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REBEL AGAINST
LOVE

Elizabeth Ashton



‘We've met before, Mr. de Savigny."

Josephine's words startled the snobbish Frenctoenas, who had
earlier mistaken her for a stable boy. The erros waderstandable,
for Jo liked her tomboy image and scorned femirtimags like
elegant -clothes and makeup--and romance.

"Sooner or later," Marcel de Savigny stated witthallenging gleam
in his eyes, "your womanhood will catch up with you

Fearfully, Jo looked back at him. She prayed thatddl wouldn't be
around when that happened!



CHAPTER ONE

EARLY morning sunshine flooded the yard and sent brgifatfts
through the open door of the stable and an induesiten peered
inside hoping to pick up some dropped corn. A ggalk grooming a
bay thoroughbred mare, whistling while she work&tie might
easily have been taken for a boy, for she was éddsgeans, sweater
and Wellington boots, with a man's cap coveringhesd to protect
her hair from dust and chaff. The grey gelding, t@ap in the next
stall munched contentedly at the feed she hadjjush him.

The girl broke into song. 'Oh, what a beautiful mog, Oh, what a
beautiful day,' she carolled—and stopped abrufittyher quick ear
caught the sound of footsteps crossing the yard. mare, Bonny,
threw up her head and rolled the whites of her eybide Captain

pricked his ears. The hen rushed away with a caakla man's figure
darkened the doorway. The girl turned round, ddsrdgh in hand to
face the intruder.

'‘Hi, mon garcon!'

The French words identified him. He was Marcel @é@igy, who
had arrived the previous evening to view the smallcolt Roger
Thornton, the girl's father and owner of Greyfri&am, hoped to
sell to him. As she said nothing, he went on:

'l wish to ride—your boss has given me permissitasaid | should
find Joe here. You are perhaps this Joe? Theuppressed a giggle,
realising that she had been mistaken for a stadtehich was not
surprising, since the sloppy sweater she had puagainst the
morning chill disguised any feminine curves, and tap obscured
her hair. She had missed his arrival the nightteefoaving gone to a
disco session with her current boy-friend, TerrplReon. Roger had
omitted to mention that 'Joe' was one of his daerghtHer name was
Josephine, but by her own wish she was alwaysccdtbe Because



she could never resist an opportunity for a misaye prank, Jo
touched her cap and said with her best Suffolk drdiat be roight,
sir, | be Joe."Eh bien,Joe, please to saddle the horse for me." '\
‘orse du ee want to roide, sir, and in't the bgssnawi' yu?'

'‘No, and the animal is naturally the black staliehucifer, | believe
you call him.’

His English was very good, if a little stilted. Sgoke arrogantly, as if
accustomed to giving orders, and his tone instgnityJo's back up.
Nor did she want Lucifer to go to France; she haown the beast
since he was foaled and he was more amenable teahdling than
any man's, though she was forbidden to ride hire. \8&s surprised
her father was allowing this stranger to take thesé@& out without his
supervision, and forgetting her pose, she said tfiaiyb ‘Luci is a
stallion, we don't use him for hacking.' The Franah laughed and
made a coarse joke about mares and stallions, witald have been
appreciated by a boy, but caused Jo to blush. &tdyhturned away,
and Marcel de Savigny said sharply:

‘Leave your other dutiesjon garconand do as | tell you. | have not
all the morning to waste.'

The command annoyed her, amgrcod was how waiters were
addressed in France, wasn't it? She moved out ohg® stall,

putting down her brush, remarking that Lucifer ebbe ‘'a little old

devil' with strangers.

'So | am told, but | can handle devils,' he retbdenfidently.
‘Then Oi reckon if the boss say so, it be okay.'

'Of course it is-—do you usually query your bosstters?' Marcel de
Savigny snapped.

Jo flushed at the rebuke.



'‘No, sir, that be more'n my place is worth. If ystep aside, sir, Of'll
get 'is tack.'

He moved out of the doorway to allow her to pass. ldio went into
the tackroom adjoining the stable and lifted doveaddle and bridle.
Rejoining him in the yard, she was able to seedi@arly in full light.
He was taller than she was, and she was a tallagid had the light,
wiry build of the true horseman; she had beenteldred horses as
did her father. He was swinging his riding cap amd, nervous
fingers, and his bared head was covered with thm# hair; his
features were aquiline, but surprisingly the eyesvesying her
quizzically were a vivid blue in his dark face. M®re breeches,
polished boots and a yellow sweater, and was ing#¢gg@roomed,
which only antagonised her the more, for Terry Rebn belonged to
the hirsute, leather-jacketed brigade, and despgiaddrial elegance,
terming it cissy, but there was nothing effeminab®ut Marcel de
Savigny; he emanated virility and leashed force, iastinctively Jo
resented his masculine challenge. He was too camtfidnd assured-
cocky was the word she used to herself—and shedhegy much
that Lucifer would throw him. She humped the saddie her
shoulder, and forgetting he believed her to beya Wwas put out that
he did not offer to carry it for her. She crossee yard to where a
wicked black head was thrust out over the half door

She slipped the bridle over the beast's head,dpened the door and
went in to saddle him. Lucifer made no protest, zling her
shoulder. He had known her all his life. He wasghorse, sixteen
hands, with a broad chest and powerful quarterswéke coal black
all over without a white hair upon him. But whenldd him out into
the yard and Marcel de Savigny approached himhéal went up
and his ears went back. To Jo's delight he showedyesign of
refusing to allow the stranger to mount him, a matommon
occurrence.



'‘Ah, il est magnifigueF Marcel de Savigny exclaimed, his
experienced eye noticing the animal's good points.

He took the reins from Jo, and the horse startek, valling his eyes.
Jo retreated, prepared to enjoy the circus.

Marcel de Savigny was murmuring soft words in himaongue,

while retaining a close hold on the bridle. Lucié¢ood still, and he
gently stroked the satin neck. The animal quivettegh the flattened
ears pricked forward as if to catch a whisperedsags. Communion
had been established between man and horse, anterLuas

meekly submissive as Marcel de Savigny swung hime& the

saddle.

Unwillingly Jo had to concede that he looked rerabik well on a

horse; he had an excellent seat, and his handsligiet®ut firm. He

held his dark head as proudly as did the stallierbéstrode; they
were well matched, both showing breeding in evamg lof their

respective shapes.

Jo recalled that her father had told her the deigBgs were

descended from the old French aristocrats. Theyhad comtes in a
less democratic age— not that she considered enadio lineage to

be an asset. She herself was of good yeoman stodKl erry had no
ancestry to speak of. They had decided that sucitbiaes were

outdated and pretentious. Though she appreciatddraughbred

horse, pride of birth in a human she termed 'sMatcel de Savigny;

she decided, was a proud, arrogant man, to be ey@d much as
possible—but he certainly had a way with horses.

The connection between the Thorntons and de Savidated since
the war. Roger's elder brother had been shot dawn ferance, and
the de Savignys had hidden him on their estate.udele John had
not long survived the war, and his hosts had expiktheir sorrow to
learn of his decease. Roger had met them then evelad times



since, and they frequently exchanged breeding stmdakJo had had
no contact with them, and the wartime story wasoteeher and
Marcel's time. He had succeeded to his father'satdgnand was
almost a stranger to them.

Marcel walked Lucifer round the yard as if to atous the horse to
his control, and as he passed Jo he dropped aecolipbins at her
feet.

'‘Buy yourself a drink,' he said carelessly.

He urged the stallion to a trot and rode out ofythil into the early
summer morning. He had been proved right, he coaidlle devils,
but what magic he had used was incomprehensilde.to

‘Luci, you're a traitor,' she murmured, for she badn defrauded of
the display of temper which she had expected wamlseat this

arrogant stranger and humiliate him. Instinctivate felt that Marcel
was an enemy, a supporter of the establishmenghwshe spent
much of her young life seeking to defy. Not that parents were
strict, the atmosphere at Greyfriars was toleramt earefree, and
since she had turned eighteen they had made moptte discipline

her; they trusted to her own good sense and thawahaffection to

keep her out of mischief. But Marcel de Savigny was different

calibre. She was sure he was a martinet who woxpec all his

associates to conform, which was unjust for shevkmething about

the man beyond his autocratic air which had antagdnher. She
glanced scornfully at the coins at her feet, wighshe had thrown
them at him, then recollecting her masquerade sheg them up.

She would return them to Marcel when he had diseal/bis mistake
and she hoped he would be disconcerted.

Jo completed her morning chores, which includedingra couple of
brood mares with foals at foot out to graze. Thiea went to the
milking shed, where Bert the cowman was finishirsgrhorning task,



removing the apparatus from the cows' udders. Joetiehim to
release the Friesians from their stalls and theepiabeasts plodded
out of the byre towards their pasture. The Thoratdid not keep
many cows, their principal activity being arables.

Bert and Jo followed the herd and after securiegytite behind them,
turned to survey the hayfield next door. It wagHgrt June morning
and looked set fair.

'‘We'll start cutting next week if the weather hglds suggested, and
Bert nodded. The grass was in flower and readyhfmvesting.
Beyond the hayfield were acres of wheat and bageen and level,
barely tinged with gold.

'If the weather holds,' he said lugubriously, weatheing the farmer's
continual anxiety.

As Jo went back into the yard, Marcel returned. Blaek's glossy
neck was streaked with foam and she looked at @proachfully.

'He's very hot.'

He will take no harm if you rub him down," Marceld her, not
noticing she had spoken in her normal voice. 'Heded a gallop,
didn't you,mon vieux?He slapped the animal's neck. 'Do not let hil
drink until he has cooled off.'

Jo bit back a retort demanding who he thought hetal&ing to, as if
she did not know that and more as we ii as helditishe was not yet
ready to reveal herself As she led Lucifer into bix she was
savouring his confusion when later on she wasdioited to him as a
daughter of the house. Frenchmen were supposec tgalbant,
weren't they? He would be put out when he discalshe was a girl.

Marcel strode off towards the house whistling galle acts as
though he owns the place, Jo thought dourly. Teatés undeniably



good-looking, even attractive, only added to hesentment. She
rubbed Lucifer down, fed him and went towards tlmade and
breakfast, but whereas Marcel had entered by tm floor, she went
round to the back.

The farmhouse was roomy and rambling. Downstaiestiiree front
rooms, office, dining room and sitting room, wengected by a
passage behind them. There were two staircases)aimeone being
opposite the front entrance, a second one goirfgoap the kitchen,

concealed by a latched door. The kitchen, scull@ayry and larder
were behind the front rooms separated from thena Hyisecting

passage. The first, with its red-tiled floor andaAgtove, was a
cheerful place and always warm even on the coldkegt. A square
wooden table stood in the centre of it, covere lapheck cloth. Mr
and Mrs Thornton ate in the dining room, but Jacel bothered to
join them for breakfast. She and her younger siktes preferred to
get what they wanted, when they wanted it, infolynal the kitchen.

As Jo came in, Jess was sitting at the table congualarge plateful
of bacon and eggs. There were three Thornton sjsédison, the

eldest, three years older than Jo; Josephine, nioeteen, and
Jessica—Jess—a lively sixteen-year-old just leftost; who had

taken a commercial course and helped her fath@sa®cretary. The
Thorntons had hoped for a son, but gave up whethtreedaughter
made her appearance. Alison had been accepted gid and

developed into a dainty, feminine creature like imather, but the
two younger ones had been brought up as boys, fadwer

encouraging their eager interest in the farm asduhning. With

mechanisation, women could contribute much to fagndo drove
the tractor and other machines, arid could perforost of the tasks
as well as a man except for the heavy lifting. Tloeses were a
sideline, and a bribe; as long as there were rithogses, Jo was
content to live and work on the farm. Her ambiteas to be a show
jumper and from ai\ early age she had competeacal lgymkhanas.



'Hi!" Jess said with her mouth full. 'I've cookesly grub, you'll find
it in the hot cupboard.’

'‘Bless you," Jo returned gratefully, retrieving plate. 'I'm famished!

'Seen His Nibs this morning?' Jess went on, putiiregd in to the
toaster.

'If you mean our French guest, he blew into thbletathis morning
and demanded a mount as if | were one of his serfs.

‘But didn't he know who you were?’

'‘No, we've not been introduced.’ Jo's eyes spavkidmischief. 'He
thought | was a groom and | played up to him. Hated to ride
Lucifer.'

'‘Really?' Jess looked startled. 'Did the colt thiom?'
‘Unfortunately no. He seems to have a way withdmts

'‘Not only with horses," Jess informed her. 'Of seuyou weren't here
for dinner last night ... where were you, by theyv@ut with Terry?'

'‘What do you think? | decided there were enougyoofto entertain
him without me. Bet you had a boring evening.'

'‘Not at all. Mr de Savigny was very amusing, ant lgeite a dish,
even at his age.'

To Jess anyone over thirty was ancient, and Maleebavigny was
past his first youth, though still a year shortlofty.

‘Ally's fallen for him, hook, line and sinker," $asoncluded.



'‘She would," Jo commented, accepting a piece aft.tddhe can't
resist a stuffed shirt if it's well tailored, anadging by his riding
outfit, he's one for dress.'

'‘But he must be something if he can handle Lucifer.

'‘Hypnotism,' Jo declared, who was resentful thatdit@er would not
allow her to ride the beast herself. 'He whispéndds ear, andoila\
as they say in his tongue.'

Jess giggled. 'lIt isn't only horse's ears he wingsio¢o.'
'That sort, is he?' Jo was disdainful.
'Well, he's French.'

'He didn't waste any charm on me, but of coursthbeght | was a
scruffy boy.'

'I'm not surprised.' Jess ran a critical eye owar dister's apparel.
‘You do rather overdo the gamine touch.’

'l leave the feminine frills to Ally. Strange shwosild be so different
from us.’

Jess and Jo were very alike, the same broad fatshésvel dark

brows and big grey eyes, but whereas Jess's haibmean, Jo's was
the colour of a ripe horse-chestnut. She was ttikan her sister and
still moved with the awkward grace of a young colt.

'She takes after Mum,' Jess explained. 'We're Dikd. Also they
brought her up to be a lady, select boarding scaondlall that, but it
was rather expensive, so we were allowed to rud.wil

‘Thank God for that," Jo said fervently. 'I'd hedehave to try to be
refined.'



'‘But Ally's not missish," Jess defended her sistging's only
developed her feminine wiles. You should have demnpractising
them last night.'

'Was the snob impressed?' Jo asked casually.

‘Jo, you mustn't call him that!" Jess threw an elp@nsive glance
towards the door.

‘Il call him what | please—behind his back," Jeckhred. 'But let's
talk of something more interesting. Bert's talkiagout starting
haysel.'

As they finished their meal, Alison came in cargyia tray loaded
with utensils from the dining room. Smaller tham &isters, she was
very pretty, her hair so dark as to 6e almost hlagih a pink and

white complexion which she tended carefully, andeat rounded
figure. Only her grey eyes resembled her sisters.

‘Aren't you coming to help clear?' she asked.
'Have a heart, I'm only just in from the stablés,protested.
'‘And look like it, even to the straw in your hair.'

Jo stood up and wandered over to look in the smator hanging
above the sink. She had left her cap in the stahlekthere was straw
in her hair. She proved a pocket comb and dretrdaugh her thick
locks.

'Sign of honest toil,'” she observed. 'We outdoats gcan't be
immaculate like you hothouse plants.’

Alison was wearing well cut brown slacks and a susdistcoat over
a white blouse, which showed the elegant linesofshm waist and
rounded hips. Her hair was smooth as silk.



'You delight in looking a mess," Alison returnehd someone has to
do the indoor chores, which I'll admit | prefemboicking out stables.'

Annette Thornton did the cooking and Alison the $ewiork, with a
Mrs Young coming in to do the rough.

Jessica said: 'What's happened to your French beau?

if you mean Mr de Savigny, Daddy's taking him iBnwich in the
car. It seems he's read about the city under tagteeugh we all
know there's nothing left but sand. They'll be bexkunch.'

‘Do we have to call him "Mr"?' Jess enquired.

‘Certainly—the French are more formal than we #ieson told her
repressively. 'And Jo, for heaven's sake make wtfur®ok
respectable.’ She glanced disgustedly at her'sibeno means clean
jeans.

'Oh, | shan't come in," Jo decided. 'I'll take akhof bread and cheese
and eat it in the stables. | plan to take Bonnyrdfie sticks this
afternoon.' 'You prefer hobnobbing with the farmifmmo civilised
company?' Alison enquired scornfully.

‘They're more my sort, and Terry'll be looking iaridg the lunch
hour, which he calls dinner time, to show me hiw neotorbike.'

‘That yob!"

'He isn't a yob, he's a good pal, and you neednt tp your
aristocratic nose at him. His father does own tharmage.’

'‘But it's not as impressive as a chateau,' Jeggestayl, giving her
sister a sly glance.

Alison coloured faintly as she said hastily;



'‘Mr de Savigny is probably engaged to some suitpbl#tner back
home, it's the way they do things in France.'

‘But that wouldn't stop him from having a bit ohfon the side,' Jo
said flippantly.

'‘Don't be coarse,' Alison flashed back at her.stme Mr de Savigny
Is a gentleman.’

‘They're the worst of the lot,' Jo declared. 'Olgly, keep your hair
on," as Alison flushed angrily. 'l was only thinginhat if he is
affianced—isn't that the way they put it?—we'd &ekieep our hearts
from straying in his direction.'

‘Do control that tongue of yours,' Alison snapped.
'l was only trying to warn you, dear sister.'

'‘Quite unnecessary,' Alison returned. 'Just bechtgsk the trouble

to try to make a stranger and a foreigner feeloady you jump to

ridiculous conclusions.' She looked accusinglyeasita. '"What have
you been saying?'

Jess shrugged her shoulders. 'Nothing. | onlyloltde was a dish.’

'‘Absurd expression," Alison said scornfully, analkstd out with her
head in the air.

The other two girls exchanged glances.
‘Definitely smitten," Jo decided.
'Perhaps there isn't a fiancee in France?' Jessdwak

'‘Good lord, I'd hate to have that snotty male fbra@ther-in-law," Jo
exclaimed in alarm.



'He won't be staying long enough for anything seus to develop,’
Jess told her comfortably. Then Mrs Young came start work, and
the conversation was closed.

There was a lull in farming operations betweenehe of the spring
sowing and the beginning of haytime, so Jo hadtplehtime to
devote to her riding. She spent the morning cleatank, and ate her
alfresco lunch in the barn. She smiled to herse#flee thought of her
sisters and parents formally entertaining theirsgjuéler mother
would have prepared a tasty meal for him, and Alismuld have
made sure the table appointments were just socknegn thought a
lot of food, didn't they? Herself, she preferredrast in congenial
company, and that Marcel de Savigny was not. Stedlegl his slim
athletic figure astride the great black horse. tds vather nice to look
at, she had to concede that, but his arrogarttiaicold blue eyes, had
antagonised her. It would take a cleverer womam tAkson to
capture him, she considered, and she hoped her sistild not get
hurt. Frenchmen talked a lot abdtamour, but when it came to
marriage they were very businesslike, though hivefanight offer
Lucifer as a dower. She thought that unlikely.

Then Terry came roaring into the yard on his newdi# making the
horses snort, and Jo's reflections were scattédredhaff before the
wind, as she ran to greet him.

Terry Robinson was, from what could be discernetkeuhis mass of
untidy hair, a good-looking young man. Periodicélétried to grow
a beard, and then shaved it off. At that momentwoee long
sideburns and a few straggles on his chin, whidmadt enhance his
appearance. Although the day was warm he wore féedcleather
jacket and frayed jeans. Involuntarily Jo recalled Frenchman's
spruce grooming, then dismissed the comparison wathtempt.
Terry was genuine without airs or affectation, hesded to show his
scorn for the conventions and established mores.



She dutifully admired the motorcycle and listeneml Terry's
enthusiastic description of its performance. He idake her out on
it in the near future. She was his current 'bindl be liked to have an
admiring female in tow. She never minded travellmghis pillion in
all weathers and was lavish in her praise of hismme and his
prowess. Only rarely, and that was usually affatenight and a few
beers, did he become amorous, but Jo did not eageuhim.
Sexually she was completely unawakened and was ioulder
derision of what she called 'slop’. She found héx éntirely
satisfactory without plunging into emotional turisowhich might
prove embarrassing. Terry laughed at her virgieabit from his
advances, hinted darkly that she would in timerdeshat she now
scorned, but made no serious attempt to arouserdreanhood. He
liked being seen about with her, but he was ndbwe with her.
"“When he had gone, Jo saddled Bonny and spergsfublhour or so
in the pasture field taking her over the jumps tred been put up in
it. Absorbed in schooling the mare, she forgogahlbut their French
visitor until, having bedded down, fed and watettesl three horses,
which she found far more interesting than any make came into
the house to change for dinner. This was the aripélity her father
insisted upon.

'You can look as scruffy as you like during the dayt | require you
to appear like civilised beings for our evening heeas what he told
them, except for haysel and harvest, when they some had to
work until dark and the rule was waived.

Jo came in a little late to find Alison in the Kien already changed,
her evening dress covered by an overall, as sheetalive the
finishing touches to the dishes.

'For heaven's sake get a move on,' she said teydmg her with
disgust as she scattered hayseeds on the spddes®inner will be
on the table in fifteen minutes, and just look @ity



'Oh, it won't take me a minute to change." Jo pultdf her
Wellingtons, leaving them by the back door, andgvat across the
floor on stockinged feet.

