was anxioug &loicy. But
her niece had so far done well, answering Mrs. &dbn's questions
with charming deference and remembering not tdprgelf forward.
This was not easy, for some of Mrs. Galveston'sarkewould have
been considered impertinent even among "colonidlee' constant
guard on tongue and behaviour which her great-alegmed
essential for Lucy and Serena were not appareetigssary for this
dreadful old woman. The corners of Serena's moiidiu lin ahint of
a smile as she listened. Lucy was not giving angtlaiway, for all her
pretty ways.



"Serena?" Lady Spurston's voice was reproachfulssNGalveston
was asking about the flora of Jamaica."

"l must tell you, Miss Calvert, that | positivelpt® on Nature. | have
quite a collection of pressed flowers at home, hlanet, Mama?
Perhaps you would like to see them?"

Before Serena could reply Mrs. Galveston cut irtlytaf'Do not

encourage her, Miss Calvert. She spends far todvmhioe as it is
with her collections. But there, what else is therethe poor fool to
do—unless it's daubing paint on velvet!" She turtoeldady Spurston
and pronounced her verdict. "Miss Lucy has a pretty with her,

and once she acquires more polish might well &keit won't do for
Miss Calvert to be her niece's sole chaperon.”

"Why not?" asked Serena in astonishment. "I'm Lsugyardian."”

Mrs. Galveston eyed her with scorn. "Whatever timgyht do in the
colonies, Miss Calvert, it is still necessary hienea chaperon to be
married! You are not married, | take it?"

"No, but | have surely reached the age of disanétio

"No spinster, of any age, not even Eliza here—&wedswell into the
age of discretion, one might say almost beyoneHttan be a young
girl's sole chaperon—not in the kind of circlesnkigine you wish to
move in. It is unfortunate that your great- aumttisposition makes
it impossible for her to be with you in London, lwithout a chaperon
to assist you, you may as well abandon the whdlerse."

Serena looked at her in some consternation. Wabdeartiful plan
for Lucy's future to fail after all? Mrs. Galvestlmoked speculatively
at Lucy, and then back at Serena.

"Perhaps Miss Lucy should meet my granddaughtehananother,
Lady Warnham. Maria's as much a fool as Eliza—I sangularly



unfortunate in my daughters—but at least she nhmmell. Isabella
Is the same age as your niece, and is making Ineg oot at the same
time. We might be able to arrange something..lllsse." She looked
with disapproval at Serena's sober dress. "It waotdoe impossible
to find you a husband, too, Miss Calvert... Somsepeetable
widower, perhaps. But you are sadly brown—I'll sesdme
Gowland's lotion round. You won't find it here ihet depths of
Surrey, but | have a supply from London. Appliedhtly it might
repair some of the damage done by the tropical Sire cast another
speaking glance at Serena's dress, but decideg ttosmore and got
up to go. She took her leave of Serena and Lu@n kKissed Lady
Spurston's cheek. At the door she stopped and $e@, that Miss
Calvert takes some of Dr. Massinger's beef exttzmtothy. She's far
too thin. Come, Eliza!" She sailed out with supreamsurance.

After Mrs. Galveston had gone Lucy said passiogatél would
rather die than spend another second in that wencampany! Do
not, | beg of you, Sasha, have any more to do hetf'

"That will do, miss!" said Lady Spurston sharplit.is kind of Mrs.
Galveston to take such an interest in you. Shexieemely well
connected, and you might consider yourself forteinatleed if she
decided to help with your debut. You must curb thauly tongue of
yours, Lucy. Pert young ladies are not admired."

"My dear aunt,"” Serena said swiftly before Lucy Idoeply, "After
this afternoon | am sure you must agree that we haase every
confidence in Lucy's ability to behave well, whaevthe
provocation."

"Provocation? What provocation, pray?"

"Surely Mrs. Galveston's questions passed the mohdiscretion?"



"Serena, you do yourself no credit in taking exmeptto Mrs.
Galveston's very natural interest. She must sdtisfgelf that you are
both worthy, before assisting a young girl from ¢éonies with little
dowry and only a maiden aunt to protect her."

"We are nevertheless Calverts of Anse Chatelett 8parston,” said
Serena, always sensitive about her family's narmehduld have
thought our credentials were sound enough for amybiowever
well-connected they may be."

"Besides, Mrs. Galveston is so unkind!" Lucy criéfasha doesn't
need her Gowland lotion and... and... beef extract!

"How many times must | tell you to call your AunérSna by her
proper name, Lucy? Mrs. Galveston may be somewhat i her

pronouncements, but she knows the world as yowtd $he looked
at Lucy's downcast expression and said more gehthm sure you
are fond of your aunt and would not wish her toehaasted her
efforts in bringing you to England. So you must rex@urself to

conform—I cannot tell you how important it is. Andw | would like

to have a word in private with your aunt."

Lucy glanced at Serena, saw her nod, and relugtavint out.
Serena waited calmly for her aunt to speak. Finladlgy Spurston
began, "Why are you here in England, Serena?"

"You know why. | want Lucy to meet the kind of mawould wish
her to marry."

"Have you any matrimonial ambitions for yourself?"

"Oh, no. Mrs. Galveston may confine her good offiteLucy. They
would in any case be futile—I cannot imagine whoulsobe
interested in me. | have too small a dowry to atteaman in search of
a rich match, | have neither youth nor looks teeatta romantic, and
I'm afraid I lack the docility required by a mamngily looking for a



wife to run his household. No, my ambition is pured see Lucy
settled, after which | shall return to Anse Chdtéle

"And die an old maid. Not a very attractive progpec
"| fear that is the only prospect left for me."

Lady Spurston considered this for a moment. Thersaid briskly, "I
am not yet convinced of that, Serena, but at thenemd | wish to
discuss your niece's future, not your own. Lucyeisy pretty, and her
liveliness will do her no harm in the eyes of tloeigg men. She will
take, no doubt of that. But the world in generdl judge her as much
by your demeanour as her own—you are her guarditar,all. If you
wish her to move in the very best circles, you npast more attention
to your own dress and behaviour. That slave youditowith you
from St. Just—Bathsheba—"

"Sheba is a freedwoman, Aunt Spurston. She coule stayed
behind on St. Just, but came with us because stiebmlieve we
could manage without her," Serena said, smiling.

"Well, whatever she is, she seems to manage tes dresy well
enough. Why does she not do the same for you?"

"l suppose | don't ask her to!"

"Exactly so! At the moment you are careless, doewxsn, and there
Is altogether a want of ladylike formality aboutuydhese colonial
manners will not pass in London. Try for a littlegance. Learn what
Is acceptable behaviour for a lady. Lucy looksda for her example,
and never forget that you are on trial as muchhas's

Serena coloured, but forced herself to remain tsilder aunt was
probably right. If only she knew how hard it wasyhSerena longed
for the sunshine and freedom of her life on Stt!Jlise weeks she
had so far spent here in this damp, cold climagejyhed in on every



side by strictures on "acceptable behaviour faxdy'l, had seemed
like a year—a century. The trouble was that forloygy she had been
her own mistress. For years she had ranged theaptanin complete

freedom, exercising the authority her father hadeigiher. If truth

were told she knew that the English inhabitantStofust were not so
very different from their London cousins. Her indadent ways had
more than once shocked them, though the Calvererapt them

silent. But at least there she answered to no bieee she felt

stifled—"cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd".

"You are silent, Serena. | hope you are not inagjgn a fit of the
sulks."

"No, no, Aunt Spurston. Forgive me, | was.. .1 wasking. You are
quite right of course. | will try to mend my ways."

SERENA DID HER honest best in the weeks that followed to meet
aunt's exacting standards. Whereas before she Ihagsahurried
Sheba along when dressing, now she was patient hveithmaid's
attempts to dress her properly. Together with Lusgrena stood
docilely while they were fitted for morning dresseslking dresses,
carriage dresses, ball dresses; they learned th glabantly, sit
elegantly, eat elegantly, converse elegantly; tipestctised the
guadrille and the waltz, though Serena had no iimef dancing in
London. They learned the subtle differences ofsyumg, bowing the
head and offering a hand, how to encourage wel@ppsoaches and
how to depress pretension. Lady Warnham proved tslamiable as
Lady Spurston had said, and Lucy struck up a mosixpected
friendship with her daughter Isabella. In fact, yuseemed to be
enjoying every minute, but to Serena the endlasglities to be
learned by a lady who aspired to Society's appmreat stifling. She
wanted to be alone, to feel free, to rid herseli@f resentment in a
burst of energy. At home on St. Just she would haken off on her



horse for the day, but here that was impossibleame stroll round
the dank gardens, a gentle trot with a groom rabagark, were the
only available forms of exercise. The very notiba tady walking or
riding out unaccompanied was unheard of. But justwshe was at
her most desperate, salvation appeared—a coumsgtioh that was
highly risky, unquestionably not "acceptable bebavifor a lady,"
but all the same a perfect answer. It came in tii&ely form of Mrs.
Galveston, who one day brought with her a bundlelathes which
her grandchildren had outgrown.

"They're for your wretched charity, Dorothy. Thectby for the
Relief of Indigent Gentlefolk, or whatever you cillimprovident,
more like. However, Isabella hardly has room as fior her clothes,
and now Maria has ordered more for the chit. Itls caite
unnecessary, as far as | can see. One or two pnettyng gowns and
a presentation dress are all Isabella requirestHmre, Maria was
never noted for her common sense. Some of Michtéligs are in
the bundle as well. They're quite old, but too gtodjyive to the
villagers—they would not appreciate them. No, dbthank me. | am
glad to find a use for them." She turned to Serddyathe way, Miss
Calvert, it is rumoured that the Cardoman necklaas been sold.
Surely that was part of the Calvert heritage?"

Serena was ready with her answer. "My father alwdgtked the
necklace, Mrs. Galveston. It is notoriously unlucBut | wonder
where it has been since he decided to get rid?off thought it had
been sold in the West Indies, | must confess. @artgll me more?"

Much to Serena's relief, Mrs. Galveston was untabknlighten her,
for apparently the purchaser had remained as niyssein England
as he had in the West Indies. As for the clothesy tvere taken to a
closet in one of the unused bedchambers where iseicls were
housed until they were bundled up and sent awatySBrena sought
them out, for an audacious idea had formed in hied i@s soon as she
had seen the boy's garments. She tried them ondé&ltked doors-



breeches, frilled shirts with one or two cravatsyaistcoat, and a
warm jacket. A large forage cap in a military stgleccessfully hid
her hair, and there were even some boots whichstlfitted. She
secreted her treasure trove in the West Lodge—ttageowhich had
fallen into disuse since the drive to the westede sf the park had
been permanently closed after Sir George Spursieath.

When her aunt and Lucy next went visiting Serenaagded a
headache. She waited till Sheba had stopped fuasikhdpad gone to
the kitchens, then slipped out to the stables. Theke deserted,
except for the stable lad and Trask, the elderhytdru Saddling him
presented no problems, and she was soon in thageotteverishly
changing. She had left her petticoats in her bedroand it was
simple to replace her dress and light slippers wsitirt, cravat,
breeches, jacket and boots. One other thing sheroaght from her
bedchamber—something which she had kept hidden away
special pocket in her valise, for her aunt, if $la@ known of its
existence, would have most strongly disapproveds Was a small
pistol. On St. Just she had carried it whenevemsdrg any distance
away from the house, for the danger of poisonoakesor renegade
slaves was very real. Now she slipped it into akpo her jacket
which could have been made for it. She had nowdes dangers she
might meet in England—~but it was better to be sure.

Once Serena's hair was bundled into the cap she awaery fine boy,
helped, no doubt, by the lack of curves and the&hroomplexion so
displeasing to Mrs. Galveston. She would be safe fdetection in
any casual encounter, she was sure. And she dithteoid to meet
anyone at all!

Half an hour later she was enjoying the wide viewd invigorating
air of the North Downs. The ground was too hard @nask too
elderly for her to let fly as she would have wishledt the sense of
freedom was intoxicating. After a good run she pdumn the highest
point for miles round. Far away to the north sheldsee the smoky



haze of the city, but up here... up here the ag @an and the hills
empty of any visible dwelling. For the first timase leaving St. Just
she felt happy. It was a far cry from the tropimst it was beautiful.

Away to the south the slanting winter sun exagger#te folds and
furrows of the land, and the fields below formguhéchwork of black
and brown, russet and green. Something tugged aind, a line of

poetry she had recently read and not fully apptediall now. It was

about hedgerows..." 'Once again | see these hesgerti she

murmured slowly. "'Scarcely hedgerows—" She frosviaed tried

again. "No, that's not right. 'Hardly hedgerowsardly hedgerows...'
but what comes next?"

"Hardly hedgerows—little lines of sportive woodhrwild," said a

voice behind her. "And who the devil are you?"

Serena nearly jumped out of her skin, and Trask ¢x@eption to the
sudden tug on the rein and took off. After theiahisurprise Serena
knew she would have no difficulty in bringing heorbe under
control—she had dealt with horses of greater m#ttla this. But she
allowed him his head for a while—she had no deBrecloser
contact with the stranger, and she just might esdapvas annoying
therefore to hear drumming hoofbeats behind hertarske a lean
hand stretch out to take hold of the reins andgofirask firmly to a
halt.

"Let go! | don't need your help!" she said furigusl

"l think you do, you ungrateful whelp!" said theastger looking at
her in lazy amusement. "And unless you express sghiumore

gracefully I'll take it upon myself to teach youns® manners." His
voice was still amused but there was steel imnidl ia the hand that
held the reins. "We'll start again. Who are you?"

She remained silent.



"Are you playing truant? Is that it?"
A fugitive smile touched the corners of her moutld ahe nodded.
"You may safely tell me who you are. I'm no taless."

She looked at him, unable to hide a lurking amusgnmeher clear
amber-gold eyes. If he only knew!

The gentleman saw the amusement. His face was siydetdd, the

eyes diamond-hard. He tightened his grasp on tims.rél warn

you—I intend to find out who you are, one way oottuer. What are
you doing on my land?"

Serena tried to pacify him. "How did you know whatas trying to
say—about the hedgerows? You must be pretty cldwer.been
trying to think who wrote it... ?"

"Wordsworth—William Wordsworth. And I'm still warg for an
answer to my questions."

He was not to be put off, it seemed. Serena rehtisat if she were
not to be discovered on her very first outing shestsatisfy him,
somehow. She cleared her throat, and adopted tkg ®une of a
schoolboy. "I'm sorry. | didn't know it was privdend. | didn't do
any harm, just enjoying a ride. It was boring ait home."

"Gave your tutor the slip, en? Where do you live?"
Serena waved her arm vaguely. "Over there."

"And what is your name? You shan't go till you'eédtme, you
know."

"It's... it's William."



"Shakespeare or Wordsworth?" There was scepticismthe
gentleman's voice. He wasn't so easily deceived.

Serena let herself look puzzled. "Neither. Iti¥'s. Blake. May | go
now?"

The stranger laughed in genuine amusement—and &¢geaed in
astonishment at the change in him when he did sovébs suddenly
altogether more approachable, more human. "You rtfeaririger,

tiger, burning bright' Blake? The golden tiger ey&stch it, but I'm

not so sure about the rest."

"What do you mean, sir?"

"I mean that there's a whiff of poetic fishinesouabyou! Blake
indeed!"

Serena said with dignity, "My family is connectedie other Blake,
sir—" which was no more than the truth "—Robert Atmiral, not
William, the poet." She hesitated, then pleadedeVll soon be
looking for me. Keeping me here is almost as baglasg."

"Very well, William Blake. We can't have the truaraught. But you

will promise me not to do it again, if you pleasklé held her eye
until she reluctantly nodded. "And in future keeuywits about you
when you're riding. You could have taken a nassg.t®ff you go!"

Serena was about to protest again that she hadeedied his help,
but he said softly, "Waste no time in words, beit thee gone'—and
that's by the other William."

She smiled impishly, replied, "I believe the cotrexply is— 'Sir, |
go with all convenient speed'—that's by Shakesp¢ao#' and rode
off followed by the sound of his laughter.



FOR A sHORTWhile Serena stayed circumspectly within the gdsun
of her great-aunt's house. Much as she had enjoge@ncounter
with the strange gentleman it had brought homestate enormous
risk she had been running. She could not imagired Wédy Spurston
would say if her great-niece were discovered toehdeen
masquerading as a boy, but Mrs. Galveston wouldlysuvash her
hands of them all. Lucy's future might be at stake.

So Serena contented herself with pleasing her dims. was not
always easy, for Lady Spurston had grown so séemown ways
since the death of her husband that the additiéwmi/oung ladies to
the household often made her irritable. She enjag#dng of her
youth, however, and Serena would spend hours vathgheat-aunt
looking at old pictures and souvenirs of the plaatly Spurston was
appreciative of her audience and one day said, 'afelwa good girl,
Serena. And very good to Lucy. | dare swear thatgrepart of your
dress allowance for London was devoted to her. Wellave a
surprise for you. In that bureau over there you fivil a small box.
Be so good as to bring it over to me, if you pléaSerena did as she
was asked. The box though small was heavy. "Putthe table here.
Thank you." Lady Spurston opened the box and tagkaosmall
picture.' 'This is a portrait of your mother whére svas Lucy's age. It
Is for you."

Serena examined the heart-shaped face with it lahge eyes,
delicate colouring and blonde hair wreathed in $08&n afraid | am
not much like her. She must have been much adrhired.

"She could have been a duchess. But, though ytharfavas so much
older than she was, she fell in love with him aml dtories of the
tropical islands, and nothing would move her."

"Othello to her Desdemona," murmured Serena.

"l beg your pardon?"



"It's a Shakespeare play, aunt. Desdemona fet\a Wwith Othello
for the same reason."

Her aunt looked at her disapprovingly. "You run tisk of being
thought bookish, Serena, if you continue to qudtak8speare on
every occasion."

"The Bible, my mother's edition of Shakespeare, afelw books of
poetry were all we had to read on St. Just, Aunir&pn. | think |
know most of them by heart! Did my mother ever cdraek to visit
you?"

"No, we never saw her again after your father tbekto St. Just."
Lady Spurston paused, then said, "We didn't want yoother to
marry Lionel Calvert, you know—a widower with twoys not much
younger than she was herself. The older one—Ri¢chambn't
it?—was a charming rogue. | don't remember the rotdme—he
would be Lucy's father. What was his name...?"

"Rodney."

"That's it. Rodney. He was a very quiet boy." Thesms a short
silence. "She had always been so biddable, suokiagl obedient
child..." said Lady Spurston, gazing into the fiidut she would not
be dissuaded, and in the end your grandfather arasd to agree.
And then she died when you were born..." Her vdamed away
again. Then she suddenly raised her head and lsaiglg, "There
was some sort of scandal later, wasn't there? MNmigh to damage
Lucy's chances, | hope?"

"No, no. The scandal was all over long ago, AunirSgon. Thirteen
years, in fact. And my father saw to it that thiaiafwas all hushed up
at the time. In any case, Rodney was not involved-+was already an
invalid.”



"Good!" said Lady Spurston and then added, "Theratfings in the
box are also for you."

Serena carefully put down her picture and looksdimthe box. In it
were some jewels and a fair number of gold coins.

"l haven't much to leave you, Serena. When we baithere were to
be no children of our own, Sir George arrangedrenuiy which will
die with me. These baubles would have been youhensthad she
lived. They are of more use to you now, | thinlarttafter | am dead.
And you may spend the money on clothes for yoursgtiurself,
mind, not Lucy."

Serena got up and embraced her great-aunt warimly.don't know
what to say, Aunt Spurston. Thank you."

Her aunt's expression softened, but she said shat@lontrol
yourself, Serena. A lady does not display excessesgsibility in
public. Oh, if only my stupid disability did not grent me from
accompanying you in London... but there. Maria &slen—or Lady
Warnham, as | suppose | should call her, she's besned these
twenty odd years—was a good girl, and | have neaedo suppose
she is very different now. Her mother will see thia¢ helps you. We
still have a little time before the season begam] | will spare no
effort to see that you are prepared.”

Serena managed to amuse herself well enough widseth
conversations with her aunt and other rather taastimpes, but
finally the lure of another ride proved irresiséiblit was for
consolation, more than anything else. To Serenaigled pleasure
and regret Lucy, who had always been so close avéisee moment
increasingly deserting her aunt in favour of hew m@mpanions. It
was not surprising. For years Lucy had been dethiecdompany of
young people of her own age and class, and hdtagiand she was
not only learning the manners of the young ladiésEnglish



society—she was learning from Isabella and Isalsetleothers and
sisters their amusements and interests, too. Tépapations for their
forthcoming debut, which Serena found so tediouwhly, were
viewed by Lucy and Isabella with happy anticipati@ven Sheba
seemed to have settled into an English househdldritban Serena
herself, and spent much time in the kitchens, gossgi regaling the
other domestics with gruesome stories of voodoothadike, and
incidentally keeping warm. In short, Serena waglprand when she
found that Lucy had apparently forgotten that itswaer aunt's
birthday, she grew very low in spirits.

Serena had always despised people who felt sarthéonselves, and
she decided to take action. So once again she dabler boys'
clothes and made her way to the top of the DownrsreHshe
dismounted, tied Trask to a tree, and walked tcetlge of the ridge.
The weather seemed to reflect her mood, for theasls/heavy with
rain clouds and the fields looked dull and greynést unaccustomed
feeling of melancholy overcame her in which thetlbafor Anse
Chatelet hardly seemed worth the effort and her fiture looked as
dread as the fields below. With a heavy sigh sheetlito go back.
The tall gentleman was standing by Trask.

"Well, if it isn't my young friend William!" he sdigenially. "Which
one are you today?"

"Sir," said Serena, trying wildly to remember wisae had said her
name was.

"Wordsworth, | think you said."

"No, sir," Serena replied in relief. "Blake. My nanis William
Blake."

"Ah, yes, forgive me. My memory occasionally faile—" a slight
pause "—to00."



Serena could not resist it. She said gravely, peexit's your age, sir.
My grandfather was very absent-minded."

He glanced at her sharply, but she managed taratlaok of limpid
innocence.

"Hmm. | am not yet in my dotage, however. And laclg remember
letting you go in return for your promise that ywould not do this
again.”

Serena started to enjoy herself in spite of thie sls&e was running.
She looked injured. "I am not sure what you mearthay, sir. A
Blake does not break promises, | assure you."

"Oh? So you are not playing truant again? Tutokénohis leg, has
he?"

"His arm, sir. A most unfortunate fall." Serenaked sideways at the
gentleman, and what she saw caused her to sayyhdstvas only
joking. I've been given a holiday—today is my bdadly." She
lowered her head as the memory of Lucy's defecaturned.

"That has the ring of truth. But why aren't youetehting it at home?
Where are you parents?"

"They're dead."
"l see." There was a pause. "May | join you on yode?"

Serena looked at him suspiciously, but he was s&ri8he eyed his
bay mare, cropping the grass a short distance away.

"Could you ride her?" The gentleman's voice braken her wistful
thoughts. She turned to him, her eyes glowing.

"Oh, yes!"



"Sure?"
"Oh, please let me try! I'll go carefully, | prorais
He laughed at the eager face before him, and tedrotvned.

"What is it? Aren't you going to let me, after allfh sure | can
manage her."

"l believe you can—and anyway, Douce is like hemaaalthough
she's so fast. | was just puzzled for a momentheM have | seen
those eyes? No matter. Come, I'll help you up."

But Serena had already mounted the mare, who wasgand
nodding playfully. "She's beautiful! Do hurry!"

The stirrups were adjusted and, while he was oecupi fetching
Trask and mounting, she furtively checked her caméake sure it
was secure. They set off along the ridge. At faestena was careful to
hold Douce to a steady walk, getting the feel of @mnimal's
responses. But then they came to a piece of opehdad she gave
way to temptation. She let the mare have her head.

Serena had never experienced anything like it. aiee fairly flew
over the soft, springy English turf, and the airshvad past,
intoxicating in its cool, damp freshness. For fmautes she was in
heaven. When she finally slowed down, Trask andgietleman
were nowhere in sight. It was as well. Her cap thasoughly askew
and her cravat was flapping wildly. Both had torestored to order
before she returned, somewhat apprehensively, ¢& For her
companion. When she came into view he pulled Trgskand sat
waiting for her in silence. He was, quite underdtdty, very angry.

"You deserve a whipping, my boy," he said unpletigalGet off
that horse."



“I'm.. .I'm sorry," Serena faltered. She thoughitight, but dismissed
the idea. Riding off with the gentleman's horse Manly make bad
worse.

He saw how her hand tightened on the reins, thoagh, said
menacingly, "Don't even think about it."

"l wasn't, not really." Then, pleadingly, "I'm tyusorry, sir."

He dismounted and came towards her. She quicklp@ahadown and
clutched his arm. "Please don't be angry! You's given me the
best birthday present I've ever had. Don't spdil it

The gentleman looked down at the hand on his atmavirown, and
then, surprisingly, stepped back. He turned to rhddouce, but
stopped with one foot in the stirrup. "Perhaps it who deserve the
whipping,” he said harshly. "You might have brokgour neck.
When you disappeared | was afraid for a momentythathad."

"Oh, no! It was... it was magnificent! | cannot lkayou enough! |
felt as if...as if...as if | was 'an angel dropgdvn from the clouds, to
turn and wind a fiery Pegasus—""

Once more he completed her quotation, "And witeworld with
noble horsemanship.' So you're acquainted withhistery plays as
well. And | think you're right. You certainly knokaow to ride. Well,
I'll overlook the fright you gave me— this time. i@de, we must get
back. It looks as if it will rain before long."

The clouds were gathering fast as they rode baskndanto the
valley, and by the time they reached the high rbaslas raining
heavily. The gentleman was apparently absorbegsiovn thoughts,
and Serena was cold and wet, her elation of a sihzetbefore quite
vanished. Suddenly he said, "We'll stop herehd tain eases. Old
Margery will give us shelter—and perhaps even shingt to
eat—though it won't be quite a birthday feast. énelfi’



They turned into a narrow lane, at the end of whwhs a
tumbledown cottage. Serena was seized with appsedren

"I--I.. . must get back—"

"Don't be ridiculous boy! You cannot go on in tdswnpour! What
would your guardians say? The cottage may lookeggicfrom the

outside, but Margery always keeps a good fire goidg'll be dry in
no time."

Nervously Serena dismounted and followed him inside cottage
was empty, though a fire was laid ready.

"She must be working at the fanner's down the r8aeé. won't mind
if I light this, however. We can reset it before keave. Now I'll get
this going, and you can fetch more kindling and avrom the shed.
Then we'll take our wet coats off and dry themvdin't take long..."

He was busy with the fire. Serena slipped outp&gtto Trask, and
led him quietly to the end of the lane. Then slagpieip and rode for
her life along the high road.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE FIRE WASburning brightly. In a few minutes the cottage \ddoe
warm and they could get dry. Not before time—thén rhad
penetrated his thick riding coat and the boy msthilled to the
bone. He heard a step outside. "You've been a @oeld you not
find any?"

"Whatever are you doin', my lord? Oh, | beg y'™khip's pardon.
Butif I'd a knowed y'r lordship was comin' I'dfede sure things was
ready! 'Ere, let me do that!"

James Stannard, sixth Baron Wintersett, straightenp and
surveyed the newcomer. "Good day to you, Margerg. tdbok the
liberty of sheltering in your cottage while therravas so bad. What
were you doing out in it? When you weren't hergoluight you must
be at Rufford Farm for the day."

"l 'ad ter go down the road a piece after the gélaé'd gotten loose,
the bothersome thing. Y'r lordship's welcome to tehar ‘e can find.
There isn't much, though. I'll fetch some more wawodbr the fire,
shall I?"

"Where's the boy? He should have brought some molay"
"There's no boy 'ere, my lord—just the two of us."

"What? Of course there's a boy!" He strode outside rain had
stopped as quickly as it had started. Douce wasdiyasheltering
under the lean-to shed. Of Trask and the boy taseno sign.

"l see'd a boy ridin' off down the high road asaime up the lane,"
offered Margery, who had followed him out. "In artiele 'urry, he
were. Ridin' as if the devil 'imself were arter.'Im



"In which direction?" Lord Wintersett's first instit was to leap on
Douce and ride in pursuit, but then he changednhigl. Let the

ungracious whelp go! “"No, it's of no consequenasxgect he had to
get back." He looked at the cottage. "I'll send song round to repair
this roof, Margery. It's leaking yet again. You sltbmove into the

village. This hovel isn't fit to live in."

"I'll end my days 'ere, thanking y'r lordship," gdilargery, her face
settling into obstinate lines.

"Very well. But if you should change your mind, lRbssett know.
He'll find you somewhere to live." And, slippingrse coins into
Margery's hand, Lord Wintersett mounted Douce agidaoff for
home. As he rode his mind was puzzling over theddoghaviour. An
odd mixture, William Blake—if that was his name, ialh he
doubted. It was strange to have this convictiothefboy's integrity,
when so much of what he said was open to questithoever was
teaching him had managed to instil a love of podhrsit was clear.
But they were undoubtedly careless in their sugeri He was too
often left to his own devices. The lad was probdbhely—he had
certainly been unhappy when they had first metyodae slender
figure standing at the edge of the ridge had hadlancholy droop to
the shoulders. It had been that more than anytimgh had resulted
in his own impulsive offer of a ride on Douce. JarB@annard smiled
grimly. He must have been mad! How his London acdaace
would stare if they had seen it! Frosty Jack Wit for he knew
what they called him, giving way to a kindly—anc
ill-considered—impulse! And then to be rewardedwetich cavalier
treatment...

In spite of his efforts to dismiss the boy from msd, the thought of
"William Blake" continued to plague Lord Winterseddind one
particular aspect more than the rest.



THAT EVENING they were three at dinner, for his mother had apgee
just before the meal had been announced. At faste$ had been
delighted, but Lady Wintersett had acknowledgetheeiher son nor
her daughter-in-law, and was now lost once moeeshadowy world
of her own. Alanna Stannard sat between them, eldessa very
pretty lavender gown which enhanced her Irish aohge—black
hair, speedwell-blue eyes and a wild rose compftextovas difficult
to believe that she had been a widow for so |[dmgntother of a child
who had never known his father. James wonderedibudy she
had never remarried. She looked very little oldent the girl of
nineteen who had most unexpectedly captivated histhér
Tony—Tony, who had never looked twice at any worbafore,
Tony, who had always been immersed in his bookshasghlants,
gentle, unworldly Tony, who had been a near gemilsat had there
been in Alanna to attract such a self-sufficiennfh&nd what had
Alanna found in Tony? It had been a most unlikesteh, for behind
her pretty face Alanna was an empty-headed buyttedr so James
had always thought. He had wondered at the tinfeof/'s marriage
whether Alanna had made a mistake—had she beemgekich
young man who would give her the social life shated? But he had
misjudged her—she had remained in retirement heliatersett
since her return from the West Indies, a widow vattiny, delicate
baby, born prematurely after Tony's death. Jani@stssaddened as
it always did when he thought of his brother. Hangked at his
mother, still sitting silently. She had been a lgwgoman, too. Now
she was like a ghost.

Alanna had kept up a flow of inconsequential chidtieoughout the
meal, but she now interrupted it to ask what wasngr "For | have
asked you twice whether you can obtain some Fréaaghcaps for
your mama and me, and you have made no reply."

Lord Wintersett glanced at the figure at the otkwed of the table.
"Would you like a new lace cap, Mama?"



A sweet, infinitely sad smile was the only resporsely Wintersett

slowly rose and left the room. With a little sighrdiStannard got up
to follow. "I think you should come down more freopily, James,"
she said. "You seem to be the only one of us who g&t any

response from Mama."

"A smile? Before she slips away?"

"It's more than anyone else gets, | assure you.sphrds hours at
little Anthony's bedside, but her face never chan§ée is like a doll
sitting there. | would be so obliged if you coultbgure the lace
caps.”

"Isn't my nephew any better? Why is he in bedtilme?"

"The winter is always bad for Anthony. He is veistless, and his
limbs ache, he says."

A sudden picture of a face glowing with eagerneastha boy on the
ridge, who called himself William, pleaded for de&j an image of
Douce and the boy flying off into the blue, poetrynotion, filled his
mind. He dismissed it, and said, "Well, of coursy's limbs will
ache, damn it! He never has any exercise! You'detter to get him
out and about instead of mollycoddling him. In aichif necessary."

Alanna's blue eyes looked at him reproachfully. U¥mama would
not like to hear you swear, James. | am sure shedwwefer you to
keep your oaths for your club. And, forgive me, boiv can you
possibly judge what is best for my darling? Youdiyever see him!
Dr. Charlesworth—"

"It is my considered opinion that Dr. Charleswagla quack! All he
does is echo your own wishes! What's wrong witho@Gadh?"



"Oh, no! Dr. Galbraith is impossible! | have tribeoin and he is quite
unsuitable. He would kill little Anthony in no tinae all with his fresh
air regimes—"

“Little Anthony! He is nearly thirteen, Alanna! Yoare far too
protective of him—"

"And why shouldn't | be? Is he not all | have I&ft?

Alanna's eyes were large with tears. James gotndpaent to the
fireplace. He had lost interest in this argumettwas one which
frequently occurred between them, and always erndeélanna's
tears. Since tears irritated him, and since he waany case not
prepared to stay at Wintersett Court to see angrmef carried
through, discussion was fairly pointless. Moppiray byes, Alanna
made to leave the room.

"Walit! If you please, Alanna, we must talk. Comel @it down." His

sister-in-law came back to the table, her headmingp and waited

while James carefully closed the dining- room do®hsen he poured
two glasses of brandy and, ignoring her shakeehtad, put one of
them in front of her. "You might need it. | havarsgthing to tell you

which might upset you." He paused, then said abrupBasha

Calvert is coming to England.” Alanna's head jerupdher hand at
her throat. Her face was suddenly colourless.

"What did you say?" she whispered.

"Have a sip of brandy, it'll do you good. Sashav€dilis bringing her
niece to England. It seems that the girl is nowanfage to be
presented to Society." His lip curled. "The societySt. Just isn't
good enough for Miss Calvert's ambition."

"She mustn't come to England, she mustn't!" Alamwvaice rose
hysterically. "James, you must stop her!"



"Oh, no, my dear. Even if | could, | would not dmeaf doing
anything of the sort. It suits my plans quite wellhave her four
thousand miles from Anse Chatelet."

"Be quiet, James! Be quiet! You don't understand!"

"Pull yourself together, Alanna!" he said coldl{i. Shouldn't matter
to you whether Sasha Calvert is in England or enAhtipodes. You
have no need to meet her. Indeed, it's betterythatshouldn't. You
never come to London, so any encounter is verkelyli You could
even spend the summer in Ireland if you wish."

Alanna looked at him with haunted, terror-stricleres. He forced
himself to speak more kindly. "I do understand yl@alings, believe
me. | hate the Calvert name as much as you— anrd vaarly as
much reason. Thirteen years have not diminishedch#éraory of their
infamy. But this time | will deal with its last mdrar once and for all.
Have confidence in me, Alanna."

In spite of his reassurances she remained uncadjipteading with
him again and again to prevent Sasha Calvert'sigguto England,
refusing to believe he could not prevent it evehafwished. She
became quite distraught, and in the end he sentfahe servants for
her maid, saying that Mrs. Stannard was unwellsralld retire to
her room.

THE THOUGHT of the boy continued to haunt him that night an
throughout the next week. Several times he tookc@auyp on the
Downs, and found himself scanning the area forstight, quaintly
dressed figure on horseback. "William Blake" nagggelis mind like
the toothache. There was something elusively famdlbout him, and
yet James was convinced they had never met befokthen—he
had to face it, to bring it into the open—when by had put his



hand on James's arm, James had felt a totally urdasensation,
one which was strangely agreeable. He had beeaynrdly shocked
at the time, and had wondered if he was going niae. obvious
explanation had been so ridiculous that he refisehtertain it for
one moment. Nothing in his past had ever suggestgtihing of that
nature. There must be another reason. He wenttbeermeetings
again and again, recalling every detail. Slowly imaredible
suspicion began to take root. He grew impatierset® the boy once
more, so that he could test his theory. But thodigimes stayed at
Wintersett Court for much longer than he had oafjjnintended, the
landscape remained empty of both boy and horse.

SERENA HAD MADE UP her mind that her excursions were to
dangerous to be repeated. She could hardly betnirtk of what
might have happened in the cottage. What excuskl ghe have
found for keeping her soaking jacket on? What wdwdde been the
gentleman's reaction on finding out how she haéiged him?

Even after she reached the comparative safety efLthdge her
difficulties were not over. It took some time teon@ve her wet things
and drape them over whatever she could find i.ddge. When she
arrived in the house, dressed but without her qits and with wet
hair, Sheba was waiting for her.

"Where you been, Miss Serena? Your hair's all aedl you got no
petticoats! Shame on you!"

Serena hurried to her room with Sheba in closend#tece. If her
great-aunt saw her now she really would be in teubBhe was only
halfway through changing when Lucy came in.



"Goodness, Sasha, where have you been? Out in dine Ir
Imagine—your hair's wet. I've been looking everyrehéor you.
What have you been doing, aunt of mine?"

Serena tried not to say anything, but Lucy would lbe@ put off.
Finally the fear that Lucy would continue questranher in front of
Aunt Spurston caused Serena to confess that shiedegdout riding
on the Downs. The gentleman was not mentioned. wasy highly
amused.

"And to think | thought you had become totally §guSasha! Oh, my
dearest aunt, | do so love you!" She hugged Serghty, saying,

"And | will never breathe a word, | swear! Now,d\e something for
you."

She ran out of the room and soon returned withna meetty reticule,
wrapped in silver paper. "It's for your birthday!"

Serena was unable to speak. The reticule was ebadyisainted with
poinsettias, delicate orchids and ferns. The wotstninave taken
Lucy hours to do.

"Serena?" Lucy's voice was uncertain.

"I.." Serena cleared her throat. "It's beautiflhank you." She
looked at Lucy's anxious face. "Lucy, it's the mmeswutiful thing I've
ever seen! Thank you, oh, thank you, my love."

"That's all right, then. | thought for a moment yaidn't like it. Now
tell me about your rides."

"Not at the moment," said Serena firmly. "GreattaBpurston will
be waiting downstairs. | don't want her to startkiEg
guestions—they might be difficult to answer!" Soéa brought the
boys' clothes back into the house and put than thehother things
for her great-aunt's charity. She returned heopistits special place



in her valise and applied herself resolutely to dw#tres, determined
to forget her new acquaintance. In the days tHived this proved
to be more difficult than she had imagined. She staprised how
sharply she regretted the thought that she wouldmeee him again.

One reward for Serena's concentration on improtgagbehaviour
was Lady Spurston's approval.

"You are growing more presentable by the hour, &l swear the
lotion Mrs. Galveston sent is doing your skin at\aasount of good.
You will never be a beauty, but your complexionnmsich less
sallow—and | do believe you are filling out a EitICertainly your
new dresses are most becoming! And that womanwfgyie learning
fast."

Serena privately thought that it was lack of suncWiwas causing
her tan to fade, but in accordance with her newanofdlife she
smiled, and when she next saw Mrs. Galveston shekdd her
gracefully.

Alas for Serena's good intentions! Her great-aargdt to have the
charity clothes ready when the agent next callad,they were left
for another month. The weather improved, and teghfiscents of an
English spring proved too enticing. Once again ¢lethes were
rescued from their storage place, the pistol welsed into the jacket,
and, after a lively argument with Sheba, Serenke stwvay to the
stables. With the assistance of a friendly stadile Trask was saddled
and removed unseen to the Lodge. Excited, her hesating
nervously, Serena set off through the country latoegards the
Downs.

TRASK HIMSELF also seemed to be feeling a springtime renewal
energy. Together Serena and he had a good ruhtheytiboth ended



up on the ridge, panting. The advancing season thated the
patchwork of fields into a medley of greens. Thevaas brilliantly
clear—Serena could see for miles. Entranced, gbyeesl down from
Trask and stretched voluptuously, breathing in sbents of the
countryside. The tropics had their own beauty,thig air was like
champagne. She felt quite warm, but did not open j#itket or
remove her cap. It was most unlikely that the gathtleman would
appear again after all this time, but she darediskitt...

It was as well. Douce and her rider were emergmgfthe trees,
almost as if they had been waiting for her. A waghow of

satisfaction spread through her veins, astonistheg with its

intensity. She suddenly felt exhilarated. It wastivany risk to feel
like this. "Hail, Caesar!" she cried gaily.

His face was inscrutable as he dismounted and $teside the horse
for a moment.

"Hall to thee, blithe spirit! Bird thou never wert—

Her eyes grew intent. "I've not heard that. Wherg& from? | don't
think it's Shakespeare, is it?"

"Not Shakespeare. Nor Wordsworth. Nor Blake, my.boy

He spoke with a curious inflection. What was wrohig?even looked
menacing. For a moment she felt frightened andghbaf flight, but
he suddenly smiled and she was reassured. Shebmustagining
things! "Then who, sir?" she asked.

"It's by Shelley—Percy Bysshe Shelley. Have youdhed him?"

"No." He was now quite close. He was menacing—lamgel to
loom over her, and she suddenly felt breathless.

"How.. .how does it go on?"



"Hail to thee, blithe Spirit! Bird thou never wert—

His face and voice were hard as he added, "Or dhohé 'boy thou
never wert'?" He put out a long arm, pulled off tegp, and breathed a
long sigh of satisfaction as her dark hair tumbtad over her
shoulders. "I thought so," he said. He regardedirhsilence while
her face flamed and she stared back at him, mesederkinally he
smiled and, drawing her to him, he kissed her Hattiought so," he
said again with satisfaction. "You've been haunting, my little
changeling," he murmured, covering her face itelittsses. "I've had
some sleepless nights over you. Now you must prig.fingers were
undoing the buttons of her jacket.

Serena came to life. "Stop! Stop it, | say!" Shedito get free, but he
held her easily, laughing at her struggles.

"Don't bother to pretend. You've led me a prettieldance, my dear,
but it's over now. The game is over. I'm willingadmit you're an
original. Unlike most of your sisters, you've afade succeeded in
catching my interest." He bent his head again, périag against her
lips, "We'll discuss terms later."

He pulled open her jacket, took her even more firmto his arms
and started to kiss her again, more passionatatyiefore.