'‘Make yourself look respectable,” Alison calledeafher. 'In case
you've forgotten, we have a guest.'

The immaculate Frenchman who had called her ‘gamori.
Reminded of the episode of the morning, Jo ranhepblack stairs,
grinning to herself, as her fingers turned the fiftg-pence coins in
her pocket. Monsieur de Savigny had a little ssgdoming to him
and she was expecting to put him out of countenance

Her room was at the end of the house, a low-ceded little

apartment, beneath the window of which was thedbraha pear tree
trained against the side of the house. As Jo keptndow open
except in very bad weather, it was used as a meamrxit and

entrance by the farm cats. Devoted to all animidspever minded
their trespassing.

She dressed herself with unaccustomed care, forasbly wasted

much time upon her toilet. She had a quick showdrut on tights

and underwear, followed by a blue linen dress wfithrt sleeves and
square neckline. She brushed her chestnut hair iushone, and

fastened round her throat the silver cross andnctle had been
given at her confirmation. She rarely used cosregtiad hesitated,
lipstick in hand— Alison had given her one on et birthday—and
finally as the bell announcing dinner pealed thiotige house, lightly
touched her mouth with it, adding a layer of powtteher freckled

nose, most of which she wiped off again.

She ran lightly down the front stairs, through #reh behind them
leading to the passage, and paused in the enti@iioe dining room.
They were all there, her mother at the head ofahke, her father at
the foot, the guest on her mother's right hand) #itson next to him,



her own place laid opposite to him, with Jess leegidt occurred to
her then that the Thorntons were a very good-lapkamily, for her
father was still a handsome man, his hair the caddbhrers, showing
just a tinge of grey, her mother pretty, if a &tthded, and Alison, in a
filmy evening gown of dark wine colour, which shalwgp her white
skin but was most unsuitable for a farmhouse, veasly beautiful. It
seemed Marcel de Savigny thought so, for his daddhwvas bent
towards her and from her sister's smug expressomas paying her
compliments. He, of course, was immaculately chad dark suit, of
some fine material, perfectly tailored, a silk sland dark tie, gold
cufflinks visible when he moved his wrists, anddyelatch bracelet.
The thin lips in the olive face had a satiricalstyias if denying the
sincerity of what he was saying. Jo had a full vedwaim from where
she was standing.

and her thought was how could Alison be such adsdb lap up his
nonsense. Long black lashes veiled the sapphiig ayech she felt
would be more revealing of his real thoughts.

Jo slid round behind her father's chair and into place with a
mumbled apology for being late.

‘Just in time," her father told her, 'I'm just bedng to carve.’'

There was a succulent piece of beef in front of, faina the vegetable
dishes were set before her mother. A good, plaigli&m meal,
including Yorkshire pudding.

Her mother said:

'l don't think you've met my middle daughter, Mr Savigny. She
was out last night when you arrived.'

Marcel gave her a perfunctory glance, seeminglpddesi in Alison.

‘Enchanted to meet yomademoiselle.'



‘The name is Jo,' she informed him. 'Short for gose. And we've
met before, Mr de Savigny.'

This time he did look at her more closely. His glatingered on her
bright head, the delicate contours of face and n#uk generous
mouth with its hint of passion, and the big gregewhich met his
with impish glee.

'Where, Mademoiselle Jo? I've no recollection, Bmdsure | could
not forget such a pretty face.'

Flowery! she thought disdainfully. I'm not prettyt like Alison, she
may mop up that sort of talk, but | believe helgglaing at us for
being so unsophisticated. That we may be, but henWwaxactly
gallant this morning when he didn't know who | was.

'l didn't look very pretty this morning,' she admit sweetly. 'My old
sweater and jeans were not exactly Rue de |la Paix] saddled
Lucifer for you and you graciously gave me a tip."'

She fumbled in her pocket—she insisted that alldresses should
have pockets—and drew out the two silver coins.s€rehe laid on
the table in front of him. Marcel stared at thenq #hen back at her,
his expression incredulouson Dieu, it is not possible you weree
garcon-la?'

'Reckon Oi was and all, bor," she said in the variza.



CHAPTER TWO

Jo was uncertain how Marcel would react to herlossse, but she

anticipated that he would be abashed, especiale ifecalled his

coarse joke about the stallion. She wondered ifdslred obliquely

refer to it. Naturally he was at first surprisedgdahe waited eagerly
for his next words, which must at least be an apglbut before he

spoke her father gave her a suspicious look ancdéed,;

'‘What mischief have you been up to, Jo?'

‘Mischief?' Jo contrived to look outraged. 'l waeraty doing my
usual morning's work, and you can't look glamoradren you're
mucking out a stable.' She threw a glance at Mdroat under her
long lashes. '"You must admit I'm an efficient grdom

'‘Really, Jo," Alison cut in severely, 'you shouldvé introduced
yourself properly. You can't blame Mr Savigny fakihg you for a
yokel, the sight you make of yourself." She turtedlarcel with a
placating smile. '‘My sister is a bit of a hoyder, di& Savigny, she
should beg your pardon for trying to embarrass'you.

‘Are you embarrassed?' Jo asked hopefully.

But Marcel did not look at all disconcerted, he veasiling with
genuine amusement and his blue eyes were twinkling.

'‘Why should | be?' he returned. '‘Misled by your espnce and
occupation, | made a very understandable mistakelwfou made
no attempt to rectify, and you obtainedpaurboire under false
pretences.' He stretched out a hand and picketdeaupdins, 'l don't
pay for service from my hosts, | expect it to beegi gratis.’

Jo flushed and bit back an angry retort; her jokd Misfired and
earned her a reprimand. She said sullenly:



'‘Perhaps you're short-sighted.’

‘Not at all, but you could hardly expect me to defeminine curves

beneath that ... er ... voluminous sweater.' Hedd@ointedly at the

slight swell of her breast revealed by the bodicker dress. 'Such a
charming figure too!

Jo threw him a glance of pure hate. 'lI've alwayste@to be a boy.'

'‘Boy's clothes will not make you one, and if | hambwn your sex, |
would have much preferred to saddle the colt myself

Jo flared up. 'If that isn't a case of sex disanetion ...’

Her father interrupted her. 'That will do, Jo.' stailed at his guest.
‘Jo tries to make up for the son | wanted, but dew got her, |
wouldn't want her changed.'

‘Not when she makes such a delightful girl.'

'Oh, stuff!" Jo exclaimed rudely, as her fatherdeghher a plate of
beef. 'Be honest, Mr de Savigny, I'd *prefer ituXbink I'm anything
but delightful.’

Marcel gave her a quizzical look, as he receiveddhiate, which
Annette loaded with vegetables. 'You cannot reackthmoyghts,' he
told her, and addressed his host. 'You are to bhgratulatedmon
ami,on a trio of charming daughters.'

Insincere, Jo thought scornfully. Whatever Aliscasvdoing, she had
not tried to charm him.

Roger was pleased by the compliment, and recomndeth@esirloin
he was carving to his guest.



The famous English roast beef? It looks most apipeti But must we
be so formal? My name is Marcel and | would be hwed if you will
all call me by it.'

Jo attacked her dinner with gusto, but Alison toytt hers as if she
feared a display of healthy appetite was unfeminingesponse to
Marcel's request, she said dimpling:

'If you'll do likewise. | think you know my nameAdison, not Ally as
these wretched girls will call me.’

'‘Aleeson?' He drew out the middle syllable. 'Vergtty.' He looked
across the table. 'Josephine and Jessica? Isght&t'r

'‘Except that | like to be called Jo,' that ladytestia
'‘Because it sounds more masculine?'

‘Not at all. Josephine is such a mouthful.’

'It is a beautiful name. We had an Empress caleitl'b
‘The one that got herself divorced.'

Alison frowned at her sister's tone. 'For reasdrstaie.’

"Oh, come off it, Ally, it was because she couldytte Napoleon a
son and heir. I'd expect my husband to stick to even if | was
barren.’

Alison turned to Marcel apologetically. "You mustdive my sister,
she spends so much time with the farmhands shetsrineg a little
uncouth.'

" | like plain speaking,’ Marcel said gallantly.



‘Don't encourage her,' Jess warned him, 'or ygetlimore than you
bargained for.' She winked at Jo.

Marcel sent Jo a challenging glance across the.tabl
'l can cope with her,' he said confidently.

Feeling Jo was being made too important, Alisonedad his

attention, and the conversation became generaingailo part in it,

Jo surreptitiously studied the face opposite tgWwharch attracted her
in spite of herself. It was thin and aquiline, theuth narrow- lipped
above a firm chin. His black brows were slightlgrdgled above the
keen blue eyes. His dark head was set proudly bpmad shoulders,
and in his well tailored suit he looked every igharistocrat. A man
born to rule, and since his father was dead, hbaly did rule his

family and estate with a strong hand. Not a maworld be wise to
thwart, she thought involuntarily. Contrarily shesolved to oppose
him in every way possible; he should never dictateer.

Roast beef was followed by apple pie and creamjwioeyounger
girls changing the plates and dishes. Alison hastiecked Marcel's
movement to assist.

'It's their chore,' she told him, 'they always dd suppose you've lots
of servants to wait on you at your chateau?'

‘Too many,' he replied. '‘But my grandmother livaghws, and she
clings to the old ways, though | prefer informalmyself.'

'‘We can't get anyone to live in here,' Mrs Thorndaplained. 'Girls
won't go into service, as they call it, if they aget anything else to
do.'

'‘Why should | pay exorbitant wages for indiffereptvice when I've
three girls at home doing nothing?' her husbanddskhich remark



brought forth indignant protests from his familyi, declaring that
they had many tasks to fill their day.

‘Until you get husbands,’ Marcel suggested withlyagéance at
Alison.

'l shall never marry," Jo declared firmly. 'Alisenll, of course, as
soon as anyone asks her. We don't know yet howslgesg to turn
out, but I only want to stay on the farm all my galycan't believe I'll
ever find a husband more interesting than a horse."

An assertion which produced laughter and teasird) @ovoked
Marcel's interest. Jo became aware that he wasingtter out of
the corner of his eye while he talked to Alisone3bund his blue
gaze embarrassing, and would have been furiousihad guessed
his thoughts. She might try to ape a boy, but jieaenced eyes saw
the potential of the passionate woman she wouldlagéecome. No
Latin girl of her age could ever be so completelpware of sex, as
she was, but the signs were there in her facethenfiill curve of her
lower lip. Alison was pretty, but shallow; this yagi sister of hers
would be beautiful and had depths in her which wdog exciting to
plumb, once she was awakened. Marcel usually agloidang girls,
they too easily became intense, and adolescenatamiobored him,
but Josephine Thornton intrigued him.

‘Tomorrow is market day," Roger Thornton was sayilfigbe away
all morning, and you wouldn't be interested, my.klmy you can take
Marcel riding in the forest, he hasn't been thexte' y

'Oh, no, | can't,' Jo was dismayed at the prospi&etmy work to do.'

'‘What work? You'll be finished in the stables bgdkfast time, and
the horses need exercise. We haven't started twagutet.’



‘You're being discourteous, Jo," Alison scolded ffeonly | could
ride, I'd love to come with you, Marcel, but untorately I'm allergic
to horses.'

But Marcel's eyes were fixed upon Jo.

'‘Are you still annoyed with me because | took youd stable-boy?'
he asked.

Jessica laughed. 'She can't blame you for that.I@es a proper
mess when she's grooming the horses.'

'l hope you'll smarten yourself up a bit before ygu riding with
Marcel, or he'll be ashamed to be seen with yodigbA said nastily.

'l could never be that,’ Marcel assured her pglitdlademoiselle
Josephine, will you honour me by accompanying maotoow
morning?'

'Oh, very well,’ Jo agreed ungraciously, needledhiey sisters'
remarks. 'l promise you that both | and the hongk$®€e immaculate.'

She met his blue eyes with a hint, of challengeeinclear grey eyes.
She was determined to show him she could appeselaturned out
as any of his countrywomen.

'I'm sure you will,' he responded, and raised higewglass. 'Here's to
our ripening acquaintanceshippn garcon.'

'‘An entente cordial® she suggested archly.
'‘Quite so.'
'‘What exactly does that mean?' Jess enquired.

'‘Reciprocity between English and French.’



Which was not Jo's intention at all.

True to her promise, she had both horses beaytfudilomed, even
going to the trouble of polishing their hooves layeno'clock, which
was the after-breakfast hom Marcel had chosenhfar expedition.
With her own appearance she was not quite so ssfatesler

jodhpurs were worn, she was due for a new pairrbefte summer
gymkhanas, and the shirt she wore in prefereneehacking jacket,
which would be hot, was faded though clean. Hengidhat obscured
the glory of her hair. Marcel came to join her agaiwell cut riding

breeches and boots, his peaked cap shading his. layéis gloved
hand he carried a riding crop.

'‘Punctual to the minute,' he exclaimed, glancingistwatch. They
had not yet met that morning, for Jo had eaten lwefgre he did.

'l always am,' Jo returned. 'l can't afford to washe dawdling like
fashionable ladies do.'

'‘Being of course familiar with the breed,' he taards he took hold of
Captain's reins.

Jo flushed. 'I've read about them,' she snapped.

‘Second-hand knowledge is often inaccurate,' ke hiel, swinging
himself into the saddle. Jo mounted Bonny and pditd his riding
crop.

'You won't need that. | never use one.'
'l do not either, but it gives me ... confidence.'

He didn't need anything to give him that, Jo thdugiore likely he
carried it for show. He had not made the mistakeynig to assist her
to mount—that she would have resented furioustyc&he lived in a
chateau, she had taken it for granted the womemsohousehold



would be society ladies, but she did not know hcanynthere were;
he had only mentioned a grandmother.

Captain was very fresh and waltzed round the ydedtried to buck,
but was quickly forestalled; he then attemptedetioadf at a gallop
but was firmly restrained. Jo could not fault Mdisc@orsemanship,
though she did not like the man. Intuitively sh# fee could be a
threat to her independence.

Since he did not know the way, Jo went first, ingttacross a pasture
field behind the farm. She paused to open a gaterdy without
dismounting, and gave the grey a wide berth as é&et whrough,
pulling the gate shut behind him. They were on a&paase of
common and she said tersely:

'You can give him his head now," and urged her mewu@ gallop.
Captain soon overtook her and they raced neck ank uantil they
reached the forest. They had to reduce their spedlley entered a
long green ride. Trees, mostly conifers, were d¢loggouped on
either side of them, with shadowy depths betweemttvhich, when
much younger, Jo had imaginatively peopled withwesland bears.
They looked sinister enough for such inhabitantgugh they
harboured nothing fiercer than rabbits, weaselsaantcasional fox.

‘The trees grow taller in my country," Marcel tolek.

''ve no doubt everything is bigger and better," &urned,
sarcastically. 'I've never been abroad, and Enifayabd enough for
me.'

Marcel gave her a sharp look, seeming about tokeslher, but
checked himself. He reined in to allow her to pdeckeim, as she took
a turn off the ride that led down into a glade vehdeciduous trees
predominated and a little stream ran through iteHbe foliage was
all shades of green, and wild roses threw delisptays of tinted



blossom over mounds and stumps, with here and thestand of
honeysuckle perfuming the air. Ascending a stedb, ghey came
out upon a different scene. A field, enclosed ardhsides by the
forest, was bright with young corn dotted with $eapoppies, and
edged with masses of golden broom. On the fourdho@en side was
a view of further cultivated fields and a farmhouse

‘Let" us pause here,' said Marcel, and slid frosnhuirse.

‘Want to admire the view?' Jo enquired without dignting. Surely
he could not be feeling tired?

Marcel indicated a fallen tree trunk. 'A place Iy’ $ie suggested.
‘This is a delightful spot, and | could do withracke.'

'I'm glad you approve of it,’ Jo said disagreeahlyd unwillingly

descended from her horse. Marcel took Bonny's raints secured
both horses to a tree. Then he sat down on the dbgiously

expecting her to do likewise. She did so, sittiadaa apart from him
as the trunk permitted. He gave her a quizzicat led offered her
his cigarette case.

‘No, thank you, | don't smoke.'
She noticed the case was silver and bore a c@aht.

'l only do very rarely.' He pocketed the case awodipced a packet of
small cheroots. The aromatic blue smoke from the o lit rose in

the still air. Jo crossed her legs and claspedkee with her hands,
her eyes fixed on the distant farm, trying to desste herself from

her companion. He was having an oddly disturbirigetfupon her,

for she was almost painfully conscious of his pnagy. In spite of

his trim elegance, he was a very masculine mangdaagd within her,

her latent femininity stirred in response.



All around them, nature was busy with the busireésgproduction.

Birds flew back and forth feeding their rapaciousurnyg, bees

gathered honey from foxgloves and harebells growagide the path
to replenish their hives, though spring and theimgaseason were
past, the forest was burgeoning with new life. dodme aware that
Marcel had turned his lean brown face towards hdrveas studying

her with disconcerting blue eyes.

‘You intrigue me, Josephine,' he said softly. "Yiaue the makings of
a desirable woman and yet you try to ape a boy.WWhy

'l should have been a boy,' she tried to explBiaddy wanted a son,
but he's been unlucky. So I've tried to make uito for my sex.
Girls are as efficient as men nowadays, and | airbe as good a
farmer as a boy would have been.'

He made a gesture of distaste, it is no life faroanan.'

She met his gaze with candid grey eyes.

'It's the life | want. I'm not drawn to being a é&nd mother, though |
might marry if the right man comes along. One wbalad help run
the farm.’

‘You put that first?'

'Of course. It's essential if Greyfriars is to gaon as a going
concern.’

'Have you anyone in view for this secondary posflio

She laughed merrily. 'Not yet, but there's plertyime. I'm only
nineteen, you know.'

'Girls begin to think about love and romance mugtnger than that
nowadays.'



'l know they do, but I've no time for that sortnainsense,' Jo declarec
blithely. 'l leave romance to Alison, who hatesiavork. | ride at the
local shows, you know, and . .. and . . . I've dreaf becoming a
show-jumper.' She blushed charmingly and wondereyg she was
unburdening herself to this stranger. Her futurddde of no interest
to him.

'‘No!" Marcel exclaimed vehemently. 'That is all wgo You are not
the hard-bitten, horsey type. Your dreams shouldobe very
different future.’

Jo unclasped her hands and straightened herself.

'"You think they should be of some man?' she sathéally. 'Once
and for all, Mr de Savigny, I'm not and never via# one of your
soppy feminine women, though your masculine vamay find that
hard to believe!

Marcel laughed deep in his throat, a sound thatresti her
inexplicably.

'S0 very young and naive in spite of your ninetgesrs! But beware,
Josephine, you have not got that passionate mautmdthing.
Sooner or later your womanhood will catch up witluy

Jo coloured furiously. 'Oh, stuff!' she muttered.

‘You're a challenge to a mere male, and | am halined to take you
up on it.'

She saw the glint in his eyes, and shrank bacle asde to his feet.
‘What... what do you mean, Marcel?'

'l will show you.'



Before she could guess his intention, he had céumghther hands in
his and pulled her up on to her feet and into mssa She flinched
like a startled filly, and her eyelids drooped lrefthe sudden flame
in his eyes. Then very deliberately he tightenadioid until she was
pressed against him, and his mouth descended wgwen h

A quiver ran through her body and she relaxed m dmbrace,
confused by the rapid beating of her heart, andva @motion that
was strange to her. His kiss was long and closmysarg strange
sensations, until a wave of virginal recoil swépbtigh her and she
wrenched herself out of his arms.

‘How dare you!'

He laughed mockingly. ‘Not a very original respohse
Her hand flew to her outraged lips. 'You . .. yad!¢
'‘Haven't you been kissed before?'

Her mind recalled Terry.

'‘My boy-friend tries occasionally, but | don't like

'So you have got bien-aime!Tell me about him.’

Carelessly spoken yet with an intentness of retfatisuggested his
interest was more than perfunctory, but Jo wadvewildered by her
reactions to notice.

'He's not a lover, if that's what you're thinkirglé assured him. 'He's
a guy | picked up at a disco, and we think alikewtlmost things, and
he's got a super motorbike.'

Marcel's thin lips curled disparagingly.



*You ride on his pillion?'

'Of course. He won't let me try solo, at leastymtt I'll get round him
in the end.'

‘A most dangerous and unsuitable proceeding,’ Maacemented.
'‘Danger gives a spice to living,' she retorted.

'‘Ah, | am with you there, but there are other fomith less risk to life
and limb.'

Again there was a glint in his eyes as he moveatdsvher, and Jo's
pulse quickened. Dimly she was aware that there faces within
him which could move her to a response she didwaott to give.
Hastily she backed away from him.

if you want to play those sort of games, why dgali pick someone
of your own age?' she demanded. 'Not someone yanthghaive as
you say | am.'

'‘Because | prefer an unformed mould which | capsha my liking.'
Jo's-eyes widened. 'Of all the arrogant cheek!

'‘Why so? It is sensible. Frenchmen usually marrychmyounger
wives. The husband should be the dominant partmektleen there is
less chance of friction.’

‘Alison isn't a doormat," Jo remarked with apparaetevance. The
mention of wives had turned her thoughts towardstister, who she
knew was much taken with their visitor.

'‘She is charming,’ Marcel raised his brows. 'Bd&il to see the
connection.'



‘Then you're dimmer than | thought,' Jo returndek §at down on the
log again, determined to clear up Marcel's positotn regard to
Alison's hopes.

'l suppose being French you still have arrangediatges. Are you
engaged?'

'‘No. It is true my parents sought to betroth meni cradle, but |
rejected their choice. They are both dead now, do hot need to
consult their wishes.'

'So you're an orphan,’ Jo said slowly. 'I'm sdvtgrcel.'

'You need not be. | did not get on with my fathed any mother was
a fashionable doll without a heart. But | am nainal in the world. |
have a grandmother whom | love and respect, ammdiagysister who
Is something of a responsibility.’

‘What an odd household!" Jo was wondering if Alisoald fit into it.
'‘We are not all blessed with united families lilays.'

'l suppose we're lucky, and mine is connected yatirs.' Jo assumed
a quaintly adult air, which diverted her companexcteedingly, it
seems to me you need a wife, and Alison wouldysuit very well.
You wouldn't have to mould and shape her, she'dyaun chateau
beautifully and she prefers older men.'

Yet even while she sought to promote her sistalse, she felt an
inexplicable envy, which was absurd; Marcel's whlyf® was not for
her.

‘Thank you for planning my future.' Marcel was velry. it seems
you are feminine enough to indulge in matchmakibgt | am
capable of doing my own wooing. Might | point obat older men
have their points, they are usually established bade more



experience, but it seems your preference is fdowaldlrop-outs like
Terry Robinson.’

Jo's eyes flashed. 'Don't you call him names, ymwknothing about
him!'

'‘Enough to know he is not a suitable companiorydar.

‘Ally, | suppose,’ Jo surmised. 'She doesn't like bhecause he has
long hair and advanced ideas.'

'It is your father who does not approve of the amtion.'

'So you've been discussing my affairs with him? Hoare
you—they're nothing to do with you!'

‘But if I married into your family they would béJarcel said silkily.
'l am very particular about my sister's male conas'

Jo's eyes flashed again. 'You're a tyrannical Sdiolole Savigny, and
if you imagine Jess and | will allow you to censar friendships
you're making a big mistake. Daddy says your ancgsierecomtes,
but you won't have angroit du seigneuover us!'

Marcel laughed heartily and Jo flushed, realisinmg lsad blundered.

‘Do you know what that means?' he asked when hisment had
subsided.

'Right to something or other,' she muttered sujlenl
'Right to the first night with a tenant's bride aMel informed her.

'Oh!"Jo's colour deepened. 'Of course | didn't médaat. Your
ancestors must have been a dirty lot if they dad.th



‘They only very rarely availed themselves of thgilage.'
'l should hope not. No wonder there was a revattitio

‘That is all old history. To return to the presday—if you desire
Initiation,' the blue eyes glinted wickedly, 'l ddwsupply you with a
more suitable teacher than Terry Robinson.'

Jo sprang to her feet. 'How dare you make sucly mashuations!'
she cried furiously. 'Terry's all right, and we damant you around
bossing our lives. Who do you think you are? A ségod?’

'‘Nothing so impressive, but | do know how to deathwude
teenagers,' he retorted.

He reached for her before she could evade him sittthg down
again, pulled her across his knees. His eyes whght awith
mischievous enjoyment as she struggled to freeeliers

‘The mere male still has the advantage of supphgsical strength,’
he remarked. 'Are you going to apologise?"

'‘What for? Let me go, you horrible brute!

He was strong. Though she was no weakling, shequiés helpless
in her ignominious position.

‘Charming littlederriereyou have,' Marcel said admiringly, 'but yot
are a little old to be spanked. You pretend ndikeobeing kissed, but
your response just now was adequate if a trifletaomesh. Shall we
repeat the performance and you might acquire a tasit?'

Jo squirmed and muttered: 'See you damned first!"

But Marcel only laughed.



'What an unladylike pronouncememtia chereJosephine, do try to
be a little more sophisticated. This place cries fmn amorous
dalliance.’

He turned her over and bent his head, seekingip®rJo made a
convulsive movement, and they both rolled off tbg, lwith Marcel
on top of her. Then something happened that nethérexpected. It
was as if a flame had suddenly ignited between titéimmhard, lean
body was pressing hers into the moss below thettued, and Jo's
arms of their own volition went about his neck. iFsuth was on
hers, then on her throat, her neck, while wave up@ve of
excitement pulsed through her. When eventually Elastood up, Jo
lay quivering at his feet, striving to contend witle storm of emotion
he had aroused in her. She had lost her hat anldalrewas sprayed
about her neck and shoulders, while her small lsdesaved beneath
her torn shirt, for both were breathing fast, burbél recovered first.
He looked down at her recumbent body and a faimipzonction
showed in his eyes.

'So young and so vulnerable,' he said softly.

Jo raised herself on her hands and stared up atanksface with
wide, indignant eyes. She had an unhappy suspitianshe had
clung to him and her mouth had opened under hisv Elmuld she
have so demeaned herself? Amorous dalliance, hedikd it, and
no doubt he acted so with every available womae. \&s as angry
with herself for yielding to him as she was witimhi

Marcel bent towards her, holding out his hand.
‘Let me help you up—I am afraid | have torn yourtsh

Blind fury swept through her, swamping all othezliegs. She struck
his hand aside and sprang to her feet, pullingshet together over



her slight bosom, recalling that the devil had altyukissed her
breasts.

if you wanted to punish me for being impertinerd, huch rather
you'd beaten me!' she snapped.

'l may be provoked into doing that if you aren'trenoivil, but | find it
more amusing to teach you to become a woman.'

'Oh, you ... you ...!" she raged.
Marcel laughed.

'You show every sign of being an apt pupil—thereplienty of
passion in you, you are no icicle.'

Jo took a step forward, wanting to hit him, and foet touched his
riding crop which he had dropped on the ground wherhad sat
down. Quick as thought she snatched it up andlstium across his
mocking face. Then without waiting to see what dgenahe had
done, she fled towards the tethered horses. Skeddbem both, and
as the startled grey snorted and reared, swunglhersto the more
placid Bonny's back and galloped recklessly dowa woodland

track as if all the devils in hell were in pursoither.



CHAPTER THREE

ONCE clear of the forest, Jo slowed her sweating mouatwalk and
began to have misgivings. She had expected Capt&mtiow her, in
which case Marcel would have a long walk home, Wwhahe
considered was no more than he deserved. But Weseno sign of
the grey behind her and it occurred to her thahlgit have become
caught up in his loose reins and injured himsefpasibility which
troubled her. On the other hand, Marcel might H@een able to catch
him, in which event he could be hard upon her hegld she glanced
nervously at the entrance to the forest, increaBimigny's pace to a
trot.

How she was to account for her return alone, stiendi know, but
fortunately Roger would not be back from the markatil late
afternoon, by which time Marcel and/or the horseusth have put in
an appearance. She was loath to tell her fathetr mdthhappened in
the forest, which was her excuse for her condulee fecollection
caused her to go hot with shame. But Roger woulgiire some
explanation as to why his guest and his geldingeweissing. He
might not believe that Marcel had made a passratdreup to now he
had only shown an interest in Alison, and to havednfess that
Marcel had administered what he considered a welerved
chastisement would be too humiliating. Jo feltsurgence of fury as
she recalled his methods.

He had not had it all his own way, she knew shetmage marked
him, but he could retaliate, for her father wouddidve what he chose
to tell him. Only a charge of attempted seductioald justify what
she had done, but that had not been Marcel's iatergnd he would
laugh at her for so misinterpreting his actions,ifat had been, he
would not have stopped when he did. If he admittatihe had kissed
her at all, he would declare she must be naiveafcnstrued a few
kisses as intended rape. In retrospect the whokodp seemed so
unlikely that her relatives would believe she wesusing him for a



mischievous prank which she had followed up by degghim. No,
it would not be easy to explain what she had done.

Jo was tempted to ride away and seek asylum atbtige other
farms where she had friends until the storm hadiblover, but her
conscience was troubled about Captain's fate, laa@trsew someone
ought to go to look for him. She dared not, in cg&seencountered an
outraged Marcel, but Bert might be persuaded td famhim if he
were not busy.

She rode into the yard, and as she did so, hezrfatherged from the
barn and she realised with dismay that he hadnetuearly, instead
of staying to lunch with his colleagues as he uguhtl, possibly on
Marcel's account. What on earth was she goingyacshim?

He came up to her, frowning at Bonny's still hegvilanks and Jo's
windblown hair.

'She's all in a lather, and you've lost your hahs Homething
happened, Jo?'

‘Nothing much,' Jo mumbled as she slid to the gitolBonny bolted
with me and | couldn't hold her, and my hat wasvol@ff.'

She had left it in the forest glade where she bad/gh Marcel, and it
added to her irritation that she had lost a naaely one.

'Did something frighten her?' Roger looked concérne

'l ... yes, it did.' Jo began to improvise wildi&. pheasant flew up
suddenly and startled her—you know what a noisg thake.'

Roger stroked the mare's sweat-soaked neck.

'You'd better rub her down. Where's Marcel?'



This was the question she had dreaded.

'l don't know," she said truthfully. ‘He was follimg, but he wouldn't
want to override Captain trying to catch up with. fBerhaps he's lost
his way.'

'I'd better go and look for him."
Jo quailed. What might her father find in the foPes

'He can ask someone to direct him, surely,' she Isairiedly. 'He
wouldn't have to go far without coming upon a hooisa cottage.'

‘That's so.' Roger sounded relieved. 'Ah, herashe |

Jo looked round as Marcel rode into the yard logkas cool and

debonair as if nothing had happened. But thereavasl weal across
his face from his forehead, over the bridge offfuise and down one
cheek. She gave a little gasp as she saw her harkgishe had not
meant to mark him so badly. She was relieved toGasain was

safe, but how was Marcel going to explain his ipfulhere was an
inimical gleam in his eyes as he looked at her.

'‘What on earth have you done to your face?' Rogeratided.
Marcel smiled faintly as he touched the angry mark.

‘The trees in your forest have some low branchexid info one.'
Jo drew a long breath of relief. He was not gommgive her away.

'l suppose that was after Jo left you?' Roger @adui'She says
Bonny bolted and in your anxiety for her you caate been looking
where you were going.'

‘Exactly so,' Marcel confirmed drily. 'l see shea haturned safely.’



'You were a long way behind her,' Roger went onwids no fool and
he had sensed the tension between the pair of tihéere was
something here he did not understand. 'We fearettylost your
way.'

'‘No, | didn't do that," Marcel told him coolly, bCaptain ... er ...
jibbed a bit.' He dismounted and patted the horse.

'Funny, I've never known him do that," Roger desdar

'‘Perhaps he doesn't like foreigners,' Marcel sugdesnd his eyes
met Jo's. She was struggling with an unwelcomengeif contrition,
wishing that she had not struck so hard. ThereaNeasd glitter in his
blue gaze and though he was making light of thelent, she knew
she was not going to be forgiven.

'He backed into a bramble bush,' Marcel went oa.HHs got a few
scratches, | am afraid, but nothing serious.'

He was still looking at Jo and because she knewvsisg¢o blame for
Captain's mishap, her feeling of guilt increased.

'‘Humph.' Roger was looking at the horse's legs.ydo'd better put
something on them.' He straightened himself. ‘& Bionny bolted.’

'‘Was it not?' Marcel agreed suaveldors, Josephine, these beast
need attention.'

Jo led Bonny into her stall, and Marcel, followihgr, took Captain
into the adjacent one. As she removed the mardtieshe called to
her:

'‘As your father said, | need some salve or embi@tal his animal
has cut himself. Can you find some?’



Jo put the saddle on its peg and ran into the tackn next door
where they kept a medicine chest. She stood byaPépthead
stroking his nose while Marcel applied the ointmdnit the horse
was quiet under his ministrations. She knew he daodver have
jibbed while Marcel rode him. She was deeply conedr because
she had broken her code, which was that no pamuy should be
inflicted upon an animal through carelessness gtegeé She had
overlooked the danger to Captain when she haddurime loose.

'‘Eh bien,he will do,' said Marcel as he completed his takklooked
at Jo severely. 'lIt is no thanks to you it wasmath worse. He had
got himself caught up by his reins, and a frighteinerse can do itself
a lot of damage."

Jo hung her head. 'l ... I didn't think ..

‘Then do so before you contemplate any furthernest You also
left your hat behind you, but | retrieved it. | pubn the gatepost in
case it provoked questions if | came in carrying it

‘That was very thoughtful of you.'

'‘N'importe’ He left the stall and she followed him, callimg name as
he reached the doorway.

'Yes?'

‘Can't | do something about your face? Bathe rhaes?'
'‘No, thank you, you might do more damage.'

'l ... I'm sorry, Marcel, | didn't mean to hit kard."'

He looked her up and down with a sardonic smilewhen he spoke
his voice was clipped and curt.



'If you were the boy you like to pretend you are/ould give you the
thrashing you deserve, but since you are a gHall have to devise a
more subtle punishment.'

'l thought you'd already administered that," Jedrflushing angrily.
She pointed to the weal. "That was a reprisal foaitvyou did to me. |
take back my apology. | wish I'd hit you harder!'

'If you had the penalty would be that much greater.

'l suppose such threats soothe your wounded digddtysaid loftily,
'but I'll take darned good care you don't get noa@lagain.' Actually
there was no one else in the stable, but her fathsrwithin call in
the yard, it's you who should be apologising fouryshocking
behaviour.'

'‘Which you enjoyed.'
Jo's grey eyes blazed. 'Never! I'd sooner be mayed... a ...

‘Gorilla?' he suggested, 'but the simile would ln@tvery apt. You
were not exactly unresponsive in my arms, Josepbuieyou have
still a lot to learn about love, and it will giveengreat pleasure to
further your education.’

'You flatter yourself, Mr de Savigny, and | mayadeunsophisticated
idiot, but | do know that what happened in the gladd nothing to do
with love—that's different altogether. As for myther education, as
you call it, you'll not get another opportunity.'

'Oh, but I shall," he returned suavely. "You camjbie sure of that.'

'‘Not in a month of Sundays!" Jo declared, and nsadede face at
him.



Marcel laughed derisively, and gave the victorymsagth his fingers.
Then he strode away towards the house, whistlinly ga if he had
not a care in the world. For all that, the markhis face must be
painful, she thought with satisfaction, her earliegret completely
forgotten. Nevertheless it was some time beforehsitesufficiently
recovered herself to feed and water the horsescélaxcited and
disturbed her, and though she assured herselhteats were idle,
mere salve for injured vanity; the thought of theemg implemented
caused a turmoil in her blood. Thank God he woe'thbre much
longer, she consoled herself.

Jo felt she had had enough of Monsieur de Savigngrie day, and
she shrank from sitting opposite to him that nigith that mark upon
his face troubling her conscience. Alison would hdl of
commiseration about his ‘accident’ and his rejosmdeould be
double-edged and aimed to make her feel uncomiertédy she was
ashamed of her violence, though she repeatedhhtaieklf it was no
more than he deserved. She decided she would araoge a date
with Terry, and since her father was occupied wiigpecting the
hay- cutter, she went into his office to make kel where only Jess
was present.

But Terry was not co-operative.

"You know | always like having you with me, but tla€t is, I've got a
date at the Pelican for tonight.'

‘Another girl?' she -asked in dismayed surpriseshe thought Terry
was her exclusive property.

'‘Oh no, of course not, you're my bird, Jo, buwell, the Pelican isn't
considered a fit place for a nice girl.’



'Oh, rubbish, | don't believe it's as bad as ieglenout to be, ankin
not a nice girl, I'm an adventurous one, and |loak after myself.
What's the big attraction, anyway?'

‘The Buccaneers will be performing, so it's ragpcial.’

'I'd love to hear them.' They were a well-known gopup. 'Please,
Terry, do take me!

He hedged a little, for he knew Mr Thornton would farious if he
discovered he had taken his daughter to such a&,pac Roger did
business with the Robinsons' garage. Moreover, iegenat the
Pelican usually ended in a rough-house, and thbeghias eager for
excitement himself, he did not want to be hampéned girl. But in
the end he yielded to Jo's pleading.

‘Okay, Jo, I'll take you along, but if I'm not fd ride home we might
have to spend the night under a haystack.'

‘That would be fun.’

'‘Would it?' he laughed. '"You're coming on, Jo, sovigled it isn't
raining, we'll try it. I'll pick you up at the usitame in the usual place.
Be seeing you.'

He hung up. His suggestion of a haystack wasla éithbiguous, but
Jo was confident she could handle him if he bectiesh, and she
was elated at the prospect of visiting the infam@elscan.

‘Got yourself a date?' Jess asked, looking up trefarm accounts
on which she was working.

‘Yes, I'm going with Terry to the Pelican.'

Jess looked startled. "You mustn't go there, Jd.Mizauldn't like it.'



'He doesn't like a lot of things | do, and I'm siusereputation has
been exaggerated. I'm going to find out for mysétiu won't split on
me?'

'‘Of course not, though | think you're being raskess looked
admiringly at her sister. 'l believe you'd darethmg for a kick.'

'I'm no chicken," Jo boasted, 'and | can't conanoharm with Terry
there.'

She then suggested that as it was a lovely dayttdokytheir lunch
out into the fields, because Jess must be fed tipstewing indoors.
Her sister agreed, and having raided the larder ¢leé out for their
picnic in a woodland grove adjoining the hayfield.

'‘How did you get on with Marcel this morning?' Jeeguired as they
sprawled on the grass replete with ham, cheessalad.

'Oh, all right," Jo replied casually, but she coubd meet her sister's
eyes. 'How long is he staying?'

'‘Only for a week, | think, but he wants to take afieis back with
him.'

Startled, Jo sat up abruptly. '‘Oh lord, don't sayamd Ally are
engaged!

'‘Not yet. What he told Daddy was that he wantsaines to be a sort
of companion to his sister, and improve her Englishng her stay.
They were discussing it before breakfast in hergewlwas opening
the mail. | wish he'd take me.'

'l shouldn't think it would be much fun if his @stis anything like
him.'



'‘But | like him," Jess declared. 'He's so good-leglkand amusing. |
don't know what you've got against him."'

Jo looked at her with contemptuous pity.
'l suppose you've got a schoolgirl crush on him.'

'I've left school and I'm not ashamed of admiring,hJess declared
heatedly. 'But of course he's only got eyes foy Allthink the sister
business is just an excuse to get her over there.'

Jo looked doubtful; she did not think Marcel's mitens were
serious. Jess, who did, went on:

'If she pulls it off | suppose you, | and Therabkat's the sister would
be bridesmaids, but | wish the wedding could bE&rence, then I'd
see the chateau.’

'‘Got it all worked out, haven't you?' Jo told heorsifully. 'l don't
want to be connected with the de Savignys, andghwhat foreigner
had never come herel!'

She scrambled to her feet and walked away intdrées, while Jess
stared after her in surprise, wondering what hadecover her, and
indeed Jo was puzzled about that herself. She ntgsware that the
thought of Marcel and Alison's wedding was repugrarher, and

decided it was because she felt certain Alisonccoat be happy with

a man who behaved as he had done towards hersk# forest that

morning, but Alison's happiness had never greathcerned her, she
believed her sister was well able to take careecddif, and she would
not accept overtures from the Frenchman unlessvalseconvinced

he was serious. It's because | hate changes, ittedeand now we're
grown up they're inevitable. Ally won't want tos&t home like | do

all her lift, nor will Jess. She felt restless alsturbed, as if the new
life seeping into verdure and blossom all aboutteess echoing in her
own blood. She too was changing and she resengéguitlicess.



She slipped out to meet Terry without telling anyavhere she was
going. Jess would tell them at dinner that shedmaeingagement, and
they were quite used to her going off with TerrlgeSvore a new pair
of black slacks with a tight black tee-shirt, thaid a low neckline.
The get-up made her look very slim, and black sltbwethe red in
her hair. She wore no coat since it was a warmiageand Terry had
lent her a crash helmet which she carried.

Terry met her at the end of the drive up to thenfawhich was their
usual rendezvous. Jo thought he looked more unk#éraptever, or
perhaps it was by contrast with Marcel. His hawldalo with a wash
and the bottoms of his jeans were frayed. His dedite cult of
sartorial shabbiness for the first time jarred ugwr. He was
frowning as she came up to him and began to rarsiedr objections
to taking her with him.

"You don't know what it'll be like."

‘That's what | want to find out,' she returned chalg. 'Go on, Terry,
you can't disappoint me now.' The thought of faditgrcel across
the dinner table recurred to her and added urgemter plea. 'I'll
begin to think you've got another girl you don'inivene to meet.’

'l don't go with the sort who go to the Pelicap,gnowled. 'That's just
it." He looked up and down her slim black-clad feguYou look too
nice.'

Jo laughed. 'What's wrong, Terry? I'm sure my dstlare very
ordinary, and after riding your bike, | shan't be tidy when | get
there.'

It was not her appearance, but her fresh, innofeeet and trusting
eyes that were giving him qualms.

‘Ah, come on!" he capitulated. 'Hop on, it's getliate.'



Jo put on her helmet and scrambled on to the pjlpaitting her arms
round Terry's waist, as unselfconsciously as #vkeee another girl.

'You'll be there to protect me,' she said in his ea

Terry grunted noncommittally. An evening spent pating Jo was
not what he wanted. The motorcycle roared away.