Serena was in a state of panic. She had nevesoféklpless. No man
had ever kissed her like this before, held heosghly, talked to her
in such a manner. But soon her pride and spiritecirher rescue.
She managed to kick Trask, who snorted and jibbediiprise, and,
taking advantage of a momentary relaxation in tla'sgrip, she
tore herself free and backed away. Before he coaich her again
she pulled her pistol out of her jacket pocket aadked it. "Don't

take another step!" she said. He made to moveshagointed the
pistol at his knees. "I mean it! I'll shatter yduneecap."”



They regarded one another in silence, Serena'saatekful and her
hand steady.

"The devil!" he said then with a laugh. "I beliey@u would, too."
"You may count on it," Serena said grimly.

"Hmm. Perhaps | was wrong after all. Does this méangive me if |
seem somewhat obtuse—that all this wet part of a plot to
become—er—more closely acquainted with me?"

"l would rather have a closer acquaintance withoa bonstrictor.
Whatever made you think | would?"

"What the devil else was | to think? Oh, point thestol somewhere
else. | give you my word you're safe from me."

"I'd rather keep it where it is for the moment.f&8ol have no reason
to take your word for anything."

"In that case we're quits, William Blake—or is itotvdsworth? What
IS your name, girl?"

She hesitated, then her lips began to twitch. Si¢sena. But that's all
I'll tell you."

He gave a great shout of laughter. "Serena! | eetosbelieve it!
You've made it up!"

"No, it's my real name."

"Serena! Oh that's rich, that's really rich! Wé&it!. .do you expect to
ride Trask back?"

Serena turned her head to see Trask moving slowtlgfosight. She
gasped in dismay and moved to go after him, buireegshe had taken



a step an iron hand had caught her wrist and foheedo drop the
pistol. An exclamation of pain escaped her and®tieed at him with

a fear she could not conceal. But though he didrelease her, he
made no attempt to kiss her again.

"If you promise not to point it at me any more yaay have it back,"
the man said quietly, holding her gaze. "l intend yo harm. Do you
believe me? Will you promise?" Serena nodded angitieed her

pistol up, made it safe, and handed it to her.t®fsitated, then put it
carefully away. Her wrist was aching and she fettivubbed it. He

saw the movement, and stretched out to take it. fslcked away
nervously. The gentleman raised his hands and dniilanean no

harm. I'm sorry | hurt you, that's all. And | apgiee for my

behaviour a moment ago. | think we owe each othaxxglanation,

don't you?"

"Trask?" she croaked out of a dry throat.

"Douce will soon overtake him. In fact, if you watre I'll fetch him
for you now."

Trask was brought back and tied up, while Seresi@med herself to
order.

"Now, Serena!" His lips twitched and he said, "Adesuitable name
would be difficult to find—"

"Prudence?" suggested Serena. He burst into laudtie went on,
"I may not be very serene, but | have been eves pesdent, I'm
afraid. But you have no notion how stifling it slbe a woman."

"Tell me," he said. "Why did you have to turn istdoy?"

She looked at him uncertainly. How far could shistthim? He said,
returning to a colder manner, "l have given youmayd, Serena. | do
not in general force myself on unwilling femalesce | am sure they



are unwilling, that is. Not many of them are. Batiyhave convinced
me of your reluctance in the plainest possible vay.

She made up her mind. "You misunderstand. | wasdewmng how
much to tell you, not whether you were about to.attack me again.
| accept your word on that. Though why the discygvkat | was not a
boy should lead you to the conclusion that | wdadd. would be... a
woman like that, willing to be treated in such ayyaam at a loss to
understand!"

"Dammit, how could | think otherwise? Modest youegales don't
normally roam the countryside with no one to protkem! And
modest young females don't normally dress like beys ride
astride, if you'll forgive my mentioning it."

"But why should you assume that | was doing aB fbst to attract
you? Or do you take that for granted? | have toytal that | find you
guilty of a fault worse than any of mine."

"What? What fault?"

"Your conceit!" She was pleased to observe tha thmark had
struck home. A faint pink appeared in his cheelsthmat he drawled,
"l have been pursued by the fair sex, Serena, €nee | was old
enough to notice. But | am not so green as tobelieat they love me
for myself. My family's fortune is famous. It's gribo obvious where
my attractions lie."

"If your riches are your only attractive featuitgattmay well be true!"
"Is that your opinion? That my wealth is my onlyrattion?"

"We have agreed, have we not, that attraction isanguestion
between us?" said Serena loftily. She spoilt iabigling, "In my case,
| had no idea—still have no idea—who you are, se kould your
riches appeal?"



He bowed. "I am Wintersett."
"Well, Mr. Wintersett-"

"Lord Wintersett. And my given name is James. Sw nee have
settled the question of our relationship—or ratter limitations to
our relationship, shall | say?—isn't it about tiyioal told me why you
had to be a boy? So far we have only establishedoting a woman
Is stifling."” He indicated a fallen tree-trunk aetedge of the track,
and they sat down. Serena in spite of his assusataxek care to keep
her distance.

"“Till recently," she began carefully, "I have ledess restricted life
than | have to at the moment. Don't misunderstang—fermer life
was completely respectable, just more... perhadspendent’ is the
word."

"You're not old enough to be a widow! Are you?"

"You may speculate as much as you wish. | willteityou anything
more than | choose. But | was able to go much my oay."

"And now?"
"Now | have to set an example to someone younger tiyself."
"You're a governess. | find that incredible, too."

"Perhaps. Perhaps not. And sometimes, just somgtimeannot
stand the restraints any longer. | have to get'free

"But why the disguises?"

"You ask that! When you have just demonstrated—sandoughly,
too—what happens to women who—what was your phraseam
the countryside with no one to protect them." Can ynagine the



disgrace if it were discovered that the very perato should be
setting an example was breaking every rule in $gsi®ook? No,"
she continued bitterly, "I thought my disguise wbygjive me the
freedom | longed for without hurting people |—" sleeked at his
intent face—"to whom | owe my loyalty. As for notding
side-saddle—have you ever seen a boy who did?"

"That's true! Yes, | can see that one followed fribm other. And
now?"

"And now | shall have to confine myself to 'accéeabehaviour for
a lady."™ She sighed deeply. "Walks round the garderning calls,
which arealwayspaid in the afternoon, polite conversation, inathi
one never, ever says anything worthwhile. Do yoavkrhat | am
thought 'bookish' because | enjoy Shakespeare?all plobably
finish by pressing flowers and painting on velvet."

His laugh rang out again. "May heaven preservefimu such a fate!
| must confess, you intrigue me, Serena. It's cleat you are no
governess—you occupy a superior position in sociegn those
unfortunates—and I'm fairly sure you're no widovther. What
possible circumstances have combined to give asith a life as
yours?"

Serena looked at him in alarm. He was too intatligBefore long he
would learn everything from her. "I must go!" staédsshurriedly, and
went to pick up her cap, which was still lying waérord Wintersett
had dropped it.

"Oh, no!" he said and calmly appropriated the €&pu don't escape
so easily. Like you, | spend much of my life witbgple who bore me
beyond measure—'

"l didn't say that! | love my—" she stopped sh&he had almost told
him more. His face changed, and he looked likeamger. His voice



was icy as he said, "Have | been mistaken yet &j@an it be that
you seek relief from a boring lover in these.. agexles?”

"No, no!" His face remained cold, so she said desply, "I'm... a
kind of chaperon. The person | love is my charge."

"You're not old enough!”
"l am seven and twenty."

He looked flatteringly astonished. "I will not exss disbelief,” he
said. "You must know how old you are, and can haveeason to
exaggerate your age. But | would not have guedse@hen a new
thought occurred to him. "If you are a chaperoentfgou must be
married—or a widow?"

"Neither. That is why | must be so circumspect.”
"Of course. As you are. Indeed. | have seen it thyse

Serena chuckled. "You, sir, have seen my alter Bgs.unkind of
you to mock me. Now, if you will give me my cap..."

"l did not finish what | had to say, Serena." Heked down at the
vivid face lifted to his, the golden eyes half laugy, half anxious. "I
have found more amusement in half an hour of yoorgany than in
a year of most of my acquaintance. | do not intendio without it."

"But... but | cannot spend more time with you now!"
"Why not?"

"You must see it is impossible! Pretending to H®og so that | can
have some time to myself is one thing. Slippingiowdisguise to an
assignation is something very different—indeed, wibuld be
shameful! And | will not do it!"



"l would never have thought you so poor-spirited s@ conceited!"
"Conceited?"

"Yes, Serena. How can you be so quick to accusef cenceit, when
you suffer from the same fault yourself? What majes think |
want an assignation with you? Those | can have edwn choose."

"Of course," she murmured. "That wealth of youk&/hat would you
want of me?"

"Companionship, friendship—call it what you will. dnjoy your
company, and do not wish to lose it."

“I'm afraid you must. | cannot agree to meet ya@ndkestinely."

"| fear, dear Serena, you will have to!" She stattemake an angry
protest, but he overrode her. "For if you do natago ride here in
your boy's clothes, let us say once a week, wian &t home—" he
held her gaze "—I will seek you out where you lared reveal all. It
would not be difficult to trace you if | really &d."

Serena looked at him in horror. "You wouldn't dalsa thing!"

"l agree | probably will not. You will have seenasan before it
become necessary."

"But that's blackmail!"

"Quite. | am glad your understanding is so quitklien he saw that
she still didn't believe him he said slowly andaclg, as if speaking to
an idiot, "I will find out who you really are, arydu will be disgraced,
unless you agree to continue our acquaintance."

It was obvious that he meant every word.



"You... you scoundrel!"

"Come, you are disappointing me, Serena. What asking you to
do that you were not doing already? | have told gwat | have no
wish for an alfresco love-affair. And | would notiggest for a
moment that we meet anywhere but here on this opge. No, it
will be as if you are the boy I first thought yduwill even call you
William if you desire me to."

She looked at him uncertainly. "But you know | aot a boy. Itis...it
IS embarrassing to be in br...breeches, when yaawkh am a
woman."

His voice quivered as he said, "l promise nevdopok at your br...
breeches."

"You will call me William?"
"All the time."
"And not help me, or coddle me as you would a wdthan

"l will be as severe on you as on the tougheshefmembers of my
own club."

"And you won't think badly of me for this masquezad
"I'm beginning to think badly of you at this veryoment, Serena—
"Ha!"

"l shall call you Serena while you continue to bigd a woman. At
the moment you are suffering from a totally femainability to face
the inevitable. If you wish to be thought a mamntlyou must begin
to think like one—logically and clearly." He helgh wne hand and
counted on his fingers.



"One: for no reason other than your own pleaswe,ghose to dress
as a boy and ride out on the Downs. Am | right?"

Serena nodded reluctantly.

"Two: at the risk of being accused of conceit, Il gay that you have
enjoyed our conversations as much as I. Correct?"

Serena nodded again and he looked satisfied.

"Three: if you do not agree to continue these ypersant activities,
you will suffer some very unpleasant consequen@ésere is the
choice?"

Serena was going down fighting. "How can | possieiyjoy
something | am doing under constraint?"

"Humbug! You want to, you know you do, constraintno. But it's
time to put an end to this unnecessary discusg\o@.you to be
Serena or William?"

"If | agree, you won't attempt to find out wherkeve or who | am? |
can only carry this out if | feel my two lives amally separate.”

"Hand on heart!"
"You'll let me ride Douce occasionally?"

His face, normally so cold, was transformed bysngle. "Of course
you may, my boy! Now, if you wish."

Serena took a deep breath and said, "Done!"



THAT WAS THE FIRSTOf several outings. Aunt Spurston, whose heal
improved as the weather got better, decided shddwasit Mrs.
Galveston every Friday in Reigate. Here Lucy cgaild Isabella in a
dancing class with other young people of the distrall under strict
supervision, of course—while Aunt Spurston hersetiewed old
acquaintances. Serena was excused from these iexslugs the
carriage was really only comfortable for two, andn& Spurston so
much enjoyed the opportunity to gossip with hen@s.

"You will have time to yourself for a change, Sexeihere will be
little enough occasion for that once the seasatssta

It was as if everything conspired to smooth the @y Serena's
meetings with Lord Wintersett. Sheba scolded, lmlpdd her. Her
great-aunt, naturally, always took the coachmangaadm with her,
and Tom, the stable lad, became one of Serenalscstast allies.
Trask enjoyed the exercise after several yeareglect. As for the
outings them selves—they soon became the focusrehd@'s week.



CHAPTERFIVE

SERENA'S LIFE had till now been active and rewarding, but natlyea
happy one. Her childhood had often been lonelya ihousehold
dominated by two strong-willed males—egomaniacsth bof
them—nher father and her brother Richard. Lookingkb&erena
could see now that Richard had always been selasid
unscrupulous, but she and her father had worshippegdblinded by
his charm and reckless courage. "The looks of @ Math a lion's
heart,” her father had said of him. Richard andfa#grer had both
bullied Rodney unmercifully, and had at the sameetdespised him
for allowing it. For a while Rodney had managedeszape them
through his marriage with Lucy's mother. But whae died he had
returned to Anse Chatelet with his little daughgerd in the end he
had found another, more dangerous way to forgetfsanSerena had
been so anxious to avoid the same contempt thad Shaitelet had
been haunted by her tiny figure fiercely determirtedwin Lord
Calvert's approval or Richard's admiration by atteckless daring.
By the time she was fourteen she had learned tot stworide, to sail
almost as well as they did themselves.

Later, in a sadder and wiser time, she had workedasingly to keep
Anse Chatelet out of the hands of the creditorg Whrk had been
rewarding, but very demanding, and the consciogspéser twin

responsibilities—for Lucy and for the estate—hadgied heavily

on her.

Now, here in the heart of the English countryssies learned what it
was to be unreservedly happy. Together she and Wirdersett

explored the hills, valleys, lanes and fields ofréy. They seldom
met anyone, for they kept to the unfrequented patlalsbyways. But
her favourite place was still the top of the ridfye,there she could
feel as if they were on the roof of the world, famoved from the
restrictions of life below.



They explored each other's minds, too. The loveadtry they

already shared, but Serena, conscious of her faather knowledge,
listened avidly to her companion's accounts of joisrneys in

Europe, of the people he had met and the sightsatleseen. New
worlds were opening up before her, and she sogiéahowledge as
a sponge soaked up water.

For his part, James talked more freely than heslraddone in his life
before, and he waited with a quite unaccustomextast for anything
she might say or ask in response. She never disapddim. Her
quick intelligence, her strong sense of humour,fteshness of her
views, were a constant source of pleasure to hendélighted in the
mobile features, golden eyes now sparkling witlgkdar, now wide
with wonder, the generous brow wrinkled in concatndn, the
sensitive mouth soft with compassion or set inmeitgation. Almost
the only barrier between them was her fixed resdivekeep
everything about her other life completely hiddda.sensed that this
was her defence against any stirrings of consciemoeut her
behaviour, and respected her wishes, never seékitrgp her into
betraying herself. Any indications he gleaned ftbmgs she said he
stored up in his mind, but he gave them little im@oce. He, too,
liked the feeling of isolation from the rest of sy, in the world
which they had created for themselves on the tapeohill.

They had differences, of course. Serena had alreaggrienced
Lord Wintersett's ruthlessness in pursuit of soimegthe wanted. She
was occasionally repelled by his coldness, hisfiedince to the
feelings of others—even of those he liked. And densfound that
Serena was touchy about her independence andoseatyof her own
way. Worse than that, she had a temper;-He coddhsd years of
discipline had taught her to control it, but ontevas released it
blazed like a furnace, leaving her with no thoudbt the
consequences.



On one memorable occasion he actually had to use fo save her
from catastrophe. They had wandered further afiedah usifel, and
came upon an isolated cottage in front of whiclugly scene was
being enacted. The cottagers—an elderly couple—wmesng

forcibly removed from their home. Two men were thireg pathetic

scraps of furniture out on to the grass in fronthe cottage. The
woman was wailing, and her husband had a bruisehisn
forehead—qgraphic evidence of the treatment they teeived.

Serena rode forward and said imperiously, "What yare doing

there? Stop what you're doing immediately!"

The two balliffs looked round in surprise, but whbry saw a mere
boy confronting them they turned back to resume tuivities.

"l told you to stop, you hog-grubbers!"

One of the men thus addressed turned round swaifity said, "You
saucy young buck! Be off and stop interfering wittnat don't
concern you! This here lot has to be got out bygiuinor else! We
don't need you to teach us our jobs." He turneddolHere, you!"

The old woman had scrambled to the pile of fureitamd was trying
to take it back inside. The bailiff went over ta hed pulled her away
so roughly that she fell into the mud. Serenaglyes flashing molten
gold, jumped down from Trask and ran to pick them&a up. This

was the point at which James thought it prudembt&rvene before
"William" ran into disaster. He rode into the cliearand interposed
Douce between the bailiff and the boy.

"What's the trouble?" he asked coldly.

The bailiffs took off their caps. "Pardon, sir. Wes just doin' our
duty when this young gentleman appears."

"And your duty consists of throwing a woman old eglo to be your
grandmother to the ground?”



The men flushed darkly, and one of them mutteréde"old biddy
must 'a tripped. She wouldn't do what we told Tenublemakers,
that's what they are."

"Can't they pay their rent?"

"It's not that, sir. The master wants the landaimother purpose. And
the cottage ain't fit fer man nor beast to liveTihey've been offered
somewhere else."

"But this is their home!" cried Serena. "Why doythave to leave if
they don't want to?"

"If the landowner wants the land and has offeredirttan alternative
they have no choice," said James. He turned to#re "But see that
you go gently with the old people. ComeA#liam!"

"I'm not going till I'm certain that they're alfjht,” said Serena hotly.
"Where is their new home?"

"In the work'ouse, young maister!" shouted the rolan. "And Sal
and me are goin' to ‘ave to live apart!"

"Well, what's wrong wi' that? You ain't much usexteoman at your
age, old man," jeered the other bailiff.

"That's monstrous! How dare you!" cried Serena. &uaged round
Douce and kicked the unfortunate bailiff in thenshi

" 'Ere!" he roared, and grabbed Serena by thefsaftiie neck.

James was there in a flash, almost breaking thésn@am as he
knocked him clear. "You," he snarled, "lay anothieger on my
nephew and you'll be the worse for it. Who is ymaster?"



"Sir Oliver Camden," muttered the bailiff reseniyupicking himself
up. "You'd best be careful—Sir Oliver don't likearference with his
concerns. And he's a magistrate, as well!"

"I know Sir Oliver. | don't believe he would wishis. I'll speak to
him about it. Meanwhile leave the old people alath®,you hear?
William—get on your horse. We're leaving."

"But—" Serena started to protest.

"l said get on your horse!" When she would haveuadgJames
picked her up under one arm and carried her, kickimd protesting,
to where Trask was patiently waiting. Here he thh@wup on to the
horse, called Douce to him, and they were soomgidiway, with
Trask's reins firmly held in James's hand.

Serena was furious. "Let go! | said let go! Yowery bit as bad as
they are!"

James rode on in grim silence. Ignoring Serenaistwefforts, he
guided them both until they were well clear of theod. It was a
superlative display of horsemanship. But as soorhasstopped
Serena immediately wheeled Trask around and urgedback the
way they had come. She was quickly overtaken, lisditme James
forced her to dismount. They stood facing one aroih the quiet
lane. Serena was still angry. "How dare you treata® if | were a
child? Those people needed my help! | shall go bdok cannot stop
me!"

James was every bit as angry as Serena, but henwamtrol of
himself. He said coldly, "You're a fool, Serena! Y wish to make
a public spectacle of yourself? You were withinaae of discovery
back there! If | hadn't stopped him that bailiff vl have found he'd
got more than he bargained for when he held yoyoy collar! Pull
yourself together!"



"But that old man—and the woman!"
"Forget them! Sir Oliver is within his rights, yémow he is!"
"But he's going to separate them—after all thosgs/egether!"

James regarded her curiously. "Why are these psoglaportant to
you?"

"It's not that—it's just that it's wrong to depriaeyone of their... their
dignity like that. If you have people in your careu have to treat
them with humanity. I've met people like them. Sap@athem and
they'll die without each other, I've seen it happen

"They'll die anyway soon enough. Forget than!"

Serena looked at him in disgust and turned awagyT$tood in
silence for a while.

"I'll speak to Sir Oliver," he said finally. "He mgrobably find some
cottage in the village for them, though he mighilwender what
business it is of mine. Still—will that satisfy ygu

In an instant she had turned round, her face glpwuith gratitude.
She came close and clutched his arm. For a momaemts]thought
she was going to kiss him, and he experienced anamexpectedly
strong surge of feeling that, before he could $topself, he had put
his hand over hers, clamping it to his arm. "Selfema said fiercely.
She looked up, startled. For a moment they staredcah other, and
then they both took a step back as if they hadhexha sudden abyss.

"You... you promised always to call me William," eshsaid
uncertainly.

James strove to regain mastery of his feelingkrtésv that this next
moment would be decisive. If Serena even suspécedoowerfully



she had affected him she would refuse to see hamale was sure.
If that happened.. .his mind shied away from thespmlity. Her
friendship and trust had become more importaninothan he had
realised. He must not lose than because of angitoay feelings of
desire. Those could be satisfied cheaply. The vabfiethis
relationship with Serena was beyond price.

She was waiting for his response. He took a deegthr"As | think
I've said before, when you behave as irrationadlyyau have just
done with those men, | shall call you by your wommarame," he said
coldly. "Act sensibly and you will be William agaia me."

Serena was reassured by this. In all their otheztimgs, apart from
the one when he had discovered her to be a wonwad, Wintersett
had behaved impeccably. He had treated her andgespokher like
the boy she was pretending to be. If he had eveediiat a warmer
feeling she would have been forced to abandon)wmmrsions, even
If he carried out his threat to expose her. A mamnagio she had been
afraid that this might be the case, but his reply hardly been that of
a lover! She must have been mistaken. She wasisenphow
passionately relieved she felt, that she was fsem®ntinue with this
strange friendship.

It was astonishing that such a brief moment cowgehsuch a
profound effect on both James and Serena—the \pggsite of what
might have been expected. Each had recognisedathged of the
moment. But each had also realised the value ofrilationship, the
importance of preserving it. So an incident whidalgimhave led to a
reserve, a wariness between them, in fact servecate them closer.

But the disadvantage of their precarious relatignstias brought
home to Lord Wintersett when Serena did not apgelaer usual time
the following week. The trust between them was sowabsolute that
he had no thought of carrying out his threat ofliing her if she
refused to meet him. But he was worried. Had sliedmaaccident?



Had she reached wherever she lived safely aftelateexpedition?
Was she ill? He had no means of knowing withoubskpy her—the

last thing he wanted. When she did not immediaapigear for the
second week he was so anxious about her that hedelzeting

whether to set off to look for a clue—anything—aswhere she
might be. His relief therefore was enormous whenabpeared over
the hill, and he strode to meet her.

"Serena! What happened?"

"Last week? | must say | was quite relieved natde you riding up
the drive to... the place where | live, like Nense$suspect you are a
humbug, Lord Wintersett. | should have tested ybhueats before
now."

"What happened, Serena? Did you have an accidem® Wbu
waylaid?"

"No. My... the person | live with was unwell. | ddwnot leave her."

They suddenly realised that James was holding &srdands, and
she moved away self-consciously. "You promisedatbrae William,
Lord Wintersett!" she said almost angrily.

"I know, | know!" he replied. "It's sometimes dandndifficult to
remember that. I've been worried about you. You khags like a
boy, but you are a woman when all is said and dané.vulnerable."

Serena laughed as she flourished her little piSkdt while | have
this, my friend."

"Much good that toy would have done you had yolefabff your
horse and broken your leg."

He was obviously seriously upset, and Serena, nibiout some
secret amusement, set herself to coax him intdtarbeood.



THE WEEKS FLEW BY, and Serena was aware that she would soon h
to think of removing to London. She had receivdetir from Lady
Pendomer saying that Sir Henry's cousin, Lord Ambeu was
prepared to sublet a small house in Dover Streatvary moderate
rent for Serena's stay in London. Serena had writte Lord
Ambourne, and had had a very civil reply offeringr the house,
together with its staff, as soon as she needétkiregretted that he
would be unable to make her acquaintance as esthg dad hoped,
since he and his Countess were spending the eatlpfthe summer
on his estate in France.

Lady Warnham and her family were leaving Surreyimithe month
to open up the Galveston mansion in Portman Sqaatkel.ucy was
growing impatient to be gone. Her and Serena's wwha$ had long
been ready. The small finishing touches, such asssHans, shawls
and the like, would be bought in the warehouses simaops of
London. Little remained to be done in Surrey, aret $erena
lingered. She was sure she would meet Lord Winteirsé.ondon,
and was fairly certain that their friendship wagwe enough to
withstand the transition, but it would not be tlaeng. In London she
would be "Miss Calvert," or "Serena"—never "Willidm

When she mentioned her imminent departure to Lonatéksett he
seemed to feel regret, too. "l take it you are gamLondon for the
Season—your ‘charge' is no doubt to be presentbd@dn't look at
me like that, William! | have not pried into youifars all this time,
and you have no reason to suspect me of doing wb Well, it is
perhaps as well. This could not continue forevemncinas | have
enjoyed it.Will you be in London? Shall | meet you there?"

She nodded.



"It will seem strange," he continued. "l feel | kmgou better than
anyone of my acquaintance, and yet we shall hawspp®ar to be
strangers. Do you realise that | have never seenrya dress?"

She looked at him doubtfully. "Don't expect too mumy friend.
Remember my position as a chaperon.”

"Now that really will be a piquant situation! Thieought of seeing
how William the Turbulent is transformed into Sexerhe
Respectable Chaperon almost consoles me for teefasur present
meetings. Almost. But not quite."

They had ridden up to the ridge and were lookingrdon the bright
green fields and sprouting hedges. "Hardly hedgeraWw Serena
murmured.

" 'Little lines of sportive wood run wild'. | shalhiss William,
Serena."

"He has to go, Lord Wintersett. But he will alwalysasure the
memory of how good you have been to him."

"Serena-"

"No! | shall be Serena in London," said Serena kjyic'Wait till
then. When do you plan to move to the town?"

"l live most of the year in London. My home herextd a very happy
place, I'm afraid, and | am not often to be foumeré. "This spring
has been quite exceptional." He smiled down at Hethink you
know why, William."

But Serena was thinking of what he had said befBreaking her
own rule, she asked, "Why is your home not a hays?"



"My nephew is confined to a wheelchair when hedsarctually in
bed. My mother is also an invalid, and recently sdg been getting
worse."

"Can she be cured?"

"Who knows? Her illness is not physical, but theufeof two shocks,
the one rapidly following on the other. Both myhat and my

younger brother died within a month of each otl&re has never
been the same since." Then he added abruptly,d&ut let us spoll

a beautiful afternoon with such gloomy thoughtsnight be one of
our last. Come—is Trask fit for another gallop—ar ybu wish to

ride Douce?"

Serena smiled. "What an unnecessary question!"

SERENA TOLD JAMES the next time they met that this was their la:
meeting. He looked at the wide view below and woedevhy the
devil it all had to look so bright. Rain would habeen more
appropriate. He forced himself to speak calmly.

"You told me last time that you were soon going-tmdon, so it
comes as no surprise. And | will soon in any casearmble to spend
much time here in Surrey—I have business of my owinondon."
Serena shivered. "You're cold?"

"No. Someone walked over my grave, | think." Shekbx at him
with troubled eyes. "Or was it because of stories been hearing
about a certain Lord Wintersett?"

"Stories?"

"l haven't been prying. | respect your privacy ascinas you have
respected mine. But now that our London debut isesw, my charge



and | have been subjected to a great deal of adwndegossip...| have
heard your name mentioned several times. The Larndérgett | hear
of then does not seem to be the man | know."

"No?"

"No. | hear that Lord Wintersett is cold, heartlesxlifferent to
others. That any lady who attempts to attract himsrthe risk of a
severe set-down. That even his paramours—forgivelnaen still

speaking in the character of William, so | can nmntthese
things—never know when his interest will wane ahdytwill be

discarded.”

He said harshly, "They are right, Serena—you seay¢ already said
goodbye to William, so you must now be called byrysight
name—I do not deny these stories." Serena looklearegjravely and
something in her eyes made him continue, "You sagdthat | could
have no notion how stifling it was to be a womaant Bou have no
notion of what it is like to be a very rich man. once called me
conceited because | assumed that you were pursumiag My
experience would never have led me to think otheswi will not
bore you with other and different stories. But inkhevery trick
known to woman has been tried to trap me—not mggeryou
understand, but my wealth. As for my paramours—tieythe risks
of their calling. They are well rewarded."

Serena swallowed and looked away from him and dowm the
broad valley.

"What is it, Serena?"

"In one breath you excuse your lack of concernditvers because
you think they seek you only for your wealth. Irodver you use your
wealth as a substitute for concern. 'They are rgelarded,' you said.
It does not reassure me, Lord Wintersett."



He took her by the shoulders and turned her towards"The stories
may be true. But one thing my critics have nevamnbable to say.
Look at me, Serena, for this is important to méne $oked up, her
golden eyes serious. "No one has yet been ablaytdhsit | have
broken any promises."

"l suppose that is something. But it is not enoughink you lack..."
"What?"
"l don't know. Kindness?"

"Is that important to you? Universal kindness, lam®' he asked in
surprise.

"I think it is."

"Strange. It is not a quality | have sought toigale. One is kind to
idiots or well-meaning fools. | have always avoidi&@m where
possible." Serena was still looking troubled. He desudden urge to
remove the worried frown from her brow. "Do you lwisie to make
promises to you? Is that it?"

"No!" she said vehemently. "No! Now is not the titnébe promising
anything. This situation between us... is too iaraf-"

"I sometimes feel it is the only real thing in myomd," he said
whimsically.

"But the world you talk about is here, on this Hillisn't real, either,"”
she said sadly.

"Serena, believe me, the world of London societynimitely more
artificial than any make-believe world we have hereu will be
flattered and cozened, as | have been—"



" 'Taffeta phrases, silken terms', Lord Wintersett?

"Exactly! 'Words, words, mere words, no matter frtme heart.’
What a splendid thing quotation is! But pleaseg8ar don't change
when you get to London." A small frown creasedbriswn. "l am
strangely afraid that | am going to lose you. Cannet take some
kind of vow? | am willing, if you are."

"Lord Wintersett, if, when we meet again in Londgaouy still wish to
make a promise of any kind—for friendship, for lttyaor.. .of any
kind—then | will listen to you. Not till then. Andow | must go."

"Then farewell till then, Serena. But first thers@mething | must
do." He drew her gently to him and kissed her, &ag jubilant to
feel her total response, untutored though it WAt éther you realise
it or not, you have just made a promise all theese®erena," he said
as they drew apart again. "Serena, my 'brightjquaatr star.™

Serena, still looking at him with wonder in her gysaid nothing.

"Till London, then," he said, holding her chin iis hand. She nodded
silently. He kissed her once again, then let heagd stood watching
as Trask carried her away from him down into thikeya

As James returned to his home he had the unplefesdimg that an
idyll had just ended. What would take its placehad no means of
knowing, but he feared the effect of London on rthielationship.
Serena had called their situation artificial andtpposed it was, but
they were able to be more natural with each otleee fthan in any
conceivable situation in the city. Would Serenalifierent when she
put her skirts on? He couldn't imagine her fluttgrand twittering
like the rest of society's vapid females, but slkas almost certain to
lose that wholly natural spontaneity which so ddegl him.
Especially as she was a "kind of chaperon." Who kescharge?
Among the local families he rather thought the Wiam girl was of



an age to be presented—but she had a perfectlyuatedgamily,
including the Gorgon figure of Mrs. Galveston. Sgation was
useless—he would find out soon enough.

ALANNA'S HYSTERICAL outburst when she had heard that Sas
Calvert was coming to England had not been repgbtddshe was
pale and tense and feverishly active. James hadedfto send her to
her parents in Ireland for the summer, but shereaged, especially
when he told her that young Tony would stay in Bnglwhere he
belonged.

"You would not separate us, James!" she exclaifieddeginning to

think it might be the best thing that could possippen to the boy,"
he said brutally. "Tony will never make the attenhptbe normal

while you are constantly hovering over him assurinm he is

delicate. Where is he now?"

"He's up today," she said eagerly. "In his room.Hds even been
working with his tutor."

James went along to Tony's room. It was a sunnmmo the ground
floor, with a large window which opened on to trerden. But the
windows were always closed, sometimes even shditened the
child often lay in darkness for hours on end. Jamagsd visiting him.
This boy was all that was left of his beloved bewityet he could see
nothing of the older Tony about him. Born at ser@mths, the infant
had grown slowly from a puling, sickly baby intgpale, lethargic
invalid. There was nothing of his father's gentieirage, none of
Tony's eagerness to learn of the world around e.remained
confined to his bed or a wheelchair, watched jedllolby an
overanxious mother. Of all the casualties of tlagddy on St. Just
this was the most pathetic.



Tony was sitting in his chair, but his tutor wasssmg. The boy
looked up as his uncle came in.

"I've been ringing the bell for ages. No one came."
"Where's Mr. Gimble?"

"He's gone to look for some book in the library.cldinJames, would
you pass me that box of comfits from the tableHs/tied?"”

"The wheels of that chair—they can be pushed by hean't they?"
"Yes."

"Push them, then. It's not far to the table."

The boy opened his eyes in astonishment. "Butt—hu

"Go on. If you can do it I'll bring one of Flossgdups to see you."
The boy's face brightened and he leaned forwagtipothe wheels.
His frail hands whitened as he pushed.

"It moved!"

"Of course it did," said James, surreptitiously mgvthe chair a
fraction further with his foot. But then Alanna, afor some reason
could never bear to leave James alone with hefasdang, came in.

When she saw Tony straining to turn the wheels Streeked in

horror and ran forward to stop him.

"No, Mamal! | must do it! Uncle James says he'lhfra puppy for me
if | can."

"A puppy! You must surely be mad, James! Anthonyuldobe
coughing and wheezing half the night if an animaie in here.



Come, my darling, Mama will get you what you wafrttis box, was
it?"

James gave an exclamation of impatience and keftabm.

THE NEXT MORNING there was a note from Bradpole, requesting :
interview with Lord Wintersett. Sasha Calvert wapexted about
the middle of April, and would be staying in a hewsnted from the
Earl of Ambourne in Dover Street. James gave adgdismile at the
thought. It was ironic that Ned should give sheteea Calvert, for
Ned and he had been at school together and thew&arlone of
James's few close friends. Not that Ned knew angtbf the events
on Anse Chatelet so long ago, for the story of T®swicide in the
West Indies had remained a well-kept secret. Aldrathwished it so
for the sake of her son, and the Calverts hadheddwn reasons for
hiding the truth. The world at large had been afldvto think that
Tony had succumbed to the tropical climate.

When they met, Mr. Bradpole's manner was gravenalte been
unable to ascertain which packet boat Miss Cablmither niece took
from the West Indies. The passenger lists are imasiequate. But
numbers of people are arriving in London every fiaythe season,
and | have learned from Lord Ambourne's man ofrieess that he is
expecting his tenants to move in next week. Arestduas adamant,
Lord Wintersett?"

James hesitated. In truth he had recently had mreddeelings of
distaste for this vendetta against the CalvertfarBiut it was not in
his nature to reveal weakness or lack of decissonhe evaded a
reply. "What about affairs on Anse Chatelet?" Heeds *



"News travels slowly between England and the Wediek, and even
more slowly between Barbados and St. Just. | dexpéct to hear
for some time."

"Tell me when you do. I'll decide then what actiortake."

Soon after that he tried to persuade Alanna to ahldut the past.
"Believe me, Alanna, | am far from wishing to ram®y ghosts. But
the time is approaching when | must decide whatat@bout Sasha
Calvert, and | need your help. | need to. know whatly happened.”

Alanna's blue eyes filled with tears. "I have tgtil over and over
again," she whispered brokenly. "It was a nightmdaenes. Why do
you force me to remember?"

“Try. Were you and Tony happy before you went taJ8¢t?"

"Oh, yes!" she cried. "We were deliriously happyld®on the island,
too. Right up to the moment it happened. Yes, we\appy."

"You were living at the house—Anse Chatelet?"

"Yes. Lord Calvert had invited Tony to stay thereile he explored
the island and sought out new plants."

"Who else was living there at the time?"

"Let me see...Lord Calvert was there, and SaslibRadney—but he
was an invalid. And the elder brother—Richardjmkihe was called.
And little Lucy."

"And what happened?"

"That woman—Sasha. She hardly ever spoke to uwilhduse. But
she followed Tony everywhere on his expeditions."



"Where were you during these expeditions?"

"| stayed behind at the house, at Anse Chatelbe"said defensively,
answering his unspoken criticism, "l suppose it Mooave been

better if | had been able to go with Tony, butésn't what | was used
to! | found the heat too much."

"What about Tony? Surely the climate was new to, hoo."

"He was so fascinated by the plants out therehbadidn't seem to
notice it. Or me." She added forlornly, "He was @& out."

"When did you learn that Tony was having an affath the Calvert
woman?"

"She was so clever, James! She never went neamhihe house.
And when they were out everyone thought she wagjuging him
through the forests. It never entered my headst@tvould appeal to
him, for she wasn't at all like me. She was natllademinine. But all
the time... My poor Tony! My poor darling Tony!" 8lbegan to sob.

James set his teeth. "I've nearly finished, Alahina said as gently as
he could. "Tell me, if you can, what happened keftony died."

"I will, I will, James. But not now. | must go tes Anthony—"
"Mr. Gimble is with Anthony. Tell me what happenddanna.”

She sat down again. "l... | wasn't feeling weltold Tony about...
about the baby, and... and that's when he confe$éad he was in
love with Sasha Calvert, and he wanted to leaveThere was a
dreadful scene. | was distraught after it. PerHagisould not have
done what | did."

"What did you do?"



Alanna paused and wiped her lips with her handkefciithen she

continued, "I went to Lord Calvert, to tell him hdvadly his...his

daughter had behaved. He didn't believe me at fiattfinally he said

he would confront them. We were waiting on theaeerwhen they
came in. When her father accused her Sasha jugthdal’ Alanna

was white to the lips, and she closed her eyedasaid, "l shall

never forget that laughter. It is still ringingnmy ears." She said this
with such genuine anguish in her voice that Janasmoved to pity.

He was about to suggest that Alanna should res f@hile, but she

was already continuing, "Can you imagine how Togly Wwhen she

said...she said— Oh, James, with such an expres§isrorn!—she

said she despised him, that she had no intentidakofg him away

from me, however besotted he might be. That onerlovore or less
made no difference to her, she had plenty, andoaryof them was
more thrilling than a tame little botanist. Thatds welcome to him

and could take him home with her good will."

With a muffled exclamation James got up and brohghftist down
on the mantelpiece. "Go on!" he said harshly.

"Lord Calvert was beside himself with rage. He mhate known

what sort of woman his daughter was, but he pretrd blame
Tony. He swore to ruin him, to throw him off théaisd, and to see
that he was never allowed back anywhere in the \e&s. | don't

think Tony heard any of it. He was...he looked Bkghost, a zombie
they call than out there. Then he went to our radrfidlowed him a

few minutes later but... you know the rest."

"And Richard Calvert?"
"Richard? What about Richard? What has Richaratwith this?"

"Didn't he die about the same time?"



"Later—after Tony. But the deaths were unconnectethink.”
Alanna swallowed. "Richard fell off a cliff on higay back to Anse
Chatelet. He was drunk. | believe he usually was."

"They were a pretty lot! But now only Sasha is.|&#hat shall | do
about her? Anse Chatelet may be said to be mitieirngs go as
planned. Is that enough?"

Alanna's pretty face showed her distress as shegdie "I don't want
you to take Anse Chatelet! Leave Sasha Calvert evblee belongs,
where we will never see her again. Send her barked! Don't even
try to see her! Send her away!"

"You are talking nonsense! How can | send Miss @alaway? And
why should 1?"

"You do not know her! She is a wicked liar—she saskind of spell
over her victims till they do not know what to lexe. They said on
the island that she had learned the arts of voddwak at the way she
dazzled my poor Tony until he was driven to hisirui

"She is surely not such a Circe now! She must bk w® her
thirties."

Alanna ignored him. She was becoming hystericalirag&end her
away! Make it impossible for her to remain in EmglaShe ruined
our lives once and she will do so again unlessggiuid of her!"

"l suppose there is one way," said James thoudhtflio disgrace
her somehow in the eyes of society so that sheoHaave England. It
would be a kind of poetic justice, after her fathénreats to Tony.
But it would not be easy to do anything like thaheut involving the
niece, too. And that must be avoided, for neitler sor her father
were involved in this sordid affair."



"Why are you so scrupulous about the niece? Thee@alare all the
same."

"Lucy Calvert is innocent and must be protectedil dames firmly.
"But have no fear, Alanna. Sasha Calvert will pay Tony's
sufferings—and yours."

"I like your idea of poetic justice, James. If yodestroyed the Calvert
woman's credit in the eyes of the world, then ne would believe
her stories," said Alanna slowly. She smiled fag fhist time that
evening. "Oh, yes, James! | think that would belibst idea of all! If
you wish, I'll help you in that. In fact | thinkhlave the beginnings of
a plan already. Why don't you leave it all to me!"

"Alanna, you are too impetuous! Sasha Calvert tsyabin England.
When she arrives she should be given time to bedam&n in
society, and to establish her niece. Then we skall’



CHAPTER SIX

SERENA AND Lucy, together with Sheba, were carried to London in
hired post-chaise. The chaise was comfortable tla@gourney not

long, so they arrived in Dover Street in reasonguagd order. The

Earl's agent was waiting for them. He introduceddalf as Etienne

Masson, and they found to their surprise that hekvanch. "Though

| prefer to describe myself as Normanadamée, he said with a

smile.

He introduced the footman, John, and the housekelelpe. Starkey.
Mrs. Starkey curtsied and said in a soft, West @ywoice, “Your
rooms are ready, ma'am. Shall | lead the way?" &/Bibhn
supervised the unloading of their many valises fzandi them carried
up to the rooms, Masson gave them the directionth®obest shops
and the sights he thought they would like to see.

"John knows London very well, madame. He will acpamy you
anywhere you go."

"Always?" asked Lucy in astonishment.

"It is the custommademoisellg the agent replied apologetically,
with the smile that Lucy always seemed to attract.

"And | for one am grateful for it,” said Serenardfm what | have
seen of it so far, the size and bustle of Londgratpme." ...

"Forgive memadameYou have only just arrived. You will soon se¢
that London is in fact very small—the part of itiath you will need
to know, that is. Er... Lord Ambourne seemed taklihat since you
are a small household Mrs. Starkey might combimestrvices of
steward and housekeeper. She is experienced irkbmth of work.
She has a number of domestics to help her in thisd)dout if you
would prefer to engage maids for yourself and Migsy Calvert |
will arrange it."



Serena was secretly relieved that the householelhsgs would be so
much lighter, but simply replied, "It is kind of kebAmbourne to take
such trouble. We have brought our own maid witlrasn St. Just,
and | think she will be enough, but | will let yémow a little later
what we decide.”

"Then | will take my leave. | hope you will enjopyr stay here."

After Monsieur Masson left, Serena and Lucy expuldies house. It
was delightful.

"How can Lord Ambourne bear to let it out? Doesnud use it
himself?" Serena asked.

"The Dowager Countess occasionally stays here w8heris on her
own. But when the Family are in London," said Mgsarkey, and
Serena could hear the capital in her voice, "thay 1 Arlington

Street—at Rotherfield House. They are all in Nordyarat the
moment, but | believe they will be here later ia geason."

"l hope so," said Serena, "for | should like totk&ord Ambourne in
person for his kindness."

Mrs. Starkey smiled. "It's probably her ladyshipuyaught to thank,
Miss Calvert. Very particular, Miss Perdita is, abber house. Lady
Ambourne, | should say. She lived in it before sl@s married, you
see, and his lordship kept the lease on becauskkskat so much.

But I'm forgetting my duties. Would Miss Lucy andwself like a

refreshment?"

Serena had wondered somewhat apprehensively dimdbtestics
in Lord Ambourne's establishment. The servantsae/Chatelet had
all known her since she was a child. Betsy, theskkeeper there, had
been Serena's nurse, and Sheba had been Lucy'sadfgr years
Serena had relied on all of them to help her inpkepAnse Chatelet
viable, so the relationship between household stadf mistress had



been more informal than was usual. She had heaabfill stories
from Mrs. Galveston and her friends of maids whorevenore
conscious of position than their mistresses, ofrfem who despised
anyone who did not know his place. It had been @sped on her :hat
she must always keep her distance with London deomes,
otherwise they would "take advantage." Another sewf worry had
been Sheba's position in the household. Would Londimmestics
accept Sheba? But the stories were all proved fatséar as the
servants in Dover Street were concerned, and Shatbeher tales of
magic and her warm grin, quickly made herself agufar in the
servants' quarters here as she had been in SMreyStarkey had
known Lady Ambourne before her marriage and admined
enormously. Indeed, she was devoted to the wholeouime family,
and was prepared to extend her good will to artheif friends who
happened to be staying in Dover Street. It was ssitate not to like
her, for she was a sensible, kindly woman, who stowk the
interests of both her young ladies to heart. "Bus Mbtarkey," cried
Serena when she heard herself thus described niystn't call me a
young lady! | am supposed to be Miss Lucy's chagéro

"If you'll forgive my saying so, Miss Calvert, itard to believe that,
when you're looking so handsome." She regardech&ea@miringly.
They were standing in front of the cheval mirror 8erena's
bedchamber, where Mrs. Starkey had been helpingeShweh the
final touches for her two ladies' first appearancsciety. Whether it
was Mrs. Galveston's lotion, or the new wardrolbsomething quite
different from all of those, Serena was bloomingr iark hair was
now fashionably cut and arranged, her dark-fringeaher-gold eyes
glowed with well-being, and her skin was pearl-likeconventional
beauty she would never be, but she was striking. skoking. With
determination Serena took off her topaz- yellow diless, undid her
hair and, while the bewildered housekeeper lookedaered Sheba
to plait it into a tight chignon on the back of head. Mrs. Starkey
might have disapproved of the freedom with whiclel&hvoiced her
objections, but she heartily agreed with her segttiisi



"Sheba, that is enough! You have had your say,dmeas | tell you!"
said Serena. "And fetch the green dress, the afetlne high neck, if
you please."

Still grumbling under her breath, Sheba broughteodtess in a dull,
greyish-green, and helped her mistress put it on.

"Sasha! What are you doing?" cried Lucy when shels.

"Looking like a chaperon,"” said Serena grimly. "¢#me to England
to give you a London Season, Lucy, not to makeeztsgle of me.
It's you who must shine."

"But | do!" said Lucy, twirling gaily round. "Apaftom you in your
yellow dress, I'm the most beautiful thing I've eseen! I'll swear
this creation by Maria is more exquisite than aoybe found in
London! Lady Pendomer is a trump!”

"Lucy! Wherever did you pick that up?"

"Oh..." Lucy blushed. "I beg pardon, Sasha. Itmeihing Isabella's
brother says."

"Good God! About you?" asked Serena, looking at merce in
amusement. Growing even redder, Lucy nodded. "Weillsure the
sentiment is admirable. But the word itself shaudtibe any part of a
young lady's vocabulary!

“I'm sorry, Aunt Serena. | should have said thatly_&endomer
possesses the attributes of a very good friende Bhghed and
danced away, then came back to ask mischievously, &ll right to
say 'Good God'?"



Lucy AND SERENA joined Lady Warnham at Mrs. Galveston'
mansion in Portman Square, prepared for the culmomeof all
Serena's plans—Lucy's introduction to London sgcieticy was
nervous, but this merely gave a sparkle to her apesa becoming
colour to her cheeks. At the rout party which foledl Serena sat
firmly with the chaperons, and only with difficultyid she disguise
her pride. The daughters of most of the best fasiiln London were
there but, in Serena's eyes at least, not oneesh ttould hold a
candle to her niece. She noticed with some amuseimgrthere was
at the party a sort of magic circle of Lucy's Surfaends, who
tended to regard intruders with uneasy suspiciahveere ready to
see them off. But Lucy handled them ail as if borit. The girl was a
credit to her training. When the two Misses Calvettirned to Dover
Street that night they were both extremely satisiwith the evening.

Serena had not looked to see Lord Wintersett at KMedveston's.
The party had been specifically for the youngetiseoof society,
with the purpose of giving Isabella and Lucy sompgegience before
they were launched into the deeper waters of astidle ball. It was
hardly an occasion which would be graced with hsdship's
presence! But he was never far from her mind. Hawvdusy she
was, matching silks, trying on shawls, walkinghe parks, occupied
In the hundreds of activities which made up thedamSeason, she
was always aware that he might suddenly appeardrol@ next
corner. She grew increasingly nervous of seeing dgain. What
would he think of her? Each time they went to d bakome other
grand affair she took out the topaz silk dress, deoimg whether
Lord Wintersett would be there. But each time shieitpaway again
and put on something more modest. She was Lucgjsecon.

It was Lucy herself who was instrumental in persugdSerena to
change her mind. Lucy's nature was sunny, andihdrendon she
was having the time of her young life. But one dag came in from a
walk in the park with a face like a thundercloudréha was unable to
find out what was wrong, but was even more concemigen Lucy



refused an invitation to spend the next afternodh isabella. When
she finally extracted the cause of Lucy's displemashe didn't know
whether to be relieved or annoyed.

"I've quarrelled with them," said Lucy.

"Why?" asked Serena in astonishment. "You've alwagesn such
friends with Isabella. Whatever was it about?"

"It wasn't Isabella. It was the other girls. Thegresbeing unfair.”
llTO you."
"No, about someone else."

It was clear to Serena who this was. There was @améyother person
who could rouse Lucy to this passionate defelsbout me?"

"They called you a dowd, Sasha! They said you Ipehtsall your
money on me, and had none left for yourself. Thayted to make
fun of you. It's not true, is it?" Lucy was worried

"Of course it isn't! | have lots of dresses, yoown have."
"Well, why don't you wear them?"

Lucy was seriously upset. Serena remembered thaatGaunt

Spurston had told her that Lucy would be judged 3®rena's

appearance as well as her own, had even given &emeney and

jewels for this purpose. Had she been selfishriong her great-aunt's
advice? Was it protection that she had sought antbagquietly

dressed chaperons? Serena started to get angoyplgatith herself,

but with those who had made her darling niece upyap

"Spend the afternoon with your friends, Lucy. Tot to let what they
say about me make any difference. They don't uteteds But just



between ourselves—just between ourselves, Lucylore—I think
they might be in for a surprise..."

So that night Serena put on her topaz silk dreggether with the
diamond drop earrings and bracelet which her gaaat-had given
her. Her black hair was swept into a knot on tophef head and
secured with a diamond pin, and loose waves and tnamed her
face. Her slender throat rose proudly from the tawneckline of her
dress. Sheba's face was one big grin, and Mrsketavas very
impressed. Lucy was ecstatic. "You'll eclipse ewag/there, Sasha!
Oh, indeed they will be surprised!"

"Tonight, Lucy, | want you to exert yourself—adidl. You will call
me Aunt Serena, and we shall both remember allesgons in the
manners of theéon. We shall be very grand—true Calverts of Ans
Chatelet. Do you agree?"

"Oh, yes," breathed Lucy, her eyes shining.

THE OCCASION ITSELFwas also grand—a ball at the Duchess
Stockhampton's, no less. Serena was aware of suey®s on her as
they mounted the huge, curving staircase, but shégr chin up a
touch higher and ignored them. Her blood was u@,gamerations of
Calverts marched with her. A chaperon she mighbbel.ucy's aunt
was no dowd!

Mrs. Galveston greeted her in typical manner. "Gewenhing, Miss
Calvert! How well you look! | was beginning to wagrdwhether you
would have been happier left in Surrey, but noed bwas mistaken.
We may well find you a match, after all. Indeedplbt a respectable
widower would have a chance with you tonight! Ppehave should
look higher?"



"I am not," said Serena coolly, "in search of alam, Mrs.
Galveston. But | am touched by your complimentsyNaeturn
them? Town life obviously suits you."

Mrs. Galveston almost smiled. "Your great-aunt wiolé proud of
you. She always said you'd repay dressing, aneé'theo doubt you
have an air about you tonight."”

Serena smiled and moved on. One of Lucy's beauandsome, well
set-up young man who was looking rather nervousgecap to ask if
Lucy would stand up with him for the country dances

"Thank you. May I first introduce you to my auntfig is Michael
Warnham, Aunt Serena. | believe you are acquaintet his
mother?"

Serena hastily disguised her involuntary laugh wvétltough and
inclined her head slightly. As the young man toalcy. off with a
sigh of relief, that maiden gave her aunt a vech dook.

Serena was soon besieged by various ladies withests) to be
allowed to introduce Lord This and Sir That. Shéetncharmingly
at her admirers, and answered their eager questitimgly enough,

but refused all requests to dance.

ABOUT HALFWAY through the evening Lord Wintersett came into tf
room and gazed casually round. His eye lighted g accident on
the chaperons' corner, and then moved on. Seresaotdhere. He
surveyed the scene before him. She was not darsithgr. He had
hardly expected it. Perhaps she had gone with harge to the
supper-room. He was about to leave the ballroormvemeanimated
group on the other side of the room caught hisnatte, and he
glanced at the central figure. She was surroundddhar head was
bent. But he knew instantly who it was, and at ety moment



Serena looked up and their eyes met. His widenéd aaw the proud

lift of the head and recognised the sparkle of diads in her ears. He
looked briefly in the direction of the winter gard@and she closed her
eyes once. No more was need®few minutes later he was standing
at the end of the path, half hidden by the lavisargjement of plants,

when he saw Serena coming towards him.

James had not known what to expect—he had imagaed,/thing
from a sedate, quietly dressed ladies' companmm, girl/woman
uncomfortable in society and ungraceful in skiBst he had never
imagined anything like this cool, poised beautye Gamonds in her
ears and at her wrist, the pin in her hair, theuesttg dress—these
were merely the trappings of a most unusually pVatly. He was
almost afraid to speak to her, almost afraid tieatvbuld find that his
Serena had gone forever. Then she smiled, her glgasng with
happiness, and he knew he had not lost anythinthitnpat all. He
had gained more than he could ever have imagined.

"Lord Wintersett? You are shameful, sir! We havet meen
introduced, and yet you invite me to an assignatiaiie Duchess's
winter garden!" Her amber-golden eyes were brimmingh
laughter. "I dare swear you will even say | tookipton myself to
follow you!"

"Serena! | am overwhelmed!" He took her hands sn'William was
never as lovely as this!"

"Alas, poor William in his hand-me-downs! No! | amrong.
Fortunate William!" She gently released herselt [&ast in the short
time allowed him he was free from observation aitccsm—except
by you, of course. Here in London it is very ditficto escape at all.”

"From your admirers, no doubt.”



"From my critics, rather! | must not stay long. Td¢teef function of a
chaperon is to prevent her charge from behaving@asdoing at this
very moment! | must not be found out!"

"You! A chaperon? | know you said you were, but | findtth
impossible to believe. How can you possibly lodleasomeone else
when you so obviously need protection yourself?"

Serena looked at him mockingly. "What, Lord Win&tt2 'Taffeta
phrases, silken terms' from you, of all people? Yiaue no need to
pay me pretty compliments, sir. | know you for wiat! are."

"Do you, Serena? Do you? Then | must congratulate for | no
longer know what that is myself. | know what | waghe past.”

A faint rose appeared in her cheeks. "I must gbé¢' said, "I have
already been out here too long."

"William was not so cowardly."

"William was an invention, a dream. The realit$perena, and Serena
Is bound by the conventions of society. | heard hawe always
avoided situations like this in the past, Lord Wmsett—indeed, that
you have severely punished the poor ladies who éatreed you into
them. Why do you wish to prolong this one?"

"You ask that? After our... tacit vow?"

The colour rose in Serena's cheeks, and she sai@diy, "I must
return to the ballroom."

"What if | refuse to let you go?" He took hold a@rthand again.

She shook her head. "Oh, no! Here in London yomaghblackmail
me or force me to do your bidding—I have too muzlose."



He tightened his grip and said softly, "I thinkdutd persuade you."

"But you will not attempt to do so. It would not knd. And who
knows? The great Lord Wintersett might suffer aerse. | might
prove adamant!" She took her hand away and mowsdrts the
door. The orchestra was striking up a waltz.

"Dance with me, then!" When she hesitated he sweptinto the
ballroom and on to the floor. He put his arm at\warst, and at her
warning look he laughed and said, "Strict proprieswear, Serena!"
Decorously they circled the room, but there wag #izout them
which drew all eyes. The young bloods admired L\@fuhtersett's
conquest, the young ladies envied Serena for hergleapture, for
the duration of the evening anyway, of society'straligible and
most dangerous bachelor. The matrons and chapevbispered
behind their fans and shook their heads. Wintemsa#t beginning
another of his flirts! It was a pity that it shoudd quiet Miss Calvert.
Perhaps her success, tonight had gone to her head.

But the two who were dancing were oblivious totli$. They were

lost in each other. James held Serena with théekglof touches, but
they could not have felt closer if he had embraleed A curious

feeling of certainty mixed with a dangerous exceatran between
them, surrounded them, isolated them from the oéshe room.

Watching their mutual absorption, society wondeaed gossiped.

At the end of the dance Serena made to return ntede, but her
partner refused to let her go. "No! Come to thepstproom—I want
to give you champagne, Serena. | wish to discyssmise."

"A promise?" she echoed, flushing again.

"You would not listen to it in Surrey. You told nbe wait until we
met in London. Now we have met, and | will not waaity longer to
claim what you must know is mine."



"Aunt Serena!" Lucy's voice broke the spell. "S@ tis where you
are! You decided to dance after all?" Lucy lookedausly at Lord
Wintersett.

"Lucy!" Serena was blushing in real earnest now.l’l" She
glanced at Lord Wintersett and took hold of hersgliicy, | wish
you to meet an...an acquaintance of mine, Lord ¥vgett. Lucy is
my niece, Lord Wintersett. And my charge,” she addath a
warning in her voice.

Lucy's eyes were huge. "Wintersett?" she askedrd'Mdintersett?
But Aunt Serena—"

"Lucy—"

"What your aunt means to say, Miss Lucy, is thatoies not do to
believe all the stories you hear. Am | right?" James enjoying
himself. He had little doubt that this charming @iould discover in
a very short time what sort of acquaintance henotdd to have with
her aunt, but was content to leave it for the maméay | escort
you both to the supper-room? We might discuss tlsesges over
supper.”

Still looking slightly puzzled, Lucy allowed her§é&b be ushered to
the other side of the ballroom. Here they were metMichael
Warnham.

"Lucy! Oh, good! You've found your aunt." He lookedriously at
Serena and Lord Wintersett, but decided to contiritiave you

asked her yet? No?" He turned to Serena, with amghg smile.

"Isabella and some of the others are making uprtgy pa go to

Hampton Court tomorrow. We should like Lucy to caotmeucy's

expression made it clear how much she would likgotd'Do say she
may, Miss Calvert! My mother has agreed to acthegperon.”



Serena was distracted as Lord Wintersett narrowsdeyes and
turned his head swiftly towards the young man. [stsstated.

"Oh, Sasha, do say yes!" pleaded Lucy.
"Sasha!"

Serena smiled at Lord Wintersett's interruptiotis What Lucy calls
me when we're alone," she explained. "A pet narmom fmy own

childhood. Very well, Lucy, my love. I'll see Ladyarnham later
and arrange things with her. It's very kind of h&he glanced at Mr.
Warnham and added, "l suppose you wish to joindéaimow, Lucy?
Perhaps Mr. Warnham would escort you to her?" Llnmyded, and
Mr. Warnham bowed and took her off.

"Sasha!That cannot be your name! But she called you Sa&sha
he... the boy—he called yddiss Calvert! Sasha Calvert?"

Serena looked at Lord Wintersett in some conceenwtls very pale,
and he spoke jerkily.

"I had forgotten that we had not been formally odtrced! How
shocking!" smiled Serena. "But if you don't likasha,' | am happy to
answer to Serena. In fact, Tprefer—"

"Why did you tell me your name was Serena?" heedmut.

"Because that's what it is! Serena. But Lucy hlledane Sasha since
she was a baby."

"Why did you not tell me this before?"

Serena looked at him as if he had suddenly becaranded. "Why
should I? My proper name is Serena. And you fotpat until
recently | was always 'William' in Surrey." She putentative hand
on his arm. "Are you not well, Lord Wintersett?"



"I am perfectly well, thank you," he replied. Astdf bely this he put
his hand to his head and ran it through his h&asha Calvert," he
murmured. "You're Sasha Calvert!" He looked dowthwlistaste at
her hand, resting on his arm. "Your solicitudexsessive, | assure
you," he said coldly.

Serena flushed, then grew pale. "Forgive me," siitewithdrawing
the offending hand. A thought seemed to strike him.

"Where do you live, Sasha Calvert?"

Serena looked at him in amazement. He seemed tspbaking
against his will, and his tone of voice was perempteven angry. He
might have been able to speak to William like thist not to Miss
Calvert of Anse Chatelet! She replied stiffly, dilfto see why that
should concern you, sir, but while in London | limeDover Street.
My home is in the West Indies."

He turned away from her, and she thought she hHaardsay "Oh,
God!" but could not be sure.

Serena began to feel she was in some kind of nayletnihough no
one else was near enough to overhear their coniarsahe could
see that they were arousing a great deal of spgemuléShe said
quietly, "We are being observed, so it is diffidolt me to speak. | am
not sure what | have said or done to offend youdL\Wintersett?"

She paused a moment, looking up at his avertedwébea plea in

her eyes. When he remained silent she took a step &nd said,
"Forgive me. | must have misunderstood your feali@r perhaps
you are as capricious as your reputation would ssigd will bother

you no longer."

He seemed to pull himself together at this, andedragain to face
her. She was astonished at the change in him.ydswere empty of
feeling and his face was like stone. He eyed hangpdown with a



curl to his lips, then cast a glance round the robrou are right,
Miss Calvert. We are being observed." He smiledrars®d his voice
as he drawled, "No, it is you must excuse me. |tnaginit | can
hardly tear myself away— especially after the idglithe winter
garden, which you so...hopefully arranged. But,slala must.
However, you look so delightful that | am sure ghare many others
here who would be only too glad to take my placeuryservant,
ma'am." He bowed and strode out of the room.

By exercising every ounce of self-control Serendleduherself

together and kept her head high as she walked teatke bench
where Mrs. Galveston and Lady Warnham were sitt8ige would

not give the assembled company the satisfacti@eeihg the extent
of her shock or of watching her scuttle to someveorent alcove or
cloakroom to hide herself like a hurt animal. Wheme of the

Warnham sons offered to fetch her some refreshistemtaccepted
gratefully, and took care to drink the champagnéétoeight slowly

and with appreciation. After a short while the tidimg in her iimbs

stopped, and she began to grow very angry. Hee pvwlld not have
allowed her to cut the evening short, but it wais #mger which

helped her to endure it.

It was obvious that the massive snub Lord Wintéisad delivered

her so publicly was the chief topic of conversaanmong the mothers
and chaperons present, and though some of thendesbher with

sympathy there was a certain amount of head-shakidghrugging
of shoulders. They all knew that Lord Wintersettsveadangerous
man to tangle with, and, in the opinion of somes#Calvert had
been foolhardy in showing her feelings so openligeyl had all

watched that waltz.

Criticism and sympathy were equally intolerabl&&rena, and, since
she did not lack partners, she escaped both bypticgeevery

invitation to dance. She dazzled them all. The diaats in her ears
glittered with no greater intensity than Serenaékérbut she could



not have said afterwards who had danced with ldrow long they
had danced with her, or what they talked about evttiley were
dancing. At some time in the evening Lucy joined, ledviously
having heard some of the gossip, but Serena sélg bat fiercely,
"No, Lucy, not now. Tell me of your outing tomorrptell me what
you had for supper, or what Mr. Warnham was sayomganything
you like, but do not, | pray you, mention..." Shepped. She found it
impossible to say Wintersett's name.

The evening eventually came to an end and SeresatVast able to
escape to the haven of Dover Street. She couldawad Lucy's
anxious questions, but told her very little. She ot know herself
what had happened to cause Lord Wintersett to éaagapidly, so
how could she explain it to Lucy? After a short lHiucy gave up
asking questions and set herself to restoring hat'saspirits. For
perhaps the first time in their lives Lucy was thiee who gave
comfort that night, and Serena was the one whoateid

Serena's behaviour in the next week did much &tabesh her in the
eyes of society. Mrs. Galveston had arrived in Ddteeet the day
after the ball and, though she gave Serena a inaecherself—harder
than she realised—she also gave her some excatleite. After this
Serena went about her usual visits and outings watimposure,
warding off all impertinent questions and commebysadmitting,
apparently frankly, that she had roused Lord Wsstis anger and
had had to pay for it. "As a colonial,” she wouldy swith a
disarmingly rueful smile, "I'm afraid | still havte learn what is done
and what is not done. | think the gentleman in gaes-" she still
could not say his name—"took my lack of formality Something
more than | intended. Tell me, is he always so ebner... so quick
to assume that the ladies are in love with him?"

While there were still some who looked knowing whikay heard
this, most people were so impressed by Serenagthgeonfident
manner that they began to think that Lord Winteisat indeed been



too hard on a newcomer from abroad, that his wadivkn aversion to

being pursued had in this instance misled him,sowh Serena was
generally held to have been treated ungallantlyth® same, society
looked forward with interest to see if there wash® another

encounter between Lord Wintersett and Miss Calvert.

IT WwAS A WEEK before this happened, and in the meantime Sere
made a new acquaintance. Lord Ambourne's motherréiadned
earlier than expected from France, and had arrineotherfield
House the day after the Duchess of Stockhamptati'sShe called
on Serena after that. When she was told that tleaQer Countess of
Ambourne was in the carriage outside and wish&dadwv if she were
at home, Serena's heart sank. Of course she noestedher—it was
very gratifying that the Countess should take tbalile to call. But
another Mrs. Galveston was not a pleasing prospamuad, this
high-born lady would be even worse, she was sweerfa was due
for a surprise! John ushered in a tiny figure pedsse and bonnet in
the very latest mode, who came forward sayingdhaming French
accent, "My dear Miss Calvert! How agreeable totyeea! Forgive
me for calling on you so early, but Lady Pendoméatter was
written in such terms that | felt | had to seeplaeagon she described
as soon as possible! And my son asked me to \sif §lso." She
surveyed Serena. "Bators,you are much better than | expected."

Serena smiled her first genuine smile since thiealsadhe indicated a
chair and they sat down. "lt's very kind of you ¢all, Lady
Ambourne, but I'm afraid Lady Pendomer is overtiphrl am no
paragon. Paragons are perfect, and | am far framh'th

"That is just what | meant! Perfection is very Ingridon't you agree?
Now you must give me news of Lady Pendomer, and tek me

about yourself. | wish to know everything!" The @Qoess settled
comfortably in her chair, accepted some refreshritent a beaming



Mrs. Starkey, and proceeded to delight Serenah®néext half-hour.
Though Lady Ambourne had the indefinable air of@aglady, she
was not at all haughty or reserved. She talkedyfreieher son and
daughter-in-law, of whom she was clearly very faaal] had Serena
laughing at her descriptions of her grandsonstantlou will think
me a doting grandmother, Miss Calvert—but how chalp it when
the children are so clever and so good? Well, psrheot ‘good'
exactly—but so charmingly naughty!"

At the end of the visit the Countess asked Sexenalton her soon in
Rotherfield House. "Bring Miss Lucy Calvert withye-I am sorry
not to have met her. Perdita and Edward will notblaek from
Normandy for a few weeks yet and | miss them veugim so you
will be doing me a kindness. In fact, | should ltikearrange some
kind of evening party for you both, for it's timewad something to
brighten up the family mansion—a barn of a placessMCalvert, but
it does very well for balls and the like. Livingiins less agreeable."
She departed, leaving behind a faint breath offpe and a strange
feeling of comfort. Though Serena had said nothifigourse, about
Lord Wintersett, she had found the Countess waninsgmpathetic.
She would be a good listener if Serena ever needed



CHAPTER SEVEN

FOR A WEEK after the Duchess's ball Lord Wintersett was eensat

any of the drums and assemblies held in the evenimgr was he
observed riding in the parks or walking in the gasl of London

during the day. This surprised no one. It was g&tlhe had recently
been in the habit of disappearing to his estateuimey for days at a
time. Though Serena secretly gave a wry smile st ghe was

grateful for the respite. When she and Lord Wirgtrsext met she
wanted to be in command of herself. Keeping compaseompany

in general was one thing. Coming face to face waithan she could
have loved— for, lying awake in the hours of dads)eshe had faced
that fact—and a man who had treated her so inex{ijcwas quite

another. However, they were both present in theegty Rooms

exactly one week after the ball. Though Lucy wasthere, having

gone with Lady Warnham to another gathering, Sestaged by

Mrs. Galveston, for she took care nowadays to behldth utmost

circumspection.

He came in late with a lady on his arm, a ravistblapde with a

startlingly good figure. It was a pity, perhapsattlihe lady was
wearing pink, thought Serena critically; blonde®wdd not wear

pink. Nor was it perhaps in the best of taste twosk a dress which,
in spite of its elaborate trimmings, so clearly eaked the lady's
ample charms. Serena's own dress of pale blue eephgaught up

over a slip of white sarsnet silk, which she haoutiht so pretty,

suddenly seemed very tame.

"The devil!" exclaimed Mrs. Galveston, startlingr&=a into turning
round to her. "Look at them! His lordship, lookiag cool as you
please, and Amelia Banagher. | thought that commeetas finished
some time ago, | must say."

"Who is the lady, ma'am?"



"It is better for you not to know, Serena." Thissagaid with pursed
lips. "Indeed, if Miss Lucy were with us | shouldst certainly take
you both home immediately." Then, as her love adsgw got the
better of her, she leant forward and said confidépt "Amelia
Banagher comes of a highly respected Irish far&he married Lord
Banagher when she was seventeen, but they haved'tbgether for
years, and her mode of life since has shocked emerrthough not
quite enough to have her totally ostracised. Evegyjknows that she
was Wintersett's mistress last year, though thee wiscreet enough
about it. They say she took it very hard when reeaided her. |
wonder how she persuaded his lordship to bringttveight? And
how did she wheedle that magnificent necklace dutim?" The
couple had been advancing up the room and botm&ened Mrs.
Galveston could now see them more clearly. "He pdadr penny for
that, | dare say, if those rubies are real."

The sight of Lord Wintersett had given Serena amappy pang, but
now the anger which had never been far below thfasei since the
night of the ball began to burn again. "They aral,rand he did
indeed pay a pretty penny, ma'am. | fancy you vatiognise it
when—if—they come any closer. The lady is wearimg €ardoman
necklace."

Mrs. Galveston looked suitably shocked, and tutime8erena with
an expression of sympathy. When she saw Sererw@shier look
changed to one of apprehension. Her young frierlflyang flags of
anger in her cheeks, and her eyes were glowinghidse of a cat. "l
think we should leave now, Serena," said Mrs. Gabwe sounding
nervous for the first time in years.

"l would not think of it, ma‘'am," said Serena betwéer teeth. "That
would carry the flavour of retreat. And | am in soch frame of
mind."



It was too late in any case. Lord Wintersett wasnuhem and at his
most urbane.

"Mrs. Galveston, your servant, ma'am. | believe ¥mow Lady

Banagher?" Unsmiling, Mrs. Galveston inclined headhby no more
than a millimetre. Lord Wintersett turned to Seretmelia," he

said, without taking his eyes, which were glittgrimith malice, from
Serena. "May | present Miss Calvert of Anse Ch#2el®liss

Cardoman Calvert."

The two ladies exchanged what hardly passed fourtsyc Lady
Banagher raised an eyebrow. "Cardoman? Isn'thkeatame—" She
fingered the ruby hanging in the cleft of her bteasd gave Lord
Wintersett a slow smile.

He took her fingers and kissed them lingeringlgntlvith a sideways
look at Serena said, "l believe it is called theddoanan necklace, my
dear. Miss Calvert, was it not at one time a valpeslsession of the
Calvert family?"

"Hardly," drawled Serena. "It belonged to us, aalyabut the family
has wanted to sell it for years. Like so many ottiengs, Lord
Wintersett, its history is somewhat... tarnish&tlith totally spurious
concern she asked, "Oh, dear, am | to understandwere the
mysterious purchaser?"

Lady Banagher looked startled. "But | thought itswaagift from a
king? From King Charles?" She turned to her conmgani'You
said—"

Serena swept on. "King Charles had it made fomhgress, Lady
Banagher. But there have always been so many eéthave there
not? However, | think the necklace looks charmimgyyou. Just
right.” Mrs. Galveston made a strangled sound ad/IBanagher at
first looked uncertain, and then her brow cloudedshe began to



wonder whether Serena's compliment might not bé aemed. It
was clear that Lord Wintersett was in no doubt. fidee, which had
been somewhat pale, darkened, and he said cutthbmé, Amelia.
It's time we danced. Mrs. Galveston will forgive diss Calvert."
He bowed and removed Amelia, who was still lookpugzled.

Mrs. Galveston regarded Serena with admiration.ufYgreat-aunt

was always telling me what a spirited girl you wederena—I hope
you will allow me to call you Serena?—but | mushfass that when
| first met you | was disappointed. But no mordave never seen
Lord Wintersett at such a loss. My felicitationsthink you may

consider his unkind behaviour at the duchess'samlireturned.”

Serena, still angry, said, "I'm afraid it was ibree to involve Lady
Banagher, however." Mrs. Galveston said somethegyettable,
which Serena ignored. Instead she continued, "Butare wrong to
think | was taking revenge for Lord Wintersett'©ideiour at the ball,
Mrs. Galveston. That would have been better foegottl am
convinced that for some reason which | cannot fathbord
Wintersett means to injure me in any way he céelieve he bought
the necklace and put it on his mistress in orddyriog the Calvert
name into disrepute.”

"Oh, come, Serena. The necklace is too expenshauhble to play
with like that! It must be worth five thousand paolsnat least! You
must not let your imagination run away with you!"

But Serena remained unconvinced, and her suspiciwas
confirmed later in the evening. During one of tbemtry dances she
found herself partnered with her adversary—for thhas how she
now regarded him. She faced him across the seivaddepale again,
and she saw now that he was thinner than he hadib&urrey. But
his eyes were diamond-hard and his mouth set ez lines. She
remembered that she had once accused him of aofakindness.
Now he looked... pitiless. They joined togethemive up the room.



"l congratulate you on your rapier wit, Miss Calvé&ut, for all your
brave words, | think you did not enjoy seeing akise worn by
your mother and grandmother round the neck of dohéor all

London to see," he said.

"Conceited, mad, and no gentleman, either! Fie, fi®rd
Wintersett!" she replied mockingly. "Have you fotigm that the lady
is your partner for the evening, sir, when you balt such a name?"
They swung away from each other, then as theymrretlshe added,
"But you may hang the necklace round ail such kdid_ondon for
all I care. It makes little difference to me. My ther died when she
was not much more than twenty, so | never knewAeiffar as | am
aware she never wore the necklace." She smiledtisjwa® they
parted again, then said, as they came back togeth@eve up the set,
"So if your ambition was to cause me chagrin, yause has failed.
An expensive mistake. Oh, but | was forgetting—tieh Lord
Wintersett does not consider such things."

"By God, ma'am," he said in a voice of suppressed, f'if the
necklace is to be worn by a harlot, then it shdaddound your own
neck!"

Serena was so shocked by the term he had usechancety real
animosity in his voice that she stumbled and nefatly With relief
she realised that they had come to the end ofaharsl she could
escape.

In bed that night she lay awake asking herself anerover what had
provoked that last remark. It had not been idlesabshe was sure.
For some reason Lord Wintersett regarded her azebél. Butvhy?

JAMES RETURNEDfrom the Assembly Rooms to Upper Brook Strec
with his mind in a most unaccustomed state of tultnmdde had



planned the evening knowing that Sasha Calvert avioal at the
Assembly Rooms that night. He had relished theghbof Sasha's
humiliation when the world realised that the Calsewnere being
forced to sell their most prized possessions. HemQualvert family
pride would resent seeing the precious Cardomaklammex paraded
before the world on such an unworthy neck! For bi@had engaged
the help of his forma: mistress, Amelia Banaghenpvihad now
become notorious for her numerous affairs. She wahlgys
hopelessly in debt, and a suggestion that her wxImight settle
some of her more pressing bills had been enouglersuade her to
accompany him, and to wear the necklace. Indeést, thie evening
was over and James had escorted her back to heisydbere had
been an awkward moment when she had made it ¢claashe was
ready to do more—for love. James was relieveditbdtad managed
to extricate himself without offending her, for had found the idea
surprisingly repugnant. And, for all his plannirtge evening had
been a failure. He had no sense of triumph, fekatesfaction.

He knew why. In spite of the discovery that Sasmé Serena were
one and the same, he still felt a strange kinstliip $erena. He had
such a strong sixth sense about her that he wastlsair his insults

tonight and on other occasions had struck home oBlyt once had

she lost her self-possession and revealed heessstrwhen she had
stumbled in the country dance. And instead of bé&ingnphant he

was ashamed. His savage, outburst to Serena dhanhglance had
not been planned. It was the result of an unexdestiege of anger at
her steady refusal to be daunted. Since his wasuaenwhich needed
to remain in command of himself as well as othleesywas furious at
this loss of control. And that, worse still, whdreshad nearly fallen
he had experienced an overwhelming desire to dagchto protect

her. It was enough to drive a man mad!

He sat now in his library, looking at the necklait® huge cabochon
rubies gleamed dully in the firelight—a pool of btbin his hands. He
smiled reminiscently as he thought of Serena'diteato the sight of



the necklace. It was impossible not to admire leav fvomen would
have responded with such spirit and wit to his lissiis attempts to
diminish her in the eyes of society. She had nallewed herself to
be diminished. Far from becoming discredited, slae Igained
society's sympathy and admiration, including hisioBut what was
he thinking of? How the devil could he possibly a@mSasha
Calvert?

In the days that followed James was no nearentbrig peace. The
thought of Serena/Sasha was like a canker, a gdadh kept him
awake at night, and unable to rest during the Hayhated Sasha for
her treatment of Tony, and he hated Serena forgb8msha. He
despised himself for being so confused, for wistithgunish Sasha,
while taking pride in Serena when she frustratecefffiorts.

He went back to Surrey, thinking that his deterriomato discredit
Sasha Calvert would be strengthened if he had anda#lk with
Alanna, if he reminded himself of the unhappiness Calvert
woman had caused his family. But in Surrey he folinaself going
for long rides on the Downs, taking Douce on toridge, where he
was haunted by the memory of "William", of theidk& their
arguments, their shared laughter. He rememberddbatierness his
fears that he would lose Serena in London. As e ke was
tormented by the two contrasting pictures—on theeltend Serena, a
woman of intelligence and compassion with an intgdre had never
questioned, and on the other Sasha, the destrhyeryanton. And
this visit to Surrey, far from strengthening hisedenination, seemed
to be undermining it, for doubts began to creep m$ mind. In his
initial shock and blind anger at discovering thateé®a and Sasha
were one and the same he had not attempted tonsedgainst the
other—Serena's good against Sasha's evil. Buttyassiblefor the
Serena he had known to have done the things Sashaan to have
done on the island? Perhaps she had changed? Pditrags death
had caused her to reform? She must have been gangy. in fact,



very young! He must talk to Alanna again. But he coutd bring
himself to mention Serena to Alanna—only Sasha.

"Sasha Calvert told me recently that her mother wom@ly twenty
when she died, Alanna. However | try, | cannot redde this with
the age of her brothers. Surely Richard Calvertoldesr than Tony?"

"Yes. Yes, he was." Alanna'’s voice was nervousd IDiot tell you? |
thought | had. Lord Calvert was married twice. Tasha woman
was the daughter of the second marriage."

"So how old was she when you were on the island?"
"Why are you asking me? What are you trying toJdmmes?"
"Merely to establish some facts. How old was she?"

"I don't know! What does it matter?" said Alannaybently. "Old
enough! Sixteen or seventeen, | think."

"She once said she was now twenty-seven. That woalke her
fourteen."

"Fourteen, fifteen, seventeen! Am | a mathematizixiou've been
spending too much time with Miss Calvert! | tolduyarhat would
happen. She's such a liar, she will bewitch yousles bewitched
Tony... Oh, Tony, Tony!" Alanna burst into loud sob

James waited until she was quieter, then said,rt€en is not much
more than a child, Alanna. | find it difficult tomiagine Tony deserting
you in favour of a child."

"You don't know what they're like in the tropicandes!" Alanna said
between further sobs. "The women mature at a lolisly early age.
Many of the natives have children at thirteen oerevess! And
she—Sasha—ran practically wild all over the islarstie-must have



had her morals from them." She burst out, "Whyyareasking these
qguestions? | tell you she never left him alone! Pdony had no
chance. Dear God, why do you remind me?"

Alanna was now very distressed. She clutched aegdapieading,
"Get rid of her for me, James! Have nothing morddawvith her, but
get her sent back to where she belongs, | beg you!"

Disguising his distaste for her melodrama, Jameksiently, "Be
calm, Alanna. It takes time."

With an exclamation of despair Alanna ran out & tbhom, leaving

James with the feeling that, if she had enactesktiragedies thirteen
years before, he for one did not blame his brofioerseeking

consolation elsewhere. He told himself that womesarewoften

temperamental when they were breeding- had Alahagex] Tony

Into the arms of Sasha Calvert by her own irratibbe@aviour? With

an exclamation of impatience he realised that evew he was

seeking excuses for the unhappy business. Alanrsa paabably

right. Sasha Calvert had power to make a man leehaything!

BEFORE THEIncident in the Assembly Rooms, Serena would ha
been content to go through the rest of the seaswmepting that Lord
Wintersett no longer wished to continue their fdship, and learning
to live without it. She had reluctantly concludédttthe fact that she
came from the Colonies, and her irregular condti¢ch@ outset of
their acquaintance- dressing as a boy and roamihg
countryside—had caused him to have second thouwgigs they met
in more formal circumstances. The explanation watscompletely
satisfactory. The charm with which he had firstegeel her, his
compliments in the winter garden—these had seemadenough.
And that dance... Her thoughts shied away fromdiduece. But his
behaviour afterwards had been so extraordinarieltrThen she



heard more stories of Lord Wintersett's summarymiiisal of

females who pursued him, his heartlessness in ath#ers, too, and
she finally accepted his treatment of her as notpical. What she
found impossible was to reconcile the man in Londdth the man

she had known in Surrey.

But now the situation had changed. That he or amygse should
dare to insult her by calling her a harlot was twobe borne! Not
without some action on her part. She had no maléepior to call
on—the nearest approach to that was Lord Ambowmne,not only
was her claim on him too slight, but he was alseh@nother side of
the Channel. Besides, she had no wish to creatieefuscandal by
calling on an outsider for protection. However, theught of Lord
Ambourne brought the Dowager Countess to her niid: would
see if she could consult Lady Ambourne.

Accordingly Serena took the Countess at her woddcatied on her

in Arlington Street. As Lady Ambourne had said, liofield House

was imposing rather than homelike, but Serena e@shrough the

huge state-rooms to the back of the house, where thas a small
garden-room. Here her hostess was sitting on aarteble sofa and
she insisted that Serena should sit by her sidey Talked for a

while, but finally the Countess sat back and, pgttier head on one
side, said, "I have enjoyed our chat, Miss Calvauit,you shall now

tell me what is exercising your mind. If | can Heaay assistance to
you, you have only to ask." Serena looked amazddian Countess
laughed. "You look just like my daughter-in-lawtessaid. "Perdita
swears | have second sight. But it isn't so. It elagous to me that
you were not entirely happy when we last met. Toglayare angry,

too. What is it, child? Begin from the beginning."

Serena found to her astonishment that she wasgeliady
Ambourne everything—her restlessness in Surrey #ftefreedom
of her life on St. Just, her expeditions to the Dewlisguised as a
boy, and her meeting with Lord Wintersett. She taake not to



mention his name for she had decided that no parpwsld be served
by revealing it. And she had, besides, this ridiaslinability to say
it! Her voice, which had been soft and warm ashsektalked of her
relationship with the gentleman in Surrey, grew enagitated as she
went on to describe the gentleman's behaviour stite omitted to
say anything about the necklace, but told hemrestéhe substance of
the insult during the country dance. "l am at & kasexplain it, Lady
Ambourne. The gentleman's animosity is real. Buchked me...
called me..."

Lady Ambourne said the word for her. "A harlot."