The-Pelican was at some distance from the farng arfew scattered
houses on a main road. A bracken-covered slope bebend it,
affording cover for lovers seeking privacy duringetevening's
entertainment. ft was a one-storey timbered bugldind its present
function, after a varied history, was as dance- ltaln-bar. Its front
was decorated with coloured electric light bulbkjcl made it look
festive, but inside it presented a sleazy appearats walls lined
with benches, and covered with out-of-date postitres,floor un-
scrubbed. A bar was at one end and a small plat&drthe other
accommodated the musicians. The Buccaneers, in-@eatcal
costumes, were a group on the way up and eaganjoengagement,
though actually the Pelican paid well.

Almost at once Jo wished she had not come. Theseangang of
youths from the nearest big town, who were a roagiwd, and
would become troublesome when the drink beganféztahem, and
the beer was flowing freely. The language they used lurid.
Although in her youthful arrogance Jo believedwhs unshockable,
she shrank from the spate of near-obscenity, aadoter-painted
young women, whom even her innocence recogniséalriss Terry
became excited by the music and drink. He trigubie her and when
she resisted, sulked, making frequent expeditionthe bar. There
was a look in his eye which caused Jo apprehensten.had
suggested a night out, and since it was obviowsdudd not be in a fit
state to ride his motorcycle home, she feared he avdicipating
sleeping with her under a haystack. She began lkulate the
distance between the Pelican and Greyfriars, andised they had



come between twenty and thirty miles. It would Hersg walk alone
at night.

When Terry had left her for yet another beer, aggeang young
tough accosted her with a demand that she accontpangutside.
He was a handsome brute and used to having hissaynvith girls.
Various couples had sought the seclusion of theklerabank, and he
had been attracted by Jo's aloof air, and as béntl he had a fancy
for coppernobs. But Jo did not fancy him and lookaehd anxiously
for Terry, who came weaving towards them.

‘Tha's my bird," he mumbled.

Jo's new admirer had no intention of relinquishieg. Holding her
by one wrist, he told Terry rudely to get lost,rihes she protested,
informed her:

‘That baby face ain't no b-- good to you, he's dralf weaned. You
come along o' me.’

Jo's temper flared, and she wished she had Marwkfig crop, she
would have no scruple about marking this fellowsef. Fighting to
free her wrist, she cried:

‘Let me go, you great bully, | don't want anythtogdo with you!
With her free hand she clawed at his face.

He caught her other wrist and twisted her armsrakher, hurting
her.

‘Spitfire, you'll b——well pay for that!'
‘Terry! Please!" Jo cried desperately.

Several of the gang had come up to them, spoilimgaffight, and
Terry shrank away from their threatening facesrehised that he



could not, or dared not, help her. The bartenderaaaefully looking
the other way. She was dragged towards the entraune the door
was flung open and Marcel de Savigny stood onhheshold. Had
the Angel Gabriel suddenly appeared to succoudteould not have
been more astonished, or more shamed. That hedshaue come
upon her in such a predicament! The group rouncethieance were
also surprised; well-dressed, and elegant, Maookdd like a being
from another planet. He said suavely:

‘Kindly let the young lady go.’

The youth had slackened his grip on Jo's armsshadwisted free,
running to her rescuer, who told her curtly:

'Get into the car, it's at the door.'

'‘No, you don't." The youth was not going to allow prey to escape
so easily. "You b-- well keep out of this, mistr]'ll spoil that pretty
face of yours!" And Jo, to her horror, caught thet@f a flick-knife.

Marcel aimed a blow at the youth's chin and he vaawn like a
felled ox.

His comrades, seeing their leader drop, hesitatadi Marcel pushed
Jo through the door and slammed it in their faeEsalmost threw
her into the car, and whisked round to get intodheer's seat, as
with howls of rage the young hooligans came pouongof the hall.

The car shot forward, pursued by a fusillade oflestanes, none of
which hit it.

'‘We must go back," Jo cried, wrestling with the rdaandle. 'They'll
kill Terry!"

'Sit still and leave that alone,' Marcel commandésifreed one hand
from the wheel and jerked her back in her seat.y@owant to Kkill



yourself? He will not come to any harm now | hassnoved the bone
of contention.’

' must make sure . ..'

‘You are not going back there.' He drew into thiéy@nd stopped the
car. Seizing the strap of the seat belt, he pulledund her with
almost brutal force, drawing it tight. 'That oneséees no
consideration for taking you to such a plaBen Sangwhen I think
what might have happened to you!

He started the car again and drove on.

it wasn't his fault." Jo loosened the belt which &s though it were
cutting her in two. 'l persuaded him to take mat 8m't fair to blame
him.'

'The eternal Eve,' Marcel mocked. 'He was weakA@am.'

'He isn't weak!" Jo felt loyalty demanded that smgst defend her
friend, though she was disappointed by his behavlbie just hates
refusing me anything.'

'‘And are you equally accommodating?'

For a second she did not grasp his meaning, theefliighed angrily.
‘There's nothing like that between us.'

‘Tiens but you astonish me.'

'Of course you would think the worst," Jo saidilgpftWe're just pals,
but | suppose that would be beyond your understandoeing
French.’

'‘Frenchmen and Englishmen are both equally humisliascel
remarked drily. 'But | was forgetting, you arelsilittle girl.'



A remark which infuriated her. 'That young man tiloiul was grown
up.'

"You would have been when he had finished with ‘yelarcel said
quietly. 'A most painful initiation.'

Jo shuddered. 'He wouldn't ... | suppose he wo8lie' rubbed her
neck where the belt had chafed her. 'Butydidhave to be so brutal?’

‘A little brutality might bring you to your sensegou might have
killed yourself if you had opened that door.'

She ought to be grateful to him, but his attitudeé her thanks; he so
obviously thought she was a silly idiot who richdigserved the
spanking he had once threatened her with.

'How did you know where | was?' she asked curiously

‘Jessica told us, she was worried about you knowiegreputation
that place has got. Were you quite crazy to gaethier

She was thinking she had been just that, but sl'enwa going to
admit it to him.

'l wanted to see what it was like, and where | gmane of your
business.’

'You would prefer | left you to that swine's tendrercies? You
seemed pleased enough to see me when | appeared.’

'Oh, | was," honesty compelled her to exclaim. 'Bity did you
come? I'd have thought Dad ...’

'He is considerably older than | am," Marcel cut'lirtonsider | am
better equipped to deal with that sort of situatilly reactions are
qguicker. He might have got hurt.'



'So he might.' Jo shivered, recalling the knife. Tm very grateful to
you, Mr de Savigny, for your timely rescue acty#@s quite heroic.’

For the life of her she could not keep the notesastasm out of her
voice. If only it had been anyone but Marcel whal Isaved her! It
galled her that he had found her in such a predcsnand she hated
being beholden to him. She glanced sideways apiuBle beside
her. She sensed he was very angry, and he drovevithsa fierce
concentration as if working off on the car the fing would like to
wreak upon her, and he made no rejoinder to hek@laout heroism.
Feeling a little ashamed of herself, she said nyeekl

'l promise | won't ever go there again.'

‘You won't have the opportunity to do so.’

'How do you know?' she flashed. "You'll be goinglbt France.'
‘That is correct.'

Something in his tone caused her to throw him agaawp glance, it
seemed to conceal a menace. He slowed down, and tey
reached a lay-by, he brought the car to a haltuHesd in his seat to
face her, seemingly very big and forceful, so fltatowered back in
against the upholstery.

‘This last escapade of yours has exhausted ycwgrfatpatience,’' he
told her coldly. 'He considers he has been toehnwith you and it
Is time you were restrained.'

'l don't believe it,;' Jo cried indignantly. 'Daddyderstands me.
You've been getting at him because | hit you, asgplpose you told
him about that.'

There was a bright moon and in the white light segghrough the
windscreen the fading bruise on his face was gleasible.



'l did not mention it,' Marcel said, 'l am no tel#. We agreed that this
Terry Robinson is a bad influence and you shouldelbgoved from
it.'

'Indeed?' Jo opened her eyes very wide. 'And hoyodgropose that
that should be done?'

'It is quite simple. We have arranged that youlshadompany me
back to France.'

Jo gaped at him incredulously, while from a neareg came the
screech of a little owl, a sinister sound in tHergie of the night.



CHAPTER FOUR

Jess had told Jo that Marcel was arranging withr father to take
one of the sisters to his chateau with him forsét vand both had been
certain that it was Alison he had in mind. She thx@seldest, the most
sophisticated and the Frenchman had obviously bapressed by
her. That either of the younger ones could be demed had never
occurred to them, and certainly not to Jo, who ¢findune positively
disliked her and had done her best to foster tistikel.

As she stared in dismay at the inscrutable facelédwr, it flashed
into her mind that Marcel had used her father'sangth her to offer
this solution for her future with the sole purpasdfeeffecting the
retaliation he had promised her when she had stiisckace. In his
own home she would be entirely at his mercy, arrdolierwrought
nerves conjured up pictures of the indignities,hbphysical and
mental, that he would be in a position to inflipon her.

'l won't go,' she cried stormily. 'You can't make o, I'm over
eighteen.’

'l have no intention of making you do anything,réirned calmly. 'l
appeal to your good sense. A sojourn abroad woeldfbgreat
advantage to you.'

'l don't see how.'
'‘Perhaps you will, when you have considered theéenat
'‘No need to do that. | would hate to leave my haane,... and Terry.’

'l fancy tonight's debacle will have lessened hisaetion for you,'
Marcel said drily, 'but was not his motorcycle thagnet?'

'It wasn't only that,’ she declared hotly, 'l '‘m lfond of Terry.'
'‘Peculiar taste you have.'



If she were honest, Jo would have had to admitai$ e pillion
riding that had been her main reason for going with Terry
Robinson, and the youth himself had sunk in hemasion after his
weak-kneed conduct at the Pelican. It was Marcel héd rescued
her and his prompt action had aroused her unwibidigniration, but
he had spoilt his gesture by making capital outhef unfortunate
incident to gain her father's support for his ovmls and she said
angrily:

‘You think you've been very clever, don't you, buivon't work.
When Daddy's had time to cool down, he'll have sddhoughts
about parting with me. He needs me to help withhibrses. Jess can
ride, but she's not keen; Alison has an allergg, shffered from
asthma when a child and the sweat and smell ofekdosings it
on—-besides . . .' She hesitated, on the vergea&dng that she was
her father's favourite child, but though both he ahe knew it, he
tried to be strictly impartial and the fact was eeacknowledged.

'l know all that," Marcel told her, 'but your fathis willing to do
without your services for a while if it is for yogood. | do not think
he will change his mind. We had discussed it betturelast escapade
of yours, and he has always grieved that he cooldfiord to give
you the same education that he gave your eldegrsiét stay in
France will enlarge your viewpoint and have cultadvantages for
you.'

Jo drew away from him as far as the seat wouldvaiad retorted
bitingly:

'l don't think he'll care for the sort of educatymu intend to give me,
and when I've told him what you did in the fordst;won't consider
you're a fit guardian for me.'

'Oh, that!" Marcel laughed merrily. 'That was oalgame, a diversion
to enliven a morning'snnui.Any man who has any red blood in hinr



can be pardoned for kissing a pretty girl.' Joifegswith annoyance.
So that was all she had been, a passing amusektardél went on:

'‘Kisses leave no mark, as a riding crop does.'

The bruise on his face was still discernible, probfher violent
action, and that, Jo knew, her father would notlhed&srgive. He
would not believe that Marcel would go beyond kigdner, and quite
possibly would think she had provoked him. His daags had taught
him to accept that such demonstrations were arieafumodern life.

'‘But you threatened reprisals,' she reminded rsnthis the start of
them?'

'It is nothing of the sort. All | require is a coampon for Therese, who
has few friends of her own age since she left dclho@ed someone
who can ride, as she is an accomplished horsewadhsdor anything
else, ..." he waved one slim hand, 'l spoke in f&isthe chateau the
situation will be changed. You will be a guest, amglposition there
does not permit of such frivolities.'

Jo was further incensed to learn that what had teekar a traumatic
experience was to him merely a joke. He had liftesdhead proudly
as he mentioned his position, and he looked evetythe lord of the
manor, so that it was presumption to imagine heldvoondescend to
amorous advances. As for the sister, she envisiamedighty French
aristocrat with Marcel's fine profile, who would iméimidating.

"Your sister must be much older than I,' she reedrkbecause she
knew he was about ten years her senior. 'Shedlrfia too immature
to be a friend.’

‘Actually she is your age,' she was informed. "€hisra big gap
between us. Let me tell you a little about her émeh you will
appreciate her position.'



'I'm not stopping you,' Jo returned ungracioustyha glanced at her
enquiringly. She already felt sure there could beapport between
herself and Therese de Savigny.

'‘As my father held positions abroad and Maman wadt leave
Paris, my parents were often parted,’ Marcel wanhc eyes fixed
broodingly upon the landscape beyond the wind scréberese was
the result of their last reunion. Maman was happyave a girl,
whom she could dress up as if she were a doll addlge, and
Therese was pert and amusing, but she tired aisehe grew older,
and when Papa died she abandoned her to retuarisy lraving her
with Grand'mere as she had always left me, for webmhad little
use. Eventually she too died, in her latest lowaarss.' Marcel's tone
was bitter; evidently he resented his mother'sewtgliTherese went
to school, of course, but now she has left, slabnays badgering me
to let her live in Paris, but it is not suitabléeSs too like her mother
to be trusted on her own. | hope a young compam@y be
beneficial, so knowing our old friend Roger Thomtbad three
daughters, | came here to .. . what do you saxill.two birds with
one stone, purchase a stallion, and obtain a fifiendlherese.’

‘Lucifer and me?' Jo thought he showed scant symipat his sister's
point of view. Life in an old chateau with an aggigrandmother
could not be very lively, she should be allowedlégad her own
existence, train for a profession perhaps, but Bl&ddeas were
old-fashioned. He was probably planning a marriaiggonvenience
for her. She went on sweetly:

'‘Aren't you afraid I'll contaminate your sister lwiny reprehensible
conduct?'

He smiled confidently. "You have not gone so fat §ou cannot be
reclaimed, and Therese is not a weak characterd®&sd shall be
there to make sure you don't get into mischief.'



‘Always assuming that I'll be coming.' The suggesthat she would
be kept under his constant surveillance was galling

"You will come,' he said with certainty.

'‘Not if | can help it. Why don't you take AlisondY get on with her,
and she'd be amenable. She'd love to go.',

'l don't want to encourage expectations | carfil fMarcel said with

a slight frown, thus betraying that he was awarAlision's fancy for

him and had no intention of becoming seriously Ined. 'She can't
ride, being allergic to horses,' he reminded hexm very proud of
my stables and the animals play a big part in ives!'

In spite of herself, Jo's interest quickened.
‘Do you race them?"
‘Occasionally. | am hoping to breed a winner fronciter.'

'You mastered him all right,) Jo conceded, 'but #ndifferent
proposition.'

Marcel grinned wickedly. 'The same treatment mugbittk with you.'
‘The more you beat them, the better they be?"

'l think that saying does not mention a horse,ragdrding women, |
have never found it necessary to lift my hand te onyet.’

There was an ominous glitter in his eyes, but ghhihave been a
trick of the moonlight.

‘There's always a first time,' Jo said audaciously.

‘Exactly so.'



Jo's eyes dropped to his brown hands resting idlyhe steering
wheel, fine nervous hands, but strong and capbBlgénad more than
once told her that she deserved a beating, butrappties to incur

his displeasure at the chateau would appear tevwoeShe reiterated
firmly:

'I'm not coming.'

‘You might be persuaded.' He looked at her sigmifiky. "You say
you are fond of youbien-aimelt would not be impossible to make
out a case against him. He rides a motorcycle wineter the
influence of drink, and he enticed you into bad pany.'

'l told you | made him take me, and he's not beeiglt by the police
... Oh!" She put her hand to her mouth, realishregvgas giving Terry
away.

'He will be if he attempts to ride home tonight.’

'So you've set a trap for him? How despicable! Dgm realise he
may lose his licence?"

‘That might be a good thing, since he is a pubknate.'

'‘Are you quite unscrupulous when you want to geirywn way?' Jo
demanded indignantly.

‘The end justifies the means,' he returned cryibfica

Jo did not want Terry to get into trouble, thougk kad no great wish
to see him again, and she was a little puzzled hych!'s insistence
that she should go to France. He could not realtg evhat she did or
with whom she went. He must be motivated by comattten for her
father, for whom he had a warm regard, and it ninetRoger's
decision that she should go. That wounded her,usecthough he
deplored her madcap pranks, she would never hdieée that he



was prepared to banish her until Marcel told hetfdte continued to
be obdurate, she was in no position to defy hinm, dbe was
dependent upon him financially and had small chafbeing able to
find a situation as a groom, the care of horsesgieer only asset, as
the occupation was overstocked with eager aspirprgpared to
work for a minimal wage.

Feeling herself abandoned, she saw the moonlitesbefore her
become misted with sudden tears, which she hasifgd away with

the back of her hand, hoping Marcel would not retier weakness.
She seldom cried, but the night's proceedings hadeg too much
for her, and that her predicament was her own fawds no

consolation. She endeavoured to stifle a sob.

Marcel was too observant not to see her distresspiit his arm
around her, drawing her close to his side, and é&riter a clean
handkerchief from his pocket. Forgetting who he \wasare only
that he was offering sympathy, Jo buried her fadas shoulder and
wept unrestrainedly. Gently he stroked her haentlgathered her
Into his arms. As her tears abated, Jo wiped hes,end realised that
it was not her father to whom she was clinging. ticse hold was
definitely not paternal, and a disturbance in lexwvas caused her to
tremble. She tried to draw away, but his arms éigat, and she had a
strong impulse to put hers around his neck. Embrsleecel?
Preposterous notion! His face was only inches fr@mown, and he
bent his head, lightly touching her lips with bAsthrill of excitement
shot through her, and she relaxed against hinhéuatade no attempt
to avail himself of her response. Instead he loeddms clasp and let
her slip back into her seat.

Jo stared at him wide-eyed. Tenderness from Matieeltyrant, the
aggressor, was the last thing that she had expédtatishe had been
affected by it was also inexplicable. He had turaedy from her and
was gazing out of the windscreen. His hands, backhe steering



wheel, shook slightly, and a pulse beat in his khbet she failed to
grasp the significance of these slight signs.

At length, when the silence began to be oppressiee moved,
reaching for his cheeroots.

'‘Better now?' he asked as he lit one, winding ddvenwindow to
release the smoke.

'‘Oh, Marcel what must you think of me," she burgt & hardly ever
cry, itwas just...just....'

'‘Pauvre petitethis evening's events have been too much for yeu,’'
said kindly. 'And | quite enjoyed the role of comiéy.'

She touched his shoulder. 'l ... I've damped yackgt.'
" N'import e.l have often had to dry Therese's childish tears.’

‘But I'm grown up,' Jo protested, knowing that éimeotions he had
stirred in her had not been those of a child. Aigid occurred to her,
an excuse to save her face. 'l ... | drank too natithe Pelican, drink
can make” you maudlin, can't it?"

The corners of Marcel's mouth twitched.

'It has been known to do so,' he agreed gravelgnTie smiled.
'‘Come, Josephine, why are you making such a fusstabvisit to

France? It will be a new experience for you, arkchéw you are

adventurous. | have some superb horses for youdéy and your
family, and yourbien-aimejf you want him, will still be here when
you return, if you return.' His smile widened. dncpromise you
better entertainment than the Pelican.’

‘Well, perhaps | will come," Jo acceded, beginrimghink the visit
might have something to recommend it. 'But why do payif |



return? You haven't got some scheme to marry m@ athme buddie
of yours, have you? I've no dowry worth mentioning.

'l have no such thought, but you might fall in lovewith France.'
‘That is most improbable.'
‘All things are possible," Marcel remarked sentariy.

'‘Just the same, | think Alison would be much margable, even
though she doesn't ride.’

‘There | disagree.'

'l suppose you think I'm safer," Jo said scornfufnce you regard
me as a child." She looked at him provocativelypf®se | end by
falling in love with you?'

A curious expression came into his eyes, he seahedt to say
something, then checked himself. After a pausashked her:

'Is there any danger of that? You dislike me, dgott?’

'It often begins with a little aversion, doesr?t ito enquired, her eyes
sparkling with mischief.

'‘But | am a lot older than ... Terry, for example.'

'‘But you wanted a young wife to mould into the way wanted her
to be,' Jo reminded him, suddenly recalling a forc@mnversation.
'‘But don't worry, I've no wish to be moulded intoyashape but my
own, SO you're quite safe.'

'‘Don't be too sure of that,’ he said in a changeidev Then he
laughed. "You are a provocative little devil, Jdsep. | shall tell your
father to chastise you.'



'‘Unlike you, Daddy doesn't believe in corporal giamient, and I'm
guite sure when he has thought things over hecwdhge his mind.’
Jo was unwilling to accept that her father coulgpbesuaded to part
with her. in which case of course I'll stay here.'

‘This time,ma chereyou have gone too far," Marcel told her with .
return of his former severe manner. "You will fimdh adamant.’

That Jo still could not credit; she was sure if glege really contrite
he would relent. Marcel started up the car and ttw@yinued their
journey through the black and white night. Theyseasstretches of
heathland, crossed a molten silver stream with allogm the wide
expanse of the sky, where a few stars were brighiigh to compete
with the moon. Through the half open window Jo ¢dagfamiliar
sound.