"And he has no reason to suppose that | am anythfinige kind!"

cried Serena angrily. "Our relationship on the Dswwas totally
iInnocent—more that of a boy and his mentor. | flest't understand!
What am | to do?"

Lady Ambourne sat in thought for a moment. Thensslie gravely,
"It is obvious to me that there must be more behimdl Wintersett's
behaviour than you have told me." When Serena glaspe added,
"Please do not misunderstand, Miss Calvert. | dobatieve for a
moment that you are wilfully hiding anything of stiéince from me."

"It's not that," said Serena faintly. "How did ykoow | was talking
of..." She exclaimed impatiently as she once adaimd herself
unable to say his name.

The Countess smiled. "My dear child, | have knovamdion society
these past thirty years or more."

"l suppose everyone is talking about us." Serarmae was bitter.

"There is naturally some gossip, yes. But | havardherothing of
what you have told me this afternoon—of Surrey sm@n. And on
the whole, you know, opinion in general is in yéawvour—if that is
any comfort. Lord Wintersett is not universallydik"



"Do you know him?"

“I'm afraid he is a great friend of my son's. Thegre at school
together."

In some confusion Serena started to gather hdmggdther. "In that
case, you must forgive me, Lady Ambourne. | amyseéor have
caused you embarrassment. I... | must go."

"What are you thinking of, child? Edward's friengshvith Lord
Wintersett does not mean that | am blind to thamtlgenan's
faults—any more than | am blind to Edward's faultssome ways
they are very similar. Oh, yes. | assure you thhey Bhey can both be
completely ruthless when it suits them—and they loarcruel. But
Edward has been more fortunate than James. Hewsamsisded in
his youth by a loving family, and he now enjoys @w happy
marriage. James, on the other hand, had a tyraatf@ther, and his
family circumstances since his father's death hbeen most
unhappy."

"Is there no one he loves?"

"There are, or were, two. One is his mother, whiseotion was
divided between her husband and her younger sbavé always
thought that it says much for the basic soundnégsimes's nature
that the other person he loved was this same youmgther. But he
Is now dead."

"What happened to him?"

"He died abroad some years ago at about the timeslaame into
the title. His mother has never properly recovdredh her double
loss."

"Do you like him, ma'am?"



"l think | do. Edward is a good judge of men, ahdugh James is
generally held to be cold-hearted | think this ¢ really so. But it
would certainly not be easy to find out. Of oneathi am certain. He
Is a just man."

"Then why is he so cruel to me?"

"I do not know, but there must be some reason whiehthinks
justifies his behaviour. Are you sure, quite sym) cannot think of
anything?" Serena shook her head. "No. Well, [Igd@imy best to
find out. Will you allow me to make some discreegeiries?"

Serena took her leave a little later, after arnaggio call on the
Countess again in three days' time.

WHEN SERENA CALLED at Rotherfield House again three days lat
she found the Countess in an unusually grave mood.

"Miss Calvert, | think | have at least found a poexs connection
between your family and Lord Wintersett. If you esmber, |
mentioned a younger brother who died abroad some &igo." She
looked penetratingly at Serena.

"Yes?" Serena was puzzled.

"l am somewhat surprised that you do not seem ¢ovkthat he died
on St. Just."

"Oh, no! Forgive me, Lady Ambourne, but that canbetso. If it
were true | would have known of it. Nothing eveppaned on St.
Just without my knowledge!"

"His name was Tony," Lady Ambourne continued. "T&tgnnard."



In a voice that was almost unrecognisable Seremd S&ony
Stannard is—was—Lord Wintersett's brother?" Lady Ambourn
nodded. "Oh, God!" Serena buried her face in hedba

There was a silence. Finally Serena lifted her faabwhispered, "I
had no notion...1 simply did not connect the twmasa."

"That is obvious, my child. However, the link isya slight. There is
little in the fact that Mr. Stannard died on Ststlw account for Lord
Wintersett's enmity."

Serena drew a long shuddering sigh and said, "Wénat you learned
of his death, Lady Ambourne? What does London say?"

Lady Ambourne was still grave. "It was reported tmafell victim to
a tropical disease."

Serena got up and moved restlessly about the réiiony Stannard!
Poor, poor Tony! And a Wintersett! Oh yes! | undansl now." She
stopped in front of the Countess, who was looksd ahe had more
to say. "What is it, Lady Ambourne? Why do you Idikle that?"

"There are rumours that the circumstances of Taag-Shard's death
were not as reported." Serena turned away, buvdiee with its
charming French accent continued relentlessly. "&®u®ays that
the young man killed himself. No one seems to ki, however."

Serena remained silent.

The Countess appeared to be choosing her wordtulbaras she
said, "You came to me for help and advice, Miss/&al | would not
normally press you to reveal anything you do nathybut it seems to
me that the cause of Lord Wintersett's enmity rhesh his brother's
death. You have already confided a great deal of gtory. Do you
feel able to tell me anything more? | think | haneneed to assure
you of my discretion."



Serena thought for a moment. "I cannot discuss Tatay- nard's
death, Lady Ambourne—not even with you," she skdly. "But if

it will not weary you, | will tell you something dihe events which led
up to it. They might well go towards explaining dowintersett's
enmity, for they reflect little credit on the Caftee Though | should
have thought it would be directed rather towardsfamgily than to

me..."

"My memory is very accommodating. | shall remembely what |
need to know in order to help you. | should beexily surprised if
there is anything to your detriment in the story."

"There is one aspect of which | am ashamed. Bt tell you, all the
same."

The Countess sent for some tea and told Purkisshleavas not to be
disturbed for an hour. Serena was soon launchedti unhappy
story of the Stannards' visit to St. Just.

"My father had heard through a Cambridge friend Treany Stannard
wished to study tropical plants, so he invited$tennards to St. Just,
and offered them the hospitality of Anse Chatdllehy Stannard was
newly married when he came to stay. His wife, Ammwas quite
young and very pretty—I think she was Irish—andfiedt they
seemed to be devoted to each other. But after ke whe started to
complain—she didn't like the heat, she didn't tike insects, she was
afraid of what the sun would do to her complexibmasn't what she
had been used to, | suppose. Perhaps even marasitt what she
had looked for in marrying Tony Stannard. | gatddiet the family
was quite rich, and she had hoped to play a leawiegn society."

"It was natural, | suppose. A young girl, prettygmied to a rich man.
Surely she could reasonably expect a fashiondel®'li



Serena shook her head. "l was still quite yourthatime, but even |
could see that the study of plants was Tony's Hie.was a brilliant
botanist, you know. It was obvious that the fashlma world was not
for him. But Alanna Stannard was not really atrgirested in Tony's
work, and she soon gave up accompanying Tony oaxXpeditions
into the rain forest. | must confess | was secrgiiyl."

"Why?" asked the Countess, opening her eyes witfbat had it to
do with you?"

"l used to guide Tony on his expeditions. | knew ifland better than
anyone. If Mrs. Stannard came with us we were emtist having to
stop—to rest, to help her across a stream, to aleader path.,. And
we had to carry all sorts of extra supplies—creand lotions,
cushions and rugs, water, wine. We were alwaysnigato stop for
picnics. You can imagine how impatient a child wbgkt with all
this."

"So Alanna stayed at home?"

"Yes. She remained all day on the veranda, feefingloubt, that she
was being treated very ill. You will observe," s&@drena with an
apologetic smile, "that | was not particularly foofthe lady."

"l had noticed," said the Countess with a smileut"&Il me—now
that you are older and have more understandingpdmot feel some
sympathy for her?"

Serena thought for a moment, then said, "I dontdwknWhat
happened afterwards makes it impossible to judge."

"Pray continue."

"First | need to digress a little, to give you sdmaekground. What do
you know of the West Indian islands, Lady Amboutne?



"Not very much. St. Just is one of the smaller prsathat correct? As
you know, Henry Pendomer is a second or third enpasEdward's,
so all my knowledge comes from him. He's the Goweat St. Just.
But doesn't he look after some other islands akivel

"Yes. Sir Henry governs a number of the smalleandk together.
Intact, he only spends about four months a ye&todust."

"And?"

"Thirteen years ago, when the Stannards came o ataAnse
Chatelet, my father was still strong and activee Talverts have
lived on St. Just since the days before there waswernor there at
all, and until very recently they have always relgarthe island and
its people more or less as their own. The islanttmked on my
father as a sort of uncrowned king, and my.. .niyyother Richard
regarded himself as the Crown Prince." Serena wds§ this more
difficult than she had thought, but the steady, ggtinetic gaze of the
Countess encouraged her to carry on. "We all ldwedhard. We
were dazzled by him. | was his shadow, his slalveays trying to
ride as well as Richard, to shoot as well as Rathar had no other
friend, wanted no other companion." She sighed. s always
causing trouble, yet he would charm his way out alf. He had such
an infectious smile—you would find yourself laughiwhen a
minute before you had sworn you would never spedkirh again.
And women... they were fascinated by him. It'siclifit to explain..."

"You have no need. | have met someone quite like Berena."

Serena looked doubtful, but carried on. "It ruihéd. The adulation,
the feeling that he could do any thing... any thenall, the lack of
any restraint... | think that if he had had to ggte for what he had, if
there had been a war he could have fought in, seche believed in,
he might have been saved. But there wasn't. Andlyirhe was
overtaken by his demons... Even my father rejelstiedn the end..."



Her voice faded and she paused. Then she squarstidwdders and
said in a clearer voice, "l was telling you abdg Stannards. About
Alanna Stannard. A pretty, new face on St. Justjuststhe sort of
challenge Richard enjoyed. He was never satisfietl he had
conquered, and Alanna Stannard was instantly aecbbf desire."

"And she...?"

"l think you must know the answer to that, Lady Asame. Mrs.

Stannard was lonely, bored, and feeling resentbwatds her

husband for his neglect of her. She spent longsalane. Whenever
Richard set out to charm anyone he was irresistibl¢éhis case the
end was inevitable, | suppose.”

"Was there no one to stop them, to talk to Alanna?"

"No one. The Pendomers had just left St. JustHeir ttour of the
other islands. By the time they returned it wasadr."

"And no one else? What about your father?"

"Until the final, dreadful end, my father could eesee any wrong in
Richard. And | was a child—I didn't even realiseatvtvas going on
until father told me later, when he thought | ws enough. Apart
from that, | was out most of the time with Tony8tard. | knew the
island and its inhabitants so well, you see. | knehere the
interesting plants were."

"Poor Alanna!"

"Why do you say that? Alanna at least returnedeatty England.
Richard and Tony are both dead."

"But Alanna's baby was born prematurely, and thi&l gk still an
invalid even now. Alanna never sought the gaietlyadon life, but



has lived in retirement in Surrey, looking after &en, ever since she
returned. But you say your brother Richard died?to

"He fell two hundred feet from a cliff path near #enChatelet. We
found his body the next day on the rocks belowreBa shut her eyes
and when she opened them again they were fullgiiiah. "I blame
myself for his death,” she said in a whisper.

The Countess put a sympathetic hand out and wawed $poken, but
Serena continued, "Did you...did you say that Atammad a child,
Lady Ambourne? After she came back from the island?

"Of course. He is Wintersett's heir."

"But—" Serena stopped abruptly. "No. No matter.& §ot up again
and looked out at the gardens. Then she addedyitiewish | had

never come to England! If it were not for Lucy | wd return to the
West Indies tomorrow!"

"Come, come, this is no way to talk!" The Countiessher back to
the sofa. "We have now accounted for Lord Winteett's
unfriendliness. It is, | suppose, natural thathh®utd dislike the name
of Calvert, but | think | can talk him into a mamasonable frame of
mind. He might even call later this afternoon."

Serena said slowly, "I am not sure we have quiteaated for it.
What he called me was specific, not a slur on myilfaas a whole."

"Then he must explain himself,” said the Counte&kly. "Unless...
No, he is surely not such a fool! Can he believén@gs you.. .er..
.consoled Tony for his wife's disloyalty? You wevih him a great
deal, were you not? No, no! It is too absurd!"-*

“Indeed it is, | think—even for him! | was fourtegmears old—a
child! Probably even younger than most girls ot thge. | regarded
Tony simply as a wonderful source of knowledge—afomarvels.



He was a born teacher, and | was thirsty for angthie could tell me
about the plants and trees of my own home."

"Of course, of course. There must be another eafitzm"



CHAPTEREIGHT

WHILE SERENA'S conversation with Lady Ambourne was taking plac
Lord Wintersett was making his. way to Rotherfiditbuse in
response to an invitation from the Countess. He &atled in
London two days before and had found Lady Ambosrmste,
together with a letter from Bradpole requestingisterview. The
lawyer had arrived the next day with a folder otulments and the
news that the substitute manager on Anse Chateldt ihdeed
defaulted on the payments, and that the agent nmba8las had
foreclosed as ordered. "I have the documents fiaey only require
your lordship's signature." He spread some legpeaout on the
table. "Er... Norret, the manager, has pleadedhbatvas unaware
how important it was to get the quarterly paymarin the exact day,
and further, that unfavourable winds and tropitairas delayed his
journey to Barbados. He is supported in his pleadrgl Pendomer,
the Governor of St. Just. | am aware that | riskryanger in saying
this, Lord Wintersett, but | will say it just thame. It can do you no
credit to foreclose on what is in effect a techliigal hope you will
consider changing your instructions to the agemd, r@storing Anse
Chatelet to its former owners." He waited, but Jameas deep in
thought. The lawyer sighed and continued, "HoweNgQu remain
obdurate, the documents are here."

James was in a quandary. For years he had sousgdgsion of Anse
Chatelet with the sole aim of evicting the Cal-tgeilhe estate was
now his, if he insisted—but he could not quite grimmself to let the
axe fall. He thanked Bradpole brusquely for his sieand told him to
come back in a week for his decision. Bradpolet® favhich had
been very serious, lightened when he receivedrtisation that his
client might be reconsidering his course of action.

James was still pondering this question as he nmaslevay to
Rotherfield House. But as he drew nearer to ArbngStreet he
began to speculate on the reason for Lady Ambauiingitation.



Ned, he knew, was still in France, so it was naohézt him. Strange!
He was however very willing to visit the Dowagerudtess, for he
had always found her a sympathetic and amusingé®site arrived
promptly at the appointed hour and was receiveBunkiss.

It was at this point that Purkiss, the Am bournelslerly and
experienced butler, made his worst mistake inialyybars of service.
The lapse occurred when the visitor presented hiraséhe door of
Rotherfield House, gave Purkiss his hat and cane,said easily,
"You needn't bother to announce me, Purkiss. Ig/lAatdbourne in
the garden-room? Right, I'll go through."

Normally the butler would have frozen such inforityabn the spot,
but Lord Wintersett had been a familiar figure e thouse since he
had first arrived in an Eton jacket many years keféurkiss also
knew that her ladyship was expecting him, and shat wished her
two visitors to meet. It was true that she had tb&lbutler when he
had taken refreshments in earlier that she wasorime disturbed for
an hour, but that had been almost an hour and fabe&re. So
Purkiss allowed Lord Wintersett to carry on, withdust making
sure that her ladyship was ready for him...

JAMES STRODE confidently through the state rooms, but went mo
slowly as he drew nearer to the garden room. Hedchear
voices—the Countess had a visitor, it seemed. ldppsd short,
astounded, when he realised that the voice was&sraVhat was
the Countess up to? She had been in London for soreenow—she
must know something of the situation between Seagrthhimself!
Was she trying to effect some sort of reconciliatigerhaps because
of Ned's position in this? Was that why he had beeied?

Then he heard Serena say, "It's true that | purJoey Stannard
relentlessly. All over the island.” There was alenm Serena's voice.



"l suppose | had a bad attack of hero worship!iist he didn't take
much notice of me. | was just an importunate chalshuisance! But
then, as time went on, he learned to tolerate mypamy and even to
enjoy it! In the end we became surprisingly cldsink you could
even say that | loved him, after a fashion.”

James's first impulse was to turn on his heel amdkesback the way
he had come. His second was to continue into theegaroom and
demand to know why his brother was being discuddedvas on the
point of doing this when he stopped abruptly. Tlei@ess had just
asked "l suppose you were missing Richard's confyany

"l suppose it might have begun like that. But a& trme Tony seemed
as important to me as Richard."

"You haven't told me why you felt responsible fes death?"
James found himself holding his breath. What w@éddena say?

"It was what | said to him shortly before... befbeed... died. | was in
a rage—I've always had a hot temper and this timad in a fury. |
told him... | told him | despised him. That he'dltter dead." Her
voice dropped so that James had to lean forwanddo. "And he was
dead, very soon after that." There was a silenbenTSerena said
unevenly, "Why did | say such things to him?"

There was a rustle of silks, and Lady Ambournelsevavas soft as
she said, "But you were little more than a childiwiwere you to
know that your words would have such a catastroptfiexct?"

"He no longer saw me as a child. What | said adi@¢tim mortally.
He had heard my father telling him he had no futurehe island or
anywhere else, and he looked to me, sure that ldvaamfort him.
We had been so close! But suddenly | felt | hateddnd wanted him
to know it. It is my belief that my rejection ofrhithat night caused
his death."



"My dear! How can you blame yourself? You surelg dot really
wish him dead!"

"Lady Ambourne, please do not misunderstand megietted his
death and still regret it... the Calverts do neins¢o have had a happy
hour since that dreadful time. But even now | cdrigel that there
was any other way out for him. | only wish thatldmever uttered the
words which drove him to it. | think they will benony conscience
forever!"

James turned and went back the way he had comen Wheeached
the entrance hall he gave Purkiss a message teeddb Lady
Ambourne, something about urgent business elsewhleeemessage
was confused, for his mind was on what he hadhesird. Sasha
Calvert was a self-confessed adulteress, a womanhald driven
Tony to his death, and whose chief regret wastthsithad made the
Calverts unhappy! That and her uneasy consciehe&d enough to
remove any doubt about Anse Chatelet—and moreldefsr Mr.
Bradpole that night.

ALANNA STANNARD sat in the window of the drawing room an
gazed out resentfully at the green lawns and flefled rose- beds
of Wintersett Court. The London season was nowsdieight. How
she would have loved to be part of that colourfuigale! For thirteen
weary years she had lived here in retirement, nalgay from any
kind of amusement. She had devoted her energleskimg after her
son, with only a half-witted mother-in-law for coampy and an
occasional visit from her formidable brother-in-laa enliven the
monotony. She sighed. At first it had been eagyijtfbad seemed a
suitable atonement for her sins. Then she had gkissontented.
She still was, but now she was feeling more nerwatis every day
that passed.



For years she had lived with the lies she haddbleer sojourn on St.
Just, and, though she had never been really happyhad at least felt
secure. Her word had never been doubted by hermhdsbfamily.
Not only were the West Indies thousands of mileayawfar enough
to discourage casual communication—but it had lie#me interests
of both families to hide the truth as each had sedrhe Stannards
had believed they were protecting Tony's memorgnftbe shame of
betraying his pregnant wife, and the Calverts hatagbly wished to
protect their own family from the scandal of Ridltiarseduction of a
guest. The facts surrounding Tony's death had fibrerdoeen well
concealed by both families. All this had workedManna's benefit,

But now, with the advent of Sasha Calvert in Londdanna's world
was suddenly threatened. She was living on a pgoeciShe had done
her best to prevent any meeting between James renCalvert
woman, but her efforts had filed. James had cldagln talking to
her in London, and had recently shown signs of ddwdal even come
down to Wintersett Court to question Alanna furti#ery day now he
might ask Sasha Calvert directly about the evemtStoJust thirteen
years before, and what would happen then? Alaniftadim her seat
uneasily. Surely he would take the word of his @mter-in-law, the
mother of his heir, against that of a Calvert? Qfrse he would!

Alanna got up, fetched her hat and parasol, and wetside. But
though the sun was warm, she shivered. What if Sahaa't take his
sister-in-law's word? Her old friend from Irelarinelia Banagher,
had told her how well society regarded Serena @alas she now
called herself, in spite of James's efforts toréidit her. Amelia, who
had not enjoyed the deMcle with the necklace, Had ainted that
James was more impressed than he admitted. Howd shgm were!
These small tricks with necklaces and suchlike waseless!
Something outstanding was needed, something tdSasha Calvert
once and for all'! Then no one would believe heratetier she said,
and she would go back to her West Indian islandl@nébrgotten!
Alanna already had a half-formed plan in her héagquired a little



more thought, for failure would be disastrous, téah she would see
what could be done. But she would need help... Adathecided to
write to Amelia.

WHILE ALANNA Stannard was plotting to do mischief to Seren
Serena herself was doing her best to promote Luctgsests. She
had never before put into words her feeling of astgand guilt about
her brother's death. Now, though Lord Winterselittike was still
only half explained, she felt better for having urdened herself to
the sympathetic ear of the Countess, and felt réagyut her own
problems aside for a while and concentrate on Ludichael
Warnham had become most particular in his attestiand Serena
was taking pains to get to know him. He was celgaam eligible
candidate—twenty-three, heir to a barony, and tet@ inherit a
large share of his grandmother's considerable Hertisabella, his
sister, was Lucy's great friend, and the Warnhapmgseared to
approve of a possible match. Serena found him aleasnd amusing,
but she was not yet certain that he had enoughgthref character to
retain the respect of her high- spirited niecbelhad not, it would be
a sure recipe for an unhappy marriage. So for theemt Serena was
keeping an open mind. Lucy seemed to find mucldtaiie in Mr.
Warnham, and Serena was amused to see how wikingibce was
to defer to his judgement. There might be morehts young man
than she had thought!

Her efforts on Lucy's behalf had led her into atieg more balls,
concerts and assemblies than she would otherwisewighed. She
had always intended to keep in the background,ingatady

Warnham and Mrs. Galveston to chaperon the tws.dgsuit in order
to meet Michael Warnham, to observe him in compaitly Lucy,

she had to take an active part in society. Sheamase that Lord
Wintersett's eyes were frequently turned on henetiones brooding,
sometimes with an unaccountable gleam of satisiadbiut she never



allowed herself to be put off. Serena was proviagbé a minor
success.

One evening, at a reception given by the Frenchassédor, Serena
was delighted to see the Countess of Ambourne appiog. The
Countess was accompanied by an extremely hands@anenmis
thirties, dark-haired and grey-eyed.

"Ah, Serena!" she cried. "I have such a pleasargrse for you! |
wish you to meet my son Edward."

Lord Ambourne smiled quizzically as he bowed. "Mgther has her
own quaint way of putting things, Miss Calvert. Yowst forgive
her. The pleasant surprise is mine, | assure you!"

Serena laughed and curtseyed. "Lord Ambourne, lldvéargive
your mother anything. She has been so kind to meye@a$fiave, too.
| find your house in Dover Street delightful."

"The house belongs to my wife. | am pleased yoeliliK
"Then | must thank her. Is she with you?"

"She is in London, but not with us tonight. She adstle tired after
the journey."

"I am sure Perdita would wish to meet you as so®rpassible,
Serena. | shall arrange it," said the Countesst 'ave you yet
spoken to the Ambassador? Come, let me take yloimte-he will be
intrigued to meet someone from the West Indieshbie estates on
Martinique, you know."

"Ma'am,"” protested Serena. "His Excellency surels hmore
important people to speak to tonight?"



"That shows you do not know him! Now me, | havewndim since

we were children, and | assure you he will alway®ttime to talk to
a beautiful woman." The two ladies, escorted bydLAmbourne,

made their way through the crowded rooms into tihebAssador's
presence. His Excellency received the Countess withs of

pleasure, and they talked rapidly in French foesavminutes. Then
he turned to Lord Ambourne and asked most kindigrdfis family

and his estate in Normandy. Finally he turned toes who was
amused to find that the Countess could performroiggly correct
introductions when she chose.

"Miss Calvert," said the Ambassador, "l am enchédnteit too much
to hope that you will dance with me? We could &ltlout Martinique
and St. Just."

Serena looked somewhat apprehensively at the Csmjnigho
nodded encouragingly. "I am honoured, Ambassadie' replied
with another curtsy.

The Ambassador proved to be an excellent danceraaramusing
companion. Serena was enjoying herself enormoukbnvhalfway

through the waltz an aide came up to him and sareeghing discreet.
The Ambassador pulled a face. "Miss Calvert, | asothte. Duty
spoils my pleasure. But do not worry, | shall leax in good

hands." He looked round to the gentleman who had Be&nding by
them. "Ah, yes! May | present the gentleman wholjesen described
to me as the best dancer in London, Miss Calveot®d Wintersett!

You are more fortunate than you deserve, milor'ithvel smile and a
graceful bow the Ambassador was gone. Serena amesJaere left
facing one another on the edge of the floor.

James bowed. His face was cold. "Miss Calvert?"

"Please forgive me, Lord Wintersett," said Seregaally coldly. "It
was kind of the Ambassador to think | wanted taycan dancing.



But | find | am tired, and | must return to my coampons. They will
be looking for me—" She turned to go, but was fierdly.

"l think you do not understand, Miss Calvert. A uegt from an
ambassador is the equivalent of a royal command. nfost dance
with me, however repugnant the idea is—to eitharsof

They set off in silence. For a while they circlée room carefully,
avoiding anything but the slightest contact, buirag went- on they
each relaxed. They drew imperceptibly closer, J&mesnd more
firmly at Serena's waist, Serena’'s hand restingeraonfidently on

his shoulder. Serena shut her eyes. It was likdittstetime she had
danced with this man— the same strange mixturxatement and
certainty, the same feeling of wordless commurocatiVhat James
Stannard thought about her she could not begin uesgy But
whatever it was, it had no effect on what she, al®m, had come to
fed for him when they were in Surrey. It was asgbmg, but nothing
that had happened since had changed that. It seenhade become
part of the fabric of her being. Unwilling to camtie with this

melancholy train of thought, Serena opened her.ej@®es was
looking down at her with a bemused look in his egssf he, too, was
remembering their idyll.

Encouraged, Serena smiled, tentatively at firsentlas his gaze
softened she said hesitantly, "Our friend Williamialg the poet,
not Blake the boy from the hill—has words for thigiation, | think.

Will you listen?"

"What are they?" he said, still looking at her watlmile in his eyes.
She began, "'l was angry with my friend, | told wmath—"' But she
was interrupted before she could go any further.

"My wrath did end'?" The smile vanished. His fat®nged once
more to that of an implacable enemy. His hand @ajdpers cruelly as
he said softly, "I think not, Sasha! You do notagseso lightly, for all



your wiles! And recalling our relationship in happtimes will not
help you, either. You deserve no privilege of fdship."

"But whydo | not deserve it? Why will you not discuss ithame?"
In spite of herself her voice had risen.

"l suggest that you control yourself, Sasha Caluénless you wish
us to be the subject of yet more gossip? That weultdme better
than it would you, | believe."

The waltz came to an end, and the other dancetsdt® leave the
floor. Serena began to follow them, but then stdppaned to Lord
Wintersett and said with determinationwill have it out with you!
Here, if you will not find a more suitable place!"

He looked at her with a twisted smile on his favéhy is it that you
can rouse my admiration, even though | know youxfbat you are?
You are unique!" He took her arm and led her oéffloor. "Come!"
he said, and opening the door of a small salorshened her into it.
Serena just had time to see Lady Ambourne's trdupéeze before
Lord Wintersett shut the door. "Now?"

Serena turned and faced him steadily. "Lord Wimterd will not

refer again to our 'relationship in happier tim@#at period of my
life shall be forgotten. | claim no ‘privilege ofridndship,'
either—indeed, when we first met in London, and lgebhaved so...in
such an ungentlemanly manner, | believed that myaweur in

Surrey had given you a disgust of me. | could remoant for the
sudden change in your conduct towards me in angrotlay! But

there must be more to it. This antipathy, no, imsch more than
that—this personal animosity puzzles and distresses| cannot
account for it. | wish you to tell me its cause!"

"Bravely said! If a little disingenuous. You alrgakhow why."

"You hold the Calverts responsible for your brotheeath?"



"The other Calverts are all dead themselves. | lgoldresponsible,
you alone, Miss Calvert."

"But this is prejudiced nonsense! | loved Tony!evaer meant him
any harm!" When he turned away from her with anresgpion of
disgust, she cried desperately, "Help me to unaedstThey call you
a just man—nhard, but just. Why are you going tohslengths to
punishme?"

"You do not yet know to what lengths | am prepat@edjo, Sasha
Calvert!" The expression in his eyes as he turrzat bo face her was
so malevolent that she took a step back.

"You hate me!" she whispered. "l believe you re&lgte me. Oh,
God! How could | be so deceived? To think | oncagmed | could
actually love you!"

"Love! | would sooner be loved by a loathsome toafhat could you
possibly know about love? I've heard you talk & kind of love you
offer! A love that tells a desperate man that ldespised! A love that
drives a man to his death!"

For a moment Serena was taken aback. The wordssedsamiliar.

Then it came to her. "You were there! At Rothediélouse. You
must have been eavesdropping! Eavesdropping onomyecsation
with Lady Ambourne. How dare you?" Serena was li@shg her

tempo. The thought that this man had listened unseerthéo
confession of her deepest, most painful feelingsutber brother's
death outraged her.

She lost, control altogether when she heard him "Sglyis moral
stance sits ill on a harlot, Sasha!"

Something inside Serena exploded and she slappedWmtersett
with the full force of her arm behind the blow. Hetantly grabbed
her to him and kissed her hard. She tried to scréammhe held her



mouth to his, so that she could hardly breathe siitaggles to escape
were futile, for his arms trapped her in an iroagg. She felt sick.
This kiss was worse, much worse than the first as#ion the hill,
for though that had lacked any respect, this hadtm® slightest
element of more tender feelings in it. Anger, airgefor revenge, a
primitive lust, but no regard for her, not the Bbgst hint of any
feeling for her as a person. When he finally redeaser she was so
dizzy that she was unable to stand, and he hadltbher again to
save her from falling. She stood rigidly, staringham in horror,
unable to hide her fear and revulsion. His face wiaige to the lips, a
dazed look in his eyes.

"l...l...1 don't know what to say, Serena. | d&nvw what came over
me..."

She managed at last to move away from him, to veatke door like
a sleepwalker.

"Serenal!" She stopped, but did not turn round. éB&y it was never
my intention to attack you in that barbaric manham sorry, deeply
sorry."

"I believe you," Serena said harshly. "You wouldhex kiss a
loathsome toad, you said. But you k... kissed rsé tloe same. Do
you think that saying you are sorry can wipe itrfrommy memory?"
She put her hand on the doorknob.

He continued desperately, "If you go out of thennamow, looking as
you do, the whole of London will be scandalised."

Serena turned round then and looked at him irdgicdDo you not
think London should be scandalised at the punaslid.ord
Wintersett behaving like a savage, a wild beast?"

"I am ashamed of my behaviour, Serena. | deserue soorn and
theirs. But even you must agree that | was provoRedyou not think



London would be equally scandalised at Miss Calusitig her fists
like an untamed gipsy? No, wait! | am not concerfegdmyself in
this instance. It is you | wish to spare. Wait arskwhile, please. Give
yourself time to recover. You cannot wish to arotise sort of
comment | am sure would otherwise follow."

She looked at him incredulously. He meant it! "Wéiag you at now,
Lord Wintersett? | was under the impression that tas precisely
what you wanted!"

"Not in this instance. This was no part of my plan.| do not know
what came over me. | will say once again that ptleeegret what |
did, and ask you to forgive me—"

He stopped as Lord Ambourne and his mother canoetlra room,
leaving the door open. The Countess went quickBr @ a door in
the wall on the right and unlocked it. A maid eaterThen Lady
Ambourne took Serena by the hand, and said inghtbli raised
voice, "Gracious, Serena, you look ill, child. Hdwoughtful of Lord
Wintersett to bring you in here when you felt fainhkm sure Marie
was a help until | managed to come. | am only sdingt Lord
Wintersett's message did not reach me sooner.d imdermed Mrs.
Galveston that | will take you home, and she wdlyswith Lucy and
her friends. Thank you, Marie, you may help Misdv€d to her
feet." She whispered, "Forgive the French farcegis® It's the best |
can do to prevent scandal. You have been closetdd word
Wintersett for some minutes, and the tongues aigging outside.
We need not tell them that Marie has only justvaxi I've told her to
swear she was here all the time."

Lord Ambourne was giving his friend a long, strdiffok. As the
little party made its way to Lady Ambourne's cagade said coolly,
"Shall you be at home tomorrow evening, James? IMaif on you?
| think we have things to discuss."



THE NEXT DAY was sunny, but there was a cool breeze whichtlsent
remaining blossom on the trees in Green Park wigifaver into the
garden of Rotherfield House. The Ambourne familyavsitting in
the garden room. The window doors were wide opdettm the air,
while those sitting on the pretty sofas and chagge protected from
the wind. The younger Lady Ambourne was laughinginip her
husband's face as he spread a shawl over her knees.

"Stop, Edward!" she protested. "I am not cold, mothe slightest.
Nor am | any longer tired! There is no reason atheahy | should
not visit Miss Calvert as soon as | am respectdibdgsed! | wish to
meet her!"

Serena heard this as she followed Purkiss throutitetgarden-room
and she thought what an attractive picture they emddord
Ambourne's dark head was bent over the sofa onhwiigcwife was
lying, and she was stretching her hand out towdmis. The
expression on his face belied his next words.

"Perdita, | am already angry with you for comingwstairs while |
was out! Dr. Parker expressly forbade it."

"Pooh! You are tyrants, you and Dr. Parker bothl, iawill do neither
of you any good to be pandered to. Do you not advieena?"

"Yes, but you know Edward will have his way, PeadExcept..."
"l knew it! What are you plotting?"

"I believe my plot is already here. The mountairs lmmme to
Mahomet," said the Dowager Countess, rising witiaad stretched
out in welcome to Serena. She dismissed Purkids avihod and
brought Serena forward to her daughter-in-law'shou



"My mother surpasses herself. The metaphor is vt @pt yet for
Perdita. But now you may have the pleasant surpfiseeeting my
wife, Miss Calvert," said the Earl with a grin. 8ea looked down at
a woman of about her own age with eyes of the datkee she had
ever seen. The younger Lady Ambourne was as bebasifher lord
was handsome, and together they made a strikingedt was easy
to see the reason for the Earl's concern, for Laohpbourne was
clearly in what was usually called an interestingdition.

"Surprise? What do you mean, Edward? The surprise—the
pleasure—are mine, Miss Calvert," said Lady Ambeuadding as
her husband gave a laugh and even Serena smilédt'iVave | said?
Why are they laughing, Mama?" When they explairgt said,
"Well the thought may not have been original, lsuhone the less
true. Welcome, Miss Calvert. As you see, | find trifle difficult to
get up at the moment—"

"You will not attempt to do so, Perdita," said tharl firmly, and
when she looked rebellious he smiled and addedaser?"

"Then, Miss Calvert, you must sit down next to me amuse me,"
said Lady Ambourne. "You see how | am beset witepdées and
conspirators. Now, | have a hundred things to ask ¥ ou must tell
me what you think of London, you must tell me albidigs Lucy and
her debut—I hear that Michael Warnham is growingthparticular
in his attentions, by the way—and you must tell am®ut Lady
Pendomer and her family."

The Dowager Countess left them together, and Lontbdurne soon
excused himself too. Serena spent a very pleas#ridur at the end
of which she could see that Lady Am- bourne, iriespf her brave
words to the contrary, was getting tired. She tosgo.

"l hope you will come again, soon," said Lady Ambwa "We are
not here in London for long. Edward has some affairLondon to



see to, but we shall return to Ambourne as sodredsas finished. |
miss my children, and, though | wouldn't say sdthward, | must
own that | find London tiring. But | should like yaao come again
before |1 go."

"You are very kind, Lady Ambourne. And so is LadgnBourne ...
er... the Countess... | mean your mother-in-law."

"Confusing, is it not. Well, the Ambournes do nt@rgl on ceremony
when it is inconvenient to do so. | think you haettér call me
Perdita. | notice Mama calls you Serena, and | ggepto do the
same. We may not have known each other in persomfyg long, but
Lady Pendomer's letters have made me feel youra@dafriend.
Bring Lucy with you when you next come. | shoukekliher to talk to
me about young Mr. Warnham, if she will. | am gtacear you say
that you quite like his grandmother. | enjoy Mralgston myself,
but there are many who find her a tartar! Good®grena!"

Lord Ambourne appeared as Purkiss was usheringn&éneough the
state-rooms. "May | speak to you, Miss Calvert?"

They went through to a study. Here the Earl gavelsmall glass of
wine and saw her comfortably seated.

"l hope you will not consider me impertinent, buarh curious to
know a little more of what happened last night. yoo wish me to
take the matter up with Lord Wintersett?"

Serena grew pale. "l...I think it is better forgoitt Lord Ambourne.
No harm came of it, | think, and...and..." Onceiagde had this
curious inability to say Lord Wintersett's nameh&lgentleman had
already apologised to me before you came in."

"For what?"



Serena pulled herself together. She raised her dhis kind of you
to concern yourself, Lord Ambourne, but | considlee matter
settled. Lord...Lord W...Wintersett embarrassedbog,though | am
ashamed to admit it, | had provoked him."

"You are sure that you are satisfied?"
"Yes. Quite sure."

"I must confess | am relieved to hear you say ames is an old
friend of mine, and | am not anxious to pick a gelwith him."

"Oh, you must not think of it!" Serena cried. Thefter a pause she
said, "Lord Ambourne, you say you are old friendgas he ever
spoken to you about his brother?"

"Tony? Not a great deal. | never really knew hire.whs younger, of
course, and rather a quiet person. James usedkta fat about

Tony's work—he was very proud of it. Tony was alfeanaking a

name for himself even before he left Cambridge, \aadll thought

he was sure to go into academic life. He was ab&é monk at

Cambridge and his marriage took everyone by su@pdiames most
of all, I'd say. Why do you ask?"

"What was... your friend's reaction to his brothetéath? Was he
unbalanced by it?"

"What an odd question!" Lord Ambourne stared at bet though
Serena grew pink she said nothing. He shruggedhusiders and
went on, "He was certainly not unbalanced by\ve hever met any
man saner than James Stannard. But it did haveagseffect on
him, and he never mentioned Tony afterwards." Héhsaking for a
moment. "l suppose he became more... inaccestiaegh he was
always a bit cool, especially to anyone he didntivi. They called
him Frosty Jack at Eton, you know. He was nevdo sne—we have
been very good friends for years." He eyed heroasty. "Why are



you asking me all this? Is there more to Tony Saatis death than
the world knows? Did he in fact die of a fever?i©it true that he
committed suicide?"

"l... I cannot tell you that. | was a child at tivee." She began pulling
on her gloves, and they both rose. Then almostlumarily she
added forlornly, "He blames the Calverts for it, @hd | suppose
there's some justification for that. But | findsttange that he blames
me in particular. | really don't know why."

"Are you asking me to find out, Miss Calvert?"

Serena's thoughts raced. The idea was a temptiagbon the two
men had been friends for many years. What if thandiship was
destroyed because of her? Lord Wintersett's apotbgyevening

before had seemed sincere—she doubted he woulchptteore

tricks. Also, the season was more than half ovst, laucy was now
so well established in society that Serena couddaeably take the
less prominent role that she had always wishechérself. If she

could avoid meeting Lord Wintersett for the shorte left he would

forget her. Quite soon she would leave Englanetiorn to the West
Indies, and after that it was most unlikely thatythvould ever meet
again. No, the mystery was better left alone.

She sighed and said, "Thank you again, Lord Amb®au¥ou are
very kind. But | think not. Instead, | shall try &void meeting your
friend. Goodbye."

THAT EVENING over dinner Lord Ambourne asked his ladies wh
they thought of Serena Calvert.

"She's a lovely woman, Edward. Not altogether endbual manner...
but those eyes! They are quite extraordinary—suckear golden
amber."



"I would like an opinion on her character, Perdat, her appearance.
| can see her beauty for myself, and | agree with. \She is not
completely to my taste—my preference is for sagg#hias you are no
doubt aware—but very lovely."

"She is unhappy, | think. Her face is sad in repose

"That is hardly surprising!" said the Dowager Casst "Serena's
family history is far from being a happy one. Ssquite alone in the
world except for Lucy. And she has worked like aja@n to keep the
family estate going. Alicia Pendom- er's lettergehbeen so ecstatic
on the subject of Serena's dedication to duty dherdooring things
that | was not at all looking forward to meetingr.hBut she is
absolutely charming. | am quite baffled by Jamesanfard's
behaviour—and very disappointed in him."

"How can we judge, Mama? We hardly know anythintghefmatter.
You tell me Serena Calvert is charming, but whater&as that? She
may even have been hardworking—but is she honest?"

Both ladies were quite clear on this point, andemacensed that
Edward should think it necessary to ask.

After Perdita had gone to bed the Countess sougihher son. "
don't want to worry Perdita with this matter, Eddjasut | heard you
tell James last night that you would like to sa®.hi

"Yes, | thought | would go in a few moments."

"You wish to speak with him about his behaviowsyppose? Are you
and James about to fall out over this matter?"

"You may rest your mind, Mama. Miss Calvert hasl ¢hat she has
no wish for me to take the matter further, so | mat about to
challenge him, thank goodness. I'm glad she's ssilde. | cannot
say | understand James's behaviour, but | showldstt to lose his



friendship over it. However, | think | would likerh to be aware that
Miss Calvert is a friend of the Pendomers and ddlexh to some
protection from me. | shall do it tactfully, so yoged not look so
worried. Do you know more than you have said atioeitaffair?"

The Countess then related as much as she thowghosld about the
Stannards on St. Just. It wasn't easy. She haah diee word to
Serena, so much of the story remained untold.



CHAPTER NINE

JAMES WAS NOT looking forward to this forthcoming meeting, any
more than Lord Ambourne. He was not so rich imidiethat he could
afford to lose one, and Ned and his family had bgeod friends
indeed. During the dark days of his schooldays,wi@hing James
did ever pleased his father, when his mother tdedien with
indifference, and Wintersett Court was like a pniso him, a visit to
Arlington Street or Ambourne had been like commig light. Damn
Sasha Calvert! Wherever he looked she was thersirogang
everything he had ever valued.

When Lord Ambourne was announced the two men gieebe
another cautiously, like fencers. But, to Jamestwmshment, it
gradually became clear to him that Ned was noethechallenge or
condemn. Unlikely though it was, Serena seemedmdiave told
Ned what had actually happened. It had been obvimusight before
that his friend was willing to take on the rolepobtector, but Serena
had apparently not desired him to do so. With & sigrelief James
produced a bottle of wine, and the two men sat dtmvehat more
easily. One bottle led to another, until the casdiere guttering in
their sockets and the fire was almost dead. Needashy, “"Whatdid
you do to Serena Calvert, old fellow?"

"She didn't tell you?"

"No, she said you'd apologised and that she hadbkeal you, and
that she wished the matter to be forgotten. I'é givot to know what
you did, though. It's my belief that Serena Cal®ta cool enough
character, but she was certainly in a flutter faght."

"l kissed her," said James abruptly. "And you'r@ng about her
being cool. She has a fiendish temper." He fingérsgaw.



"Well," said Edward, with a large gesture whichragéd how much
wine the two friends had consumed. "Well, the ladiien make a
fuss about a kiss, but it can be a pleasant expritor all that. No
harm done. She said so."

"She said it had been a pleasant experience?tl lokliéve it."
"Not that, no. But she said no harm had been done."

"l wish | could believe that was true. | frightenleer, Ned. And I'm
ashamed of myself." He burst out, "That woman set@niising out
the worst in me. Sasha, | mean. Not Serena. N&Ga@na." He filled
his glass and drank deep.

"You're foxed, James! Who's this Sasha woman?"
"She killed my brother."

Edward sat up, reached for the bottle and pourexsoore wine into
James's glass and some for himself. "You're wrdagnes, old
fellow. Your brother killed himself, unless I'm nmumistaken."

"Who told you that?"
"Never mind. He did, didn't he?"

"Yes. Yes!" James got up and stood by the firekikig it with his
boot. "Butwhydid he? You cannot imagine what it's like to hwih
that question, Ned. | don't suppose we shall ememkthe answer
now. | try to forget—I even succeed for a whilegdéinen | go back to
Surrey and see my mother and Tony's boy, and th&tign returns to
plague me, together with the sense of waste, ther waste! You
know what he was like, curse it! Why did he havkilichimself over
a confounded woman?" James turned away from theifid roamed
restlessly about the room. "He had his work—thevé€rés couldn't
have kept him out of it for long! God knows, thentérsetts are a



match for any damned colonials. And for Tony—Tonly ail
people—to do that to my mother... The devil také\ihy?"

"What makes you so sure that he killed himself cwevoman?"
asked Edward carefully.

"What else could it possibly be? Anyway, | haveqgird've even
heard her admit it. Oh, for God's sake, let's ladVelames looked
moodily down at his glass and drank again.

Edward said slowly, "Il tell you something yought like to think
over, James. A while back | almost made the biggestake of my
life, just because | was too blind to see the truttould have lost
Perdita because of it. Mind you don't fall into #aane trap. Now tell
me exactly what it is that you have against Sefemlgert?"

James stared at Edward and then he started laudjeipdessly.
"Nothing at all, Ned, nothing at all'* Then he dpga down on his
knees beside Edward, and whispered solemnly, "Bish&—now
that's another question. Oh, what a surprise | Haveher!" He
slipped slowly down the side of the chair to lieaiheap on the floor.

Edward saw with regret that nothing more could befgpm James
that night. He called that gentleman's valet, aatked, somewhat
unsteadily, back to Arlington Street.

The next morning Edward took one look at Perditeia face, called
Dr. Parker, ascertained that his wife would be ébleithstand the
relatively short journey to Ambourne if it was take easy stages,
and declared that he and his wife would leave Larttlat afternoon.
The Dowager regretted their departure, but agreddher son. Her
daughter-in-law smiled ruefully, wrote numerous esptincluding

one to Serena, and then lay back thankfully indhaise and was
carried away.



Thus it was that Lord Ambourne was unable to putBaanysterious
question of Sasha Calvert and the surprise in dmreher. His
overriding concern for his wife caused all suchutfits to vanish
from his mind.

THE FOLLOWING DAY James sat for most of the morning gazin
moodily into space. The meeting with Ned had gositeb than he
had hoped. James was aware that, had she wishhedaS®uld have
caused a rift between Ned and himself which wouddehbeen
difficult to heal. If Ned had heard the whole stoo§ James's
behaviour at the French Ambassador's receptionduddvhave been
obliged to tackle his friend about it. But Sereaa Imot told him the
whole story. Why not? She had no reason to spaneslaHe had
insulted her, had attacked her, had even frighteeedHe frowned at
the memory of the look in her eyes when he had hefdafter that
shameful kiss. She was usually so dauntless, sitesbi-the golden
eyes did not often hold such a look of fear, he sua®. He got up
impatiently. Why was he worrying? For whatever oggshis
friendship with Ned had been preserved, and ifvaiht well Sasha
Calvert would soon be out of Anse Chatelet andabutis life. So
would Serena. The thought did not make him feellzatyer.

James was relieved when a visitor in the form of Btadpole came
to distract him from his gloomy thoughts. But thenthed lawyer
brought with him the papers which completed Lordni&fisett's
possession of Anse Chatelet. Neither gentleman piaiticularly

cordial. There was no comfortable chair for Mr. dvale, no glass of
Madeira, nor did the lawyer seem to wish it. Indtéee gave the
impression that he saw no cause for celebration.

"What do | do with these now?"



"The copies should be delivered to Miss CalvertdL@/intersett.
Does your lordship wish me to retain the originals?

"Of course. I'm not sure why you ask, Bradpole. Noi understand
why you have brought the copies here instead avet#hg them to
Miss Calvert. You have her address."

The lawyer said colourlessly, "I thought your Idrgls might wish,
even at this late stage, to reconsider your deti€i, alternatively,
you might wish to deliver them in person."

"What the devil do you mean by that?"

"The acquisition of the Calvert estate has beeobgect with you for
some time, Lord Wintersett. | believe the reasonh&wve been
personal rather than a matter of business. Buduf Yordship wishes
me to deliver the papers | will, of course, do so."

“Then do so, Bradpole," said Lord Wintersett curtiMow, if you
please—and damn your impudence!"

Mr. Bradpole bowed and went out. James threw hiinnstel a chair
and wondered why the devil he was feeling so owoofs. His head
was aching, but that could easily be accountedbyathe amount of
wine he had drunk the night before. He had had ¢xa1g before
now. It was not that. He smiled sourly. Bradpoleraregave up.
"Even at this late stage!" Perhaps he should lgpvared the lawyer's
implicit criticism and taken the papers round to/BxoStreet himself?
But truth to tell, he had been afraid. After therse at the French
Ambassador's he could well believe that Serenadvailise to see
him again. He got up and walked restlessly abowet thom,
reminding himself of the events on St. Just, hadivem like a shield
against the wave of desolation which swept over dtithis thought.
After a while he managed to subdue this ridiculteeding and sat
down again to consider the lawyer's visit.



Serena would soon have the papers about Anse €haielw would
she react to its loss? She would probably be dateta thought
which gave him surprisingly little pleasure. ThissvSasha's loss,
Sasha Calvert's loss, he reminded himself fiercelyit was no good.
Thoughts of Serena were filling his mind- regrettfee pain he was
causing her, a wish that it had not been neces@érst the devil was
wrong with him? This was the culmination of yeafganning and
waiting, and he should be feeling pleased that treey borne fruit,
not jaded and weary! The trouble was that he sedmbd living in
two worlds at once, neither of them happy. Helsata brooding for a
while and then decided that a good dose of frestvaild clear his
head and possibly raise his spirits. A ride inghek was called for.

On his return he found a note requesting him tbaraMiss Calvert

in Dover Street at his earliest convenience. He agignished at the
sudden feeling of elation. The reason for her refjoattered not at
all. What was important was that Serena was at peapared to face
him again!

SERENA WAS PACING uPand down in the drawing-room of the hous
in Dover Street. The fateful papers lay where s thrown them,
scattered over the table in the window. Lucy saleagyed and pale
on the sofa.

"What does it mean, Sasha? We've always lived aéAhatelet. It's
our home! He cannot take it from us! Can he?" Laibg' quivered as
she spoke, and Serena stopped her pacing to takeihuner arms
and attempt to comfort her.

"Don't cry, Lucy! Hush, my love! I'll get it backswear! Come, dry
your eyes. He might come at any moment, and we matsiet him

see any weakness. He's a no-good—" Here Sererthagstee island
patois which shocked Lucy out of tears and intglder.



"Sasha! Whatever would Lady Pendomer say?"

Serena grinned at her niece. "She wouldn't sayhamgtLucy. She
wouldn't know the words. I'm surprised you do!"

"l was brought up on the island, Sasha. You cdait with Joshua
and the others without learning some of the thithgy say. How |
miss Joshua and Betsy and the rest! Oh, Sashaganever going to
see Anse Chatelet again?"”

Lucy's mercurial spirits were descending once m&erena said
hastily, "Of course we are! But Lucy, if you mahgre in England,
St. Just would surely be less important to you tidras been till
now. You like it in England, don't you?"

"Oh, yes, | love it! In fact, I'd miss Isabella andnd the others even
more than | miss my friends on St. Just. It's hat t don't love the
people on Anse Chatelet, Sasha! | do, still! Bitts.different here.
Some of the people here are very important to 1f8eréna looked
quizzically at her niece, who blushed and addedhitik I'd miss
Isabella's brother most of all. He's... he's fohohe, too, | think. But
what would you do if he... if I... were to marry®érena saw that Lucy
was thinking for the first time what marriage ingtand would entail,
realising for the first time that it would mean {yag from her
beloved aunt. Lucy's face brightened. "I know, 8&8dhen | marry
we can live in England together!"

Serena smiled wryly. Now was not the time to pount that she had
no intention of living with her niece once Lucy waarried. From the
beginning Serena had made up her mind that shedwsmad Lucy
safely established, and then return to St. Jugpénd her energies on
Anse Chatelet. Now, it seemed, this consolationtow&® denied her.
But she would not give up without a fight!



One result of this conversation was that Lucy wale & face the
arrival of Lord Wintersett with composure. He camedressed in
impeccable linen under a dark green coat and ridregches tucked
into shining Hessians, his face impassive as ustmlgave a cool
bow. Serena greeted him in an equally businesti@on and said,
"You know my niece, | believe, Lord W... Wintersétt

"I do indeed. Your servant, Miss Lucy." Lucy got, ugurtsied
modestly and sat down again. He went on, "Though burprised to
see her present on this occasion. | thought it wdse a business
meeting, Miss Calvert. | assume you have had tpensaconcerning
Anse Chatelet?" He took his glass and eyed thescbadhe table.
"Yes, | see you have."

"It is a business meeting, Lord W.. .Wintersett." Seweagglad that
she could at least say his name, though she wahderngatiently
why she couldn't say it without stumbling! "The agstis Lucy's
home, as well as my own. And you can hardly blaredon wishing
for a companion in your presence."

A faint red darkened Lord Wintersett's cheeks Hautirawled, Your
home, Miss Calvert? | think not."

"That remains to be seen," replied Serena swifijle manner in
which you acquired my estates was doubtful, totsayeast."

"It was legal, Miss Calvert."

"A minimal claim, | should have thought. Most mdrhonour would
not have stooped to such measures. And thoughfulyraware that
an appeal to your sense of honour would be likéngs& hyena to
stop scavenging—" There was a gasp from Lucy, wkiah hastily
suppressed, Serena ignored it and continued, fleasuaded that the
courts might view an appeal with sympathy—especialé the
Governor of St. Just would support it."



Lord Wintersett smiled mockingly, ™A hit', Williaja very palpable
hit'"

"Then may you be ‘justly killed with your own trémcy'!" said
Serena, her voice full of feeling. "And we will arfurther quotation,
if you please. | enjoy that game only with my fidsti’

"Well, then, my case might be destroyed, thougbuitd it. But it will
certainly not be destroyed by you! Believe me, ya@apons are
puny. Anse Chatelet is mine by every law in thegkiom, and | defy
anyone to take it from me."

"Of course! | had forgotten. ThwealthyLord W... Wintersett can
afford the best lawyers in England!"

"I haven't won Anse Chatelet with my wealth, Misah\@rt, but by
your own family's prodigality in the past. If | hadttaken up the
mortgage, someone else would have!"

"Pray do not attempt to defend yourself—"

"I am not," said Lord Wintersett grimly, "trying wefend myself. |
see no necessity to do so, not to a Calvert. Geetl, you squander a
handsome and profitable heritage and then comeinghia me when
it is taken from you—"

Lucy jumped up and faced Lord Wintersett, her ceessglarlet.

"How dare you? How dare you talk to my aunt in sackiay? What
do you know about it? Sasha has worked hard and githout for
years—all to save Anse Chatelet! She has nevendeguad a thing in
her life—"

"Except my brother's life."



Lucy swept on, ignoring the interruption "—and $tes something
you will never have, not for all your money. Shestihe love of
everyone who knows her. You can keep Anse Chat8kstha will
live with me when | am married!"

His icy gaze swept Lucy's face. "Married? Thataedjnews, indeed,
Miss Lucy. May | ask who the fortunate young me#'is

A cold shiver went down Serena's spine at this tuesLord
Wintersett was a dangerous and vindictive man anchast not be
allowed to threaten Lucy's happiness. She put d barl_ucy's arm.
"You may not, sir. It is none of your business. yuthank you for
your defence, | am touched. | think Lord Wintersettsit is almost
over, so would you now leave us?"

Lucy looked doubtfully at them both, but Serenaéar a smile and
nodded her head, "It's all right, Lucy, really!isiv you to go, please."
Lucy gave their visitor one of her best curtsiagrg line of which
conveyed disdain, and went out. When the door Wwasaice again
Serena said urgently, "She is young. And devotetiéo You must
forgive her." She was aware that she was pleaditig fvm, but
could not help herself. "Her father was alreadick sxan when your
brother and his wife were on St. Just. He took aud im their affair.
Do not... do not spoil her life."

"You think | would harm a girl who can't have beanre than five
years old when my brother died?"

Serena said spiritedly, "I could well be forgivem thinking so! You
have just annexed her home!"

"Not hers, Serena. Yours. | understand that Missylhas a fortune
of her own, and that you intend her to marry inlangd. Losing Anse
Chatelet should mean nothing to her."



"Nothing? Nothing! Why, you heartless, vindictiveogpion, how
can you judge what a home means to a child. THeéseof love and
comfort, the happy memories of childhood!"

He grew white and turned away from her. After aggahe said
harshly, "Lucy is fortunate if she has such hapmmuories of her
home. But she is about to be married, she said,shedwill soon
forget the loss of Anse Chatelet when that happemrgeat, | mean
her no harm. You may believe me, Miss Calvert."

Behind his words she sensed a feeling of unhapginals deep
loneliness, and angry though she was it gave hesegpa

She said uncertainly, "Though | have not experidnteeveryone
says you are a just man. Hard, but just. It wouwlth® just to punish
Lucy."

He said abruptly, "If your niece marries in Englandll you in fact
live with her?"

Serena shook her head. "No."

"What will you do?"

"I had always intended to return to St. Just ineortb run Anse
Chatelet. It was my ambition to carry on buildingip again." She
looked up defiantly. "It still is!"

"And if your appeal fails? As it will."

"l... I might return to Surrey. But it would be klat admit. My aunt is
elderly and set in her ways..."

"You might be forced to seek refuge with William!"



He seemed to regret the words as soon as theyspeken, as did
Serena. They were both reminded of the companipn$tay had

known and lost. He frowned, then seemed to coma gudden

decision. "Miss Calvert, if you will promise to dmack to St. Just
immediately | shall accept Sir Henry's word tha gayment should
have arrived on time and cancel the foreclosureeAbhatelet would
be returned to you on the old terms. But you mesté England and
not come back again, not ever."

Serena was suddenly aflame again. ™You must "N66u must
promise'! Who the devil do you think you are, Loklntersett, to
suggest that | should never visit Lucy in England-exxen come for
my own pleasure? | am a Calvert of Anse Chatetet,veould not be
one of your pensioners—not for the world! If | cahwin my estates
back with my own efforts, you may keep them! | aamahed if | will
accept your charity or your restrictions!"

He gave a reluctant smile. "Forcefully, if not centionally
expressed. That temper of yours will dish you ohehese days,
Serena. You know, | find you an enigma. You woultdast persuade
me of your integrity, except that | have heard gondemned out of
your own mouth."

"Integrity? How could you possibly judge integrity¥here is the
integrity in the low, cheating ruse you have empbbyo steal Anse
Chatelet? And how can | have condemned myself dumy own
mouth? | simply don't understand what you mean. \ditlyou say |
had squandered your brother's life?"

"Because you drove him to his death, that's why!"

Serena looked at him blankly. "I drove him to hifut that is
nonsense!"

"'l loved him," you said."



"Yes, but-"

"'l pursued him relentlessly,' you said."

"Yes, but-"

"'l told him | despised him, that he'd be betteadl,' you said."
"No! That | did not say! Not to Tony!"

"Then to whom?"

Serena was about to answer him, then she stopped 8y should
she betray Richard to this monster? "I will not yelu,” she replied.
"But it was not to Tony." He raised a sceptical psv, but she
ignored him. "You are wrong about me, Lord Wintérsk loved

Tony, and | would never have willingly harmed him."

He looked at her, confident of his case, scornfuher attempt to
plead her innocence. "It had to be you," he sdiiefe was no one
else."

Serena's eyes widened as the implication of whatdsesaying hit
her. "I.. -I..." she stammered.

"Please continue!" he jeered. "Tell me that Tord/mbt kill himself!
Or that if he did, it was not because of a woman!"

"It was not because of me," she said quietly. "&rat is all | will say.
You must believe what you will. You have done yatorst to the
Calverts. It is now time to forget. But | warn youwyill fight for Anse

Chatelet. And if you harm a hair of Lucy's headll gause you more
anguish than you have yet known, Lord Wintersettodbye."



WHEN ALANNA heard that Sasha Calvert had been taken up by
Amboumes and was enjoying a modest success intgoloer fears

for her own safety reached breaking point. Shetbadly more and
more on Amelia Banagher for her information—a nlibgether

satisfactory source, for Amelia was no longer nesgiin the very

best houses. Though James had paid than frequs#stinithe earlier
part of the year, he seemed now to have tiredeottuntry and was
spending much more of his time in town. There wageater risk,

therefore, that he would become more friendly wthle Calvert

woman than was healthy, and Alanna was in dailyeetgtion of a

visit from an irate James demanding to know thehtaloout St. Just.
She bestirred herself to complete her plans.

It was towards the end of June and Alanna was mgldicouncil of
war. To a casual eye this was a tea-party in theega given by Mrs.
Stannard for some Irish friends—a natural enougiasion. But the
lady sitting gracefully by the sundial was one I most notorious
courtesans in London, and the distinguished-lookiegtleman who
had brought her was Fergus O'Keefe, an Irish sotdiiortune and a
man of parts, all of them bad. Alanna was anxioudisgrace Sasha
Calvert, and the other two were eager to get wiwatay the rich Mrs.
Stannard would pay them to help her—though in #s=o©f the lady
there was a certain amount of personal ill-will asll. Amelia
Banagher had not forgotten Serena's remarks atAgsEmbly
Rooms.

"But how can you be sure that Sir John and Ladylovapvill be
staying at the Black Liorgcushla?"asked Captain O'Keefe.

"Don't be stupid, Fergus! Do | not know where dltlan have their
favourite inns? Have | not seen the Taplows matnya at the Black
Lion at Hoddesdon when they've been on their wak ba London
from Huntingdon? They havoi't seen me, mind!" Aragjave a rich
laugh. "They take good care not to. They might siéir

disapproving eyes!"



"l dare swear you are seldom alone." Captain O&®aetompanied
this remark with a wink.

Amelia's laugh was scornful. "Hardly! I've even bélere with one

of the Taplows' closest acquaintances. That waska They almost

twisted their heads off their necks in their ef§anbt to see either of
us that time!"

"But Amelia, how will you see that word about Mi€galvert's fall

from grace spreads through society? From what higard the
Taplows are so upright that they don't believecanslal mongering
either, do they?"

"Alanna, pray stop worrying! I've set up an assiggmamyself in the

same inn on the same night with Harry Birtles. H#e most

notorious rattle in the town. I'll make sure hesseat he needs in
order to make a juicy tale. It will get round, netear. So with Harry

to spread it, and the Taplows to confirm it, thet gln hardly fail. Be

easy!"

"Very well. But | hope you are right. And the pleill only succeed if
the rest goes well, too. Captain O'Keefe, what apour part?"

"Well | still think it would have been better forento use my charm
on the lady—it doesn't often fail, eh, Amelia? Bat said not to try,
so I've hit on the idea of hiring a coach and pgttihe Ambourne
cipher on the panels for the night. Then | can heaveessage sent,
supposedly from Lord Ambourne himself, asking loevisit him."

"No, no! You must ask her to visit the Dowager, Aatbourne! She
would never come out at night to meet him."

The gallant captain pulled a face. "She soundsvandd dull fish to
me—I can't see much fun for myself in this businessl that's a
fact!"



Alanna said coldly, "You are not being paid to hdwe, Captain
O'Keefe. The woman is not to be harmed while shhe ysur power,
do you hear? It's her reputation | wish to be dadagothing else."

"You may rest easy, Alanna,” said Amelia. "I'll nealsure he
behaves. We'll be together most of the night. Heslt appear when
it's necessary in the morning."

"What about Sir Harry? Won't you be occupied #&r... .entertaining
him?"

"Not if | slip a little something into his wine. HEinks like a fish. No,
| can manage both of them. Miss Calvert's virtuélva safe, if that's
what you want—though | think you're being a mite®ecrupulous.”

"l will not pay either of you if Miss Calvert is haed, Amelia."

"Well that reminds me, Alanna, my dear," said AmeliwWhen will
you pay us, and how much?"

"We agreed five hundred pounds—"
"Each?"

Alanna looked at the faces before her. They wedelenly hard and
watchful. She nodded. "Each. | will pay you eadtuadred and fifty
pounds beforehand, a hundred and fifty immediadéigrwards, and
two hundred when Sasha Calvert is finally disgra&ad pray finish
telling us what you plan to do, Captain O'Keefe."

"Once the lady has entered the coach she'll ben tetkéhe inn. The
landlord has been primed—you did say you'd pay esge didn't
you, Mrs. Stannard?"

"Reasonable expenses, yes. Afterwards."



"Beforehand," said the Captain softly.
"Very well. Carry on."

"She'll not like being abducted, of course. Amélae will give her
some womanly sympathy, and offer the lady somethinglrink.
Miss Calvert will be out for the night after shentks it."

"You're sure you can gauge the dose accurately?"

"Mrs. Stannard, once she has it in her, | couldyml to the second
when she'll wake up again! Was | not once assisteatdoctor?"

Alanna looked doubtfully at Amelia, who nodded seasgly. "It's
all right, Alanna. I've known him to do that kinéitbing before."

Still looking doubtful, Alanna asked, "And when skakes up?"

"Before she wakes up,” Captain O'Keefe corrected"Nehen she's
still half asleep, I'll make sure she's on disptayhe world through
the open door of the bedchamber. If Amelia doed whea's supposed
to the world will include the Tap- lows and the tth&ir Harry. By
the time she wakes up properly her reputation bvellike the seeds
on this dandelion head." He blew on the dandellookcin his hand,
and the seeds vanished on the wind.

After they had gone, Alanna was uneasy. Necessty aviving her
into this plot, but she did not enjoy the assoorativith Fergus
O'Keefe. He was charming enough, but she felt heldcde

dangerous. She must consider her plan a little warefully, for she
had a lot at stake. If O'Keefe did misbehave arel gglot were
discovered then nothing would save her, not evemdiationship to
the Wintersetts. The Ambournes would see to tlspig@ally as they
were to be involved, however indirectly.



SERENA WAS BUSY during the next few days. She was disappoint
that the younger Ambournes had returned so unexggcto the
country, but was consoled when she found that tbenteéss was
intending to stay on for some time. She soughtati¢'s advice on a
suitable lawyer.

"Our family lawyer is Bradpole. He is very good,thbwelieve the

Stannards use the firm as well. But Perdita hadxaellent lawyer.

Let me see.. .the name was Rambridge, | thinkall send one of the
men to make enquiries at Lincoln's Inn tomorrowega!"

Mr. Rambridge called at Dover Street almost immietija He was
cautious on the question of Anse Chatelet, sayiige firm of
Bradpole, Chalmers and Bradpole is highly respedtiess Calvert. |
would find it hard to believe that they would be&adived in anything
of a dubious nature."

But after Serena explained the circumstances, dimgdu the role
played by Sir Henry Pendomer, the lawyer promiseldok into it.
Serena thanked him, gave him the papers and vaandiesses, and
stressed how urgent the task was. At this he snaitetisaid, as all
lawyers did, that one could not hurry the procesdee law, but
then he became more human and assured her thaiuhe not waste
any time.

Serena also went down to Surrey to visit her gaspat- Lady
Spurston demanded to know the whole story, whicé wgpossible.
But Serena told her enough to rouse her indignattdhe injustice,
and she promised to give Serena all the help ipboeer.

Feeling she had done as much as she could for ¢ineent Serena
then devoted herself to Lucy's interests. It was n@re important
than ever that Lucy should be established, ancgth@erena still had
private doubts about Michael Warnham she suppre$saed. Lucy

seemed to have made up her mind in his favoursfémlet some time



with the Warnhams, who were obviously pleased liir son's
choice. Considering how modest Lucy's fortune \fas,was a great
compliment. They were a pleasant family, and Seratieer thought
that her niece would be happy with them. She wglimagreed to
allow Lucy to go down to Reigate with them for savfdays. London
was getting very hot and dusty, and Mrs. Galvestah expressed a
wish to spend some time in the country.

Serena felt quite lonely when Lucy and the Warnhaatsgone. The
depression which was never very far away these cay®e down like
a black cloud on her spirits. What if she did naiceed in her attempt
to save Anse Chatelet? What would she do with He® [The
prospect of living with Aunt Spurston was not alu@hg one, and
she suspected that her aunt would not view it witlth joy either.
After the death of her husband the old lady haaimecused to living
alone. She had been willing to support her greatenifor a few
months, but after Serena and Lucy had gone to Londady
Spurston had returned to ho* quiet life with relief

Serena decided to try to forget her problems femtoment, and kept
herself busy. Always with John, the footman, asfaiginful follower,
she paid calls, went shopping, buying small unreagsthings in
order to cheer herself up, and visited the gakeailed museums for
which she had never till now seemed to have tirhe.\#nt walking
in the park, admiring the phaetons, the curriclesd @arious other
strange vehicles as they bowled along. The horsre Wweautiful.
With a sigh she thought of Douce and Trask andvtvederful rides
on the Downs.

"Good afternoon, Miss Calvert." With a start shekied up. Douce's
master had just drawn up in a dangerous looking p&rch phaeton
with a pair of extremely handsome greys.

"Sir," Serena said coldly.



"You are alone? That is a rare phenomenon. Whevksis Lucy?"

His tone was so affable that she regarded him su#ipicion. "She is
spending some days with friends," she said asycastjood manners
would allow.

"Come, a drive round the park will do you good.da¥ill help you
up."

"Thank you, but | would not dream of putting youhe trouble..."

"It's no trouble, Miss Calvert, | assure you. Amreuyafraid of the
vehicle? There's no danger. John?"

John came forward, and before she quite knew whathappening
Serena was high in the air on a narrow seat. Wittoia to John to
wait where he was till they returned, Lord Wintérsove off at a
sedate trot. John was quite happy with the sitnatiord Wintersett
was a friend of the Ambourne family, there couldnoeobjection to
him.

The two in the phaeton drove in silence for a memut two. Serena
was surprisingly at ease, and was enjoying the wiethie park from
her elevated position. She began to feel more tie&Guddenly
Lord Wintersett spoke.

"Are you comfortable, Miss Calvert?"

"Thank you, yes," she said stiffly. "Why did yotsist on taking me
up? | find it very odd."

"l hardly know myself," he replied with a curiousige. "l saw you
standing there—you were looking as you did on ymitthday, on...
on the hill. Miserable. | suppose | wanted to chgar up. Why, |
cannot say!"



"I am perfectly happy! Your sympathy, if that is athit is, is
misplaced, | assure you, Lord W... Wintersett." Biteher lip in
vexation. Curse that stammer! "But perhaps yousarais less
charitable. Perhaps you wished to taunt me, to &aodif | have
changed my mind and am ready to accept your condf®"

"I've withdrawn the offer," he said. "I've reconsidd, and have made
other plans. But no, you misjudge me, Miss Caluért.not here to
talk about them. When will you manage to say my eamthout
stuttering?"

"l don't know. But I'd prefer not to have to sawitall,” she replied.
"Pray set me down."

"What, here? I'm afraid that is impossible. You tnwait till we are
back with John—London is a dangerous place to yadadher own.
By the way, that's a fetching little bonnet. Ittswiou.”

Serena was growing angry. She resented being faocsed quietly
while he said what he pleased. And she resenteghj@yment of this
ride even more! "I cannot imagine why you think iskv for your
compliments. Do you enjoy having me in your pow&e Ithis?
Please take me back! Immediately!"

He smiled—a long, lazy, utterly charming smile. 'N\gou know, |
rather do. But | shall take you back when you sgyname again,
Serena."

"Will you release me if | do? And my name is Misal&rt."
"Only if you say it without stammering."
"l have your word? Not that that serves any purpose

"You have my word."



Serena took a deep breath. "Then | wish that wealthvitless...
weaselly... Lord Wintersett would stop wearying me!

He laughed. "What a woeful whopper, woman! | begrymardon—I
should have said 'Miss Calvert'. That's better—siooost smiled! |
think I'll surprise you and keep my word. | havengs to do. Good
day to you!"

He drew up by John with a flourish, saw her satelythe ground,
nodded and drove off, leaving Serena completelytifrgs. What
was Lord Wintersett up to now? What were hb mysteyiplans?
Whatever they were, they seemed to have made hak haore
favourably on her. For a moment he had almost beeman she had
known on the hills of Surrey.



CHAPTERTEN

SERENA HAD VISITED Lady Ambourne at Rotherfield House once c
twice since the lawyer's visit. The Countess hahsal somewhat
absent-minded, almost worried. So when Serenavetai note from
her that evening asking her to come immediatelg, lsegging her to
stay the night in Rotherfield House, she paused lonlg enough for
Sheba to pack a small bag with necessities. Shetzauneasy at
letting her mistress go without her. She argued waaded and
prophesied doom until Serena became really anndgetiSerena
was determined to stick to what the note had as&led.could do no
less for the friend who had been so kind to her.

The matter is urgent and confidential, Serenacdéfuld impose
on your discretion, | should prefer you not to dse this visit
with anyone. You will, of course, have to tell M&arkey you
are spending the night with me, but say no more that, | beg
you. Bring no one elseYours in haste, etc.

When she got to the door John was at her sideshmitvaved him
away. "Look, the Countess has even sent the carfagme. Stay
here, John."

There was a maid in the carriage, but it was daside, and Serena
couldn't see the woman's face. The groom helpethlzerd then they
set off. Serena sat down and turned to the maidhat\g it? What is
wrong with the Coun—" Suddenly she was seized, thwenpeople
swiftly gagged and blindfolded her. One of her dssts was
powerful and rough, and when she at first trieki¢®& him he twisted
her arm behind her back and threatened to breakh&. woman,
presumably the one who had pretended to be a maljokd to tie her
bonds more firmly, but the only voice she heard thas of a man.

The journey seemed endless. They were travellimgatkless pace,
and she was thrown all over the seat by the joltihthe carriage,



unable to save herself because of her bonds. Shesié& and
faint—the gag was uncomfortable and it was almasiearably hot.
She must in fact have fainted for a while, for wisée came to they
were in the country, travelling swiftly along a riprke road.
Turnpikes had toll houses! She would listen for tiext one. The
keeper would surely hear the commotion she wouldemBut her
captors had thought of that. As they approachedjtite Serena felt
the man in the coach pull her hood over her facktake her in his
arms. The coach stopped. The driver and the gatekeschanged a
few pleasantries as the toll was paid.

"I shouldn't disturb the gentry inside, if | was ub said the
coachman. "They're 'avin' a rare old time in tHere.

Serena heard with despair how the tollkeeper tuavealy and went
back into the toll house.

The nightmare journey continued, but eventuallyytipalled up.
From the scents and the absolute quiet Serenaeglitssy were deep
in the country. Her captor removed her gag, butthetblindfold.
"You wish to make a call of nature? The maid wil gith you."
Serena hesitated but her need was urgent. "Bediyg Miss Calvert
behind the bush. I'll whistle, my dear, so you dear that I'm
keeping my distance." He roared with laughter, While Betty led
Serena a little way off, he continued to whistld @alk loudly to the
other men. Betty whispered hoarsely, "Make hashe Taptain's a
devil when he gets annoyed."

"What does he want with me?" croaked Serena. Heatlwas dry
and her head ached abominably.

"Don't ask me! | do know it's not what you mighintty though. Are
you rich? Does 'e expect to get a ransom?"



Serena-shook her head. "If he does, he's in fois@ppgointment.
Can...can you untie the blindfold? If | could oslge... Betty, won't
you help me escape? | have jewellery at home Idcetilyou have..."

"It's more than my life's worth, miss! Come on!"

Back in the carriage Serena could hear Betty haatmgrgument with
the man she had called the Captain.

"Oh, go on, Captain! Let 'er 'ave a drink. She 'aaaily speak! Just a
little brandy won't do any 'arm! It's not 'umanl¢éave 'er to die of
thirst. | could do wif one meself!"

"All right, all right. Not too much, mind!"

Betty returned. Serena could smell the brandy.nail said, "There
y'are! One fer me, and one fer you. I've put a arfopater in it, 'cos |
expect yer thirsty." The cup was held to Serenagssdnd she drank
greedily. She heard the man say, "Right! Off, myrpofellows!"
The last thing Serena remembered was being bunai@dhe coach
again.

SERENA OPENED HER EYESSlowly. The sun was slanting through th
window. Was it evening or morning? She yawned. Sl so
sleepy... There was a horrible taste in her moanl, her head felt
thick. She wanted to close her eyes and sleep d&gdisomething
told her that she must keep awake. Where was se®i8d hard to
focus her eyes on the room. It was a bedchambéemdither own.
She looked down. She didn't remember undressingshe& was
wearing her night shift. That maid... Serena hddramemory of the
maid helping her off with her clothes. Not very exy. She tried to
sit up. Her head! She must ignore it—she must geSae would get
up in a moment...



Suddenly the door burst open, and a tall man camkaving the

door wide behind him. He was half dressed, hist smdone and

hanging outside his breeches. Serena struggleaf bed and tried to

run to the door, but she could only manage a fepssbefore she
staggered. There were people outside, staringithshe opened her
mouth, ready to scream to them, for help. But tla@ mvas too swift.

He held out his arms as if he were expecting heurtanto them, and

then caught her tight to him, her face hard aganstchest. She
couldn't say anything, indeed she could hardlytheea

“There, there, my darling," he said loudly. "l warsly away a few
minutes. See? I'm back already. Oh, Serena, my ldese you
missed me all these months? St. Just was neverthHigke was it?
There, there, Serena, be calm now!"

Serena's head was pounding. She tried to pull lhensay, but his
grip, in sharp contrast to his tender words, waselty tight. Her
senses were swimming and she felt herself falllfgpm a great
distance she heard him say, "Wait, Serena! I'tycaou back to bed,
shall I?" Then he shouted, "What are you all stpaty damn you!"

The door was kicked shut and Serena was throwio ¢timetbed and
held there, the man on top of her, his hand oventmith. She was
terrified. The man grinned, showing white teeth swarthy face. His
eyes were black—he looked like the pictures oftpgahe had seen
in Jamaica. He whispered, "I've done you no hand,veill do none,
though the temptation is very strong, me darlidu’Ye a charmin'’
little bundle, for all your prim outside! But if yiosay a word, | swear
I'll lose my control. Understand? There isn't alsouhis inn that
doesn't believe you're willing, so none will conmeunless | invite
them. Now, if you wish to come out of this safdil,you have to do
Is to drink this drop of cordial. You'll fall asle@and when you wake
I'll be gone. No, don't shake your head. You'rengdio drink it
whether you will or no, so better to do it withastting hurt."



He stretched out, picked up a small glass, andt pother lips. Most
was spilled, but some of the bitter liquid passeugh and was
swallowed. It was enough to put her into a halégleéSome minutes
later she heard him talking. There was someonerelse room.

"Stop your jangling, woman! None of your friendssgected, did
they? How was | to know she'd come to as soona&® tHowever,
all's well that ends well. My, but she's a brave!dtls a shame to do
this to her, and that's a fact!" She heard thanwpand as the door
was shut behind than she sank into unconsciousness.

When she next came to there was a chambermaie modm, with a
tray. It wasn't the girl from the night before. &ea's bag was on the
chest by the bed, her clothes neatly folded basaled on top was a
note. The girl was looking at it. When she saw tBatena was
watching her she blushed in confusion.

"Good morning, ma‘'am. | brought you breakfast."

Serena sat up. "Where am I?" she asked. The chamaluieburst into
a volley of giggles.

"At the Black Lion, ma'am."
"But where?"
"At Hoddesdon, ma‘'am. Shall | fetch your shawl!?"

Soena looked down. She had been mistaken. The stighivas not
one of hers. It was a diaphanous affair which riegeanore than it
concealed. She went scarlet. "Please do," shessilg. "Whereis..."

"He's gone, ma'am. He left quite early. He left yloei note, though.”
She giggled again. Serena snatched up the note.



My love,

You know | have to go, much as | hate to leave ybarrange
another meeting as soon as | can get away. Last was even
better than on St. Just. All my love—A.

Serena had had enough. She told the chambermbsdve her and
got out of bed. There was a bowl and a pitcheratfwater on the
washstand. She scrubbed herself till she felt@odehastily dried and
dressed herself. The effort exhausted her, andsahelown for a
moment to rest and think. What was she to do? Sie find out

what had happened the night before; she must spdhlk landlord.

She went in search of him. He looked at her stplids she
approached.

“Landlord, did you see me arrive last night?" Sarasked.

"No, ma'am, | think | must have been busy in the Waur room was
booked a week or two ago, so | didn't bother toamiu

"Who carried the bags up?"
"I don't rightly know. | think you had your own pae with you—"
"They were not my people! You must know! You're téwedlord!"

"I'm sorry, ma'am. Last night was a busy one. Wet déot 0' guests
here. | can't remember seeing you arrive." Seremaetl away
impatiently. Then she had another thought.

"Where are the ostlers? I'd like to see them, if please."
"Certainly, ma'am. Jem'll fetch 'em. Jem!"

But when the ostlers came they could tell her mgthihe coach had
arrived, deposited three passengers, and themdaiway. The maid



had carried two small bags up. The gentleman hatedahe lady,
who had appeared to be asleep.

"The gentleman told us you were tired after therney. Very
thoughtful, 'e was. Very fond, like."

"Be silent! He was not fond! | was drugged!"
"Yes, ma'am. As you say, ma'am."

Their faces looked stupid and wooden. She woulchg#ting more
out of them. Serena felt she would go mad. Shermretuto ha room
and sat down to think. There was a wall of silemtethe inn
concerning her captors of the night before. She susie someone
must know more, but who? And why had someone difpge and
brought her here to this inn, apparently only to per in a large
bedchamber for the night and then leave her? Thedsof wheels
caused her to run to the window and she saw aghasse turning
into the yard. Serena watched as its passengemigand stretched.
The temptation to ask them for help was very strofitey were
strangers, but surely they would understand? SHedget back to
London. But as one of the travellers looked upeatiindow Serena
hastily drew back. Perhaps it might be wise to m@rsher position.
In view of the attitude of the innkeeper and hisvaets this was
equivocal to say the least, and it might be prutieatvoid exposure,
at least until she knew more.

There was a knock on the door. The landlord wa®the

"Excuse me, ma'am. Were you thinking of travellinday, or do you
wish to keep the room for another night? | neekinimw because of
the chaise."

' "The chaise?" asked Serena blankly.



"Yes, ma'am. There's one booked in your name fdayte-Calvert,
that's right, isn't it? For London. At least thaitsat's paid for."

"Are you sure?"

The landlord looked as if he thought her weak enhltbad. Indeed, she
almost felt it. He said patiently, "A well-sprundpaise and four,
together with coachman and boys, hired for twenfjesn two
guineas. | can show you the bill, if you wish."

"Yes, I'd like to see that, if you please. Immeeliat’

But the bill was unrevealing. It had been paid v $pot by the tall
gentleman.

Further questioning of the landlord about the ahpi®duced nothing
more than the conviction that this, at least, wasva board. She
would be safe to take it. But she was consciousa dbuch of
knowingness in the landlord's manner which wentwilth his
apparent stolidity. She became convinced that legvknore than he
was acknowledging, and that he had probably bebedr

"What is your name, landlord?"
"Samuel, ma'am. Samuel Cartwright."

"Well, Mr. Cartwright, | will take the chaise to hdon. It is clear |
can do nothing more here. But, if you have taken pa this

conspiracy, | warn you you may well lose more tian have gained
by it."

The landlord's expression did not change. "I dkntw what you
mean, ma'am. | keep a respectable house here,aithe"B fact,
begging your pardon, I'd rather your friend didmiok any more
rooms at the Black Lion."



Serena turned on her heel, and went out to théesyabd, where the
chaise was waiting.

ON ANY OTHER Occasion Serena could have enjoyed the journdy b:
to London, for the countryside was pretty, and thagsed through
some places with famous names. But she pressedenaly stopping
once for a change of horses. The landlord of treelBLion was a
rogue, she was sure, but she dismissed him frormhet. The man
behind him was more important. Her head still aclad the drug
had left an unpleasant taste in her mouth, butigiered both of
these and tried to concentrate on what her mysierememy was
trying to achieve. Why Hoddesdon! Why the Blackri,ia coaching
inn, and much in the public eye? If he had intendadn to her
person he would have chosen a more out-of-the-wal So, if she
was right, he had not intended harm to her perserhad merely
intended her to be noticed. She vaguely rememhbkesdpen door to
the bedchamber that morning. There had been fadibe idoorway,
she had tried to reach them. He must have left doair open
deliberately! He had wanted her to be seen, noinube inn, but in
the bedchamber! With a blush she remembered tigagn—there
was no doubt about the sort of rendezvous thatgatrmas intended
for! Serena'’s heart sank as she saw the schemi&bit was. It was
no more or less than an effort to discredit herd Anless she could
prove otherwise, that was exactly what it would do!

She walked in through the door of the Dover Stiemise as the
clocks were striking five. Mrs. Starkey was waitifuy her with a
smile, but her expression changed when she sam&egiface.