'Stop, Marcel, please stop.'

‘What is it," he asked, as drawing into the verg&illed the engine.
‘Something wrong?'

‘Listen.’

Clear and sweet a bird's song trilled from a cluhpushes.

‘Un rossigno)' Marcel murmured.

‘They are becoming rare. Oh, Marcel, | couldn'trlbedeave all this!"
‘The valley of the Loire is not without beauty,' Mdal remarked drily.

'Yes, but . . ." Her voice faded, and both feksilas the nightingale's
'jJug-jug’ preluded another burst of melody. Marsglemed as
delighted by the feathered minstrel as Jo wasf@naoihce they were
in harmony, wrapped in the enchantment of the n\ydaried by the
long day and its traumatic climax, Jo almost uncansly leaned



against her escort, as she would have done haddreher father or
Terry, having released the catch of her seat belitatively Marcel
put his arm round her, and as she made no prdtest, her close to
his side, his hand resting lightly upon her bre&ste forgot her
animosity against him, finding his clasp oddly cortihg, and as the
pressure of his hand increased, the resultingirstiver blood was
pleasurable. The bird's song suddenly ceased, lmnanarmured a
faint protest as Marcel withdrew his arm.

‘It must be late and your father will be anxiobs,said prosaically, as
he started the engine. 'We must get on.

Jo flushed as she realised how closely they had &evined. Their
mutual enjoyment no longer seemed an adequate exXousuch
familiarity.

'‘Were you trying to flit with me, Mr de Savigny&he asked
cheekily.

'l was not flirting, Josephine,' he retorted. 'Mgproviding a support
which you seemed to need.' He shot her a sly glaBaoel am glad
my touch does not repel you.'

'‘Should it?' she enquired innocently. 'lI'd forgoti®u weren't my
father.'

'I'm hardly old enough to be that.' Marcel soundedoyed.

'‘Not unless you were extraordinarily precociousg 3aid
provocatively.

‘That sort of remark deserves a demonstration youldvdislike,'
Marcel told her. 'For both our sakes, you had bejteard your
tongue. Any further marks upon my face might invaekward
guestions.'



Jo felt a thrill of excitement. If Marcel kissedrtagain, really kissed
her as he had done in the forest, would she obf#utvas shocked
to discover that she wanted him to do so. It mesthe drink, she
decided, which could arouse amorous feelings a$ agemaudlin
ones. She must be careful when she arrived in Erdbign't they
drink a lot of wine, which she was unused to? Aadiwn France! She
was not going. She would persuade her father todestay at home,
and Roger never resisted her pleas for long.

But as Marcel had warned her, Roger Thornton wamadt. He had
decided that the liberty she had enjoyed was tom@®us for a
young woman of her temperament. Jo had never bkfaen him to
be so stern. Terry Robinson, he declared, was aceeand she must
be put beyond reach of his corrupting influence ewhbut of loyalty
she tried to defend him, Roger shouted her dowdn'Dshe know
that half the Pelican clientele was on drugs, athgioly Terry was
too?

'I'm sure he's not," Jo cried vehemently.

'‘How do you know?' her father countered. '‘And y®ust the sort of
idiot who would try them for kicks, and before ykwew where you
were you'd be addicted, if you think so much ot theetched youth,
you'll go without any more fuss. Otherwise I'llt&d Robinson what
his boy's been up to, and withdraw my custom fresrgarage.’

Jo had a shrewd idea that at least half his dedinges were
unknown to Terry's father, and the garage serviakdRoger's

vehicles, including the farm machinery. So she alale to pose as
the self-sacrificing heroine who submitted to tyrarior her lover's

sake. Only Terry was not her lover and never likel\be, and she
doubted if he would appreciate her sacrifice, arexealise that it
was one. But it was a face- saver when she hadhtd o Marcel that

she had capitulated.



'l don't want to get dear Terry into trouble," sble him.
‘That,ma petitejs beyond your power to prevent,' was his retort.

Jo feared he was right, and said no more. She wasvbelmed by
the change in her hitherto indulgent father, and ha fight left in
her. She was no longer sure that she wanted tatstag farm since
both he and Terry had failed her.

Disappointed that Jo was to go and not herselfsoili became
spiteful.

'It is to be hoped you'll learn some decent manasrsng civilised

people,' she told Jo crushingly. 'At least youdl/é to take care of
your appearance and eat at the table. I'm afraid@idoesn't realise
what a little savage you are, and his good intestwill be wasted

upon you.'

'‘Perhaps his intentions aren't as good as you ,thilk returned,
goaded beyond endurance, and forgetting to beediscr

Alison looked her up and down contemptuously. &al jast come in
from the stables and her jeans and shirt were dtsmbrwith
hayseeds, her hair in wild disorder.

'‘Good Lord, he can't feel anything but revulsionewtyou look as
you do now! Anyway, a chit like you can have noeglgor a man of
the world like him.’

‘Well, you don't seem to have made a hit with lem¢e he's leaving
you behind," Jo retaliated.

Alison winced and sighed. 'Of course | knew he Wasrious.'



'‘Monsieur de Savigny is the love 'em and leavetygm,' Jo declared,
feeling a little sorry for her sister. 'Believe nddly, I'd much rather
you were going.'

She realised with surprise that that was not qtrite. She had
become reconciled to visiting the chateau and wagyued by its
master.

‘You're being sent away because you're in disgrAtispn snapped.
'‘And | hope Marcel takes a strap to you if you tibehave!

A remark that revived some of Jo's former fearssWarcel going to
try to discipline her with her father's consent2iilshe recalled his
gentleness when she had wept. He had treatedkeeani unhappy
child, but he had shown he was capable of kindngks. did not
believe he would bully her.

Her father went up to London to obtain her passparthere would
be no delay on that account. Her mother fussed loeteclothes. She
must have some dresses besides her usual trousktss, and a
proper riding outfit.

‘Unnecessary expense,' Jo objected.

'‘No daughter of mine goes to stay with aristoctatking like a
tramp,' Annette declared. . The 'aristocrats' sinclo's throat.

'Oh, Jess, what have | let myself in for?' she edhto her younger
sister. 'If they're stuck up and starchy | won'ebée to bear it.’

Jess was unsympathetic. 'You don't know your lWhksh | was
going. To stay at a genuine chateau under Maneelg! It would be
heaven.’

‘That's no inducement,' Jo retorted. 'You've gatugh on him, but |
haven't. | only hope it won't be hell.’



She was dragged off unwillingly to Ipswich to hawer wardrobe
replenished. She hated trying on clothes. The wale&n were in
raptures over her tall, slim figure, which was #loet for which most
of their dresses were designed. Jo's taste wheoosi@ be made to
state a preference was for plainly cut garmentsAbuoette thought a
young girl should be decked in frills and flounceseferably in

white.

'l will not look like a wedding cake," Jo said fiymstepping out of a
nylon dress with a net overlay. 'lIf | must haveeaening dress, I'll
take the black.’

Which was not a bad choice, for black showed upwthigeness of

those parts of her arms and neck not usually exbasd enhanced
her burnished hair. The dress in question was dyester and

designed on simple, flowing lines, the high wamtihd in with a sash
of silver brocade.

‘Too old for you,' Annette insisted.
'l want to look old," Jo returned. 'I'm not a sdigad’

She wanted Marcel to realise she was an adultaieadsome further
argument, her mother gave in. The new jodhpursspkbaer, but she
refused to have a hacking jacket. Shirts or sweat@uld suffice.
Over her travelling outfit, Annette had her way.wianted a trouser
suit, her mother a skirt. In the end they compreahjsvith a russet
outfit, with a lemon blouse, natty waistcoat aneat jacket.

'No hat,' Jo insisted. 'That | do bar.'

Throughout those final days Marcel had held aloofifident that she
would be unable to back out. Regarding her clothessuggested
waiting until she arrived in Paris where they cduldak their journey
and he would supervise her choice. That idea Julyfivetoed.
Shopping with her mother was bad enough, but widinddl it would



be infinitely worse. Roger, who was present, raisesl brows
enquiringly.

'What do you know about women's gear, my boy?’

'l have a grandmother, and a young sister, alsp ftaehds who all
applaud my taste.'

‘That's cissy,' Jo said bluntly.

‘The best couturiers are men,' Marcel observedynid/hen | was a
boy, my mother took me to view several collecticarsg young as |
was, | knew what would suit her.'

'Of course you're French,' Jo amended hastilyngder father frown
at her implied criticism. She looked at Marcel spatvely, thinking
that at his age he probably had had a successianstfesses and
bought their clothes. With the naivete of innoceske exaggerated
the possibility. Perhaps it was as well Alison wasgoing to France.
She might end up as one of Hien-aimeesput he presented no
temptation to her, and it had been dinned intothat she could be
none to him. His reasons for taking her were bae f

She caught his quizzical glance and had a suspibatrhe guessed
her thoughts, which caused her to blush fierily.

‘After all, it is | who have to look at what my fafe connections
wear," he drawled. 'And it pains me when they magkgs of
themselves.'

Jo 'was thankful that she had resisted the wedchke, which she
was sure he would consider poor taste, and wondlenedvould like

the black. Then she tossed her bright head defiaHts likes and
dislikes were nothing to her.



He was watching her, as he often did, with a [gthggmatic smile on
his thin lips. Even when he was apparently deemnversation with
someone else she found his eyes upon her. At Shesxperienced a
moment of panic. The de Savignys might be old fardmiends and
her father trusted Marcel implicitly, but in his nlmome he would be
absolute master and she would have to submit tavhims. She
would have no friend or ally at the chateau, foturaly his
grandmother and sister would side with him. Wouldyt as Ally
Insisted, find her uncouth? She felt she needessueance upon that
point.

As she never saw him alone, she waylaid him onenimgwhen he
brought Lucifer back from exercise. The stallion swé be

despatched by sea, while they followed by air, ane of Marcel's
grooms had come over especially to take chargheofihimal. The
man came forward to take the horse to his box @asaksed the yard.

'l know all the arrangements have been made," altehsirriedly,
with her eyes on the retreating man and horsengatiechanically
that the groom seemed to have won Lucifer's con@ide'But it's not
too late to change your mind. My sister says yonitdealise what a
little savage | am, and there's no hope of imprgvire, if that's your
iIdea. For your sister's sake, hadn't you bettemsder?"

He regarded her through half-closed lids, a slegmgual look which
caused her nerves to quiver.

'l know exactly what you are, Josephine, so what gester says will
not influence me. | have no wish to improve yow yoe refreshingly
natural, though it might become you to acquirdtkelpolish.’

Her grey eyes fell beneath his close regard. Slsengaer sure when
he was mocking or serious.

' don't want to be . . . er ... polished,’ shel sabelliously.



'You are being childish, Josephine. The procedfisnet be painful
and will fit you for the position you will one ddy.'

'‘As Daddy's right-hand man? That doesn't needipblis
He made an impatient gesture with one hand.

‘You are not a man, Josephine, and a woman sheubddnisant of
the social graces. Life at the chateau will help t@attain them.'

Jo opened her eyes very wide. 'l thought | was ggdmbe your
sister's English teacher-cum-companion. She may tlee—what
was it?—social graces, but | won't.'

‘Do you always want to be a little savage?' hecske

‘That's Ally's opinion of me, not mine.' Her glarsteayed to the faint
discoloration which was all that was left of therknan his face. 'Will
you ever forget or forgive that blow | gave you?'

'l was not thinking of that,' he told her. 'But ng@u mention it, |
have not given up hope that you will one day makerads for it. |
believe you have repented it ever since.'

She had more than once, but his superior tone rhadéebristle,
though she would never admit it.

'l acted according to my savage nature,' she redrih provoked, |
might do it again.’

'l don't think you would. Your heart would not leit.'
Startled, she exclaimed: '"What do you know aboutesat?’

‘More than you do, but realisation will come to webhen you have
got over this tiresome adolescent stage.'



Jo wriggled her shoulders under her sweater.

'‘More conundrums,’ she complained. 'l wish you'@agp plain
English, Marcel.'

'‘But | am not English, and when the time comesll explain ... in
French. And that is something you will have a cleattclearn. You
don't know my language, do you?"'

‘Doesn't your family speak English?' she askedredd.

'‘Perfectly, they are well educated,' he returrteelvéral languages is
considered essential to be that.'

Jo sighed.

'So I'm ignorant as well as uncivilised. You'd mumgtter leave me
behind, Marcel.’

But even as she suggested it, she felt a suddém.qQauld it be that
she was afraid he would take her at her word? W#sat what she
wanted? She simply did not understand herself.

Marcel shook his head, smiling.

‘Not on your life,ma petite sauvageBut this | can promise you.
When you return ... if you return . . . you will taamed."

With that he turned on his heel and strode awayihg her staring
after him wondering if he had uttered a threatat Bpoken in jest.



CHAPTER FIVE

Jo arrived in France on a day of sunshine and stsowiéh big white

clouds billowing across the summer blue. She wastezk by the

novelty of flying and the prospect of viewing theefch capital,
though their sojourn would be brief. They left Eangdl very early in
the morning so that Marcel could show her somé&efsights before
the long drive down to the Loire. His car was pdrlat the airport
awaiting his return. In England he had used orteeofather's, when
he needed one. On the night before, Roger had tek&r of her in
private, admonishing her to make herself pleasahét hosts.

‘The old lady is a bit formidable,’ he had warned, tbut she has a
heart of gold. | met her some time back, and staglsa lot of trouble,
losing her only son and her daughter-in-law hawioguse for her.
Marcel is a good man in spite of his French manrgrfiave to lose
you I'd rather it was to him than someone like ypiierry, which is
all you'll meet round here.'

'‘But you're not losing me,' she had cried, a Iptlezled by his words.
"'l be coming back and everything will be as asbefore.’

He had shaken his head sadly as he said: 'Nothimgi® You'll be
changed.’

'‘Not if | know it,' she had insisted stoutly.

Roger drove them to the airport, and the familyeagsed in various
stages of undress to see them off.

Annette, who was secretly relieved she was notetgdrted from
Alison, who was her favourite, besought Jo to nthleemost of her
opportunities, Jess was tearful, while Alison strdg conceal her
envy as she wished Jo well. Roger dropped themcaption, saying
he had to get back, and his final farewell was alhperfunctory
under Marcel's quizzical gaze. After he had disapgd Jo wiped a



tear from her eye, while her love of adventure sedsd itself. She
was wearing her new outfit, and Marcel eyed herepatively while
their luggage was being weighed.

'It seems the taming process has already begurehierked.

‘Don't kid yourself,' she had retorted. 'I'm ordynporarily disguised.

He had guided her through the intricacies of passpantrol and
boarding the plane, amused by her eager curiosity leer naive
criticisms of her fellow passengers. She lookedngeu than her
nineteen years with her face flushed by excitenasmt her eyes
bright with interest.

From the airport, Marcel drove into Paris and tdod&r up to
Montmartre for lunch in the open-air cafe besidee tt
meringue-shaped cupolas of the Sacre Coeur, wiidaview of the
city spread before them. Since he had arrived emaiive soil, he
seemed much more foreign to her. Sitting oppositedr under a
coloured umbrella that shaded them from the sunfihe features,
smooth olive skin, inky brows and lashes were cmugps among
the crowd surrounding them, nearly all of whom hbldint
Anglo-Saxon faces, being mostly British or Americ¢auarists.

For the first time she fully appreciated his digtirshed looks, which
together with his imperious manner obtained for phempt service.
Not that he was in the least discourteous, it waply those who
served him recognised his quality and were hopefullavish
pourboires. Towards herself, he was kindly indulgent. She mig
have been a favourite niece he was treating, buivé® not old
enough to be her uncle and she began to reseattitugle. He chose
the food and the wine, saying she would enjoy tinishat without
consulting her, and discoursed impersonally aboeithistory of the
city. When they reached the dessert, she was sefitled concoction



of fruit, meringue and whipped cream, which woutdé delighted a
child, and she said reproachfully:

‘You're always accusing me of being immature, loutng acting as if
| hadn't a mind of my own.’

He regarded her lazily, his eyes very blue in ntsnm face.
'In what way have | erred?"

‘This.' She indicated the sweet, it's deliciouscairse, but terribly
fattening.’

‘You could do with a few more curves,' he obsenstddying her
critically. 'And you would have been lost with theench menu. | will
remember in future that you prefer bread and cheese

Which was what he was eating himself. Jo would nmather have
the sweet, but said nothing.

'l don't suppose we'll have any meals out togetifezr we've
arrived?' she enquired wistfully. Surprisingly sti@s enjoying their
lunch together and his company. Being the solecbbjehis attention
made her feel important, and she noticed every lEemdhin range
lookedat Marcel with interest.

‘Unlikely," he confirmed.
'Your sister doesn't eat out?'

'‘Upon occasion. We do most of our entertainingestaurants instead
of our own homes, but then we will dine and lurehfamille,not
tete-a-tete.'

When she would be a mere appendage and beneatbtices.



'‘We do, however, invite guests to the chateau gpenial occasions,’
he went on. i believe Grand'mere is plannindpad masquefor
Therese'ainniversaire which you call birthday. That is next montt
and you will be here for it.'

‘That will be lovely," Jo said flathyBal masquesounded dreadfully
formal and old-fashioned. They might even dancealglies, a far cry
from the pop music and modern gyrations which steyed.

'‘When is your birthday?' Marcel enquired.
‘Next month too.'
‘Alors, you can celebrate together.’

'I'm sure Therese won't want me butting in to stesalthunder,' Jo
told him morosely, it's her special day.'

'She is not so petty, but she may insist that abl@owccasion
necessitates double expenditure.' He smiled ryefibu and she
will have fun devising your costumes, for of couitseill be fancy
dress.’

'l shall come as a tramp,' Jo decided, thinkinghef expense of a
period costume. Her father paid her a quartergvaince instead of a
salary and she did not intend to waste it uponcgkth garments for a
party that did not appeal to her and would probabé very
uncomfortable.

‘That | shall not allow. You must appear as a lafiguality.'
Jo laughed. 'l don't see me being that, it wouklnttme at all.'

'‘We will see,’ Marcel decreed with an ominous glmthis eyes,
which foretold that he meant to have his way.



‘Yes, we will, won't we,' Jo agreed sweetly, detead to thwart him.
Therese would be a possible ally, not wanting teeha rival at her
own party. That started another train of thought.

'Is she pretty?' she asked.

'Who? Oh, Therese. Moderately," he told her withthorly candour.
'‘She has the de Savigny nose.' He stroked his amtidome organ. 'It
Is rather too much in a girl's face.'

it suits yours," Jo told him candidly, admiring #sguiline shape.
‘Mine's a snub.’

'l find it quite charming,' Marcel declared gallgnand Jo frowned.
'l wasn't fishing for compliments.’
‘That is something you must learn—to accept thesmejully.’

'Oh, | see, you're testing me and | fell at thstfience. None of my
acquaintances bother to pay them.’

Terry certainly had not. He took her appearancgfanted.

'How remiss! But what else can one expect from lubmpbers?’
Marcel exclaimed scornfully. He went on solemnlyt lwith a
twinkle in his eyes, 'We will try again. That sydu are wearing is
very becoming and you look like a dewy rose.'

Which was not so far-fetched as it sounded, fos dbeeks were
delicately tinted and looked as if they might bé& as a petal. But Jo
was incensed.

‘Draw it mild, Marcel, | really can't cope with theort of rubbish. It
makes me laugh!'



Marcel sighed in mock despair. 'l only hope my dogmen find you

original." is it original not to appreciate insimitg?' 'But they may be
sincere.' He leaned forward and lightly stroked ¢tezek with two
fingers. '"Your skin is soft as a rose leaf.'

'Please don't." His action had set her nerves gog.eShe went on
with heightened colour, 'Ally gave me some spemiadm which she
said would prevent my skin from becoming leath@onf exposure.
Evidently it worked.'

Marcel laughed. 'You should not betray your traderats, though
your frankness is amusing.'

'I'm glad you find it so,' she returned tartly. Hempression became
anxious. 'Will there be many young men at this éah&he did not
feel equal to dealing with sophisticated Frenchm&il the
countryside will come to honour Therese.' 'Themapéeforget it's my
birthday too. | wish | hadn't told you.' impossiblevill not defraud
you of your dues.' 'But I'm only going to be yoister's companion
and haven't got any dues, as you put it. | shoelthbhe background,
if | appear at all.’

'Of course you will appear, and you will not skinkhe background.’
He threw up his head haughtily with what she wagryeng to term

his Monsieur le Comte air. 'l promised your fatlyeu would be

treated as one of the family. How then can we ignaur special
day?' His eyes narrowed and he looked at her ke'thlgve a reason
for wishing you to shine upon that day.'

Something in his regard caused her to feel uneasy, she said
crossly: 'You'll be disappointed. | shan't have hatke to acquire
those social graces you're so keen on.'

"You will learn fast. Coffee?' He beckoned to atesai

‘Yes, please. I'm only a gauche country girl, Marce



He ordered the coffee, then turned to her.
‘Just be your natural self, Josephine, and alllvailivell.'

'I'm always that," Jo sighed. 'l expect the gids yisually associate
with are much more sophisticated.’

'‘One can weary of sophistication. | appreciate yocomplete
naturalness.’

Jo sighed again. 'What you really mean is you fimg blunders
funny.’'