"Mercy me! What has happened, Miss Calvert? Ydlilte

"No, no. Just a little tired. But | am hungry. Cdybu bring some tea
and a little bread and butter to the small parldrs. Starkey? | shall



rest there for a while. And would you tell Shebhalve returned,
please."

She lay on the sofa in the small parlour and whesebd brought in
the tea she asked her to close the shutters. Siethto persuade her
mistress to go to bed, but Serena'’s thoughts werehiaotic for sleep.
And they were leading her to one inevitable coriolusAs far as she
knew, there was only one person in London who vddier ill. One
person who had tried to bribe her to leave Engl@rtk person who
had told her just the day before that he had ctdahgemind and had
other plans. One person who had taken her off ardyby his
pretended concern for her. She buried her facerih&nds and let the
bitter tears flow unchecked.

But Serena was too much of a fighter to give itets for long. After
a while she dried her eyes, and considered widx.tt all depended
on those people in the door. If they had not resmghher then all
might not be lost, and a great deal was to be ddigesaying nothing.
Perhaps her captor had made a mistake in hidinéaberagainst his
chest so closely? She would wait to see. Lucy wetsirming
tomorrow and they would be out most of the timee @buld not alter
her plans for the moment.

Serena went upstairs and changed her dress. Ladjp®arne was
giving a dinner party and had asked Serena to @athean old friend
of her husband's. Serena must be ready for hinbhaSinged her skills,
which were now considerable, to disguise the ravaf¢he past two
days, and when General Fanstock called, Serenavaitiag in the
drawing-room as cool, as composed and as beaasf@ver. They
arrived at the Pangbourne house in Grafton Streexactly ten
o'clock. They were received graciously by Lady Rengne, and
soon found themselves among what Lucy called "TéegBourne
set," usually wrinkling her nose at the same tilheias true that the
average age was high, and the average level ofecsatvon worthy
rather than scintillating, but Serena neverthesegsyed herself. She



began to feel safer. Perhaps the people at thénawheither not
recognised her or they did not belong to the venjtéd numbers
which make up London society.

Halfway through the meal she found herself the extbjof a
penetrating stare from an elderly dowager somewpaye table. She
asked her partner who it was. "Hrrmph! Let me hal@ok. | think...
Yes it's Valeria Taplow, my dear. Charmin' woman.bi of a
stickler, you know, but none the worse for that@aohe worse for
that! John, her husband, is a very nice fellow, tdomph! Great
friends of mine."

Serena was uneasy. That stare had not been operofval. But the
evening passed without incident, unless you woalbitcan incident
that neither of the Taplows had come over to speé#hkeir old friend.

Lucy arrived back the next day, glowing with hapgas. She had had
a wonderful week, with wonderful weather. The Wamis and Mrs.
Galveston were wonderfully kind! Serena smiledpitesof her own
worries and waited. Eventually Lucy said hesitgritBasha?"

"Yes?"
"Sasha, you like Mr. Warnham, don't you? Isabebaher."
"l think he's charming."

"If he... if he came to see you—to ask you if yoouwd let him pay
me his addresses—you wouldn't say no, would you?"

"Well... let me see..."
"Sashal!"

"Of course | wouldn't, you goose! You mean to ted that he hasn't
already 'paid his addresses'—or some of them, ayiwa



Lucy blushed. "Not exactly. But he wanted to talkyou before we...
before anything was made public.”

"He's a charming boy, Lucy. You are both forturiate.

"He's not a boy, you know, Sasha,"” said Lucy sehou'He's a
man—the man for me."

She was shortly to be proved right.

LADY PANGBOURNES dinner party was followed the next evening b
a rout party with dancing given by the Countesde&fat. Once again
Serena was invited to go with a friend of the fgmwho had been
waiting for some time to escort the lovely Miss @at. Mr. Yardley
was a lively bachelor and an excellent dancer, 8atena was
looking forward to her evening. She was a littlesaghpointed
therefore that Mr. Yardley seemed to be somewhhatised as he
ushered Lucy, Serena and Mr. Warnham into the |aejeoom in
Marchant House. Lucy was immediately taken off &amak by Mr.
Warnham, but Serena's partner seemed strangettaetuWhen Sir
Harry Birtles came up Mr. Yardley willingly perfoed the
introduction he demanded, and then seemed to ahdg.

"l hear you're a great sport, Miss Calvert," saidHarry with an
engaging smile.

"l beg your pardon?"

"You know—the inn at Hoddesdon. | was there, toograat lark,
what?"

Serena felt herself growing pale. "I don't underdtgou, Sir Harry.
What do you mean?"



"Oh, come! | won't tell, you know. Soul of discreti, give you my
word."

Serena walked away without looking at him. She wistairs under
the pretence of repairing her dress and stayed tbeas long as she
dared. She must not lose her head! After a whigevedis calmer and
came down again. Lucy and Mr. Warnham came oven ffe other
side of the ballroom to join her. Lucy's face wasry. Before they
arrived, however, a man, a perfect stranger, cagmbehind Sasha
and put his arm round her waist. She turned swatigl took a step
away from him. He smiled cynically and moved ont bis friend,
who seemed to have drunk more than was good fqgrlimgered.

"Serena!" he whispered. "What a lovely... lovelynea Beautiful
Serena! | could adore you."

"Sir!" said Serena. But she did not have to sayemddichael
Warnham interposed himself in front of Serena aaid soldly, "I
think your friends are waiting for you in the caocddym, Dauncy. Miss
Calvert is just leaving."

"Come, Sasha," whispered Lucy. "Come quickly!" Gdesably
shaken, Serena allowed herself to be taken awayWarnham in
close attendance on them both.

The short journey back to Dover Street was accainet almost in
silence. Lucy began to speak as soon as they kftihnt House, but
Mr. Warnham put his hand firmly over hers and sdNot yet,
Lucy!™

"But—" She subsided when he shook his head at her.

Serena was shivering. The plot appeared to haveesded all too
well if the reaction of Mr. Dauncy and his friendsvanything to go
by. Now she was forced to face the problem of wbato about it.
They reached the sanctuary of Dover Street, whareVWarnham



suggested that they went into the small parloureHhe said gently,
"Now Lucy. Now you may talk."

"l know what you are going to say, Lucy," said $erevearily. "Let
me spare you what must seem an unpleasant taséohas buzzing
with the story that Serena Calvert is having aeteaffair. That she
was seen in an inn outside London, having apparep#nt the night
with her lover."

Mr. Warnham made an involuntary movement towardsyl.and
Serena turned to him.

"Lucy and | have no secrets, and have never mincedvords in
speaking to each other, Mr. Warnham. Howeverwete guilty of
the behaviour | have just described, you may beredshat | would
protect my niece from any knowledge of it."

Young Mr. Warnham relaxed. "I knew there must benaihing
wrong with the story. It isn't true."

"There, I'm afraid, you are taking too simple awid isn't true, and
yet it is." Lucy jumped up and ran over to kneeldgrena.

"Sasha! Oh, Sasha, don't speak in riddles like thisin't bear it! |

know you cannot have done anything wrong; why cae'fust deny
the story, threaten to go to the law. How can they such things of
you?" Serena gently drew Lucy to the seat beside he

"Because people who don't know me as you do, Lwowld find it
difficult, if not impossible, to believe that | athe victim of a very
carefully laid plot."

"A plot!"

"Yes, Mr. Warnham." Serena went on to give the ywvang people
most of the details of what had happened the ddgrdeand at



Hoddesdon that morning. She finished up by sayilighe

conspirators were particularly clever in that tisayv to it that the
story would not only be spread—nbut believed, ad.Wwéinow now

for certain that Sir Harry Birtles saw me thered,aonless | am
mistaken, we will find that Sir John and Lady Taplavere also
present at the inn, and also saw me."

Lucy flung her arms round Serena as if to shut thet dreadful
picture her aunt had conjured up. But Mr. Warnhaas \gilent.
Serena said sadly, "It is an extraordinary tale,\Marnham, | agree.
Hardly credible, indeed."”

At that he came over to sit on her other side.

"Miss Calvert, if | did not speak straight awaywis not, believe me,
not in the slightest degree because | did not bely@ur account of
what actually happened. | have known you for same how, and
Lucy has told me a great deal about you. To met yia have told
us is completely credible. No, | was thinking rathew one might
best challenge the version going round London. 8seEgou must!
Your own good name, and Lucy's as well, are atestak

Serena turned swiftly to Lucy. "Has anyone spokeyou... ?"

Mr. Warnham said grimly, "No gentleman has appreddhucy, no.
They would hardly dare while | am there to proteet. But..." He
seemed embarrassed.

Lucy finished for him. "The ladies are not alwayswkind, Sasha. |
do not mean Lady Warnham—she is upset, of courgesie has
been very sympathetic. She has suggested, howebet,
we—Michael and |—do not for the moment publish oL
engagement.” She looked defiantly at Mr. Warnhakmd'l agreed
with her."

Serena looked towards the young man.



"l would publish it tomorrow, Miss Calvert, and lsold my mother,"

said Michael Warnham. "But Lucy is adamant. Andha@s she is
right. It is better to postpone our own celebrationtil you are
cleared, that we shall all rejoice together." Hem went to Lucy's
side, and took her hands in his. "You must notkthirat putting off
the announcement of our engagement alters my deision to

marry Lucy." The two smiled at each other. Therturaed back to
Serena. "But, more immediately, | should like t¢pheu in any way
| can. Do you wish me to challenge Dauncy?"

"For heaven's sake, no!" cried Serena. "You woatthdind yourself
challenging half the men in London! No, we mustidor evidence
to convince London society that it is wrong!"

"What about Sir Harry Birtles!" cried Lucy. "Was ladone at the
inn?"

"Most unlikely, I'd say." Mr. Warnham seemed toalksct himself.
He turned to Lucy and suggested that she mightdikeave her aunt
and himself to discuss the matter. "l dare saywiluaccuse me of
being stuffy, Lucy, but you really shouldn't beahxed in discussing
Lord Harry's behaviour and similar matters. You sapport your
aunt in other ways." Lucy looked mutinous, but aeldirmly, "l am
not discussing this unsavoury business in yourgmes, Lucy."

"Well, | shall go, but do not imagine | shall stthpnking about it. |
wonder who Sir Harry was with?" With that she weaita hugging
her aunt and giving Mr. Warnham a slightly cool tsyr Serena
smiled.

"l see | have no need to worry about Lucy's futappiness, Mr.
Warnham. You will manage her very well. | cannot baw happy |
am that you wish to marry."



"Lucy is a darling," he said simply. "I think | avery fortunate. But
this is not solving your problem. You know, Lucyestion was an
acute one. Your conspirators had to ensure thatnémessary
witnesses were there at the right place, and atigfm time. The

Taplows frequently travel to Huntingdon. It would &asy to find out
when they would next be staying at the Black LiBat Sir Harry...

Who was Sir Harry's companion? You didn't see heyppose?"
Serena shook her head. "Would you like me to tifynic out?"

"Can you do so?"
"Easily, | should imagine. Sir Harry is not notexl his discretion."

"I would certainly like to know. And | think | willsee Mr.
Rambridge—my lawyer. He is dealing with anothertarator me,
and may have some suggestions to make about teisBut now,
Michael—you see, | regard you as one of the familyveuld like to
ask you to do something more for me."

"Anything!"

"l wish you to make sure that Lucy and yourselfraweseen in public
with me for the moment."

"Miss Calvert!"
"Lucy calls me Sasha. Could you? In private, ofrsed

"I am honoured. Thank you.. .Sasha. But Lucy wadder agree to
desert you—nor would 1."

"l know that you wish to show society your regandl gsupport, and |
am touched. But it is better for Lucy's sake thed should be kept
away from this scandal as much as possible—atfeaite next day
or two until | find out what | have to do. Will yado this? From what
| have seen you are the person to persuade her."



"Very well. But you must let me know if there isyéiming else | can
do."

"I will." In spite of her weariness Serena smilédfeel we have a
man in the family again, Michael. It is very contfong."

Mr. Warnham left, wishing he had a white chargeamarmy or two
to defend Miss Calvert. Keeping Lucy safe seemesnall thing
compared with all Sasha's other problems.

What he did not realise was that Serena was at &saanxious to
keep Michael himself out of danger. In his eagesrtesdefend her
honour he might well find himself picking quarrelgh gentlemen
more experienced than he in the art of the dud. iAmehs for this

same reason that she had not mentioned her suspioioLord

Wintersett.

But she had not forgotten them either. Thus it Wed the next
morning found her demanding to see Lord Winteisgtis residence
in Upper Brook Street. Percy was alone in the ectahall at the
time, and found it difficult to deal with this tdia unorthodox

occurrence. He was only saved by Lord Wintersetiskif, who

came out of the library and invited Miss Calveretder.

"How can | help you, Miss Calvert?" he asked whas door shut
behind Percy.

"You know how you can help me! Withdraw this rum@lmout me
that you have set round London!"

"l have heard the rumour, of course. | have hagarbin spreading
it."

"You are too clever, and too cowardly for that,ids&erena, her lip
curling in scorn. "You, Lord Wintersett, stay inetlbackground,
merely pulling the strings for your puppets to hamgj}"



Lord Wintersett looked down at the snuff box he wa&ling. His
hand tightened, then relaxed. When he looked umdgmvoice was
arctic. "If a man had said that to me, Miss Calvert, | wowdgteh
knocked his teeth down his throat—as an alternatinkelling him."

"l have no one to defend me, Lord Wintersett. Basy for you to be
brave with your threats."

"What about your mysterious lover? Is he not a rhan?

Serena looked at him with loathing. "How can a treasuch as you
live with himself?" she asked, her voice quivenwith feeling. "You
have ruined me, Lord Wintersett, and yet you #dilint me with the
creatures of your own invention. You know | havelower!"

"Is there no foundation for this rumour, then? Mweare not at...
Hoddesdon, was it? You were not seen by the Tays10

"Why are you fencing like this with me? There isome else here.
Why cannot you be open?”

"Tell me what you think I did."

"l will not waste my breath on such an exerciset Bwarn you, |
intend to expose you, if it kils me! You may habebed that
landlord with all the wealth in England, but oneywa another, |
shall rip your conspiracy wide open!" She wentte door.

"Serena!" He strode over to the door and put hisllwen her shoulder.
She wrenched herself free.

"Don't touch me!"
"Serena, what are you going to do?"

"Expose you for the villain you are!"



"And meanwhile?"

"Meanwhile | shall outface the scandalmongers dradgossips. |
shall carry on as if they did not exist. | will ngive in to your
blackmail!"

"Serena, society can be cruel. It isn't wise—"

"You may save your efforts to dissuade me, Lord tarsett. | will
not let you win."

"Serena, what if | tell you that | had no part myglot against you?"
he asked rapidly.

"Who else wants me out of London?" Serena asketeogtuously.
"Who withdrew the offer of Anse Chatelet and tolé that he had
‘other plans'?"

"But | only meant that | was going to St. Just niydeam leaving in
two days' time."

Serena whirled round. "To St. Just? You have walstéel time in
your anxiety to review your new possession! | amysfor the snakes
on the island, for no viper, no fer-de-lance cotNal your poison.
Take care you don't bite one!" With that she putipdn the door and
ran out.



CHAPTERELEVEN

IT TOOK SERENA some time to calm down, but then she went to s
Mr. Rambridge. He was not sanguine about the outaarany action
on the Anse Chatelet case, but promised to contMinren he heard
the story of her abduction he was horrified. "WMijss Calvert, |
have known only one other case like it. What do wigh me to do?
As you say, it would be impossible to scotch thmaurs without first
finding the villain behind the plot. Who wishes ysa much ill?"

When Serena tentatively voiced her suspicions coiug Lord
Wintersett Mr. Rambridge was dismissive. "All thengre possible, |
suppose, and a lawyer hears more than most. Butdheé Wintersett
should stoop to such dealings | find it impossibl&elieve!"

"But | know of no one else who bears me any kindrofdge!" cried
Serena. "Mr. Rambridge, | should like to hire stworthy fellow to
investigate the inn for me. | found it impossible get any
information at all from the landlord and his trid®erhaps a trained
investigator, and a man, might be more succedsfulyou know of
such a person?"

Mr. Rambridge said he did, and if Miss Calvert vighhe could
present Mr. Barnet to her in a very few minutese gfjust writing up
the details of another case in the office next dGan you wait? May
| offer you a glass of Madeira or some other réfnesnt?" Within a
short time Serena had engaged Mr. Barnet, givempdngculars of
the inn and everything she could remember whichhtriog of use,
rejected with scorn his "Suggestion that the Amhearmight have
had anything whatsoever to do with it, and hadrdler leave of both
men. Mr. Rambridge's last words were, "I am glad ga not tell

Barnet of your suspicions of your noble friend, 84Zalvert! | do not
acquit the gentleman of ruining a lady's reputa.tiBut that he
should resort to such villainy to do so is quité ofuithe question.”



THAT EVENING Serena went to a concert in Northumberland Hou:s
She had taken a long time deciding what to weae. t€mptation to
put on a poppy-coloured India muslin dress wasngtrdqually
strong was the desire to wear stark white or detcbdack. Each
would make a statement to the world—but all hadrtbbvious
disadvantages. In the end she wore her topaz sdksd Sheba
brushed Serena's hair until it gleamed like shienttwisted it into a
knot high on her head. Aunt Spurston's diamondteghd at her ears,
throat and wrists, and the amber-coloured silkhefdress reflected
the tiger gleam of her eyes. Lucy was spendingetiening at Lady
Warnham's, so she was not there to give her veaticBerena's
appearance. It was as well. She would not haveyresed her loving,
Impulsive aunt in this creatine of shining gold acel

Serena entered the great doors of Northumberlandséidive

minutes before the concert began and started th walthe wide

staircase. Groups of people were standing on thes sthatting and
viewing each new arrival. As Serena passed sildelteon each

group, and though the gentlemen eyed her, the dastadiously

avoided meeting her eye. Serena appeared not imenéter head
held high, one hand holding the hem of her dresshipmounted the
stairs without haste, and without pause. The mamdgtg at the top
of the stairs looked down and thought he had ne®en anything so
graceful or so courageous.

"Cool customer, ain't she, Wintersett? Magnificeneature, though,”
said a young buck standing nearby, eyeing Seranagh his glass.
Lord Wintersett gave him such a glacial stare teavanished, and
avoided the noble peer's company for the restektlening. As he
remarked to one of his cronies, there was no sengmoking for
trouble.



Serena reached the music room at last and too&tanear the front.
She was studying her programme, so did not appgneatice that

several ladies sitting near her got up and moveddiferent part of
the room. But a faint flush appeared on her pakekb. The silence
that followed was bro



ken by the rustle of silk and the voice of Lady Asame floating
through the door.

"Serena, how pleasant to see you again! May |1?h\W&itharming
smile the Dowager Countess of Ambourne sat dowm tee$erena
and proceeded to make light conversation untihtiisic began.

In the interval it was even worse. The two ladiegdmtheir way to
the supper-room, but, though the room was crowdedspace
appeared round than wherever they stopped. Theme smiles and
greetings for Lady Ambourne, but no one offeregbtn them or to
fetch anything for them. Lord Wintersett, watchiingm the other
side, muttered a curse, and pushed his way thrthegbrowd. "Your
servant, Lady Ambourne, Miss Calvert? May | get ysome
refreshment?" he asked with a low bow.

The Countess expressed her gratitude, adding;, filst iastonishing,
Lord Wintersett, how very many underbred people €dm these
concerts nowadays? One might have thought thave ¢é music

would encourage courtesy, but the opposite apfedrs the case."
The Countess's voice was soft but penetrating. ihban of faces
round than grew slightly pink, and one or two peopttually came
up to join her. For a while Lady Ambourne and Sarewere

surrounded. When Lord Wintersett returned, carrgoge glasses
and a plate of delicacies, he had difficulty inalmag the Countess.
Serena had somehow been edged to the outside gfrdip. But

when Lord Wintersett presented her with a glassclmpagne
Serena looked at him expressionlessly, and emfiedglass into a
potted palm next to her. Then she turned andHeftéom.

LADY AMBOURNE was drinking her chocolate in the garden room tt
next morning when Purkiss came in to ask if shelavoeceive Lord
Wintersett. The Countess was surprised. Only thetmwgent



business could excuse a call so early in the diag.t&8ld Purkiss to
show Lord Wintersett in and to bring some more ofette. Lord
Wintersett, when he came, was dressed in ridingpeo

"Lady Ambourne, this is good of you. | apologise dasturbing you
at this early hour."

"Sit down, James, and share my chocolate."

Since Lord Wintersett's good manners forbade hirsay that he
disliked chocolate intensely, it was as well thatkss brought him
some ale—"As it's so warm, today, my lord."

"Now, James, what is so important that you havee® me at this
hour? | should think it is something to do with BlGalvert?"

"Yes. She needs help."

"Why are you concerned, James? | thought that ysiiked her.
Why do you want to help her now?"

"l don't know! That's the devil of it. Forgive meady Ambourne, |

shouldn't have said that." He got up and wentéontimdow. His back
was towards her and his voice muffled as he sagkém to be doing
everything wrong! The trouble is that | don't knawuat to think or

what to believe."

The Countess looked at him with surprise. What haplpened to
self-sufficient, self-possessed Frosty Jack? She theughtfully,
"But you wish to help Serena all the same. Why do yot speak to
Serena herself?"

"l...I cannot. She would accept nothing from me—enegn a glass of
champagne! Certainly not any kind of advice." Hmedack and sat
down. "I'm doing what | can. In a few minutes | klset off for



Hoddesdon, to do a little investigating. My timdimsited, however. |
leave for Falmouth and the West Indies tomorrovihtig

The Countess's eyes widened. "You're going to &t?J James
nodded. "Then we must not lose any time. How do waln me to
help Miss Calvert? | would have done so in any case know."

James came to sit opposite her, leaning forwahisichair. "She's so
obstinate, so fixed in her determination to defgisty, and she will
be badly hurt if she continues. You saw what hapgéast night." He
paused and looked down at his hands. "She wouldlisten to
anything | might say. Could you use your influetez@ersuade ha to
live quietly until this business is cleared up eveey or the other?"

"l have already resolved on that. Indeed, | hawenbaying plans this
very morning. But James, am | to understand thathalieve her to
be innocent?"

"Yes, | do! That is-"

"Is that your heart or your head speaking?"

"It certainly isn't my head. The evidence is alnmstrwhelming."
"Good! Then itis your heart. Trust it. Are youlave with her?"
"At one time | thought | was," James said sombrely.

"In Surrey?"

"She has told you about the time in Surrey?" Ther@ess nodded. "I
didn't know who she was, of course. Then when weed®a London |
found out she was a Calvert. Sasha Calvert. Simee my life has
been in turmoil."

"Why?"



"Tony died on St. Just. What the world suspectsdoes not know
for certain, is that he killed himself. For years.Wwe have blamed
Sasha Calvert for driving my brother into taking bwn life."

"What rubbish! She was only fourteen years oldattime!"

"l know that now. | had always believed her to becholder. But
Alanna said... No, | will not repeat it."

"Do you really believe that Serena was respond$didony's death,
James? Knowing her, as you knew her in Surrey?ngawbserved
her behaviour since she has been in London? Is tieealternative?"

There was a silence. Then James got up and sdidt I what | am
going to the West Indies to find out. It's whathbald have done
years ago." He gave a wry smile. "Serena beliea@s ¢joing there to
gloat over my new acquisition."

"Have you tried to explain?"

"She would not listen. She dislikes me too mudihirk | must go,

Lady Ambourne. | have much to do before tomorroghnhl' He said

with feeling, "l wish | did not have to leave Engthat this moment!
Serena needs someone to help her! But | must. My@y to St. Just
cannot be delayed. | will be easier in, my mind Khow she has
someone she can rely on. | thought of writing tal Nmut | know he is
anxious about Perdita. Oh, forgive me again—I| amispped up in
my own concerns that | forget my manners! How islRa?"

"We have been quite worried about her, but thirrgsbetter now. |
think | can call on Edward if | need him, James.aehile | wish
you bonne chancandbon voyagel will watch Serena's interests,
never fear."

"You believe in her, don't you, Lady Ambourne?"



"I have never doubted her for a minute."

AT HODDESDON James soon got the landlord's measure, and wit
judicious mixture of threats and promises of remmaten even
persuaded him to talk of the night in question. ®lartwright had, it
appeared, been asked—against suitable paymentowke—to
provide a particular room at the head of the firght of stairs. "Best
room in the house, that is." He had agreed to inel Wthen a certain
chaise drove up, to allow the passengers to semstiees to the
room, to keep his mouth shut if the lady asked @mgstions in the
morning, and to provide a chaise for her returnciedon. Everything
had been paid for with shining, golden guineas loyaa called the
Captain. In answer to further questions he saitdtS$iraHarry Birtles
had stayed at the Black Lion more than once, alwaifs the same
lady, but he didn't know the lady's name. He thougimight be
Amelia, or Amelia—something like that. The Taplowahs they
were a different sort, they were. Real aristocrlitey stayed regular
as clockwork every six weeks when they visited rtlagiughter in
Huntingdon. Everyone knew that.

"Who arranged the matter of the rooms and so on?"

"The Captain. He came once beforehand to boolothva and have a
chat, like." To discuss terms, thought James.

"Did he ask about Sir Harry and the rest? Or ahgioguests? To find
out when they would be staying here?"

"l don't remember that he did. Not then. And ajrantn the night he
came with the lady that's the only time I've seiem before or since."
The landlord hesitated. "One o' the maids- shelgoimpression the
Captain knew Sir Harry's lady. But that don't mewthing. Sir

Harry's lady is the sort who'd know a lot o' gemiga, if you know

what | mean, sir."



He gave James a vague description of the CaptairSanHarry's
lady-friend, but more he would not, or could nay.sJames rather
thought it was the latter. He paid Mr. Cartwrighbhat he had
promised and asked to see the girl. Apart from lgg@ll he could
elicit from her was that Sir Harry had called thdy "Amelia" and
that the "Captain" had winked at Amelia in the mwr, and then said
something to her. She too gave some sort of deseripf Amelia
and the Captain. James was about to leave whesidibd up to him
and whispered that she had something to sell hima.sBowed him a
much handled scrap of paper.

"It were in the bedroom, sir. The one at the toghe'stairs. The lady
left it behind. It were all she left, too," she addresentfully. "That
and a funny little glass with nothin' in it. | thvet away."

With growing distaste James read the note whiclergehad found
by the bed when she had woken up that morning.

My love,

You know | have to go, much as | hate to leave ydarrange
another meeting as soon as | can get away. Ldst was even
better than on St. Just. All my love—A.

As he rode back to London James was debating wh#tkenote
could be genuine. Who could tell? It was all soartain! Some of
what the landlord had told him could support Seseatry. On the
other hand, much of it could be explained by thy watural desire of
a couple sharing an illicit bed to keep themsela@®nymous.
But—this was perhaps the biggest point in her faveierena hadn't
been kept anonymous. The presence of Harry Bigti¢ee inn had
made it certain that the whole of London now kndviher "affair."

Harry...Harry had been with Amelia Banagher, he swe. It might
be worth finding out which of them had set up tasgignation. He
would call on Amelia when he got back to town. Hentvover the
note again. Who was "A"? If it wasn't genuine itswuite cleverly



phrased. Not too much—merely the suggestion thaérnaehad
known the writer on St. Just. Well, he would ber¢hi@a a few short
weeks and would learn a lot more about Sasha Galadrher family.

AMELIA BANAGHER was resting in her boudoir, a pretty little room o
satin, lace and roses, when James came in. Shigegdam with
little cries of joy, and fussed over him for seVaranutes. But she
had a flight when he said he had been to Hoddesddmmorning.

"l believe you spent the night there recently. Witdrry Birtles."

She started to be coy, but he cut through her statiens and said
directly, "Amelia, you and | have usually managedé open with
each other. | will pay your outstanding bills ifyywill tell me how it
happened that you and Harry were at the Black biothat particular
night."

"I'm not sure why you wish to know, James. Andhet moment |
have no outstanding bills!"

His eyes narrowed. "Now that | find most interegtilndeed, it is
quite extraordinary. No outstanding bills, eh?ihkino further proof
Is needed, Amelia. Who bribed you?"

She was really frightened. Wintersett was not a togtay with. But
nor was Fergus O'Keefe, and it wouldn't surprigeifnehat she and
Fergus had done to Serena Calvert was criminal.lidrdecided to
risk losing any influence she had ever had withdl\&fintersett in the
interest of saving her skin.

"James, | have to confess | was angry with youHerway you and
that woman treated me about the necklace,” she sapfovising
rapidly. "I wanted to pay you both back. | couldesgou were
interested in her, and... and | wanted you to sew khe was



deceiving you." Amelia got up and fetched a hanchief. "Would
you like some wine, James? I'll send for some | $Ral

"Thank you, but no, Amelia. Please continue withrystory."

"Well... | decided to arrange that Harry shouldnggs her meeting
with her gentleman friend at the Black Lion. Nothimore. | knew
Harry would spread it round. He's from the Westidadisn't he? Her
friend, | mean."

"You knew him?"
"Oh, no!"
"He appeared to know you. One of the maids sawbygbh."”

Amelia felt her cheeks grow pale again. Then shieguherself
together and murmured, "A lot of gentlemen wouke lio know me,
James. Many even exchange a word or two with nuimdsn't mean |
know them."

Amelia could see that James was not entirely caadnbut she was
confident that her story would be difficult to disge. Then he asked,
"What was he like—this gentleman from the Westés@l'

What should she say? If she described Fergus tdpJaees might
track him down. "I didn't notice him particularliair, | think. Not
too tall."

After a while James left, and Amelia sank back waitksigh of relief.

THE NEXT DAY James returned to Rotherfield House. The Counte
was surprised but pleased to see him again. Once neofound her
in the garden room, with a letter in her hand.



"Come in, James. Come in and sit down. I've hadegaleasing news
of Perdita. Edward says she is much better. Qeit®lu self again.”

James expressed pleasure and the Countess ssoirferwine. Then
she sat back in her chair and said, "But now yall s&ll me what

you are here for. | thought we had said our farls®dlave you been
to Hoddesdon? What did you find?"

James related to the Countess the result of hidwidoddesdon, and
his interview with Lady Banagher. She grew gravenadiately.

"A devilish conspiracy—I am not using the word liigheither."

"I think Amelia Banagher was lying. Her descriptiofithe man does
not match what the people at the inn told me in @spect—they
said he was tall and very dark. | am sure she krtuws Before |
leave London | must engage a reliable man to inyesst further."”

"James, Rambridge was here today to enquire afielitB. He said
that Serena had already engaged someone—a veryrggogde said.
Would you like me to pass your information to him?"

This was quickly decided on, and James promisedettoLady

Ambourne have what he had learned in writing. "tBat is not really
why | came, Lady Ambourne. It occurred to me aftdeft you

yesterday that the Warnhams might well be reconsigetheir

approval of the match between their son and MisyICQalvert. That
would be most unfortunate.”

The Gountess looked at him pityingly. "And you thihhave not
thought of that? James, let me set your mind dtlnggelling you

what | plan to do. | shall persuade Serena, ifrl, ¢that she should
retire to the country for a while—until we have éno establish the
truth. | shall also suggest that | move into thaud® in Dover
Street—everyone knows that | detest this place wheam

alone—and that | spopsor Miss Lucy myself. | think standing of



the Dowager Countess of Ambourne is enough to cleany
possible criticism of Lucy Calvert, do you not agffé

James smiled for the first time. "Lady Ambourne, yoe, as always,
completely right!"

JAMES HAD ONE LASTIinterview before he left. It was with Serena, an
was not planned. But he was irresistibly drawn tw& Street on his
way to the Gloucester coffee house, where he wpidk up the
coach for Falmouth. She would not receive him &dt,fibut he
eventually persuaded John to admit him. She waseatacept for a
large negress.

"Shall | stay, Mis' Sasha?"

"No, it's all right, Sheba. Lord Wintersett will hibe here long." The
woman left, giving him a baleful stare as she went.

"I'm leaving tonight, Serena. Have you...have yoy messages for
the Pendomers?"

She smiled bitterly. "What could | possibly telleth? That | no
longer own Anse Chatelet? That | am disgraced hodrsed by most
of London society? That Lucy's marriage is no lorsgecertain?"

"No. Though | think Miss Lucy's happiness is notdianger. But |
understand. Then | will bid you goodbye."

"You could not bid me anything more welcome! Goaglbi.ord
Wintersett. Enjoy your stay at Anse Chatelet. ldngpu are prepared
to explain to our—I beg your pardoyour people, why the Calverts
have finally abandoned than."



"Serena, what will | find when | get there? Was y¥endeath an
accident, after all? Is there another explanation?"

There was silence while a variety of expressionss@a over her
mobile features. A flash of temper, a desire t@kpkesitation, doubt
and finally sadness. "I cannot tell you," was &k said. "You must
judge for yourself." But her voice was gentle.

He moved closer. "Will you be here when | return?"

"l don't know. | hope to see Lucy married but | aat sure when that
will be at the moment. After that... | don't know."

He drew her to him. She looked at him with troubdges, but made
no effort to resist when he kissed her, a long,etwess. The kiss
grew deeper, more passionate until they were gldaghed in each
other's arms, murmuring to each other and kissgagnaand again.
Serena broke free, but he pulled her back to hotdihg her tight,
pressing her head to his chest. He said into her'fiais business at
Hoddesdon—do you really think me so despicable? Tauld go
to such lengths to ruin you, Serena? After the tonethe hill in
Surrey—William, Trask and Douce, and all those bowhen we
seemed to share so much?"

"l don't know!" she cried, pulling away from himag. "I'm so
confused. I've been told you were there at theyasterday, giving
money to the landlord. But when you hold me as gimlil cannot
remember that. One minute | think you're a devihanster, and the
next you hold me in your arms and | cannot imaginghing to be
anywhere else! If you think we shared so much wtyydu treat me
so badly? Oh, go to St. Just and leave me aloned M...
Wintersett!"

"l thought you had mastered that stammer, Serena."



"It is a weakness | despise, | assure you! It afgueafter that first
night in London. When you turned into someone lar@er knew...
For a while | couldn't even say your name at all."

"Then don't say it! Say James, instead! After &llcall you
Serena—in private."

"Serena and James—no, Lord W... my lord."
"Never?"

"Perhaps. After your visit to St. Just you may wh to see me ever
again."

His face clouded. "Will | hear of the Captain tHefEhe man whose
name begins with 'A"?"

She looked blank. "What are you talking about?'silence James
handed her the note he had bought from the mael g&imced at it,
then with a look of revulsion she threw it from h&he said in a
strangled voice, "For a moment | thought | had ndgged you, Lord
W.. .Wintersett. | was even dolt enough to feet@@ron your behalf!
How glad | am that you have reminded me beforegmaf your true
nature." Serena's voice grew clearer. She saickogttously, "Did
you enjoy kissing me so tenderly, arousing feelihgsoought | had
forgotten, while you knew all the while that thighis piece of filth
was in your pocket, waiting to be produced? | aicgoil of plotting
to ruin me, Lord W... W... The devil take it! | Wwisay it! Lord
Wintersett! You were purchasing this note from|tredlord in order
to accuse me, not paying your bribe. But you amspidable, all the
same. | have had enough of your tricks and postumsver, never
wish to see you again! And | wish you joy of yousabveries on St.
Just!"

She stormed out of the room, calling to John to &ed.ord
Wintersett.



THE NEXT DAY Serena and Lucy were sitting in the drawing- radm
the house in Dover Street. It was a large, airynrdarnished in

shades of pale yellow and white, and the two lachdbleir delicate
muslins completed a very pretty picture. But it veasdent that all
was not well with them, for they were both pale dmavy-eyed.
Serena had not slept at all. She had found it isiptesto dismiss
from her mind the vision of James Stannard trawgl8outh-west to
Falmouth. There was a long, tedious voyage aheadirof and

though he would find Anse Chatelet a worthy prizer¢ would be
little joy in it for him.

She had been haunted, too, by the events of thveopseevening and
the curious effect James Stannard had on her. &héold him that

she never wanted to see him again, and she stdhimg yet the

thought filled her with passionate regret. With ayvemile she

recalled her conversation with Lady Pendomer bedbeehad set out
for England all those months ago.

"l wouldn't give up control of Anse Chatelet," died said. "Not after
all these years, unless | could find a husbandliccoust to manage it
better than | can myself..."

In Surrey, she had thought she had found such a imdrord
Wintersett, and the prospect had filled her witkré@dulous and
humble delight. It was bitterly ironical that heosiid now be the man
who had taken Anse Chatelet from her.

He would return, knowing how unjust he had beethalse years. But
it was too late. For all the feeling he had arousetier the night
before, it was too late. In London Lord Wintersk#td been the
cold-hearted manipulator everyone had talked of. flan on the hill
had gone forever.



With a sigh Serena dismissed Lord Wintersett franthoughts and
turned them instead to Lucy. She was worried atb@ugirl. It was so

rare for her niece to be listless and silent—ar$ehshould be the
happiest days of Lucy's life! But the shadow ofistyts reaction to

her aunt was casting a shade over Lucy, too. Michae been a
constant caller, and the house was filled withflosers, but even he
had failed to lift Lucy's spirits. It was a relihen Lady Ambourne
was announced and Serena got up to meet her, gmiligenuine

welcome.

"Serena! How do you go on, my dear? And Lucy, tbb@ve come
with all sorts of good news, a basket of fruit dresh vegetables
from Ambourne, and a suggestion."

Serena sent for tea and they were soon comforsailied.

"First, the good news. You must have seen how premed | have
been recently—so much that | fear | have neglegted But, after
worrying us all for a while, Perdita is now quité &gain. | had
thought | should go down to Ambourne to be with, foert that is no
longer necessary. | will remain in London a litteger."

The two Calvert ladies both expressed their pleasurthis. The
Countess continued, "The fruit and vegetables éfgaven to John to
take to Mrs. Starkey..."

"And the suggestion?" smiled Serena.

"Ah, if | may, | should like first to discuss theggestion with you
alone, Serena. Perhaps Lucy could leave us forie®hAs Lucy
jumped up to go Lady Ambourne said, "Don't go faag, child. This
concerns you, too."

When Lucy had gone the Countess explained her tolad®erena.
"What do you think, Serena? Perdita would be pkkasevelcome
you to Ambourne."



Serena hesitated. "Thank you, Lady Ambourne, lolat hot wish to
give society the impression that | concede defdetve done nothing
to earn their censure. And | have hopes that Mm&awill come up
with something soon..."

"And if he does not? Oh, | know that James gave igreat deal
more to work with—"

"Lord W... Wintersett?"

"Did he pot tell you?" asked the Countess, opehmigeyes wide in
the full knowledge that James would certainly naténtold Serena
anything. "He learned quite a lot in Hoddesdon.idHamost certain
that the woman with Sir Harry was that wretch Am&anagher. Mr.
Barnet now has her under surveillance. He is hognagshe will lead
him to this Captain fellow."

"l see..."
"Do you, Serena? Do you really see?"
"What do you mean?"

"Why should James go to all this trouble to helu¥dsoing to
Hoddesdon, undertaking this long journey to Stt-Jus

"Oh, no! He's going to St. Just to look at his byp."

"Did he say so? | think you are wrong. | think Beyoing to find out
what really happened on the island thirteen yegos i will be a sad
day for him when he does. Incidentally, why hava gever told him
about Richard and Alanna?"

"l wanted to last night when he came to see meithvas for all the
wrong reasons, Lady Ambourne. | was so angry with that |
wanted to hurt him, to tell him that his brothedhdied because of



Alanna and Richard, not me. He might have refusdxmklieve me, of
course. He has refused to trust me so often beBatethen | realised
| couldn't. However heartlessly he has behaved rsvene, | could

not tell him this in anger, hoping to hurt him. RFagps if things had
been different... if we had still trusted one amotlif | could have told

him...in confidence and...love, | might have. Biegling as | did

about Anse Chatelet and his efforts to discreditmosv could I just

blurt out to him that his brother had been betrdyeHis wife, that his
nephew, his heir, the only link with Tony left tarhwas perhaps not
a Stannard at all, but part of the hated Calvan?|

"Many would have. As you said, to hurt him."
"l could not."

"And | will tell you why, Serena. | think you lo@m. As he loves
you."

"Lord Wintersett is not capable of the sort of ld\aan seeking, Lady
Ambourne. And if he did once love me, in his fashitmen he will be

cured of it by the time he gets back. | told himelver wanted to see
him again."

The Countess smiled and said briskly, "I think ywa mistaken on
both counts, Serena. But it is useless to talk edames for the
moment. He must speak for himself when he retiNosv, about my
plan..."

In the raid Serena capitulated. "But you would bang so much for
us, Lady Ambourne. | hardly know..."

The Countess leaned forward. "The favour is noallbnesided,
believe me. Now that Edward and Perdita are setgednetimes fed
a little lonely—certainly in Rotherfidd House! Andnyself want to
remain in London for the moment. TeU me, is Lucylame with

Michael Warnham? Does she wish to marry him?"



"Oh, yes! But-"

"But the Warnhams are worried, are they not? Thieygaod, kindly
people, but they have always been a touch ovewrerdional. You
must let me help. Lucy deserves to be happy. Skevisry pretty,
well-behaved girl, and | guarantee that the Wamhaithsccept her
again once the world sees that she is sponsoreithebypowager
Countess of Ambourne! Society will soon forget ftandal about
Miss Calvert if Miss Calvert is not there to remitieem of it. You
may trust me, Serena. | know my world. And thenewthe mystery
Is cleared up and your enemies are unmasked—asdnynly will
be—you may return in triumph."

After very little further persuasion Serena agréedall Lucy in to
see what she thought. She was afraid that Lucytnggéct the offer
out of hand, but she had underestimated the Cauntsthin
minutes all was settled, the only change in tha pking that Serena
would not go to Ambourne, but back to Lady Spurstime told the
Countess and Lucy that she would not think of inmpgpen Perdita at
this time, and there was enough sense in whatabef@ them to
accept this. What she did not tell them was thateowith Lady
Spurston, she fully intended to find her way to Wisett Court. She
had to see young Tony Stannard for herself! Almbestlast thing
Serena did in London was to arm herself with a wlaBurrey from
Hatchard's bookshop in Piccadilly.

The parting with Lucy was not easy, but both ther@ess and Sheba
assured Serena that her niece would be well caredfichael was
also there to support Lucy, and Serena had every tiamt their story
would have a happy end. The Countess embraced drenlyvand
extracted from her a promise that she would visitbdurne before
long. Otherwise Serena left London without regké&gr hopes had
been so high, the reality so painful. Lord Wintérseas now on the
high seas, and she might never see him again. pXeithaas as well.



CHAPTER TWELVE

SERENA GAVE Lady Spurston a limited account of her disastrol
adventure, but it was enough to rouse all that'sadgympathy,
especially when she heard that the Ambournes weaenpioning
her. She agreed that Serena's decision to retBain@y for a while
had been a wise one.

"For you know, Serena, the season is three-quartens The world
will soon have forgotten your story. And if you learetained the
friendship of the Ambournes you will be able tauretto London in
time for the next season."

"Not," said Serena with determination, "not unlessn vindicated,
Aunt Spurston. And perhaps not even then. Tellwmegre can | find
a new side-saddle?"

After some argument Lady Spurston had agreed tbend could
ride out as much as she liked as long as Tomafsbedad, went with
her. So Serena shook out her riding habit, learmed, without
difficulty, to master the side-saddle again, andudla week after her
arrival set off to find Wintersett Court.

ALANNA HAD BEEN burdened with a sense of doom ever since Lo
Wintersett's lawyer had come down to Surrey ancemaunced that
his client was off on urgent business in the Weslids. In three
months—perhaps less if the winds were favourablee—vgbuld be
unmasked. What was she to do? She was unableejp alenight or
rest during the day. She was irritable with thevaets, and lost her
temper more than once with her son. Day after dayvgalked the
gardens, worrying over the problem. Should she waya—to her
home in Ireland, perhaps? The thought was not pyhape. She did
not relish living with her sister, looking after atderly father.



But soon another worry was added to her burdemguseD'Keefe
called, ostensibly to claim the last two instalnsesit his money, but
making it clear that this was not to be his finigitv

"It's a fine house you live in, Alanna, my darlirike call- in' on you
here, | do. I'll come again next week, shall I?"

She stammered, apologised, but gave in weakly Weesaid with a
laugh, "Now, don't be puttin' me off and me an &iend from

Ireland. I'll leave you alone when | have me gantingse in Dublin,
| promise you. But that costs a mint o'money, ARmy love,

a...mint...of...money. You wouldn't have a bit mqrat by now,

would you? To help out an old friend. You mightl ¢iah security. A

security! Now there's a thought!" He roared witlighater, but Alanna
shivered and promised him another hundred pounds.

She did not delude herself that this visit wouldhmeeend of the story.
In an effort to escape from the treadmill of hesuphts she walked
the gardens till she was exhausted, but the fastimgscapable. In
engaging Fergus O'Keefe she had put herself coetplét his
power.

SERENA RODE UPthe drive to Wintersett Court, and when she cauc
sight of a figure sitting on a bench under somedrshe stopped,
dismounted and gave the reins to her groom, whotte®horse off to
the stable yard. She walked over the grass towhedlsench.

"Mrs. Stannard?"
Alanna stood up. "I'm afraid | don't..."

"You possibly do not recognise me. | was only feart when you last
saw me."



Alanna's eyes widened in horror. She jumped tofdwtr shrieking,
"Oh, no! You must go away from here! Get out, g&t'o

"Please spare me the histrionics, Alanna!" Seresidenmo attempt to
disguise her scorn. "You must know by now that yanather-in-law
is on his way to St. Just, and that he will learawgh there to expose
your lies for what they are."

"Yes, but there may be a storm, a shipwreck..."nA#s voice
died-away. "Why are you here?" she whispered &t las

"l have come to see the boy. And to ask you whydidut."
"Did what?" asked Alanna warily.

"Why did you tell the Stannards that it was | wiedlgced Tony, not
that it was Richard who seduced you?"

"What else could | have done?" cried Alanna pasd&wy. "The
Stannards would never have given me shelter if trey known...
Where else could | have gone? | thought it was sadeigh—St. Just
was the other side of the Atlantic and | knew tla¢v€rts would hush
up Richard's part in the affair. The Stannards wiesgperate to have
Tony's son with than. What else could | do?"

"Tell the truth."”

"Tell the truth? And what was that? That your poesi brother had
rejected me, had laughed in my face when | told lhivanted him to
marry me. Can you imagine what | felt when he tokl he despised
me? That he had no intention of marrying a damaetetbedmate,
that he could have more thrills with the nativdggin the village?
That one bastard more or less made no differendento he had
plenty." Alanna was now hysterical. The successhacks and lack
of rest had been too much for her nerve. Sereed toi persuade her
to sit down but she ignored her.



"He said that to me! Alanna Cashel! Not one ofrfasive girls, but a
Cashel of Kildone." Alanna was striding up and dowiront of the
bench like a caged tiger. She had a handkerchiegimand and was
tearing it in shreds. "He'd told a different taleam he'd been trying to
get me into his bed. Oh, yes! | was mad for hint,lldidn't let him
see it. | held off till he swore he'd marry me dnly were not in the
way. So | let him love me... And then | found thlagé baby was
coming..." Alanna sank down on to the grass. She hardly
conscious of an audience, but stared into spalcangethe past. She
whispered, "l went to Tony and told him | was goiadgeave him. He
thought | didn't mean it. He refused to even disausSo |I... so I...
shot him." She hid her face in her hands. Her veias muffled as
she sobbed, "I got rid of Tony, but Richard digdvéint me after all..."

"Youshot Tony?"

Alanna was suddenly quiet. "Did | say that? Oh, vdues it matter?"”

she said wearily. "There's no one else to hearamayay, no one can
prove it now... I'll be gone soon and you're asdgmoonfessor as any.
Yes, | killed Tony Stannard. Everyone was so arxitaihush the

whole matter up that no one questioned that itsuasde. But | wish

| hadn't killed him!" She put her head back in hands and wept
bitterly. Serena gazed at her in horror. This washmwvorse than she
had suspected.

Alanna looked up. "I'm going away," she whispereakbnly. "But |
don't know what to do about Anthony. He cannotdfaBut how can
| leave him behind? What will happen to him?"

"He's Richard's son, you say?" Alanna nodded. "Thels my

nephew and a Calvert, whatever his birth certiicaty say. I'll take
care of him if the Stannards won't. He'll be sAtapna.” Serena tried
to feel pity for this woman, but it was impossibf&o many lives
wrecked through her wicked selfishness all thoseg/ago! Alanna
looked up and caught the expression of disgusteparfa's face.



"I've tried to atone. All these years I've stayedeh hardly living. |
have never been to London, never travelled. Allavéh done for
thirteen years is to act as companion to Lady Wsett, and to look
after my son...." She caught Serena's hands. "Yanitwell him, will

you? Anthony, | mean. You won't tell him that that his mother..."

"No," Serena disengaged herself. "Alanna, you khoannot agree
to keep silent if you stay here, don't you?"

Alanna nodded. "I shall be gone by next week, hpse you." She

started to say something, hesitated, then starggih.a"There's

something else | ought to tell you. | was afraid'gdalk to James. So
l... I..." She stopped and looked at Serena unogrtd hen she said,
"No, | cannot. You will not help me if | tell youShe ran into the
house as if she was being chased by the hounddloSkrena stared
after her. What had Alanna been going to say?

THE NEXT TIME Fergus O'Keefe called, Alanna was ready for him.

"l have'no more money," she said. "But there amejs— quite a lot.
You can have nearly all of them. I'll just keepeavffor myself."

Captain O'Keefe's eyes gleamed. "Where are thegnrmd, my
soul?"..

"They're in a safe place. You'll get than if yokdane to Ireland with
you. | could help you in your gaming club."

"Now that is a surprise! It's not often that Fergdi&eefe is taken
unawares, but you've done it, my pretty one." lyssegrew hard. "I
wonder why you're suddenly so fond of me, Alanna?"



She forced herself to laugh. "I'm tired of livingrk, and that's the
truth, Fergus O'Keefe! It's a bold man you are, laredtaken a fancy
to see more of the world before | die—in your compa

He looked at her appraisingly. "Well, you've womntg well. You
might be an asset at that. It must be the gooddiyou've had, but it
won't be as easy a life with me, | warn you. Whatlaaying? Your
jewels should make all the difference. A lot, yay?'

"The Wintersetts are rich—and generous. I've caitew."
"Where did you say they were?"
"l didn't. And | won't."

Fagus paused. Then he smiled and said, "Well Itweag'l don't have
a fancy for you, Alanna Stannard."

"Alanna Cashel, Fergus. Alanna Cashel. Wait foratt@e aid of the
drive. I'll come in a short while—we can hire a iskeaat the next
posting station. My box is already there."

With tears in her eyes Alanna wait to her son'sitade was asleep.
She kissed him, and went to join Fergus O'Keeféaut a thought
for anyone else or a look back.

As for Fergus O'Keefe, he was happy to wait forhalev He wasn't
worried about the jewels—he'd find them all soooerater. He
might even keep Alanna Cashel for a time. She wasil-looking,
for her age.

IMPATIENT AS SHE WASto see Richard's son, Serena delayed F
second visit to Wintersett Court until she coulctbgain that Alanna
had gone. For young Tony's sake she was prepaggdedlanna a



chance to get away, but she did not wish to seeafjam."The
revelation that Tony's death had been murder, uioide, had filled
her with horror. Nor did she believe that the aadd been the impulse
of a moment such as Alanna had described, for tnest have been
a gun. Alanna must have kept a cool head afterwardsfor no one
had ever questioned the cause of death. Serermfdiéned with the
knowledge. Though she saw no sense in making itiqpaker all
these years, the Stannards ought to know. But aiadt the boy?
She must do her utmost to keep it from him. Inehé she decided to
wait. The facts of Tony Stannard's death had reathgecret for so
long that another month or two would not make aiffeience.

Confirmation that Alanna had disappeared came eénféhm of an
advertisement in th&azettdor someone to act as companion to tw
invalids—a widow of high birth, and a child confth® a wheelchair.
The address given was Wintersett Court, Surrey.

Serena went straight to her aunt and showed headhertisement.
"You must help me, Aunt Spurston. | want you totarime a
reference for this post.”

"A reference, Serena? Whatever for? There is atedglno reason
for you to seek a post of any kind. Have you faigyotvho you are?"

"No, Aunt Spurston, but if Anse Chatelet isn't raed to me then |
am almost penniless, and shall have to find somgta support me.
And | wish to go to Wintersett Court."

Lady Spurston was astonished, annoyed and finallyya but she
could not persuade Serena to change her mind. Aftehile she
reluctantly agreed to provide a reference, butowasaged when she
was asked to write it for a person called Pruddiesk.

"Now, that | will never do, for that would be detcéVhy can't you go
under your own name, Serena?"



"Aunt Spurston, the Stannard family would neveowla Calvert to
darken their doors."

"All the more reason for not going there, | shouddve thought. What
are you up to?"

Serena knelt down beside her great-aunt's chdieré&is something
| can do at Wintersett Court, | feel it in my bores$ know | can do
more for this child than anyone else could. Dosktme how | know,

| just do. But if | go as Serena Calvert | will meget near him. Please
help me! You have been more than kind to me herel know you
secretly long for your peace and quiet again!"

Lady Spurston took a day to think it over, theneagr to write

Prudence Trask a suitable reference. "This is gdirest my better
judgement, Serena, but you are clearly set omitl yYou have a way
with you, there's no question about that. | onlpdagou can carry it
off. But what will you do when Lord Wintersett gdtack?"

"l intend to be gone before that, but | can dotanldhree months."

SERENA'S INTERVIEW with Lady Wintersett in the presence of :
representative from the family lawyers was a cigiaffair. Lady
Wintersett looked ill, and said nothing. The lawiessed and fiddled
interminably. Finally he said, "Well, Miss er.. .$48i Trask, you might
have been suitable, but | am disappointed thatppear to have had
so little experience. Though your reference is Bt it is your only
one. We have had other, more experienced applicats
unfortunately... er..."

Lady Wintersett leaned forward and put hear handhenlawyer's
arm. She slowly nodded her head.

"You wish me to appoint Miss—er—Trask, Lady Wintt8"



Lady Wintersett nodded again.

"Very well. Miss Trask, | have decided that youggdant appearance
and personality outweigh the lack of experiences phsition is an
unusual one in that you will be expected to ovetseeunning of the
house. Mrs. Stannard dealt with all this until alas er...called away.
There is a steward, of course, and a housekeépde.wait into
details of salary and conditions of work, but Sarkardly heard him.
She was elated at having passed this hurdle, buvah also puzzled.
Lady Wintersett had appeared to take no interestannterview, so
why had she interfered? It was clear that beforaritercession the
lawyer had been about to refuse Serena the post.

The need for someone to take Mrs. Stannard's plaseso urgent
that Serena was asked to start as soon as she andlthe weekend
saw her installed in her own room in Lord Win- &#t's country seat.
She was occasionally overwhelmed at ha temeritywbenever she
had doubts she thought of her nephew—sick and yomelhis
darkened room. It had been explained to her that Btannard had
been devoted to her son, but that she might halve sway for some
time. The boy was already missing his mother, amavbuld need
careful handling. Serena could hardly wait to nieet.

On the day of her arrival she was taken to TormgsT. Her heart was
beating strangely as she entered, looked towaedlseéti, and saw the
boy lying there. She had eyes for nothing elsdnasait over to him,
and had to bite her lips to keep than from trengpliie was pale and
thin, and had none of Richard's earthy robustiassfor all that
Richard's eyes looked out at her from Richard'ss-false was
unmistakably her brother's child. The boy was stpét her. She saw
now that he had been crying, and was trying touisegthe fact.

"You've come to take the place of mama," he s&idiori't want you."



"l couldn't do that, Tony! I've just come to keequycompany. It must
be rather boring lying here on your own."

His head turned, and Serena saw Lady Wintersetisittasgy on the
other side. She was regarding them closely. Segataup in

confusion and curtsied. "Ma'am... Lady Winterdatt,sorry. | didn't

see you there." Lady Wintersett smiled and shoakhead. She
indicated that Serena should carry on.

“Tony, | knew your parents in the West Indies, 'se brought you
some pictures and books about the islands. Wouldlike to see
them?"

By exercising every ounce of self-control and patee during the
following days, Serena began slowly, tediously $jowo win the

boy's confidence. He was not a child. He was naavip¢hirteen, at a
suspicious, temperamental age, but by concentraimgnterests
outside the boy himself she was gaining ground.yl\tintersett's
own physician, Dr. Galbraith, soon replaced Torigisner doctor

and Serena had a long talk with him about Tonggestthe first of
many. What he said gave her the courage to throem ¢pe huge
windows in Tony's room and let in some sunshine frash air.

When Tony complained that the draught from the op@mows

made him cold, Serena was unsympathetic. "Thatause you don't
move! Come, let me help you into your wheelchaig gou can
throw your arms about a little. No, harder thari!tha

It was all uphill work, but Serena persevered. Baé never in her
life shirked a challenge, and this one was perliag@sost important
of all. She made sure that Tony did the exercisesGalbraith
recommended, rewarding the boy with treats whensslne he was
really trying. Lady Wintersett came to see her gsam one day with
a small puppy in her arms, and Pandora, so-calledduse she was
into everything," quickly won his heart. He exertechself more for
the puppy's sake than for anyone else.



"Look at her, Miss Trask! Quick, she's falling intoe chest—no,
don't bother, I'll get her!" and he would swing hiseelchair over to
rescue the inquisitive puppy from whatever predeainshe found
herself in. He grew stronger with every day thatseal, and seemed
to miss his mother less as time went on—perhapsusecis life was
suddenly filled with so much that was new.

Serena told him stories about "my brother Richamnth® was always
getting into scrapes—falling from trees, gettingped in caves,
doing all the things boys loved to hear, and itamee a kind of
continuous saga, where truth and fiction were neédgShe wheeled
Tony out into the garden and they sat together bereh under the
trees and watched the birds and small animalseat work, while
Pandora chased everything in sight, always withenogtimism than
success. Serena got the servants to seek outtthartabballs from the
Stannard boys' childhood, and she improvised gamitfsthem on
the lawn, games which often ended in laughter wissmena
collapsed breathless on to the bench while a tmanpPandora ran
off with the ball or stick. Slowly she and Pandtarygether roused in
the boy a desire to do more. He would stretch outfball thrown
slightly wide and exclaim in frustration when hessed it, or he
would watch Serena wistfully when she played widéimdfora or rode
one of the horses up to where he sat on the lawd. & the time
Lady Wintersett watched and occasionally, in faaitey often,
smiled.

Serena was waiting for the moment when Tony woeddise that he
could do so much more if he could only walk. Shd talked the

matter over with Dr. Galbraith, who had said tihat ¢hild had started
walking at the normal age, and had made good psegre

"Then the poor lad was ill—I forget what it was, askes or chicken
pox or the like—and there were complications. Afteat Mrs.

Stannard treated him as such an invalid that leHeswill to use his
limbs at all. | argued with her, of course, but sli@missed me and



engaged another doctor. It is scandalous, MisskTrasw much
damage can be done by an over- fond mother, ahanname of
love!"

Tony's cheeks were getting quite sunburned. He dgealy more like
his father, his tawny hair bleached by the sun, ldaceyes, so like
Serena's, sparkling with life. Then one day Sethrew the ball too
high. Tony stretched up from the bench, realisedi&® not going to
reach it, and stood up to catch it. He remainectktlmoking down at
the ball in his hands for a moment. "Miss Trask®'shid uncertainly.
Serena wanted to shout, to dance, to sing, butahe of these.

"Yes, Tony?" she said casually.

"l... | stood up!" As Tony said this he sat downdenly on the bench
behind him.

"So? What's so extraordinary about that? Some afcug all the
time."

"But | don't!"

"You do! I've just seen you. Try again." Serenareetmay have been
casual, but all her being was concentrated onbibys She watched
his face as the desire to stand battled with ras & failure. She
strolled away, turned and threw the ball high aeddime. "Catch!"

Without thinking Tony stood again. He missed thé, bar in her
excitement Serena had pitched it wide, but he gdrail over his face
as he realised what he had done.

"Do you wish to try a step? I'll keep close by yoBerena nodded
encouragingly. Stiffly, awkwardly, Tony Stannard ved towards
her, one step, two, three, then he almost fellftBvghe took his arm
and helped him back to the bench. "No more todstye"said firmly.
"Let's go back to the house. You must rest fortadnd tomorrow



there's something | want you to see." As she put Ick in the

wheelchair she caught sight of Lady Wintersethm large window
overlooking the garden and impulsively waved to. Ieine was
delighted to see Lady Wintersett lift a hand inpesse. That night a
bottle of champagne appeared on the dinner tahige gvithout

comment. The following morning she wheeled Tonynauo the

huge yard at the side of the house. Here she tooknto a disused
stable.

"What are we here for, Miss Trask? | want to gokltacthe bench! |
want to stand again!"

"We shall go on to the lawn afterwards, Tony. | twwgou to meet
someone here first. Parks has two inventions tavsfou. He's been
waiting for you to be ready. Parks, this is Masiteny. Show him
your puzzles."

On the floor of the stable were two curious corticags. One was a
kind of wooden frame, a bit like a clothes horsediurdier, and the
other was a clumsy-looking saddle. Tony studieadh tbarefully in
silence.

"l think one might be to put on a horse," he séavly. "But what are
the things at the side for, Mr. Parks?"

"To hold you, Master Tony. It's a special saddlepwb on a pony."
Parte wait out again and led in a broad-backedapdepony. "Like
this one."

Tony's eyes were wide with excitement. "For mear dde? Now?
Oh, Miss Trask!"

Serena laughed. "Try the saddle,"” she said. "Aad ffou can try the
pony. If Parks is satisfied that you'll be safe yan ride round the
yard. But first look at this." She took the frarhed it in front of her
and took some steps. Tony could now see that #raefrtook the



weight of the body while allowing the legs to mov#'s Parks's
walking machine," Serena said. "I gave him the jdea he made the
design and constructed it. You must thank him ferttouble, Tony.
He's spent a lot of time on it."

Tony thanked Parks somewhat cursorily, for his eyese on the
pony. In a few minutes he was sitting on its bawe#ll supported by
the curious saddle. Parks examined it carefullytaed led the pony
out into the yard and they walked round it oncedlemn procession.
They did this several times, but when Parks gaverfaea significant
look she said they must stop. Tony objected vidfent

“I'm not tired, I'm not, | tell you!" But Serena svadamant.

"You'll have to go slowly, Tony. | want you to haseme energy left
for learning to use the frame. When you can watipprly on your
own you'll be able to try riding on your own."

That was the beginning of a time such as Tony kaegmknown.
Serena was hard put to it to restrain him from gdimself harm, so
eager was he to be on the move all the time. Theksvpassed and
each day seemed to bring further improvement. Taking frame
was used a lot at first but it gradually becameegessary, and as
Tony's muscles strengthened so the extra suppottseegony saddle
were discarded. The boy fairly buzzed with hapmnesnd each
evening as Lady Wintersett sat with him before lzdt w0 sleep he
grew almost incoherent as he told her of his day.

It seemed to Serena that Lady Wintersett was kes®te than she
had been. She frequently joined than now out ingaelen, and
though she never said anything she was obvioukiggaan interest
in their activities. Sometimes Serena was worrigoua the effect it
might have on Lady Wintersett's recovery if sherdgand out that
Tony was not, in fact, her grandchild. She halfdubphat it might
never be necessary to tell her.



So high summer passed into early autumn. But thdlgmornings

might be chilly the days remained warm and dry, tredgardens of
Wintersett Court rang with the sound of boyish ¢shand boyish

laughter. Tony's tutor returned after the summesaky and it was
decided that he should instruct Tony in the mornargl late

afternoon leaving the boy free to be outside dutirgmain part of
the day. Serena rode out with Tony regularly, abxagcompanied by
a groom, but otherwise free to go where she wishibdy rode far

and wide, but Serena never took Tony up on theerid&e felt no
desire to see it again.

One afternoon in October they returned from thigie rather late.
Tony was overdue for his lessons. They canteredind stable yard,
flushed and breathless, and were greeted by th# sigDouce
waiting in the yard, ready saddled, with a tallprimed gentleman
standing next to her.

"l was just about to come in search of you," hd.sali

"Uncle James!" shouted Tony, scrambling somewhaegantly off
his horse. "Look! | can ride!"

"So | see. My congratulations! Someone ought toltgeu the finer
points of the art—such as dismounting."

Tony wasn't listening. He ran somewhat awkwardliitouncle and
said, "l can walk, too!"

"It was worth coming four thousand miles just tahéhat, Tony.
How are you?" said James, smiling down at him. ‘tigiol think you
have no need to tell me. Come inside, and tell rnatwou've been
doing. Parks!"

"Yes, my lord?"

"See to the horses, would you. Come along, TongsMirask?"



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

ONCE INSIDE the house Serena excused herself and startedhdor
stairs.

"Miss Trask!" She stopped and slowly turned. Lordniétsett
smiled, presumably for the benefit of those arododthe smile did
not reach his eyes. "Where are you off to? | hgeebdgou would join
us."

"l... | have to change, Lord Wintersett. Lady Wistst would not
like me to appear as | am in the drawing-room."

"Very well. | thought for a moment you might beeattipting to avoid
me. | shouldn't like that... Miss Trask."

Serena put her chin up. "l shall be down as sodas, my lord."” He
nodded and followed his nephew. Serena continudaeonvay, but
as she mounted the stairs her mind was on the stémestableyard.
She was furious with herself for the sudden feetihdelight she had
felt on seeing Lord Wintersett again. She had qudy managed to
stop herself from running to welcome him back wathher heart.
What a fool she would have looked! His attitude @aoa¢ her had
been cool, almost unfriendly, and when she recélé&zdvords to him
before he had left for St. Just she could hardlyehaxpected
otherwise. He looked well—the sea voyage had olsiyosuited
him—but there were signs of stress and pain ingheed face. It was
no more than she had expected—not only had hefbessd to relive
the loss of his brother, but he had also discovératdhe had been so
wrong, so unjust all these years. For a man ofdngperament that
must have been painful.

Serena pulled herself up short. Why was she festngprry for him?
He was nothing to her! She must go away as soashascould,
especially since his presence seemed to have sielaatating effect



on her. He had appeared so unexpectedly that shiedrhno time to
escape, not even any time to prepare for this mgeto remind

herself of all the things he had said and donendhe frowned and
stopped where she was. She suddenly realised hbagh Lord

Wintersett had looked coldly on her in the stabldyhe had not
looked in the slightest degree surprised. But howldt he possibly
have known she was living at Wintersett Court urthher name of
Prudence Trask? She shrugged her shoulders andwshton her
way.

Upstairs she had time to reflect on her positiohaWver his feelings
for Sasha Calvert were now that he had discovdredrtith, he must
be furious to find her installed in his home unddalse name. And
what would Lady Wintersett think when "Miss TraskVas
unmasked? Serena could not regret her subterfogthd time spent
with Tony had been such a joy to her and such aoob benefit to
Tony himself. But she had grown to like silent Latintersett, and
was sorry that her employer was about to find hewdompanion
had deceived her. Perhaps her son was telling\tiss'Trask's" real
name at this very moment? Serena went downstaiam agith
reluctance, not knowing what she was about to face.

What she entered the drawing-room she found Lorat&sett
talking to Tony while his mother looked on. A trafytea and other
refreshments was on the table by the sofa. It wasnafortable
domestic scene, with no overtones of drama or ustdwevelations.

"Ah! The worker of miracles herself. Come in, conm¢" Lord
Wintersett's tone was affable but patently falszeBa braced herself
and walked forward, but as she sat down she wasised to receive
a warmly encouraging smile from Lady Wintersett.

"Tony has been describing your activities, Miss skra Lord
Wintersett began. "I am astounded at his prog®eme of your



machines sound most ingenious. Er... you perhaps hagift for
devices?"

Serena said calmly, "You flatter me, my lord. Parksst have most
of the credit for the machines."

"But you designed them, Miss Trask!" cried Tony.

"Ah, a designer! That sounds more probable. Buttexe you are,
Miss Trask, you deserve our thanks." Serena boveechbad. He
went on, "Though | could wish that you had taughtryg Tony here
to dismount more gracefully. In the stableyard @minded me of
nothing so much as a sack of potatoes falling afra"

Serena smiled at Tony's downcast face and said, itBsn't every
day that his uncle returns from... where was it?"

"But, Miss Trask, you know! | told you Uncle Janvess in the West
Indies. We've been studying the maps, Uncle Janesnd St. Just,
and showed it to Miss Trask. It isn't very bigit®s

With a sardonic look at Serena's pink cheeks Lordt&sett said,
"Not big, but beautiful, Tony. And Anse Chateletaswonderful
heritage. Now, it's time for you to be off. You leastill to change,
and | promised Mr. Gimble that you wouldn't be tong. We shall
have time tomorrow for more talk, but now you shlogb to your
lessons."

Tony objected, of course, but received little sythgdrom his uncle.
The boy gave Serena a resigned grin and left.

"Now, Miss. ..Trask. The improvement in your chaig@credible,
and we owe you a debt of gratitude—" There walstl@lfalse note in
Lord Wintersett's voice. Serena dared to interrupt.



"But now that you are back, Lord Wintersett, | deweear you would
prefer to choose a companion for your mother ydursaas only
engaged on a temporary basis. Much as | have ahjbgework with
Tony, | feel he hardly needs me any longer, artthllsinderstand if
you wish me to go." Her voice was matter-of-fact ber eyes
pleaded with him not to expose her in front ofnisther.

"The question is whether you yourself would ratlggr, Miss
Trask—in the circumstances."

"l would prefer Miss Trask to stay, James!"

The voice was Lady Wintersett's. Both Serena antkddooked at
her in astonishment, and James said, "Wh... whatka, Mama?"

"l should like you to persuade Miss Trask to staglie smiled
vaguely, got up, and before either of them hadwvex= enough to
stop her she left the room, closing the door céiselhehind her.

"Another miracle! Wintersett is full of them it g@e—since you have
been with us!" Lord Wintersett turned back to SareBut all the
same," he said grimly. "All the same, Serena..."

"l know what you are going to say, and | agree weilery word. It
was deceitful, underhand, and a shameful thingateedone. But |
am not in the slightest sorry! And now | shall ggoeick my things."

"You heard my mother. Those must be the first wettshas spoken
for over ten years. She wants you to stay."

"It was very kind of Lady Wintersett to interceas me, but now you
are back | would not be comfortable here. | am dtathave done
what | have done for your nephew—"

"My nephew? | think not. Or at least, only in name."



Serena grew pale. "You know?"

James got up and walked about the room. "I thikikdw most of it
now. The days | spent on St. Just were very emighg, though they
did little for my self-esteem. For a man who hawagls prided
himself on being fair-minded, | had been singuléaitind. | suppose |
understand why you couldn't tell me the truth aldahna. But why
didn't you make any attempt to warn me?"

"Would you have listened to me if | had?"

"Perhaps not. Pa-haps it was right that | hadnd ft all out for

myself. | should have gone to St. Just years algmurse. But at the
time there was so much else to be done—my fatlieesh, my
mother's iliness, Alanna and the baby. Disastedisaster." He sat
down beside her, his head bowed, and though Sknavahe neither
wanted nor deserved her sympathy she put out mel drad rested it
on his arm. He took the hand in his, holding ihtig. "I thought so

much about this on the voyage home—how | woulddrgxplain to

you... And now it seems so inadequate..." He gosugdenly and
walked away to look out of the window. "It seemsiit now, of

course, but Alanna's story rang so true that weted it without
guestion."

"Parts of itweretrue, but the characters were changed.”

"She substituted you for Richard and Tony for hiétsele turned
round and asked, "Did your father tell Richardgave the island?"

"YeS."
"Alanna was ingenious in her half-truths."

"And desperate," said Serena quietly. "She may hatayed your
brother, but she had been equally badly betrayedibg."



"It's a sordid story, Serena, and | am ashamenhygpart in it. | think

| have most of it now. The last piece fell into ggawhen the boy
came into the stable yard this afternoon. | co@dehsworn it was
William with you."

"William?"

"Yes! William the Turbulent, William Blake, WillilamSerena
Calvert—call him what you like. The boy is the ineagf you, except
for his hair."

"Richard's hair was tawny, not dark like mine. Mgtfer used to call
him his lion." Serena drew a deep breath and sdidrd
Wintersett—"

"You called me James a short while ago."
"It was a mistake. What do you propose to do afhouty?"
"What the devil can | do?"

"There's your family to consider—if you had no soymurself
Richard's son would inherit the Wintersett titlehal would be
wrong."

"Oh, there's no risk of that! It may interest yolkhow, Miss Trask,
that | fully intend to have a wife and sons of mynoin the near
future!"

His arrogance irritated her and she said tartlypu™¢an buy a wife, |
suppose, with all that money you keep mentioning. i®bw can you
be sure you'll have children, not to mention sons?"

He burst into unwilling laughter. "You wretch, Sea¢ That's a
possibility that had never occurred to me, | mashidl" He suddenly
grew sober and said abruptly, "I owe you an apalogyuch more



than an apology. How can | possibly persuade yototget the
terrible things | have said and done to you? Yoarswhe last time |
saw you that you never wanted to see me againf thwught you
would run away when you saw me in the stable-yaind, | wouldn't
have blamed you if you had."

"You didn't appear very pleased to see me," Sesaigdnvoluntarily.
"You didn't say anything except a haughty, " 'Cohmy—Miss
Trask!™

"l assure you | was not feeling haughty in the lekgt— what a
dreadful word, Serenal—I was never more nervousyife!"

"Nervous! You?"

"Yes, nervous. | was afraid that if | said anythaigall out of the way
you would disappear. So | was being very carefulethhin the
stable-yard and afterwards."

"Why weren't you surprised?"

"Come, Serena! Don't insult my intelligence! Whaoseslcould
Prudence Trask be? You forget, | knew by then thaty was
probably Richard's son. | guessed you would be viiim. |
remembered Prudence from a conversation on theAnidl of course
| remembered Trask!"

"l am surprised you remembered so much."

"l don't think | have forgotten anything about ylsom the day we
met." Serena tried to turn away, but he took herdeaagain and
added quickly, "But this is beside the point. | vea&ing you if you
could forgive me—and unless you thought me a gesseimonster
you must have expected me to do so. Have you thalgiut your
answer?"



"l have thought about it all the time you have baway. | saw the
heartbreak Richard's actions had caused in youilyfaand |

weighed that against the heartbreak and tribulationmy own. |
think the balance is about equal, don't you?"

"But you are the one who has suffered, Serena.ysodhave been
completely innocent throughout."

"l wasn't alone in that. What about your motherd Amung Tony?
And Tony's.. .your brother? No, I think if s tineedraw a line under
the past.”

"You are more generous than | deserve." He pubhaeds to his lips
and kissed them. Serena snatched them back andiraoxsg/ from
him. She was very agitated. He got to his feemgced and then said
abruptly, "I have had papers drawn up for the retaf Anse
Chatelet."

"No! I... I don't want it back!"

He looked astonished. "But | cannot keep it, Séfena
"Anse Chatelet must go to Tony. You should kedprihim."
He frowned. "Are you sure?"

She said, "Quite sure. Richard would have inhertage Chatelet if
he had lived, and it should go to his child. Bwiil have to come as
a gift from you. His name will always be Stannanhatever his
parentage. You will make sure he uses his inhedavisely."

"You would trust me to do this?"

"Yes. Yes, | would. You have always been described just man.
You will do this. And now | must go."



"No! Don't! You must stay! | have only just retuché

"No, | must go, Lord Wintersett! | knew that you wd ask me to
forgive you. And | do. But | always intended to ¢pene from here
before you returned."

He saw she meant it. He spoke rapidly, jerkily.ré®e, listen to me.
| understand your feelings, believe me."

She shook her head, saying, "You cannot possildgnstand what |
feel! I don't even know myself." She started tokntal the door.

James strode after her and stopped her. "Waitn8eRiease!" She
looked at him coolly, clearly unwilling to lingefames could see that
her mind was made up against him. He said rapitllst me try to
explain." He led her back into the middle of theng where they
stood facing one another. He took time to findrigbkt words, and at
length he said, "At one time, on the hill, | thinke were both very
near to complete understanding. More complete thaave ever
known with anyone else in my life... That friengshwvas very
precious to me, Serena."

"You destroyed it," she said stonily.

"I know, | know! In my blind prejudice against th@alverts |
destroyed it. But give me a chance to rebuild aduld, I think, given
time. Say you'll stay!"

She shook her head. "You are not the man | kneth@hill. | could
have loved him—no, | did love him. But you forgetiave known
you in London. | have heard what they say aboutyybile made a
gesture of repudiation, but she raised her voiceveent on, "And |
know it to be true! There is a hardness in yoack bof pity, which |
hate. | could never love such a man. | am... regéll



He grew white, and said almost angrily, "There weres when you
did not seem to hate me, Serena. Or will you acmesef conceit for
saying so?"

"l admit there's a strong attraction between usd given the right
circumstances such feelings can lead to love. Buwith you. | do
not trust you enough."

"Serenal!"

"Oh, | trust you to be fair with Anse Chatelet ahahy, and all the
rest. But not with my heart, not with myself. Yoees| too thought |
had found my other self on the hill. It seemed l&keniracle, an
enchantment. More than | had ever dreamed of... thed... and
then..." She could not continue but walked abow tbhom in
agitation. Finally she stopped and said decisivéNg, | will not
allow it to happen again. And if | stay here youl eonfuse me once
more. | cannot stay. | will not!"

He saw that she was not to be moved by appealsrtéeblings for
him and switched his argument. "What about Tonyragdnother?"

"Tony will manage now. He needs the companionshimen, boys
of his own age... Perhaps he ought to go to schfobbny is to live
on St. Just it is important that he has the diswhat Richard never
knew."

"And my mother, Serena? She surely needs you ak amidony. |
think with you she could in time recover completélfle saw that
Serena was still unconvinced and went to take aeds in his again.
When she stepped back he said desperately, "Sémaramot coerce
you into doing my bidding as | did on the hill.ndw you too well to
think of bribing you. | can only appeal to yoursea, if nothing else.
Without Anse Chatelet you have no real home. S&g with my
mother. | shall remain in London as much as | &au will not have



to see me very often." He was pale under his tashheés hands were
trembling. For the first time Serena started toehaoubts. Could she
do as he suggested? Could she keep her unrulyuredet control if

she saw him only rarely? She was strongly tempiestay, for she
had grown fond of Lady Wintersett, and Tony wouid be going to

school immediately. And though Lady Spurston wogide her a

home, Serena knew that her great-aunt would rdadlyhappier

without her. James was speaking again.

"I really will be in London, Serena. There is muoldo there. | was
So impatient to see Prudence Trask that | left.it a

Serena looked at him without really seeing him. Ymauld she do?
How was she to decide?

"Serena?"
"Oh, forgive me! What did you say?"

"l said that | have to return to London soon. | tratdeast attempt to
trace Alanna."

"Is that wise?" Serena regretted this as sooneawvtinds were said,
but James clearly understood her.

"What is it that you are not saying—is it about Wia? Do you
believe, as | do, that she was behind the plotnsggou? Isn't that a
good reason for finding her?"

Serena shook her head. "Your sister-in-law couldffidrd to leave
me free to tell the truth about St. Just. | haddaliscredited."

"As you indeed were! Have you heard anything froan Bet?"

"He has traced the coach and | believe he has spokes driver from
whom he had a description of the conspirators. leuthas so far



failed to trace Lady Banagher. | think Barnet islieland at the
moment."

"Perhaps Alanna is there, too."

Serena said urgently, "Surely it's better to let tisappear! You
cannot wish for the Stannard name to be draggedtin business."

"I shall do my best to keep our name out of it,eBar but if
disgracing Alanna publicly is the only way to clgau then | shall do
that, too."

Serena looked at him with troubled eyes. Shouldedhkim now that
Alanna had more to hide than a plot against Setahzert? If she did
it might make him more determined than ever to tmelwoman who
had killed his brother. And what would happen to mephew then?
She decided to remain silent for the moment. luabtelae said,
somewhat formally, "I should thank you for your gt on my
behalf. It will mean a great deal to Lucy, too."

"Have you seen her since you have been in Surrey?"

"We... we thought it better not. She writes oncenice a week. After
Lady Ambourne took Lucy under her wing the Warnhanese
willing for the engagement to be announced, butylLtefused to
consider marrying Michael before I.. .until my région was
cleared." She tried to smile. "So your efforts\a#ey necessary!"

"Not for yourself?"

“London does not seem so important down here. Bst iyshould
like to be vindicated, certainly."

"Then why not stay? | promise not to weary you waity more
attempt to revive our... relationship, Serena—anilll be off to
London quite soon."



She took a deep breath. "Very well, Lord Winterdeshall agree to
stay here for the moment. We shall see how we do on

Once more she was amazed at the transformationisofvhole
personality as he smiled. He took her face in laisds and held it
while he kissed her gently, saying as he did, "&al she bargain,
Serena. That's all."

She almost changed her mind there and then. This was
dangerous to her peace! This was a man who couldhes heart
again. It would be as well for her if this Lord Wansett kept his
distance!

JAMES REMAINED in Surrey for a little longer, but took care notake
up too much of Serena's time. Lady Wintersett bégapeak more
freely, and he spent hours walking, driving andirgt in the
drawing-room with her. He gave Tony more of higiatiibn than ever
before, too. He took the boy out riding, and Serfenad them one
afternoon absorbed in the art of looping the wBipe was sometimes
persuaded to go out with them, and the three ahtheamed the
countryside in perfect harmony.

James and Serena met at dinner each evening, butasalways in

the company of Lady Wintersett Serena was forceudiatp her role of
Miss Trask. James watched with amusement "Missk&asforts to

stay in character—her struggles to subdue her aidiueliness and
to disguise the air of authority which was as mpalt of her as her
golden eyes. With each day that passed he grew encteanted, and
had difficulty in stopping himself from trying tgend every minute
in her company. He constantly reminded himself treastill had a
very long way to go before her confidence in hinswestored, and
that he must exercise caution.



Each day he put off his return to London, thoudhied there were
becoming increasingly urgent, including the ongemiownhich was of
paramount importance to him—the clearing of Sesename. He
told himself that it was wiser to leave Wintersb#fore Serena
realised how far their friendship had progressdd ®ight well run

away from him if she saw how close they had becagan, and he
was eager to keep her at Wintersett Court whemhbkl at least be
sure of seeing her from time to time. But stillingered, unwilling to

tear himself away.

In the end the matter was decided for him, whenn&asent a
message that, after a long absence, Lady Banagagrback in

London. She had suddenly left Dublin, where she lbeh staying

with a certain Captain Fergus O'Keefe and his lady,had taken the
packet boat to Holyhead. Barnet was sure that astirdhtion was
Portland Place. James left Surrey that same dayiping Serena
that he would soon have the truth out of Amelia &grer.

SERENA WAS astonished at the dismay she felt when Jam
announced that he was returning to London. Sheaun to depend
on his company, and she suddenly became aware havia fmer
opinion of him had changed. Without forgetting éme moment how
hard he could be, here in his home she had se¢hegirsdde to his
nature, had marvelled at his patient gentlenestealing with his
mother and his apparently genuine interest in Taimgy had often
sat long over the evening meals in the eveningsSa&mena had found
that she was enjoying herself more than she coaNe Imagined. It
had sometimes been hard to remember that she wassidy an
employee in the house, and more than once she daghtcLady
Wintersett eyeing her with amused speculation adistened to the
wit and laughter in the conversation between her aad her
companion.



So after James had left for London Serena feltdast uneasy. The
weather had turned wet and she wandered aboubtree iestlessly,
unable to settle to anything. She was gazing unhyappt of the
drawing-room window when Lady Wintersett said qyietYou are
missing my son, Miss Calvert?"

Serena turned round to deny this. "Oh, no, Ladytegvaett! It's just
that the rain..Whatdid you call me?"

Lady Wintersett smiled. "I think it's time we had#k. Come and sit
down." She patted the sofa next to her and Sereklgnsat down.
"James has told me a great deal since he camdrbatkst. Just. You
have been made very unhappy because of Alanng;sale | wish
you to know that | am sorry. | blame myself."

"But why?"

"l should not have accepted what she said so blitddieed, | sensed
that there was something wrong with her story,tfmugh | spent
hours with the child, | could never see my sonim.iThen you came,
and of course as soon as | saw you and young Tw®stltier | knew
why."