The waiter brought the coffee with also a cognadMarcel. It was
white, in wine glasses, with half an inch of creamtop. Jo had never
seen coffee served so, but said nothing, fearingpfmear ignorant.
Marcel told her:

*You have not committed any solecisms yet.'

'‘Having been here only half a day, but just youw&he took a sip of
the coffee, smiling mischievously at him over thigrbof her glass.
They had drunk wine with their excellent meal, ahd felt her spirits
rise. Marcel seemed to find her entertaining, aadvhs planning a
dance for her in conjunction with his sister, s@beld not dislike her
after all, and perhaps thwal masqueavould be fun.

A woman at the next table stood up preparatorefmdure. She was
one of the very few Parisians present, and her evaplpearance,
from her chic little toque to her high-heeled shoess stylish

perfection. Jo saw Marcel turn his head to lookeat with obvious

admiration, and the woman threw him a sly glantenrher escort, a
prosperous-looking German, hurried her away, whilgcel's eyes
followed her retreat. He seemed to have forgottein $ome sensual
fantasy of his own evoked by the Frenchwoman. dmdd her glass
feeling deflated, realising anew her own shortc@sirshe could not



compare with that smart Parisian whose wit doubtleatched her
appearance. Despite her nineteen years, she was amaw

adolescent to whom Marcel was being kind. The aldeek he gave
her was almost condescending. Determined to shalse

complacency, she said abruptly:

‘How many mistresses have you had, Marcel?’

In that he looked startled, she achieved her objben his eyes
crinkled with amusement, but he spoke severely:

‘That questionenfant du diableis an impertinence.'

'Is it?' Her wide grey eyes showed only innocemitosity. "You told
me to be my natural self, and I've wondered. Yanamarried and
you're French, so you must have at least one. Dygrtti kid me there
aren't any women in your life.’

For some reason which she could not analyse sheages to know
if he were involved and with whom.

He said repressively: if there are, that is myiaffa

'Of course, but don't men like to boast of theinguests? Tell me
about her, | won't split. | imagine she's smalkkdand dainty, very
vivacious and very, very chic. You go to her wheou ywant
relaxation from the cares of running your estated aour
grandmother and sister are being tiresome.'

Deliberately she had described someone the ansitbékerself and
she watched him covertly for his reaction, but Mé#scface was
inscrutable, a little sardonic smile playing abbig mouth. As he
made no comment, she demanded impatiently:

‘Am | right?'



Your perspicacity is amazing,' he returned coopu have drawn a
striking picture of her, especially the very, vehic. But this is not a
subject for polite conversation.'

Her impertinence had been rewarded by apparentro@tion, and
Jo felt a pang of. .. could it be jealousy? Hastty assured herself
that Marcel's love affairs did not concern her, bist involvement
explained why he had chosen her instead of Alisampse good
looks and obvious fancy for him might offend hidyaNo one could
fear rivalry from her ingenuous self, and she hadlesire whatever
for amorous attentions from him. His reasons fanding her to the
chateau were genuine, and once she was introdocéterese he
would ignore her as long as she behaved herselfy @t the
prospect seem so bleak? Marcel's amusement indraage noticed
her ill-concealed dejection. It seemed to afforch lionsiderable
satisfaction.

'Have you finished?' he asked. 'We have not mué to spare and |
want to show you the Champs Elysees and the Ardraemphe
before we leave.'

Jo's mercurial spirits began to rise.

‘And Notre Dame and the Latin Quarter?’
'‘Another time, they are not on our route.’
'‘But you said there wouldn't be another time.'

'l daresay | could arrange for you to have a fewsdaere with
Therese, and she will show you round.’

The prospect left her cold. The visit would lose ¢harm without
Marcel's company.

‘That would be very nice,' she said primly, keegieg eyes lowered.



Again satisfaction showed in his expression.
‘You are very transparent,' he observed.

'l haven't got anything to hide,' she retorted.t'N@ you and your
murky affairs.’

He frowned. "All the same, it would be wise notlkioast of your
adventures at the Pelican to Therese.'

It was tit for tat, and Jo flushed.

'l shouldn't dream of doing so,' she said stiffBoast is the wrong
word. | ... | know | was very foolish to go there.'

She hoped the admission would please him, but seegarding her
sternly.

'‘Work than that. If | had been your father | wobllve whipped you.'

'l would have preferred that to being exiled torfée and Daddy
would never lay a finger on a woman.'

‘You surprise me. However were you conceived?"

'‘Oh, don't be so absurd!" Jo laughed, blushedlammdobered as she
recalled what Marcel had done to her when he hadldé she was
too old to be spanked. He told her:

'l am sorry you regard this visit as a banishmaépdgephine. | thought
you were enjoying it.'

'Oh, this part's super,' she exclaimed childisiByt | haven't met
your people yet.' Apprehension showed in her eyes.

‘Do not be alarmed. They cannot eat you.'



'‘But you want them to polish me, which is worse."'

‘Now you are being absurd," Marcel laughed. '‘Coloega we must
be on our way.'

By devious routes he drove her down to the Plack d&oncorde,
which was too thronged with traffic to allow her radhan a glimpse
of it.- She admired Marcel's skill in dealing witte mass of vehicles.
He was as competent with a car as he was withsehso perhaps his
arrogance was excusable; she had never yet seedt hihoss.

The broad expanse of the Champs Elysees, linedshibps, cafes
and show-rooms, seemed to her to exude vitalitygaety, and she
wished they had time to linger, and when they reddhe Arc de
Triomphe, she recognised it from the pictures sk deen of it. All
too soon they had left the heart of the city behimeim and were
traversing suburbs, ugly tenements and the facttnit encircle the
capital. They were heading south, and with evetgnketre Jo's
spirits sank lower. What sort of reception would tle Savignys give
her?

Marcel took the Nationale 20 and town gave placedwntry. The
road took them over the plateau of the Beauce, a@sts of wheat
turning to gold. It was not at all interesting, naas Marcel's
conversation. He was telling her that several onlii of years ago, a
tilt in the earth had caused the river Loire temttourse from north to
west, and a much inferior stream now filled its bked. The river
curved sharply to the left, to finally emerge atnis in South
Brittany. It was along its middle stretch that mo$tthe famous
chateaux stood. Replete with good food and feediagpy, Jo heard
his pleasant voice without taking in much of what daid. From
geography he went on to history. Orleans, whicly tleuld pass,
had been relieved by Jeanne d'Arc at the starteofcampaign,
defeating the English army that laid siege to hafThad been the
beginning of the end of English dominance in Fradggou in the



basin of the Loire was the homeland of that gremigkand bad
husband and father, Henry Il, son of the Geoffrbowook theplanta
genistato be his badge, from which his descendants be&amen
as Plantagenets. Henry had died in Chinon, ondh&dof the river,
and he, his wife, Eleanor and his son, Richard €deuLion, had
been buried at nearby Fontevrault Abbey.

'S0 you might say there is one spot in Anjou tedbrever England,’
Marcel concluded his discourse.

'l suppose so,' Jo agreed, stifling a yawn. Sudlests were safer
than more personal ones, and this was not the@keducation he had
threatened her with in England, but that was tdobgotten now he
had become thgrand seigneurShe glanced a little wistfully at his
fine profile; she had learned he had more alludiigjractions in
Paris, and he would not bore hign- aimeewith history.

From the Beauce they passed through the Foretedits] a long
narrow belt of forest where once the nobility ohikce had done their
hunting. There were other forests in the vicinapd the chateaux
were in reality glorified hunting lodges; the chasel been the main
recreation of those days.

Orleans was originally a Roman town, and in mecabéwmes had
rivalled Paris in importance. Now it was a much Benecity than
Tours and Angers farther along the Loire. It stidssessed its ancient
walls, though, as elsewhere, more modern buildaygs sprung up
outside them. Within the walls are a number of Fsg@nce houses,
in one of which the Dauphin Francis, husband of WQueen of
Scots, had died. There was a huge Gothic cathdmralMarcel said
they had no time for sightseeing, Jo must comehematay. He did
drive into the town, and stopped in the squardattop of the Rue
Royale, which led down to the bridge over the Lolreit was an
equestrian statue of Jeanne d'Arc, and Jo roussdlh® admire it,
for Joan of Arc had always been one of her heroines



'Like you, she aped a man,' Marcel remarked. ‘Bunuist have been
necessary in her position.'

Jo's eyes shone, it must have been a great lddjng armies into
battle.’

‘And being burned at the stake?'

'‘She was betrayed,' Jo cried angrily. 'By menpooirse. What brutes
your sex can be!

Marcel laughed and drove on. From Orleans river @adl turned
westward, running through water meadows and theyairds had
appeared. Five miles short of Blois, its great eaatvisible on its
little range of hills, Marcel turned north, through picturesque
market town, and then up a private road. They cnan imposing
entry, its gates set ajar, beyond which an avehya@ars led to a
building at its far end.

'‘We have arrived—that is the Chateau de Savigny,amgestral
home,' Marcel told her as they drove down it. ldiset was dry.

The long drive was straight as a ruler, and as #pgpyoached it, the
chateau seemed to grow bigger and bigger, its wisdib by the rays
of the sinking sun seemed to glow with inner lightere was a fine
white facade, the original windows enlarged to talirow ones; at
either end was a circular tower with a conical pEppt roof. The
trees ended, and there were smooth shaven lawdisgen a paved
courtyard in front of it. There were trees behinaind outbuildings to
one side, masked by shrubs.

Jo rubbed her eyes. It looked like something ow &diry tale, she
had not expected it to be so big, and she askedd\iarth awe:

'‘Does all that belong to you?'



‘Unfortunately yes. | had far rather live on ondled farms, for that
pile is very expensive to maintain. Eventually ill wave to become a
hotel or a museum like most of the others. | wariktdep it as it is
while my grandmother is alive. She has always lihede and it
would break her heart to have to leave it. As cduatayo it is not very
large, but for only the three of us ..."' He gaveadlic shrug.

Jo sensed his devotion to the old lady who hadedcerm. As he
slowed down, she said faintly:

'l can't imagine living in such a place.’

‘That is what you are going to do, but never feamniliarity is said to
breed contempt, and you will soon become used'to it

Jo could not believe she would ever feel contemiptife Chateau de
Savigny. It was much too impressive.

He killed the engine and sat looking at his donfeiti ruefully, half
affectionately. The entrance was imposing, a maseak-studded
door above a shallow flight of steps.

'‘We only use the front part,’ he told her, ‘and thaoo large. The
towers and the back parts are shut up.’

'‘Are they haunted?' Jo shivered slightly; the thugf numbers of
empty rooms was eerie.

'l have never heard so.'

There had been no sign of life, but now the fradrdslowly opened,
and a stately old man in some sort of livery cam&rdthe steps. He
was followed by a young one, who wore a baize apuio had come
to take in their luggage. His elder was much tooesior to handle
suitcases.



The old man opened the car door, and addresseceMbaterentially
as Monsieur le Comte.

Monsieur le Comte looked at Jo ruefully.

‘They will do it, tradition dies hard. No good tefj them, the old
ones anyway, that the title is obsolete.’

But to Jo he had become very much Monsieur le Coantesing as
proud and aloof as his own house, though 'house't@e@homely a
word to describe that vast pile. Gone was the tnbténg companion
of her journey, the guest at Greyfriars whom sheriegented ... and
struck! However had she had the temerity to do it?

'Madame est au salortlie old man told him.
'‘Merci, Gaston.'

Marcel sprang out of the car, came round to he, sidened the door,
and unceremoniously bundled her out.

'‘Wake up, Josephine, my grandmother is waitingetasnbroduced.'

Jo stood blinking dazedly beside the car. Madanmewaiting in the
salon,was she? She was not human enough to come tmtnraa
greet them. She thought how her own family wouldehaome
rushing out to welcome them. Good God, what hadgshénherself
into? Marcel took her arm and conducted her todber. It gave
access to a vast hall with a fine oak staircasedat, and a gallery
running round it at first floor level. It reachdaetfull height of the
house and was lit by a glass dome in the roof wimakt be a modern
innovation. A vast stone fireplace filled one watiled with great
logs, which would be cheerful in winter but was ssing with the
fire unlit. There were numerous doors, and Mared| her through
one of them into thesalon. The room was huge, like the
drawing-rooms in the stately homes Jo had occaljorisited. Four



long windows were in the outer wall, a white marfiieplace with an
ornate overmantel was opposite to them. The meoedius furniture
was of different periods, and dim canvases in hgglvyrames hung
on the walls. Jo was relieved to notice there waeetric light

fittings; so the place did have some modern anemiti

She only gained a momentary impression of the rofum,her
attention was drawn to the woman regally seatea welvet-covered
chair by the window. Solange de Savigny was a capbf her
ancestors; even her dress had a period look. Itomgsand full, made
of some dark material with a cream lace berthadadoow cuffs. Her
snow-white hair was dressed high, and might haen lpowdered.
She wore black net mittens, and jewels at her thaod in her ears.
She can't be real, Jo thought, they don't make thken this
nowadays. She felt she had stepped back into tddIMAges.

But Solange was very real. Her haughty face relaxtda smile as
she saw Marcel, and she held out her arms to him.

‘Mon cher petit-fils!'
Marcel stooped to embrace h&omment vas-tuGrand'mere?’
She said something in French and he turned to Jo.

'‘She would have come to welcome us, but her adlsitroublesome
today. She is a great sufferer from it.' He turbadk to the old lady.
‘May | introduce Mademoiselle Josephine Thorntooéephine has
only rudimentary French.’

Solange looked shocked at such ignorance, an extlgai of her
class was supposed to know several languageshéiiced a smile
as she said in excellent English.

‘You are very welcomana chereYour family and ours have been
friends for many years. | hope you will enjoy yatay here.'



'l ...  hope so too," Jo faltered, it is verydkiof you to have me.'

‘Marcel made the arrangement,’ Solange said shétdy tone was
very cold, and her blue eyes, similar to Marcellsre hostile. But
how had she offended? She glanced reproachfuliyngtwondering
what he had told the old lady to earn her suchileyatrelcome. She
saw with surprise that Marcel was regarding hisdnaother with an
expression part defiance, part triumph, which satgge he had
brought her in the face of opposition.

*Your horse has arrived,’ Solange went on. 'An éxilking beast, not
worth what you paid for it.' Her eyes flickereddhsfully over Jo,

and a dreadful idea occurred to the girl. Had lahdr made her
banishment part of the bargain for Lucifer? He hadn anxious to
get her away at all costs and the reasons Mardajivan had always
seemed a little thin, but he had very much wanteadqguire the
horse. That he had had to be bribed to bring her ner pride

unbearably.

'Oh yes, he is,' Marcel said carelessly, and askexdte his sister was.

‘Yolande Latour has returned from Italy," he wa®nmed. 'l sent
Therese to St Pierre with my regards.' Marcel fresint is right and
proper we should be polite to her.'

Marcel laughed. 'You never give up, do you, Gran@e?'
Solange said something in French and he made aatiBnpgesture.
'‘Pas maintenantlosephine is tired and would like to go to henmdo
'Ring the bell for Louise. You know | cannot mandge stairs.'

He complied, and hoping to placate this formidadite woman, Jo
said sympathetically:



'I'm sorry you have poor healtmadame-arthritis, | know, is very
painful.’

Solange smiled sourly. 'Until you experience ituymannot know
how much.'

The entrance of Louise cut short further convessatShe, thank
goodness, looked human, Jo thought with relief. Sves a
round-faced country girl with a merry smile. Madagase her some
order in French, and she bobbed to the old ladgn tlooked
expectantly at Jo.

'Run along, Josephine,' Marcel bade her. 'Louiseahemattering of
English, so | daresay you can make yourself undedstl will see
you at dinner.'

His manner was curt and Jo with difficulty resteadran outburst. She
was angry and sore with him for putting her in sasluncomfortable

position. She wanted to tell him that she could maiuld not, stay

where she was obviously not wanted, but she dapedpeak her

mind in front of his grandmother. She knew insiwvely that Solange

would consider any display of feeling bad mannarg] for some

unknown reason she had already won her displeasure.

She gave Marcel a barbed glance, and followed koaig of the
room.



CHAPTER SIX

Louise conducted Jo up the great staircase and alonggpilezy to a
room looking out over the front door. The furnituneas
old-fashioned—a largearmoire, dressing table and high double
bed—but it looked comfortable, and had its own laim installed
in what had once been a powder closet.

"Voila la salle de bain.ouise threw open the door. 'l run hioui?".
You laver ...me, | unpack.'

‘Thank you.' Jo was unused to being maided, andvainéed to say
that she did not want her clothes unpacked, ndrass for dinner, all
she desired was to leave this inhospitable plaoge,Lbuise was
already turning on taps and the sound of runninggmaas inviting.
Jo began to undo her waistcoat and blouse. It wadate to do
anything tonight and the bath would relax her aiveé dper time to
think. If she said she was very tired, the friengily might bring her
something on a tray and she need not face theyfaomight.

Over lunch in Paris, Marcel had begun to seem dikieiend and
intimacy had grown between them, but if her suspievas correct he
was only putting up with her as part of the bargaiamde with her
father to enable him to *.acquire the horse. Shestith seething with
indignation as she took off the suit that had bleeught to please
him. She had still to meet Therese, and if theesisgdsented her as
much as the grandmother did, her situation would doste
unbearable. She must find some way of escaping frasnhateful
place.

Louise had filled the big, old-fashioned bath withgrant essences,
and as she soaked in it Jo's tension began tasesp She would tell
Marcel next morning that she could not stay atdhateau, but she
would like to remain in France for a while since stias here. There
must be plenty of accommodation available, andefrang her father



he would arrange to pay her expenses. The Thorntens a proud,
independent family, as much so as the de Savidgoysall their
escutcheons, and he would not want her to be uowecand
humiliated. Wrapped in a big fleecy towel, she méeeed the
bedroom where Louise had pat out the black dresk @d®@an
underwear. But when she said she wanted to go do the maid
expostulated. She would give offence if she didgwtiown to dine,
Monsieur le Comte and his sister were expectingahdrthey would
be tres desolésf she did not appear.

‘And the old lady, | don't think!" Jo said rudely.

But Madame de Savigny, it appeared, did not stafjouginner.Le
dejeunerwas the only meal she partook with her family, thieers
being served in her downstairs suite.

That was good news, and Jo changed her mind. Itawaag time
since lunch and she was hungry, and she mightdraeeportunity to
ring her father tonight, after she had told Mam@eher decision. So
she dressed in the black frock, and Louise dichaetr Though it was
only shoulder-length the French girl managed toimaate its thick
strands so that it was drawn off her face and etebehind her head.
Jo was pleased with the result, deciding she loakate mature.
There were cosmetics on the dressing table andskoexpertly
added eye-shadow, and put cream and powder ovexpused part
of Jo's neck and throat, but she shook her headheveéanned hands;
there was nothing she could do to disguise the lsunlStepping
back to view her handiwork, she exclaimed:

'Mademoiselle est belle!'

Jo surveyed herself in the cheval glass that was @R the
furnishings. Hardly that, she thought, but sheldak rather nice.



Louise left her and she began to regret that skeyleded to her
persuasions. Would there be a gong or a bell towamse dinner, and
would she be able to find the dining room?

There was a tap on her door, and without waitimgafoanswer a girl
burst tempestuously into the room, a young womah athick mop
of black hair reaching to her shoulders, a thistadratic nose, and
big dark eyes. She was dressed strikingly in scsitletrousers and a
black and scarlet tunic. She was sufficiently liex brother for Jo to
surmise she was Therese de Savigny. She haltée icentre of the
room staring at Jo.

‘Tiens but you are not at all what | expected. You arssM hornton,
are you not?'

‘Yes, and you are Monsieur de Savigny's sister?’

‘Yes, | am Therese.' She continued to study Jealht. 'l wanted to
see what you were like. | feared you might be aipid blonde. Marc
likes small, fluffy women, you are not at all hisual type, and you
are so young.'

' believe I'm your age,' Jo said stiffly, wondeyiwhat misconception
Therese was harbouring. She had learned that Mareferred small
women, but he liked them dark.

That is what is so strange. Marc does not cargdong girls, he finds
them dull.'

Jo noticed that Therese's English was very gooeldg#ghnot need any
tuition, but she had already decided that his ss@gpaeasons for
bringing her here were bogus.

"Your brother's preferences are of no interest m..mshe was
beginning, when Therese interrupted her.



'‘No, no, you need not pretend with me, | guessaxheg. Obviously
Marc would not have brought you back with him usld® was
interested." She giggled. 'Grand'mere was furiohenahe told her
you were coming. You know perhaps she has long edahim to

marry Yolande Latour, who is rich and suitableand so dull! She
declared you were a young adventuress who wagyttgitrap Marc
into marriage. As if any girl could catch Marc # did not want to be
caught! | have so hoped he would take up with somemore

attractive than Yo Latour. She is so conventioma prim. You are
going to marry him?'