"l suppose you are angry with me for deceiving fanso long. I.. .1
had no wish to distress you, but it was the only Waould be close to
my nephew. Can you forgive me, Lady Wintersett?"

"Easily, my dear. In any case, you have never gedeme, for |
knew from the first that you were Serena Calvexusee, | was
walking in the shrubbery the day you spoke to Arnbefore you
ever came here. | overheard your conversation."

"You... heard? All of it?" Serena was suddenly idiré&ven..."

"Even that Alanna Cashel shot my son?" said Ladyt&¥vsett with a
note of bitterness in her voice. "Yes."



"And you haven't told anyone?"

"l wanted Alanna out of our lives forever, and va=id of saying or
doing anything which might prevent that. It is leetto, much better,
and | only pray that James will fail in his presatiéempts to find her."

Serena looked at her thoughtfully. "You don't wishmake Alanna
pay for her crime?"

"What good would that do? It would not bring babk dead, and it
might hurt the living beyond redress. Over the gddrave grown to
love Alanna's child, and | love him still, even tigh | now know he
was never my true grandson. Indeed, we have cdarggavay in the
last three months, Tony and I. And that is thaokgou."

"What do you mean, Lady Wintersett?"

"I mean that you taught Tony that he must havechgage and
determination to live a proper life. Watching yoatlb has made me
look at my own life and | have seen how much | haasted! When |

heard Tony's laughter about this house | wonderad/awn silence.

Each night when he tells me of his day and | se& bagerly he

seizes hold of every minute | am ashamed of mygasardice. And

you have done this—for him and for me. | owe ittalyyou."

"Lady Wintersett, please! Don't thank me. Whatdvsve done has
been willingly done out of love for Tony. | do ndeserve your
thanks. | have tried to deceive you. And | haverathe last link with
your dead son from you."

Lady Wintersett smiled. "Strangely, | see more gfdaad son's spirit
in Tony now—now that | know he is not my son's dhilthan | ever
could before." She fell silent, then after a minsie went on, "And
far from taking my Tony away, you have given hinckh#o me. | see
that that surprises you, yet it is easily explaifgudtil you came and
uncovered the truth | could never understand Todgath. That he



would reject his wife, his child and all of us hemough to take his
own life was beyond my understanding. | simply dmotl bear the
thought that | had failed him so badly, and it sedmasier not to face
it, to escape from it into a sort of dream worldney own. Now |
know that he didn't take his own life, and for finst time in thirteen
years | am at peace. And | owe that to you, tobé faused and then
continued, "l suppose some time young Tony willeh&w learn the
truth of his parentage. | hear that he is to hanse®Chatelet?" Serena
said, "It is his more than mine." Lady Wintersatiled. "It is as well.
You will not need Anse Chatelet, Serena."

Serena was about to ask her what she meant, wbenwant came in
with a letter for Lord Wintersett from a Mr. Barnet

"l know his lordship has already left, my lady, b letter is marked
‘Urgent.’ It is also addressed to Miss Trask, sthbolkd Wintersett be
absent.”

Serena excused herself and opened the letter, wiaidobviously
been written in haste. One paragraph leapt toyeer e

Since writing my last report | have learned mornestf-Lady
Banagher is no longer in Portland Place. She hamguanied
Captain O'Keefe to Horton Wood House near Epsc
Common. Second, further information from Irelandde me
to believe that O'Keefe is the man we have beekirgpéen
connection with our case, but that he is also lgigahhgerous. |
must warn you that it would be foolhardy to appfohon with
anything less than extreme caution. He left Dulvliorder to
escape being arrested for murder. | shall give nmdoemation
when | return from Liverpool, where | have arrangedneet
someone who knows more about Captain O'Keefe. Medsaw
be very careful, | beg you.



SERENA SPRANGtO her feet. "Oh, no! Oh, my God!"

"What is it? What is the matter, Miss Calvertiédi_ady Wintersett.
"James is in the gravest danger! | must go to hionae!"

"What are you saying? Why?"

"Read this note, Lady Wintersett! Barnet specificavarns us
against O'Keefe, and James is almost certainlpadyren his way to
meeting him! He will have failed to find the Banaghwoman at
Portland Place, and | have no doubt that he wilbfoher to Epsom.
Lady Wintersett, you must forgive me. | must warm'i

Serena ran upstairs and rummaged at the bottoreraidthes press.
Somewhere, carefully wrapped up, were the boythetshe had
worn so often before, and she secretly thanketbtneh of sentiment
which had preserved them so that she could use #gam now.

Without any hesitation she changed into them, sbagt found her
pistol, and hurried downstairs. Lady Wintersett wasagitated that
she ignored Serena's unconventional dress and begdd waste no
time. As Serena reached the door she called, "Re tare, Miss
Calvert. From what | hear, you could be in dangsgs!"

She gave a shriek as Serena waved her pistol pheldgrimly, "Not
while | have this, | assure you!" Then Serena kdrto the stables
and, after a short consultation with Parks, whovktige area round
Epsom well, she set off on Douce with that gentienma close
attendance.

It was a wild night, and heavy showers alternatdith weriods of

brilliant moonlight as the rainclouds swept acritessky. Parks had
produced a greatcoat for Serena and she was gladboft as they
galloped through the night she noticed very lislehe wind or rain.

Her one thought was to get to the house in Epsdorddames.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

JAMES HAD ARRIVED in London to find the Portland Place hous
closed and the knocker off the door. Cursing Baioretis inaccurate
information, he set off on a search round the adfith®ndon for news
of Amelia Banagher, and at White's he met with easc Harry
Birtles, who was more than a little the worse faaw was holding
forth on the frailty of women.

"Take the fair Amelia," he said aggrieved. "Nothitwgp good for
her—ribbons, furbelows, flowers—even the odd bit jefver..
Jewellery. What does she do?" He stared owlisbiynd.

"What did she do, old fellow?" asked James sympiatily, leading
Sir Harry to a nearby table. "Have some more wine."

Sir Harry drowned his sorrows a little more andhad to clutch
James's arm. He looked vaguely surprised to sesaevéuon it was.
"Wintersett? It's kind of you to listen, '‘pon my ndat is! But you
know what she's like."

"What has she done now?"

"Gone off! Portland Place shut, no servants, nebed to me! Only
got back two days ago, t0o." He looked cunning.t"Bwmow where
she's gone, Winsh...Wintersett. She can't fool me!"

"Where's that?"

"Tyrrell's place at Epsom. God knows why! He's awayrance,
know for a fact." Here Sir Harry almost lost hiddvece in an effort to
whisper in James's ear. "It's my belief she's goteone down there.
Why else go to a godforsaken place like Epsom?t'foephe Derby,
and that's not run in the autumn, is it? She's widmeone else,
Wintre...Wintersett." He looked melancholy, hiccd@and subsided
quietly under the table. James left him there.



James returned to Upper Brook Street, deep in titodyrrell was
Amelia's cousin, and it was quite likely she wogiddto Horton Wood
House if she wished to hide. But he had no mearkh@iving how
long she would stay there—she might well decideéwe on soon,
tomorrow even. So, though it was late, he mushgitéo see her that
night. He quickly changed his clothes, wrote a hoté&arnet, and set
off on the old Brighton Road to Epsom.

He made good time in spite of the weather, forrtdaa had a good
surface, and he arrived at the door of Horton Widodse soon after
seven. He had visited Tyrrell with Amelia in thelaays, and the
manservant recognised him.

"l wish to see Lady Banagher on a matter of urgeRey- fitt. Please
tell her I am here." He was ushered into a smalhroff the hall and
asked to wait. After a few minutes the manservatarned and
showed James to a beautifully furnished salon enugbper floor.
Lady Banagher was gracefully arranged on a sofaréehe fire.

"James! How pleasant—and unexpected—to see youo! believe
you are looking handsomer than ever. Pray sit dadawve you
dined?" Amelia looked relaxed, but her voice wdshad a little too
high, and the hand holding the fan to shield hee faom the fire was
clenched.

"Thank you, but | haven't come to exchange civligpéeasantries,
Amelia," said James. "I'm here to tell you thabimknow all about
Alanna’s plot to discredit Serena Calvert. It was who bribed you,
was it not? You and Captain O'Keefe."

The slender stick of the fan snapped, and Ametizetliwhite as she
said with studied calm, "I don't know what you'sdking about,
James. Why do you always think the worst of mexh\&h effort she
let her voice soften and she said with a patheik,l "It was not
always so."



"You may save your charms, Amelia. | know a grestlanore than |
did when | last saw you." James paused. "I knowrestkee false
Ambourne carriage came from, and the names of \uted

accomplices. | even know what role you played— loyutd | say
roles,Betty? And unless you do as | suggest all these detdilsoon

be in the hands of the justices."”

"But that would ruin me!" she exclaimed, no longéte to hide her
fear.

"As you attempted to ruin Miss Calvert. Yes. Butather think in
your case it might also mean prison." Amelia buntgt a shrill tirade,
but James waited impassively till she paused feathr. "Are you
ready to listen to my suggestion?"

"What is it?" she asked sulkily.

"That you write a full confession, completely exmateng Miss
Calvert, which will be sent to a number of promiherembers of
society, including Sir John and Lady Taplow, andt&arry Birtles.
After they have read it, and you have confirmed them in person, |
will help you to escape to Ireland or the Continavitichever you
prefer.”

"That sounds like a very fair offer, Amelia, melddar But you'll keep
my name out of it, if you please. It wouldn't beodofor my
health—or yours, either—if | was named in that duoeut." A tall,
swarthy man came into the room. James regarded doicily,
ignoring Amelia's reply.

"Fergus O'Keefe?"

"So you know who | am already?" The Captain loatkedightfully at
Amelia. She shivered and said desperately, "It Wass, Fergus! He
knew before he arrived. | didn't tell him."



O'Keefe turned his attention to James. "I don& Bnyone making
free with my name, Lord Wintersett."

"Why? Is it such an honourable one?" asked Janesptcurling in
contempt. "The name of a 'gentleman’ who acceptseynto bring
false disgrace to a lady? Of a brave soldier wh&kemavar on
women? Of a hero who goes to work on a defencglesgewoman,
with no more than three or four accomplices? | ssgau, | have no
desire to make free with the name of a coward sgdhat. Once you
have made amends to Miss Calvert | will willinglpliderate your
name—and you— from my mind. They both disgust me."

"James! Don't make him angry! Fergus!" said Amalevously.
O'Keefe ignored her.

"You might regret those remarks, Wintersett," hid saftly.

"There isn't anyone here man enough to make medraih them,
O'Keefe. Certainly not you!"

O'Keefe said slyly, "I wouldn't get so positive abthat, my lord!
Wasn't | man enough now to persuade Miss Calvednjoy me
company that night? Has she not told you how slygédxt for me
favours? Didn't Sir John and his lady see her nmto welcome me
when | came back to her? A fine story that wouldkena the courts,
would it not, now? And whether | was believed ot,rtbe lady's
name would be blemished forever, I'm thinking."

James smiled grimly, and took a pistol out of losket. "You have
just signed your own death warrant, O'Keefe. Bldamned if | let
you tell that story in public. And I'll be damndd let a cur like you
go free!"

From his pocket he drew a second pistol, the twth@first. O'Keefe
eyed them and laughed.



"A duel, is it? Begorrah, if s ironic! A fine geathan like you
stooping to fight a dud with me. I'm honoured!"

"You shouldn't be, O'Keefe. If s the only way | dalhyou and keep
roughly within the law. Here, catch!"

O'Keefe caught the pistol and examined it. Thewdl&ed a distance
away, saying as he did so, "But | might kill yowrtd Wintersett!"

"By all means try, fellow! Or is it only against wen that you pit
your strength?"

Just as O'Keefe turned with a snarl at James'selastrk a door to the
side burst open and a sorry-looking figure withdwhlair and a torn
gown ran into the room towards James crying, "Jambs thank

God! James! Help me, please help me!"

But O'Keefe, beside himself with rage, had alreidsd without
waiting for the count. The figure, caught rightthre line of fire,
staggered, tripped and fell.

"Alanna!" James ran to kneel down beside her, mgdis pistol
aside. He ripped off a piece of her petticoat ardiena rough pad,
placing it on the growing stain of Alanna's gowidelp me, Amelia!"
he cried impatiently.

THESE WERE THE WORDSSerena heard as she came softly up the sta
closely followed by Parks. The desperation in Jasnesice was
unmistakable, and, grasping her pistol more firmlyer hand, she
hurried towards the salon. A dreadful tableau @cbdter eyes.
Alanna Stannard was lying on the floor coveredlgo), and James
was kneeling beside her making desperate efforsteim the flow.
Amelia Banagher was nowhere to be seen. A movetnebérena's
right caught her eye. The man who had abductedvasrmoving



furtively in the direction of a pistol which wasitg on the ground
near James. He picked it up and sprang away.

"Now, my fine hero!" he said. "Now we'll see whoistwho dies,
Lord Wintersett!" He raised the gun. James lookpdhis face a
mask.

"Alanna is dying," he said. "And you have killed lie

O'Keefe spared a glance for the woman on the grolimeh he said
brutally. "Amelia's worth two of her." He grinnetAnd she'll soon
have company."

James's gaze had passed beyond O'Keefe to wheseaSems
standing in the door, pistol in hand. Without ahgrege of expression
he said, "Any company is more welcome than youisg€fe. Even
that of a loathsome toad."

O'Keefe's finger tightened, and Serena fired h&opiA howl of pain
filled the air as O'Keefe staggered away down tham;, his arm
hanging limply at his side and blood dripping fréms hand. The
dueling pistol lay harmlessly on the ground.

"Take charge of him, Parks, if you please," saic& briskly, as she
picked up the pistol and handed it to her companiben she hurried
over to kneel down beside James. Alanna looked tighader
breathing was very faint, her pulse almost nonteris

"James," she whispered. "I have...to tell...younf€ss ... | killed...
Tony. Shot... him."

"Don't talk, Alanna. We'll get a surgeon to yous3o
“No... time. Want you... to... forgive... me. Pleds

James bent his head and kissed Alanna's cheekot®e, Alanna."



"A life.. .for.. .a life, James." Her voice died aythen grew stronger.
"Anthony?"

"Will be safe with us, | promise you." Alanna's sydosed, then she
opened them again and looked pleadingly at Se&rmawas beyond
saying anything.

Serena took her hand. "Anthony will have Anse Oekgtélanna. It
Is his right. You and |, we both love Richard's .sloshall remember
that and forget the rest." A little smile passedro&lanna'’s face, and
then there was nothing.

JAMES GOT UP sLowLYand then helped Serena to her feet. His fa
was drawn and tired, and in spite of her own ext@userena had a
passionate wish to hold him in her arms and confiiont Instead she
stood looking on as he gazed down at Alanna. Riredlspoke.

" 'A life for a life', she said. All the questionall the anguish,
answered in one sentence. Poor Alanna, to have Wi that all
these years! And in the end she saved my life,sdid sombrely.
Then his gaze turned to Serena. "And so did you."

Serena felt like weeping, but she rallied herself aaid crossly, "I
very nearly decided to let him shoot you. Did yawvé to refer to me
as a loathsome toad?"

His face lightened and he smiled slightly. "I thbtthat would spur
you on. O'Keefe had no idea what a defencelesdegenrhan was
capable of!" But in reply to Serena's look of peraént he only
smiled again and then said, "You must leave heaggbit away. | take
it Parfitt let you in? | can deal with him, butvbuld not do for you to
be discovered here by the surgeon, or anyoneRdsks comes from
somewhere round here and he will find you a placgdy." She was
about to protest but he stopped her. "I cannot cestte you now,



much as | would wish—I must deal with poor Alanmal dhe rest.
What happened to O'Keefe?"

"Parks took him downstairs. | don't think | wound®&dh seriously,
but perhaps | should go to see?"

"On no account! You must stay in the backgrounshall find out
how he is and let you know. Meanwhile come with"me.

They went slowly downstairs, and James saw Sedey$idden in

the room off the hall. He came back a few minuaésrlto tell her that
Parfitt had brought in some of the stable lads uard O'Keefe,
though he hardly appeared to need it. He had Idair gjuantity of

blood, and was half sitting, half lying on a settlghe kitchen with

his eyes closed. One of the lads had bound hissaough to halt the
bleeding, and O'Keefe was now waiting for the sangand the
parish constable, muttering about a boy in the wagr Everyone
was so shocked at Alanna's death that little attenwas being paid
to him. Amelia had disappeared, and some of the maehgone in
search of her.

"l have told Parks to come here in a few minutes alleady knows
where he will take you. You'll be safe with him&sa."

"What about you?"

"l shall do my best to clear up the mess here towy satisfaction.
With a slight blurring of detail | think | can ssfty the authorities, too.
Thank God you're dressed in your boy's garb! Oat$ldrks and
ourselves no one has the slightest idea who you sareeven if
O'Keefe's mutterings do receive any attention e will never be
found. Parks will take you back to Wintersett torowr, and I'll join

you as soon as | can. You'll wait for me there?'ldtd&ked so anxious
and so worn that once again she felt an urge tdardimm, and this



time she did not resist it. She reached up and @iiswmead down to
hers.

"l promise," she said softly, and kissed him. Héqauher into his
arms and returned the kiss, passionately and degelgdily even, as
if he was trying to obliterate the memory of theg¢rse in the salon.
She made no attempt to resist, though he was lgpltin so tightly
that it hurt. He was the first to pull away.

“I'm sorry," he said. "I'm sorry, Serena. Pleaseage forgive me. |
don't know what came over me. Oh, God, I've saat thefore,
haven't I? But it wasn't the same, | swear. Didrt lyou?"

"No," she lied. "And | do understand, James." Shelesl and
caressed his cheek, and with a groan he drew lokribi@ his arms,
this time simply holding her and drawing comfoxrfr the contact.
Parks found them like this and cleared his thrBafluctantly they
moved apart.

"Sorry, my lord. But if anyone saw you they mighdt@ bit of a
shock—seeing as how Miss Calvert is still in hey'®aclothes.
Er...the surgeon is coming up the drive, my loré:llrbe here any
minute."

Recalled to his duties, James kissed Serena'sdmahddjured Parks
to take good care of her. Then he went out, amt aftew minutes of
waiting while the surgeon arrived and was takertaissSerena and
Parks slipped away.

IT WAS NEARLY A MONTH before James managed to return t
Wintersett for more than a night, though he seiy de@essages to his
mother and to Serena. The formalities of Alannaatld had to be
completed, and after that James decided that shddsbe buried

near her family home in Ireland. Her husband's gmaas in the West



Indies, and no one felt that there was a placédoin the Wintersett
vault. James came down to collect Tony, and theylemthe
melancholy journey to Ireland together. SerenaadsiLucy and the
Countess quite often during this period of waitiryt always
returned to Wintersett after a few days. She hé&anmth Lucy that
Amelia Banagher had been caught and, though Ansédiadfastly
denied having been present at Alanna Stannardth,dske had
publicly confessed to helping in the plot againsts$viCalvert.
Perhaps to save her own skin, she swore that F&tleefe had in
fact spent the night with her, only appearing ia #arly morning to
play his role before Sir John and the others. Sy rather
shamefacedly agreed that he had fallen asleep tharlyight before,
and had known nothing till the next morning. Theveeof Fergus
O'Keefe's villainy had spread throughout a shockeddon, and
Serena's reputation was completely saved. Indexmietg eagerly
welcomed her back, and the Warnhams were anxiadis¢ass plans
for Lucy's wedding. But Serena had promised to t#/mtersett
when James returned, and she would keep that prentiey must
all be patient just a little longer. What kept herake at night was the
question of what she would do after that. Jamesirara was
gradually becoming too important to her once agaime had decided
some time ago that she could not live with him. Bold she live
without him? She took the coward's way out and helidelf that such
questions would have to be shelved until Lucy'sireitwas finally
settled.

Eventually James and Tony came back to Winterset brilliantly
cold day in November when an early fall of snowerad the ground.
Serena had been for a walk, and they all arrivédeaihouse together.
There was much exclaiming and embracing, duringlwitiseemed
quite natural that James should kiss Serena. Ceafasd laughing,
Serena broke away and said, "Look at the viewgfatbu! To you it
may be commonplace, but to me it is incredible—léhaever, ever
seen anything more beautiful!"



"Have you not?" asked James, studying her flusheelWith glowing
eyes. "l believe | have, Serena."

Lady Wintersett smiled and took Tony's arm. "Andelieve Tony
has grown as tall as I. Come, Tony! | have so ntadkll you, and |
dare swear that Pandora would like to indicate mawch she has
missed you, t00." Her voice died away and Serersal@talone with
James.

"You are recovered from your experience at Epsom®?edessary to
ask—I can see you have." James's voice was stugliald as he led
Serena into the drawing-room. Here they walkedh#&window and
gazed out at the dazzling scene. "Serena-"

"James-"

They spoke together and apologised together, anid lboghed.
Serena said in a more natural tone, "What wereajpmut to say?"

"That | believe it is now truly over, Serena. Thieole sad, ugly story.
Alanna and my brother are both at rest—"

"And Richard."

"And Richard, too. Young Tony Stannard will haves ICalvert
inheritance—perhaps if and when he learns the tratimight even
wish to change his name, and Anse Chatelet woutsh thave
Calverts in charge again."

"The name is not very important, James. | donfelelthe Calverts
deserve any special consideration."

"There's one Calvert at least who deserves minmenge'

Serena flushed again and said hurriedly, "What wks® you going
to say? You hadn't finished, I think."



James had been smiling at her confusion, but ks d@gew sober as
he said, "Fergus O'Keefe has been taken to Ireland,He's to be
hanged for a murder he committed there."

Serena shuddered, and James put an arm roundduddests. "It's no
more than he deserves. | would have killed him ifad had the
chance, you know that. Don't think of him, Serdt@'s a villain. He
would have tried to drag you down with him if hedlme to trial in
this country. As it is, Amelia has made a full agsgion and you have
been completely vindicated. Did you know?"

"Yes, Lucy told me." Serena moved away. "And thands me to
what | want to say to you."

"l can imagine what the substance of it is. Butisdy

"The Warnhams wish Michael's marriage to Lucy tetplace quite
soon now, and | must go back to Dover Street, Jaiffesre are so
many things to discuss, so many arrangements todeke. | must
go." Serena's voice held a challenge, and Jamédsdsmi

"Pax! Pax, Serena! | have too much respect forknyts fight you!"
He grew serious again. "l have had time to thigicently. There is
nothing like a funeral for concentrating the mind @hat is
important. | know now what | want, indeed | am sate that | can
live without it. But it will take time, and keepingpu here against
your better judgement will not help me to achievdtiis no part of
my plan to attempt to persuade you to neglect yothrer
loyalties—they are more important than any | caaincl at the
moment, and you must feel able to go whenever yish.v

Serena studied him. She hesitated, and then hekglgeew slightly
pink as she said, "Not more important, James. Magent." He drew
in his breath, but listened patiently as she went'bcannot decide



anything before Lucy is married. That is what | eatm England to
do, and | must do it."

James smiled suddenly, that wonderfully warm, afleompassing
smile. "Then you shall do it with my good will, aady help | can
render. Come, Serena! We have work to do!"

WITHIN A WEEK Serena was re-installed in Dover Street. Londos w
less full than it had been during the season, liertet were enough
members of that small world known as London societjown to
show Miss Calvert their delight at her return. tations were
showered on her, and no concert or reception seémisel complete
without Miss Calvert's presence. Serena smilekethallistened, and
inwardly laughed at the difference. Lucy and MidHzed their own
celebrations but were also carried along in Sesewake and the
Countess stayed a little longer in London too. TWieole world
suddenly seemed to be gloriously amusing to athem. Though
James took care to be discreet in public, he wian @b be found at
Dover Street, visiting the Countess it was saide® found herself
relying heavily on his advice on matters connecidith marriage
settlements and the like. In fact she found hersdying on him for
more than just advice—he was becoming far too sacgso her
altogether.

On die night of the reception held by the Warnhantsdays before
the wedding the discerning would have seen thal Mdintersett was
not himself. Because the Countess had been calldcthbourne and
had been away for nearly a week, the frequencyied's visits to
Dover Street had been severely curtailed. He hadeen Serena in
private for several days, and he found that he edigeer company
unbearably. Up till now he had managed to maintajpublic an air

of cool indifference towards her, limiting hims#if the two dances
permitted by convention and never arousing comnisnnh the



curious by paying her any undue attention. This lb@en far from
easy for, to his annoyance, he suffered quite woresble pangs of
jealousy. If the perfectly harmless gentlemen wihthgred round
Serena whenever she appeared—NMr. Yardley, Genanstéck and
the like—could have read James's mind, they woald hretired to
their country estates immediately, glad to escapscathed. But
though James counted every dance they dared te ddtic Serena,
though he knew to a hair how many seconds theytsipeher
company, he had remained calm.

But tonight was different. He suddenly found he Idonio longer
tolerate their monopoly of Serena's time, and @ssshe was on the
point of accepting Mr. Yardley as her partner for waltz, James cut
in ruthlessly and whirled her away towards the o#ral of the room
before Mr. Yardley had collected himself sufficigrb protest.

"That was quite shamelessly rude, Lord Winterse#tXtlaimed
Serena.

"Miss Calvert," said James through his teeth, rehavatched you
charm the heads off enough sheep-shanked doltsliatslin the last
few weeks to last me a lifetime. | intend to suffer more." With a
flourish and a neat turn he guided Serena into a@lstanservatory
off the Warnhams' ballroom.

"Oh, no!" Serena said with determination. "I haweib in a winter
garden with you once before, Lord Wintersett, add hot intend to
repeat the exercise. You will kindly lead me bagkhe ballroom
immediately!"

"Just a few moments of your company, Serena! | ento behave
with the utmost circumspection.”

"You will call me 'Miss Calvert' in public, if yoplease. And forcing
me into a private room, even to talk to me, isffam behaving with



the 'utmost circumspection'!" Serena was alreadimgo back
towards the ballroom, and James placed himsetbimt of her.

"A winter garden is not a private room, Ser—Mis3$véH."

"Let me pass!" Serena was incensed, and tried st pim away.

James laughed as he gathered her effortlesslyhiatarms, looked
down at her flashing golden eyes and then kissedHoe a moment
she resisted, then suddenly melted against hinfara moment he
exulted in the feeling that once again flared upwken them. But
then she pulled away, exclaimedangrily, "Utmostuinspection,

indeed! | will not let you do this to me!" and stagal his face. The
memory of what had happened once before on a simdeasion

occurred to them both simultaneously. Serena's\eigksed and she
stepped back. "I didn't mean that, Lord W... Wistdt. Please—I
didn't mean it!"

But the present situation was very different frdra first, and James
was amused rather than angry at the sudden chan@erena's
manner. How could a man ever know what Serena @alild do
next? Did she know herself? He started to laugthamshe looked at
him in amazement he laughed even more. Serena fieasied and
stalked out of the conservatory, head held high.

The Warnhams' guests were intrigued with the fiMiss Calvert

emerging flushed and angry from the winter gardesety followed

by Lord Wintersett—whose appeals to her sense afoou were

hampered by his inability to stop laughing. Witlalr@eroism, for
Lord Wintersett's skills were famous, Mr. Yardlegskened to offer
Serena his protection.

"Don't tangle with her, Yardley! She doesn't neednhelp. Pistols
or fists, she'd outclass you every time | assute"ysaid James.



Since Mr. Yardley took great exception to Lord Veénsiett's levity, it
was as well that Serena regained her temper intbngervene.

"Thank you, Mr. Yardley. But it would be better ignore Lord
Wintersett's poor attempt at humour. | cannot imagvhat he means
by it!" She looked coldly at James, daring himxplain.

James, recalled to himself, apologised with allstblemnity he could
.muster—an apology which was graciously accepteaten_that
evening, when a set of country dances brought tfeera to face,
James said with a glint in his eyes, "All the saMess Calvert... you
have given me a challenge tonight which | will farget.”

"Poohl" said Serena, secure in the knowledge thated would
hardly demand satisfaction in public, and thateheould be little
opportunity for them to be private for some tinteobk a great deal
of determination on her part to stop herself froondering how that
might be arranged.

THE CounTESSarrived back in Dover Street the following dayime
for the last-minute preparations for the weddindnad been agreed
that the ceremony should be held in London, anttiieecelebrations
afterwards should take place in Mrs. Galveston'gnfan Square
mansion. All the Ambournes had naturally been edjitbut the
recent birth of the youngest Ambourne of all madenpossible for
her parents to be present, though they had senkitidest of
messages and gifts.

The Countess spent a busy day but made time towsednd of it for
a quiet, and private, talk with Serena. After rtwajising over the new
baby and talking very affectionately of Lucy theudiess suddenly
said, "And when are you and James announcing ygagement?"



Serena almost dropped her cup of chocolate in asiment. "I... |
beg your pardon, Lady Ambourne?"

"It should not long be delayed, Serena. From wHave heard all
London is speculating on what happened in the Wansh winter
garden. They are saying, not without satisfactiamay tell you, that
James has met his match at last."

"But James—Lord Wintersett—has never mentionediagerto me!
And if he did | should probably refuse him."

The Countess, who had been looking mischievousy gerxious at
this. "You cannot mean it? You and James are nmadeach other."

"I doubt it. Lord Wintersett can be charming enoughen he
chooses, and | will even admit that a surprisirgjlypng attraction
exists between us. But there is a want of humanityim which |
could not live with. | have told him so."

"So he has broached the subject!"
"Only indirectly," said Serena flushing uncomfotiab

"Serena, | have heard about your exploits in Epsbmey seem to
have gone far beyond what anyone would expect, efrarfriend. |
wish you to look at me and tell me that you dolowé James."

Serena lifted her head defiantly and started talspleut found she
could not finish. In the end she was silent.

"You see? For better or worse you do love this renslow | want
you to forget his past crimes and listen to whiaave to tell you of
James Stannard." The Countess spoke impressivatly,Sarena'’s
attention was caught, almost against her will.



"James is not an easy man, | know. He has littleepee with
self-seekers, rogues or fools, and he doesn't bdthenide his
contempt for them. This has made him unpopularandon, where
there are many such people. | know what they saysa do you."

"l have experienced some of his contempt myselflyLAmbourne.
Am | to believe that | am such a person?"

"Serena, you are prevaricating. You know perfeetil that the
circumstances of your acquaintance with James Ih@en quite
exceptional. And in fact James's violent reactioryou and your
family arose from the deepest, most vulnerable parthis
character—his love for his own family. For, in gpdf the fact that
James was a lonely, unloved little boy, in spitehw# fact that his
father treated him as a milksop and a coward shmved a mite of
affection or fear, in spite of being courted arattédred by half of
London solely for his wealth, James has remainddiasto those he
loves as it is possible to be. It isn't easy tokhan—he is very wary
of others—but once he accepts you as a friend the@thing he will
not do for you. And if he ever allowed himself &l fin love—as |
believe he finally has—then he would be as anxioysease, and as
vulnerable to hurt, as anyone else. More so. D@ hiteg you,
Serena, reject such a man lightly. You would bewhng away a
chance of great happiness. Now that is enough,¥ lAadbourne
added with a sudden change of tone. "Tell me, windid_ucy live
after she is married?"

They talked a little longer, but Serena was impeatie be gone. She
knew she still had to see Lucy, and she wanted tiintieink.

Because of all the fuss of the wedding preparatiSesena had had
little opportunity to have any real talk with heslbved niece. Though
she knew it was unnecessary, she wanted a lasurease that Lucy
was happy with the thought of sharing her life withichael



Warnham and living in England. She need not haveiea Lucy
had no doubts, was serenely certain that this wext she wanted.

"Everyone | love most will be here in England. Howuld | not be
happy to live here?"

"Everyone?"

"Oh, Sasha, you need not pretend with me! | am gounut not
stupid. Lord Wintersett may have returned Anse €leato you, but
you will never live there again."

Serena wanted to say that Anse Chatelet was neildregs, but for
the moment that was Tony's secret, so she justiaSWéhat makes
you think so?"

"Sasha! You will be at Wintersett Court—everyonews that! And,
do you know, | like Lord Wintersett. He has beemyvkind to
Michael and me."

Serena tried in vain to disabuse Lucy's mind ofrtbton that Lord
Wintersett meant anything to ha.

"I know you, Sasha, and it has become clear to amangl the past
weeks that you are in love with Lord Wintersett.uY@annot hide it
from me, but don't worry, | won't say anything tmyane
else—except perhaps Michael. It is plain for ad torld to see that
he is nutty about you."

"Nutty!"

"Oh, forgive me—I meant to say that Lord Wintersgtinore than a
little enamoured of you. Oh, Sasha, | shall misgl yshall be happy
with Michael, 1 know, but | shall miss our fun tdager. Thank you,
my dearest of aunts, for all the years we havetbgdther. And |



hope.. .no, | am sure that you will one day be &3pl as | am. |
cannot wait for tomorrow."

They kissed each other and Serena left Lucy todneams. She
herself had a more wakeful night. Everyone, it ssgmwas

conspiring to persuade her to look with favour amds Stannard. In
the eyes of those closest to them they were apiharthie perfect

match. Serena wished she could believe they wght. 1Or that she
could be sure they were wrong!



CHAPTERFIFTEEN

Lucy's WEDDINGWwas the most joyous of occasions. The weather w
cold but brilliantly sunny, the guests were cheerfimd the young
couple radiant. The marriage of the Warnham heuld/always have
been an important event, but the Warnhams cleavigd Lucy for
her own sake, and the pleasure they took in welegrher into the
family circle gave Serena every reassurance shhtrhaye needed.
Long after the happy couple had left for a bridalrtto the Continent
the celebrations in Portman Square continued. Maddynham, who
was a great deal cleverer than her loving mama imedg had
suggested that Lady Spurston might be persuadsuhte to London
if Mrs. Galveston invited her. As a result of Ladlyarnham's
forethought, the two old ladies spent a most pledse time before
and after the ceremony indulging in an orgy of gwosand
reminiscence and the rest of the party were ledinjoy the feast and
the music of the military band provided by theistesses.

Lady Ambourne was one of the first guests to le&he had come to
Lucy's wedding, but was anxious to return to Amineuand her
family. However, she took time to have a word wirena before
she left.

"Lucy looked a dream in her bridal clothes, Ser&iee is destined to
be happy, that one!" adding with a roguish lookshll look forward
to seeing you in yours! Oh, forgive me, my deaml an interfering
busybody—Perdita could tell you more of that. Butfind it
impossible not to interfere when | see people tgnaside from
happiness. Be kind to James. You will not regreArid come to
Ambourne soon!"

Serena started to look for her aunt. They wereimgaizondon the
following day to return to Surrey and she wantetbécsure that the
old lady was not too tired. But Lady Spurston wasihg a nap in
Mrs. Galveston's private parlour, and Serena hadthe heart to



disturb her. Instead she wandered down to therlibtdad to escape
from the revellers and find a quiet place to ressalf. Her head was
aching—and her heart.

James finally found her there. He came in, cloivegdoors carefully
behind him, then stood watching her where shers#t® sofa.

"You look tired, Serena. Or sad. Are you thinkirfd.ocy?"
"Why should that make me sad?"

"I'm not suggesting for one moment that you have @oubts for
her—no one who has seen her with Michael Warnhassiply
could. But you two have been so close—it would d&t@iral for you to
feel a sense of loss."

Serena's eyes filled with tears. Through all thepprations and fuss
no one else had thought of this, not even LucydierShe looked

down to hide her distress. James came over, culsingelf for a

tactless fool, and sat down beside her. He tookhaeds in his.

"Serena, don't!" He swore as a teardrop fell onhlaisd, and pulled
out his handkerchief. "You've no idea what it doese to see you
cry—I didn't think you could. Here, let me wipe yotheeks. We

can't have the legend of the indomitable Miss Gaklened."

She looked up and smiled through her tears atlibhighe sight of his
face looking down at her so anxiously entirely @e¢rer, and the
tears fell faster than ever. He took her into hmsaand cradled her,
uttering words of comfort, till the sobs gradudiided and Serena
regained her composure. She smiled apologetically gently
removed herself from his arms.

"Thank you," she murmured. "Forgive me."

"For what?" he asked with a wry smile. "For shariggur
unhappiness with me? | count it a privilege. Angivies me hope you



might agree one day to share more, much more tie@tn ®h, God,
Serena, if only you knew how | regret the past! Ysay you have
forgiven me, but the past lies between us likerpesd. If it were not
for that | could now make you forget the loss o€y uand every other
unhappiness. | know | could persuade your bodgte me—you tell
me that every time we kiss, so how could | not knt®But | want
much more than that! | want your mind, your sped|l it what you
will. 1 once knew the enchantment of that communiand | shall
never forget it, nor cease to desire it." His vaicepped as he said
this, and Serena had to strain to hear. She tuoveatds him.

"James..she said tentatively. "James, it isn'pas which divides us.
I've told you before, it's your lack of..." Shersthat the man before
her, and could not continue.

His face dissolved, as numbers of images flashedugih her

mind—James giving an unknown boy a ride to conbkaie on his

birthday, James in the park with no reason to tasslike Sasha
Calvert, yet sensing her loneliness and takingfdrea drive, James
comforting the woman who had killed his brothegKmg on her

with such sorrow as she lay dying, James takingbieoto get to
know Alanna's son. The images increased—Jamesnggakames
laughing, James with his mother, James looking soried just

minutes before—until finally all the images meltadd refocused
into one, beloved, familiar face. She gazed atihimonder, then she
smiled and her wonderful eyes glowed as she stéotsgeak again.
"James-"

The doors of the library opened and Mrs. Galvestme in with a
flourish. "Ah, Lord Wintersett,” she began, "Theyeu are! Oh,
forgive me, Serena, | didn't see you at first. \\ejast about to set up
a whist table for the gentlemen. Would you like giay, Lord
Wintersett? And if you'll forgive me for saying seerena, it isn't at
all the thing for you to be in here alone with \Wirgett. This may be a
wedding party, but—"



"I'd be delighted to join you, Mrs. Galveston," dgdiames swiftly.
"Miss Calvert was saying she had the headacheasodure she will
be glad to be left in peace. | will take my lea¥g@u, Miss Calvert.
Shall | see you again before you return to Surrey?"

Under Mrs. Galveston's watchful eye what could S&rdo but
murmur regretfully that she was setting off the trgexy? But as he
reached the door she asked idly, "Are you intentbrgjay in London
long, Lord Wintersett?"

"I think not. | have been away from home rathestadcently and my
mother will soon start complaining that she neesssme."

Serena hesitated and said, "My young friend Willahbelieve you
know him?—has been asking after you. You mightseewvhen you
return to Surrey."

THE MAN STANDING BY the graceful bay mare gazed over th
countryside below. The brown and grey landscapesiasred with
frost, but the afternoon sun was warm. He turnedtigvas he heard
hoofbeats coming up the hill, and his heart leggi@saw a woman
with a laughing, glowing face riding to meet hinheScame to a halt
beside him and he held up his arms to help heradism But when
she was on the ground his arms still encircled'héyalf expected to
see you dressed as a boy."

"l was tempted, but | decided it was too danger&esple might be
shocked if they saw me as | am, but if | were drdsss William they
would be infinitely more shocked. Besides, my grasnust below,
at the bottom of the hill."

"Very nearly respectability itself. But | thoughtwas William who
wanted to speak to me?"



"No, James. | came as Serena, Sasha and Williahthisle of us
have something to say to you, here on the hill ehe first met."

"What is it, my love, my torment and my very deafesnd?"

"We..." Serena hesitated, then she threw back é&ad proudly and
said, "l love you, James, and | trust you, compjetinally, for
always."

He gave a great shout of joy, and lifted her higthe air. The horses
moved restlessly, and Serena said, laughing, "DanceTrask are
shocked! Put me down, James, before they abandch su
disgraceful pair."

James set her down and, still holding her hantissithe said, "Then
| shall make us both honest again. Will you marey, @erena? Will
you give me, in William's words—the other Williarof course, "
‘Th'exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine?™

Serena smiled as she replied, " 'l gave thee mafierd thou didst
request it."

James took her hands to his lips and kissing thermsaid slowly, "I
think Juliet had the best words after all.

My bounty is as boundless as the sea,
My love as deep; the more | give to thee,
The more | have, for both are infinite.

Serena's eyes filled with happy tears as he adtfigshu will marry
me, Serena, | swear | will love you and cherish fgouhe rest of our
lives."

"Yes! Oh, yes, James, please!" He kissed her agath again,
muttering incoherently as he did, and Serena ladiginel eagerly



responded. After a while he took her to the edgiefhill and they
stood looking down on the patchwork of fields below

Serena said dreamily, "It seems an age since stenfiet here on the
hill. The first words you spoke to me were a quotatlt is fitting that
we are quoting again now, though Romeo and Jukeewa sad pair
of lovers in the end."”

"Quite. | can think of a much more appropriate play
"Which is that?"

"The Taming of the Shrewf course."

"James!" Serena turned in his arms in mock anger.

He quickly imprisoned her again, and when she ptetehe said, "I
have to protect myself against those fists of yo8esena! But now
that you are here..." James bent his head to laémn.ag

Finally she murmured, "There's one other thing..."
"What is it, my love?"

"If | promise to be a model wife the rest of thaei would you, just
once a year, take me for a week or so to some eegpuit where |
might be William again? To dress and ride like Va&rth?"

"You may have a fortnight," said James largely. 'lésg as you
promise to become Serena again at nightfall?"

"Done! Now | should go back to tell Aunt Spurstom aur
engagement. Will you come with me? She will begtdkd, | think."

"l thought she disapproved of me?"



"And you soenormouslywealthy, James?" said Serena opening h
eyes wide.

"Devil! But that reminds me, my enchanting, loatimgotoad—you
gave me a challenge a short while ago in Londoa.y&u prepared to
answer it now?"

"What challenge was that, my darling viper?" ask®drena
laughing.®

"Just this." And, taking her gently into his arrdames proceeded to
demonstrate how calm, how breathlessly excitingy bomfortable,
and how dangerous a kiss in reply to a challengéddze.

To THE SURPRISEDf no one, but to the delight of all who were elts
them, Miss Calvert and Lord Wintersett were marvied/ soon after.
When Lucy returned to London she was often heaodmaplain that
she saw a lot less of them than she might haveceqgbefor they
spent much of their time at Wintersett Court, avakttheir nephew
several times to St. Just—until the arrival of yglrdward Anthony
Stannard made that difficult. And once a year tiisgppeared for a
fortnight. No one ever found out where.