About to say she would not marry Marcel de Savitdine were the
last man on earth, Jo checked herself as the pligssbof this
misunderstanding began to dawn on her. She understow why
Solange de Savigny had greeted her so coldly. Isneght Marcel
intended to marry her and had brought her to intcedher to his
family. She blamed Jo for detaching him from higghnce to the
so-suitable heiress. Nothing could be farther fthentruth, but if she
deliberately fostered this error, she could put ddann a very
awkward position. He would deny that he had hadsarmpy idea, but
he had brought her here upon what appeared to beverysylim
excuses. She would protest that she had misunddrists intentions,
and he was letting her down by repudiating her.&tkenot forgiven
him for abetting her exile from her home and hiogant attitude
towards her. It would be amusing to pretend sheighbshe was
engaged to him, a retaliation for his grandmotteaid welcome, and
the role of adventuress sounded so dashing. It tnéam't it, a
woman who was out to feather her nest at the expeinsny unwary
male. Marcel might not find it easy to allay hisnify's suspicions if
she supported them, and she would enjoy his distmefespecially
if it made trouble for him with this Yolande Latowhom he was
keeping dangling. She had not had time to considershe could use
the situation to her best advantage, and it coalgdsy much so. In
the meantime she would hedge.



'It's not definite yet,' she said, trying to logkpaopriately coy. 'We
haven't known each other very long, but I ... | fel him at first
sight, and he for me." She raised anxious grey wy&herese's face.
‘But this Miss Latour . . . you've given me a shdakdn't know there
was a prior attachment.’

'No more there is, except in Grand'mere's imagindtiTherese
returned decisively. 'She insists they were begatin their cradles,
but Marc only laughs and says he cannot honountax that was
made before he was" old enough to know what hedeag). But Yo
wants to be @omtesseher people are bankers, very wealthy but n
of thenoblesse She eyed Jo doubtfully, is it that you also wislhe
acomtesse?'

''ve no desire whatever to be one,' Jo declarethftrly. 'And |
thought the title had been dropped.'

'So it has, but Yo would work to have it revived.'

Jo noticed the abbreviation of Yolande's name veag ke her own;
perhaps that was why Marcel always called her Josep

Therese was still regarding her a little dubiously.

‘It must have been@up de foudréetween you and Marc, to fall in
love in such a short time.'

'l told you it was love at first sight," Jo insdtenjoying herself. The
cynical Marcel would be furious to be accused @hsweakness.

'l have never quite believed in it before,” Theradenitted, 'but it
must be so. You have stars in your eyes.'

Jo turned quickly to glance in her mirror. Her eye=e sparkling,
but it was with mischief, not love.



'l am very glad,' Therese went on. 'l did not wisliairc to marry Yo,
and | think you and | will do well together. Yo &ts me like a child
and supports Marc in refusing to allow me to limeRaris, which is
what | want. Also she disapproves of my taste esdlf She glanced
at her scarlet-clad figure in the mirror. 'She sdys outfit isoutre.
Do you think so?'

'No, it suits you, and you look charming.' Jo wasming to Therese,
recognising another rebel against convention.

A knock on the door startled them. Therese rarpmat, throwing it

wide to disclose Marcel standing on the threshHdlel.had changed
for dinner, wearing a blue velvet jacket which emted the colour of
his eyes. Jo's heart missed a beat at the sigimnadnd for a moment
she regretted her rash disclosures. It seemedmpgigun to claim an

intimate relationship with such a superior-lookb&ng.

Therese threw her arms round his neck. She wa$yraestall as he
was, a long slim girl.

'Ah, Marcelcheri, | came back from St Pierre too late to welcorr
you. You had gone to change.' She relapsed intdbl@French.

'‘English, please,’ Marcel told her, gently disemgadimself from
her clinging arms. 'You see | have brought you fa lgack from
England.' He nodded towards Jo.

'Yes, and she has just told me your wonderful nelisrese cried
excitedly.

'Has she?' Marcel sounded indifferent, he was nmbeeested in his
sister's appearance. 'You look like an Easternihahierie. Has
Grand'mere seen you in those garments?'

Therese shook her head, dimpling charmingly. 'Shoaildv not
appreciate them. | put them on for you, and | ane sou do. But



never mind my clothes, Marc. As you see | have nmaggelf known
to yourfiancee. Elle est ravissantishall be delighted to have her for
my belle-soeur.'

Marcel looked taken aback, as well he might. Jadutaherself,
expecting an explosion. He shot her one glancehie lightning,

and for a moment she quailed. Then she raisedniredefiantly. He

would tell Therese she was mistaken and she wasu@e to upbraid
him, play the innocent maiden misled by his treashe kisses. He
could not deny that he had kissed her, thoughtagenteant nothing
by it. Already the words were forming in her bré{dh, Marcel, how
can you be so cruel! You told me in the forest ymat loved me and
of course | thought you meant marriage.'

That he had said nothing of the sort did not matfeerese would
believe her and take her part.

Marcel discreetly closed the door. His action walberate and a
little ominous. He wanted no eavesdropping upont\wbavas going
to say.

‘Josephine has been a little premature,' he seasahtly. 'We are not
yet officially betrothed." He put his hands in Insuser pockets and
eyed Jo's slim black figure with a glitter in higes, but his quiet
voice did not betray the annoyance he must benfgeli

'l have brought her here so that she could seehieau and become
au faitwith our way of life, for when we are married sisdl have to
live here. Love is not everythingna petite soeurand she must
accustom herself to an existence very differentinfrehat she has
known previously. Being impetuous,' he smiled saichlly, 'she has
declared that nothing could make any differenchdofeelings for
me, but being older and wiser | have insisted upon. . er ...
preparatory period before she commits herself acably, and | trust
she will consider well before she makes her degisis you know,



Maman hated the chateau, and | do not want a wifeig/.clamouring
all the time to live in Pariss.’

He spoke with such conviction that Jo could alnhedieve he meant
what he said, and she admired the adroit way hehlaadled the
situation, neither denying nor admitting anythibgt the only true
word he had uttered was the statement that headiiant a wife, not
with that dainty little mistress installed in Paiisoccurred to her that
she might have given him an excuse to ward ofhaalvement with
Yolande Latour, and that was why he had not sadasts lying. That
had not been her idea at all, but he had beeniels asishe had been
to see advantages in her deception.

‘Mon Dieu, Marc, you do not sound like a man in love," There:
exclaimed. 'Such cold-blooded reasoning!

'l am no hot-headed youth,' he returned calmlyavéhto consider
Josephine's happiness as well as my own. She raugtite sure she
can bear to live here.'

Again a swift glance in Jo's direction, with a hofitmalice in it, and
she felt uneasy. He was meditating some form ofisalp and it
would probably be unpleasant. Turning to Thereseyént on:

'So for the present you will not permit that indesst little tongue of
yours to waggcherie.l will let you be the first to know when we are
officially engaged—and you too, Josephine,' histbardened, ‘had
better guard your speech.’

'So itis a secret,' Therese said looking disagpditQuel dommage!
| so wanted to see Yo's face when you introduceunl fyancee.'

‘Une autre fois,'he returned carelessly. 'l understand she and t
dilettante brother of hers have come to dinnerwdis not very
considerate on Josephine's first night.'



‘They invited themselves,' Therese explained. 'Grag@re sent me
over to St Pierre to welcome Yo upon her returmfitaly, and wfien

| mentioned that you were bringing Mademoiselle riban back

with you for a visit, she could not wait to meetuydrou know

Grand'mere has told her she can come wheneverishesy

‘Unfortunately she does not confine her attentimn$§rand'mere,’
Marcel said drily. "You need not have mentionecepbse’'s arrival.’

Therese gave a Gallic shrug, i saw no reason ridbbe giggled. 'l
told her in answer to her questions—and oh, whabtashe
asked!'—that she was one of those horsey, angulglaiseswho
think only of hunting and racing. Even without yaood news she
will have a shock when she sees how lovely she is.’

'‘But I'm not. . ." Jo began, feeling a little bedeited. Her attempt to
involve Marcel had been made simply to avenge Heisehis and
his grandmother's treatment of her, but now it szkthere would be
repercussions with which it might be difficult tope. She had not
expected to be made into a stooge to ward off dabatour's
importunity. He was watching her with a flickerifigme in his eyes
that indicated suppressed anger, but she wasthotdated. She felt
he had brought her here under false pretencesg3@elid not need
lessons in English nor a companion. She would péagy to say to
him when she got him alone.

'‘Lovely?' Marcel broke in suavely. 'You look verghy Josephine,
though black is too old for you.'

His patronising tone annoyed her.

"'l be ancient if | stay here much longer,' se®rted. 'My education
in worldly knowledge is increasing by leaps andrmal' She looked
at him significantly.



'On the contrarymon enfantit has not yet begun,' he told her equall
significantly.

Therese gave them puzzled glances. Josephindisdattiowards
Marcel was not that of a girl in love, she seemadgonistic, but she
might be put out by having Yolande foisted upon, laed that was
understandable.

'l think you ought to give Yo a hint,' she saich&r brother. 'You are
not being fair either to her or Jose.'

‘Yolande will draw her own conclusions,' he retdrtéle became
suddenly aware that he was in Jo's bedroom. 'logps# for this
intrusion, Josephine. | came to conduct you dowinssia case you
lost your way—I did not mean to come inside, bug thaggage,' he
smiled affectionately at his sister, 'diverted me.'

Therese giggled again.

‘Do not pretend you are not familiar with ladiestilboms, Marc, and
| do not suppose you wait for an invitation to ent€he threw a
half-apologetic glance at Jo. '‘My brother is a btamme du monde.'

'l know that," Jo told her.
Marcel slapped Therese's rear.

‘And you are anechante enfantet us go down. | suppose our gues
are with Grand'mere, but it is time she retired.'

He opened the door and stood aside to allow theprdoede him.
Therese put her arm around Jo's waist and walteecallong the
gallery to the head of the stairs.

'l am so happy about you and Marc,' she murmutezin'sure he
must love you very much.'



Jo felt ashamed of her deception. Love, she thoggimly, was the
last thing Marcel felt for her.

The Latours had been dismissed by the old lady, veeick being
served pre-dinner drinks in thealon. Yolande was brown-haired,
green-eyed, tall and slim, and wore a decolletergress. She was
not pretty, her nose was too long, her eyes togees®t, but she was
perfectly groomed from her lacquered head to her-hieeled shoes.
Charles was a carbon copy of his sister, havingrpayes and hair
and a much less forceful personality.

Marcel introduced Jo, and Yolande extended a lah@paind, her
sharp eyes taking in every detail of Jo's appeatanc

‘Comment allez vousPler voice was high and a little nasal.'
‘Josephine has little French,' Marcel told her.
‘Ah, the insular English!" It was almost a sneer.

Yolande shrugged her bare shoulders displayed bip¥vecut gown.
About her neck were diamonds, far too ostentatfousin informal
dinner. She laid her hand upon Marcel's sleevee/have you been
hiding, mon cher ampWe have been waiting a long time.

'We have had a long journey,” Marcel returned paoilyt it was
necessary to bath and change. Josephine toods tire

'‘We could not wait to welcome you.' Yolande gave hilanguishing
smile that did not reach her eyes. 'After all, we l&e your family.'

'‘Not quite," Marcel said brusquely, and introduCdthrles, who was
hovering expectantly, to Jo. He immediately soughmonopolise
her, not sharing his sister's antipathy.



Gaston was dispensing drinks and Jo accepted anMantore to
have something to do than because she neededaimgythe highly
charged atmosphere was doing that. It was obviwatsMarcel was
not in love with Yolande; his answers to her quesiwere short to
the point of rudeness, both of them were smouldenmith
suppressed anger, and Jo suspected she was tleotaius herese
was bubbling with inner excitement, while Charlested paying Jo
extravagant compliments, calling her an Englisherasmd other
flowery epithets. Mindful of Marcel's tuition, Jac@epted thern.
demurely, controlling her amusement, though shgddrto teil him
not to be an ass. Both the Latours spoke fluentigéing

Forgetting she was supposed to be an inconspiamupanion, Jo
became radiant, her eyes shone and her cheeksdyasnshe parried
Marcel's double-edged remarks and Charles' incrgdsildness. She
was being quite witty, she thought happily, as &#saguf-fawed at
one of her audacious sallies.

Gaston announced dinner and Marcel detached harGtwarles with
an imperious, 'Come along, Jo," and drew her arougih his. He had
used her shortened name and, thinking he meantrbé&ande had
moved towards him. He left her glaring after themia conducted Jo
out of thesaloninto the hall.

'Has the devil taken possession of you?' he dendamessing her
arm against his side.

'Like the chameleon, | take colour from my surrangd,’ she
retorted gaily, and Marcel pinched her fingers hdbdt, you brute!'

'‘An expression of my love,’ he returned as theyeredt the
salle-a-manger.This was another large room, with heavy dar
furniture. The dining table, which when fully extd could seat
over a score, was pushed against one wall, aneédimas laid on a
small oval one before the window. The last of tinasher day lighted



the sky through the uncurtained window and was anged by two
three-branched candelabra placed in the centrkeotable. Gaston
pulled out a chair for Jo, and as she seated heeghtely, Marcel
took the place beside her, and Charles that onther side. Yolande
was on Marcel's right hand, Therese nearly oppas$ieetable being
oval, there was no ceremony about their seating.

Yolande enquired about the new horse and askdée i€suld ride it.

‘Certainly not," Marcel told her. 'l shall race hion a season and then
put him to stud. He is no lady's mount, even Joea®r ridden him.'
Again he used her abbreviated name.

'Even Mademoiselle Thornton?' Yolande's tone wak ds she then
an expert equestrienne?'

'‘Better than you are,' Marcel returned ungallarifpu have spoiled
more than one of my horses' mouths.' He turnetdasl towards Jo.
'l will show you the stables in the morning and gbiall choose your
mount.’

Reminded of their first encounter, Jo respondet wiSuffolk drawl.
‘That be hully foine by me. Thank 'ee koindly, bor.

'‘What language is that?' Yolande asked, raisingahthed brows.

'‘Dialect. | regret that Josephine delights in npsesenting herself—a
reprehensible trait that must be cured.’

A stable-boy, and now his fiancee; both must rankle
Is that a threat?' Jo asked with outward calm anaid trepidation.
‘Take it as you wish, but | think you understand.'

She did. He meant to pay her back for her vari@egptions.



Bored with this, to her, incomprehensible exchanyelande
introduced the subject of tHmal masqueSince they were to wear
fancy dress she would impersonate the Empresshiosep

'‘She was famed for her elegance and | am sureld cepresent her
excellently," she said smugly.

'l believe she had bad teeth,' from Jo the irreguipés

‘That is of no importance,' Yolande declared, dgiplg her own
pointed ones in a forced smile.

'l bet it was to her.'

'‘We cannot be correct in every detail,’ Charlesrpased. 'l shall go
as Louis Quatorze." He ogled Jo. 'You could be Madame d
Montespan.’

Louis' most famous—or infamous—mistress. The ingtien was
obvious. Jo shook her head.

‘Too elaborate for me.' A pity Yolande had hoggedramesake, the
Empire dress would be simple to make and inexpen$iut there
were other ladies of that period, including Napals®isters.

'‘Marcel would make a good Bonaparte,' Yolande szditatively.
Again the implication was obvious.

'l have not the right figure," Marcel objected. \M&s a small man and
portly in his latter years.'

'‘But you have his dignity," Yolande purred, 'hisaicommand. Will
you not be my consort for a night?'



Therese, fearing Jo would resent such a blatarstrex#y said quickly:
'‘Napoleon abandoned Josephine.' She winked a¥do.could be
Marie-Louise who superseded her.’

‘She can if she wishes, but | will not be Napolestarcel said firmly.
‘As host, | shall simply be myself.'

A chorus of dissent greeted this announcementidwas unmoved.
Again Jo admired his diplomacy.

They had been served an excellent meal, consonuklirays with
orange sauce, a ripe Roquefort, a charlotte rugha@al cream, and
an assortment of fresh fruit. There was also aetyaf wines, red
wine to go with the duck, Saumur and Anjou, bottalorintages, and
the fruity Touraine Gamay, but Marcel had Jo semwé&t a sweet
rose, Cabernet d'Anjou, suspecting she would netfoa dry wine.

‘Stay for a glass of port," Marcel said to Chadseshey concluded
their meal. 'We will join the ladies for coffeedat

‘Stable talk?' Yolande enquired disdainfully assise from her seat.
'‘Not for your ears anyway,' Charles told her witleex.

Therese took Jo's arm as she stood up a littleeadidy. She was
unused to alcohol.

‘More likely women," she whispered to her as theypwhrough the
door. "You know men.’

But Jo had no intimate experience of them excephéo father and
Terry, and Marcel was very different from eithere Mas still an
enigma to her. Why had he not contradicted Thewds=n she had
supposed they were engaged? In the hall Theressdhafou must
be very tiredma cherelf you would like to go to bed, | will make
your excuses, everyone will understand.’



Jo jumped at the idea. The wine had made her slaegyshe was
weary with the excitements of the day. It wouldabe=lief not to see
Marcel again that night and have to fence with HRafreshed by a
night's sleep, she would feel equal to contendirtg Wm. So she
bade Yolande goodnight and Therese came upstaits ar.
Looking back over the gallery balustrade, she salade was still
standing in the hall watching her retreat with digmant expression.
She had made another enemy in addition to the taiohe old lady.
Perhaps together they would persuade Marcel to lsendome, and
after the awkward position in which she had plaued he would be
sure to agree. So she would be able to return &yfGars, but
somehow she was no longer anxious to leave.

Therese told her Louise would call her in the magrand bring her
petit dejeunemwhich they all took in their rooms. She put henar
round Jo's neck and kissed her.

‘Goodnight,belle-soeurSleep well.'

When she had gone Jo sat down at her dressingaiadblstared at her
image in the glas8elle-soeur-sister- in-law—that she would nevelr
be, and she was regrettingthat she had deceivaeéséavho was the
only one to give her a friendly greeting. She pesadeanew upon
Marcel's strange lack of denial. It would seemitended to make
use of the situation she had created for someesphbtipose of his
own and she was caught in a web of her own weavihgbughout
the day he had been a considerate and stimulatingp@nion, but
that was only his courtesy towards a guest. Hetblddher father she
was to be treated as one of the family, but he avoelver dream of
making her a member of it. He was involved with theo woman,
and when that liaison was finished, he would probaibarry
Yolande to please his grandmother and embark updhefr illicit
relationships. It was the accepted pattern of Hrenmarriages,
according to what she had read, for marriage tontia@as only a
business contract which did not include love.



Why did she feel so depressed at the prospect?eVaarnours were
no concern of hers. Unwillingly she was forced tmé that he
attracted her strongly, and she would very muck k& win his
regard. He had kissed her once with fervour, batthlad been merely
pour passer le tempsand she had struck him. Not an endearir
gesture, but what was it he had said while thetimghle sang and he
had put his arm around her? That he was glad sh@aotaepelled by
his touch? They had drawn closer that night inggense, but it was
merely French gallantry.

Jo sighed as she stood up and started to undregke Imorning
Marcel would probably tell her she was becomingi@ance and he
would arrange to send her home.-



CHAPTER SEVEN

BEING tired, Jo slept much later than she usually di avas
awakened by Louise, who said she would bring healifast as soon
as she had bathed. When she had gone, Jo refthateshe might be
wronging him by attributing unworthy motives to Malr for bringing
her to the chateau. Therese really did need corapslnip, for she
must be very much alone, with Madame de Savigngdipg most of
her time in her suite and Marcel frequently absdite nearest
neighbours were the Latours, but Yolande's intenest focused on
the brother and she was nearer his age than thle yaumger sister.
As for Charles, he was a nonentity and unlikelgppeal to a lively
girl like Therese. Jo herself felt lonesome as siiedown to her
coffee and croissants, she missed the conviviafitthe Greyfriars'
kitchen, where from early morning onwards there vehsays
someone coming in or going out. The thick wallstlué chateau
excluded all sound, and it was deadly quiet. Shaldvdhave
welcomed a radio or transistor, but she did nosess the latter, and
she had yet to discover if there was any wireledelevision at the
chateau.

Therese came bounding in dressed for riding beforkad finished.
Marcel was waiting to show her round the stablé® said and
afterwards they woulde promener a chevalher brother had told
her to speak French to their guest.

'It will be necessary that you are fluent when po& mistress here,’
she exclaimed.

Reminded of her masquerade, Jo blushed, which $a¢oek to be
maidenly confusion at the thought of her nuptials.

"You will decide to marry him, will you not?' sheka&d coaxingly.
‘Life heren 'est pas desagreable.’



'l refuse to be rushed,' Jo hedged, forcing a latilga reckoning with
Marcel was still to come.

‘You need not always stay here,' Therese ran aarc'Mas a flat in
Paris, but he says | may not stay there unchapéyteewill not even
allow me to visit it, but | can come with you whgou are a married
lady.'

Marcel's love nest, Jo thought wryly; he would m@&nt Therese
butting in.

The stables were as new and modern as the chat@swld and
shabby. Shielded from the house by a screen of tree bushes, the
stalls and boxes were ranged round a square yandawarge stone
drinking trough in the centre. Marcel showed thelnewe Lucifer was
accommodated, looking none the worse for his jourke whinnied
in recognition when Jo spoke to him. He was somgtfriom home
and Jo felt a wave of nostalgia as she caresse@hst muzzle. But
it vanished when as she re-entered the yard, & gimwaom led out a
palomino mare, a beautiful creature with a coat tijold silk and a
silver mane and tail.

‘Try her,' Marcel said to Jo, and held the stifiaher to put her foot
in it. Jo swung herself into the saddle and walltedanimal round
the yard. She moved with a light springing gaitd a@eded only a
touch of the rein to guide her.

'‘She's lovely," she said to Marcel as he came upeto Pleasure
brightened her eyes, and her mouth was soft amdutoeis. She
looked lovely too, and there was something in Misaavidly blue
eyes as he looked up at her that caused her beéutter, but all he
said was:

‘Therese will show you some of the countryside.’

‘Aren't you coming with us?' She was disappointed.



'l have some business to attend to, but | will ®elwhen you return.
| have something to say to you, Josephine.’

'‘Perhaps | don't want to hear it,’ she said pektipwing she was in
for a scolding.

'Eh bien,that will be too bad, but | am not going to letyaff.'

‘That will be something to look forward to." Sheukbnot let him see
she was alarmed, and her eyes held a challengdeasnst his
squarely.

'‘Brazen minx," he said below his breath as Therasanted on a bay
gelding, came up to them. Together they left thel.ya

They rode north, away from the river, through wirgdianes and little

rustic villages. On the southern slopes of risingugd there were
vineyards and orchards. Therese pointed out StreRia modern

building built chateau-style but ugly and garishthviormal gardens

laid out around it. Soon it was lost in trees, lesytcantered over a
stretch of heath land. Above them was the vastafinent, where

billowing clouds sailed before the breeze. The akyays seems
iImmense above the valley of the Loire. The valteglf is fertile, but

narrow, the land on either side is in parts baag¢ealux, the soil poor,
but grapes do not care for richness. There ateastis of forest. Jo
asked about the chateaux for which the district saagamous, and
Therese told her they were strung out along ther for many miles,

having originally been approached by boat. Nowedhgas a road,

more or less following the river's course, but @asathronged with

traffic in the tourist season.

‘The canalille' Therese wrinkled her patrician nose. 'We avbéirt
as much as possible.’

Superior aristocrats, thought Jo, did Theresesedhat she was of
the bourgeoisie?



Marcel was waiting for them when they re-enteregythrd, and their
horses were taken away by grooms. He noticed JstRiitook—she
would have liked to have tended her mount hersetfeHaughed.

'‘No unsaddling and grooming for you hemeg chereCome and look
at my young stock.'

She hung back, and he took her elbow in a firm,gmipting her the

way he wanted her to go. Therese tactfully disamgekeaviarcel led

her to an enclosed paddock where several yeaniegs grazing.

Shrubs concealed it from house and stables. Jedeagainst the
fence, but did not really see them; she was toes@ouns of the man
lounging beside her. He was more casually dressadshe had ever
seen him before; in corded pants, and a shortsteepen-necked
shirt, he looked lean, bronzed, debonair anddangerous.

'You are a rash young woman,' he told her pleasdihat exactly
was your motive in telling Therese we were engaged?

Jo dropped her head and drew her fingers absdatlg #he wooden
rail.

it was just a crazy impulse,’ she admitted franitlgeemed Therese
had reached that conclusion before | said anyth8ige and your
grandmother were convinced | was out to catch yidwe'absurdity of
that supposition struck her afresh and she laugteding to him
with merriment in her eyes. 'Madame de Savigny Tdldrese | was
an adventuress.'

There was no answering amusement in his face.
'‘Eh bien,you should have undeceived her.'

‘Do you always do what you should?' she countertbdught it was
rather a joke, so | played up to her, but 1 didrdtise she was taking
it seriously, and you came in before | could rgdbér error.’



There was no need to tell him she had not triedsaie stiffly:
‘Surely you resented being called an adventuress?'
Jo gave him her gamine grin. 'Not at all, | thougktas rather fun.’

He came closer. 'Your notions of fun are a litdegerous. Hence the
episode at the Pelican.’

She threw back her head defiantly. She was bareldeauhd the
sunlight turned her hair to copper, her long thieas creamy above
the V of her shirt, and there was provocation iargVine of her slim,

taut body.

‘You'll never let me forget that, will you? Am lilssupposed to be
wallowing in gratitude for your timely rescue—whitlbelieve was

more for Daddy's sake than for mine? But to retorthe present,
why on earth didn't you tell your sister there wasengagement?
You can be forthright enough when you please.’

‘That would not have been very pleasant for ydwe' Sared at him in
surprise; that explanation would never have ocduiwéher. 'When a
hitherto unapproachable lady does me the honodedfring she is
affianced to me, it would be churlish to give hee tie.’

Jo would have appreciated his chivalrous actiom lifad not been
spoilt by the derisive note in his voice and theckmag glint in his
eyes.

'‘Oh, cut out the fancy lingo," she said crosslgnthealising she was
being ungrateful, she went on more gently, 'Thaok yor your
consideration, which | didn't deserve, but I'm @fréhat rigmarole
about getting used to life at the chateau, etc. vedn't help.'

‘Help what?'



‘Extricating ourselves from the impasse, and if y@gect poor
Therese to be able to hold her tongue, you're amigp.'

He shrugged his shoulders.

'‘She will not betray a secret, but she may embaryasi by her
expectations.'

'‘What on earth do you mean?"'

‘That she will be on the lookout for loverlike demstrations.' He slid
his arm around her and drew her against him. d yolu you were
rash, Jo. Has it not occurred to you that a fiahes certain
privileges? You have deliberately put me in an aadvsituation,
but there are compensations. Being a mere materdrto make the
most of my opportunities.'

'‘Oh, no!" Jo tried to free herself, but his hoghtened.

in less permissive times, an engagement used talkee a kissing
licence,' he murmured, and his mouth came downreos lis hands
moved caressingly over her back and shoulders,libastushed her
against him, and. his lips wandered over her facktharoat, kissing
her eyelids, then settled on her mouth again, bewprard and
demanding.

Jo relaxed in his arms as the emotions he had ftymeused in her
welled up and submerged her. But this time shenloadill to resist.

She wanted him to go on kissing her for ever. Dgzsde thought
this must be love. She had never experienced srgasons before
and she was no longer outraged by the libertiesvag taking.

Impatiently he pulled down the front zip of herrshand his mouth
sought the tender curve of her breasts. Her owis arene about his
neck, striving to draw him even closer. One of ¢bés, hoping for

sugar, came up to the fence and pushed an eager agasnst
Marcel's shoulder. That seemed to recall him tagafe released Jo



so suddenly, thrusting away her clinging arms, Ste¢ staggered
against the fence, trembling in every limb, white $ield on to it for
support. Marcel too seemed to be affected; he wnemtling fast, his
nostrils flared, his eyes alight. When he did spk&kvoice was
unsteady.

‘You go to my head, like strong wine.'

Mechanically Jo pulled up her zip and tried to sthoder ruffled
hair. The colt nudged her.

‘This fellow seems to have expectations too," shd, leased to
notice her voice sounded normal.

‘Ah yes.' Marcel fumbled in his pocket and produaddmp of sugar,
which from past experience the animal knew he wd@darrying.
‘This creature is a special pet, his dam was tlsehgou rode this
morning.'

The small incident gave Jo time to recover her ldgguwim. As
Marcel dismissed the colt with a pat and a brl@gst tout pour le
moment,'she asked bluntly:

‘Are you aiming to seduce me?"

He looked shocked, exclaiming involuntarily:
‘Mon Dieu, non!Our old friend's daughter!
'‘Well, you're going the right way about it.’

A wicked gleam came into his eyes.

‘Do you perhaps want to be seduced?’



Jo looked away over the green pasture, the grazimgals which the
colt had rejoined. Her profile was cameo-pale; retrd against the
background of dark shrubs, she looked young, valslerand a little
sad.

'‘No,' she said quietly, 'l want to be loved.'

'‘Ah, ma cherelove is a very different story. It is somethingrye
precious and it does not come to everyone.'

‘Not to you, evidently," she retorted a little érty. "'You don't love
your women, do you, Marcel? You only desire them.'

'‘What is wrong with that?' he retorted. 'lt is dunal urge between
men and women, buma petite,do not confuse it witha grande

passion.What | awoke in you was your dormant senses, ¢oq |
unstirred—that was all.'

She looked at him thoughtfully, wondering if he tbbe right. He
probably was; he was so much more experienced gshanwvas in
matters of the heart. Her words had been a spamtaneaction to his
lovemaking, a desire for reciprocation, an asswgdmat he felt as she
did, but he was telling her that it was not lovatthad flared up
between them, and as regarded himself she feamgdsitonly too
true. Her own feelings were a different matter; slael been too
deeply stirred to take them lightly, and for thrstftime in her life she
was in love. Marcel had the outward seeming toirespmantic love
and more than his share of sexual magnetism, lasthisters had felt
it, and he had left behind him a fading dream ithlibeir minds. But
he was very much a reality to her, and she hadtestinio herself
only last night that her feelings towards him hdtrged. The
strength of her response to him had alarmed hért imould be fatal
to cherish this unfortunate love, for he was ongymg with her,
indulging his natural urge as he had expressekhdt phrase stung



her, because instinctively she knew that what reghlborn in her
was something much deeper.

‘Thank you for your explanation,’ she said dribyt'what do you
propose to do about our present dilemma?"

He raised his brows quizzically. 'l fail to see thecessity to do
anything but allow circumstances to take their seumvhich at the
moment is very satisfactory.'

She flashed back at him, if you mean by that yd¢enid to continue
with this bogus engagement so that you'll havexanse to pounce
on me whenever you feel inclined .. .

He cut her short. 'l have no such purpose. My astiwere entirely
unpremeditated, aroused by your continued provocatHis blue
eyes were full of mischief, as he added slyly, "t not appear to
find my embrace distasteful.’

Jo flushed fierily, and was quite unable to meat deaze. Marcel
laughed triumphantly. ‘So you cannot deny it.’

'‘But please don't make a habit of it,' she saidcausky.

'l can promise you that. When experiences beconadi they are no
longer amusing.'

Anger and indignation boiled up in her. That walsshle was to
him—a diversion that he would abandon when it bexatale.

'Oh, | hate you, Marcel de Savigny!' she criedcidy. "You tread on
people's feelings with no thought but for your ogvatification. You
make us all dance to your tune—me, Therese, Migsugeven your
grandmother; she believes you're going to marrysNligtour." She
looked at him uncertainly 'Perhaps you will in drel?’



‘Certainly | must marry eventually,' he told hére tanimation dying
out of his face. 'But not yet, there are severdatenato be resolved
first.' Then he smiled impishly. 'l am not devasthby your hatena
chere,for hate is the reverse side of love. | would becmmore
concerned if you were indifferent.’

'l don't think you're concerned abauyfeelings at all.'
‘You are mistaken. | find them very . . . intenegti
‘Thank you—you make me feel like a beetle beingatited!’

But he had given her food for thought. Was it passithat the
aversion she had first felt for him had been thgirbeng of love?
Had she instinctively sought to combat an emotidnciv would

mean succumbing to his domination? She could oaiy geartache
and loss from loving Marcel, for when he was tiddstalling he

meant to marry that unpleasant green- eyed girtifersake of her
dowry and to beget an heir.

'‘Not a beetle,' he objected, as they began to rmwards the house.
'l would dislike to liken you to anything so obnoxs. You should

know that a Frenchman's mind is analytical, pakdidy where the

emotions are involved.'

‘That sounds damn cold-blooded!" she exclaimecdedbat
‘You know | am not.'

Jo blushed and was silent. They had come withimtsaf the
windows of the house, and Marcel linked her arnin\is.

'For appearances' sake.'

'I shall tell Therese it was all a mistake,' shelaled.



'‘She may not believe yoAlors, Jo, you have made a good beginnin
to your adventuress career. You have managed &xaha owner of
the chateau, if only temporarily.'

'Only through your connivance, and | hate deceit.’

‘Let it ride for the present. Later on you canaly cannot bear life at
the chateau and go home. | left you that loophgley will
remember.’

it would be better if | went home now.'

‘That | cannot allow.' He smiled wickedly. 'You canleave without
my permission, and 1 have your passport.’

Damn him, so he has, she thought angrily, for ltethken charge of
her travel documents.

'l will only cause everyone embarrassment if | skayger,' she
insisted.

'Far from it, and | promised your father you shastialy until you had
forgotten Terry Robinson.'

She had not thought of Terry since she had lefldfiy
"You know perfectly well there was nothing betwdan and me.'

'l never thought there was, but your father didy&mntil after theete
anyway. You will enjoy that.'

Jo considered that was unlikely, but she was ratidb leave the
chateau and this enigmatical man who still helddrer, though she
knew continued contact with him could only causeHheartbreak.



It seems I'll have to," she remarked ungraciou$lyt if you're
keeping me here to annoy Miss Latour, you're bemegan. Is it
necessary to try to make her jealous?"

'‘Not Yolande,' he retorted cryptically as they esdiethe house.

Madame de Savigny joined them for lunch and wadlg@ourteous
to Jo, asking if she had enjoyed her ride andaefwhre comfortable
in her room. The meal finished, she asked Jo—it mase like a
command— to accompany her to her suite. The sriti@tigsroom in

the base of one of the towers was semi-circulashape and
overcrowded with what were evidently Solange's taite pieces
and knick-knacks. There she put Jo through a cest@chbout her
family and its prospects.

‘Three daughters!" Madame pursed her lips. 'If yather has only
his farm theirdotscannot be large.'

Jo suppressed a smile at the old-fashioned word.

'‘Englishmen don't expect dowries,' she said. dedAlly will marry,
| expect, but | shall stay with Dad. I'm learniogrtin the farm.’

‘Then why have you come here?’
‘Therese . . '

'‘Bah!" Madame snapped her bony fingers. 'Do yowetxme to credit
that Marc would bring a girl overseas under hispeal escort for his
sister's benefit? A girl who uses his first namd #&eats him as an
equal? You have an unusual kind of beantgdemoiselleand plenty

of spirit. Marc is susceptible, but you are notidiable bride for him,

whatever your aspirations. Do you imagine you cai&p into my

shoes?'



‘They'd pinch me horribly," Jo admitted with a gaenigrin, but
Solange was not amused. 'You're mistakeagdame she went on.
‘There's nothing but friendship between me and goamndson.'

‘Do not seek to pull wool over my eyes. Friendslidgph, there is no
such thing between man and woman. Marc must mastgnide, she
has the money to renovate the chateau.' She Idokedly round the
room where carpets and curtains were a little shaBhe will restore
it to all its ancient glory. Perhaps Marc has tpdtd he does not care
about it, but as he grows older he will come torapiate it. It was the
cradle of his ancestors, and will be that of hiassduthelas,its
upkeep costs more and more. Yolande will makeatise and she
will bring up her children to love and reverenceitlgreat heritage."'

Jo realised that the chateau was Madame's greatTouvt she would
sacrifice Marcel's happiness and anything elsedtwatd in her way
to ensure its possession in perpetuity.

‘Do you believe stones and mortar are more impbrthan
happiness?' she asked curiously.

'Yes, because they endure, while happiness is eglaérBut | cannot
expect gparvenudike yourself to understand our great traditions.'

'‘Perhaps not,' Jo agreed, 'but | think they're atett!’

Solange looked disgusted. 'Like most moderns yoe ha reverence
for the past.' The blue eyes narrowed, needle-shephaps you are
also permissive, as they call it?'

'‘Not more than most," Jo told her, repressing adkatal. Since the
old lady was determined that she had designs upood¥| she would
not try to reassure her; she did not deserve é.\i8ndered uneasily
If Therese had been indiscreet, thus fosteringrigaa suspicions.



'‘Mademoiselle Latour is much incensed by your affivMadame
went on, 'she considers your presence is an ittsshkr.’

'l can't help it if Marcel didn't consult her," detorted. 'And her
attitude is an insult to me."

'She sees the obvious.'

‘There's nothing to see.' Tired of these insinuatido looked straight
into the hard eyes, and added: i came here beoayutdher and your

grandson arranged it over my head. As far as | ktimvreasons

you've been given are correct, but I'll tell yoistiMarcel has every

right to marry whomhe pleases, and if he should choose me, I'd fe
honoured.’

She knew there was no possibility of that, but wheted to needle
this old harridan, and her words had the ring athtr

‘Mon Dieu!' The wrinkled face became a mask of fury. 'He cgrive
must not!" She struggled to her feet. 'Go to yaan!' Her voice
became shrill. "You are an obstinate, schemingyhuwssd | would
sooner see you dead than mistress of Savigny!

Melodrama, Jo thought, as she sped thankfully fiteerroom, but in
the passage she halted. Madame was old and swsibrpass bad for
her. She might have a stroke or a heart attackeSoeshould go to
her. Opportunely, Marcel appeared coming towards he

'Hullo," he hailed her. 'Confidences over?"

‘Marc!" Unconsciously she used the name the fanalied him by.
'Please go to her, she's upset.'

His black brows drew together. '"What have you ls=ging to her?'

'It's what she said to me—she was rude and ingulltin



His head went up. 'My grandmother is never disemws.' He gave
her a keen glance. 'Were you playing your advessuaet?'

'No . ..yes ... please go to her, Marc.'

He went swiftly down the passage to knock on Saandoor. Jo
sought the solitude of her own room, and sat dowthe bed, trying
to recollect all she had said to Madame de Savifjtothing, she

decided, that could be distorted if relayed to Mgreven with

embellishments. He was probably well aware of thed lady's

attitude. Not that the situation was not complidadé@ough without
Madame's intervention. She had misled Thereselatieving she
was secretly engaged to her brother, and he hada@fto deny it.
Yolande Latour, suspecting an involvement, wajesland jealous
women could be spiteful. Madame de Savigny, coredrihere was
an involvement, was breathing fire and brimstonarEJo's courage
had faltered before the venom in her face whermabealismissed her.

It would all be rather amusing if her heart had Ime¢n affected, but
somewhere along the line she had lost it to Maveled did not want
it. That made her vulnerable to all the unpleasaniendoes flung at
her, and worse still, Marcel was inclined to makeital out of the
position in which she had placed herself, by maknogk love to her.
Jo gave a long sigh as she pushed her fingersliguéfoough her
hair. How peaceful existence at Greyfriars seensatpared with the
Intrigues at the chateau! Perhaps Madame de Sawgnid prevail
upon Marcel to let her go home, but even that rosgid not please
her. It would mean she would never see him agaid,tlat thought
filled her with despair.

What passed between Marcel and his grandmothes\d knew. In

answer to her enquiry as to her health, he assheedshe was
perfectly all right, but he gave her a very odcklcand she wondered
what Solange had said to him. For the present sisadaing as he had
advised, letting things slide. She had letters fioome, both her



sisters writing with messages for Marcel, which dhatifully
delivered and he received with a sardonic smild.l#& have any idea
of the havoc he wrought in feminine breasts? sheught
resentfully.June had passed into July and prepasativere going
forward for Therese's party. Jo had procured atheafgmuslin and
Louise, who was a good needlewoman, which Jo wds vias
running up a simple Empire gown for her to weare $bde with
Therese most mornings, and in the afternoons tisted some of
the nearer chateaux—Blois, Chambord, and the grestiaeval
castle at Sully-sur-Loire, This is complete, withoahy parapets,
curtain wall and towers crowned with pepperpot spwfhich are the
trademark of this period's architecture. It datesif1363, and it was
from here that Jeanne d'Arc rode out in 1430 onldstrexpedition
which led to her capture. To Jo's relief, Madame Skvigny
developed a slight indisposition—or was it tempeghd-kept to her
own suite so that Jo had no contact with her.

For more distant expeditions, Marcel insisted thator Charles go
with them. The road that follows the river througHeans, Touraine
and Anjou to the borders of Brittany, a distanceemxrly two hundred
miles, is congested in the season, and he didk&Therese driving
too far alone without a relief chauffeur. Jo had yet learned to
drive. The chateaux are strung like jewels on anchi@ng the river,
though not all are on its banks, but on thosesdde streams. Jo soor
realised that Savigny was a very minor erection mamed with the
other great piles she visited. The nobility deskttee Loire before
the Revolution when Louis XIV built Versailles aridunted in
Fontainebleau, which was much nearer to his captaicel insisted
that Jo ought to see all the major edifices, amdesof them entailed
an all-day excursion. She had no great love okktdtomes, and
might have rebelled except that she enjoyed thenguand the
weather was beautiful. But her head was soon wilgirlwith
impressions of turreted buildings, magnificentlynished rooms,
and the formal laid out gardens.



The Chateau of Chenonceaux is one of the best knawd Jo
thought it was deservedly so. Marcel took them dagt using his big
car instead of Therese's Fiat, for it was a longrijey. It is
remarkable for the two-storeyed gallery running ouér the river
Cher, a tributary of the Loire, with a huge squafeformalised
garden in front of it, the whole enclosed in a bowe trees and
woods. Marcel informed Jo that it had at one tiralihged to Diane
de Poitiers, as a present from her lover, Henri Il.

'‘Because of that it will always be linked with bgaand romantic
love,' he told her solemnly.

'In which you don't believe,' she retorted.

‘That is untrue. | warned you that other emotiomgla be mistaken
for it.'

They were standing in the garden with the lovelyn&ssance
building before them. There was a brief lull in theonging tourists
and for a moment they were alone.

'l wish we could have odral masquéiere,’ Therese said, it cries ou
for the brocade and velvets of former days. Traised blouses are
all wrong. Why do you not come to my party as HehrMarc? Jo
could be Diane, it would be so appropriate.'

'Not at all. Joe is not my mistress,' Marcel s&idrgy.

'‘Near enough.' Therese was eager. 'As Charles waidiannot be
correct in every detail.'

Marcel laughed, shrugged and turned away as a fgesly of
sightseers came pouring across the garden.

In actual fact, Diane was made to exchange Cheeaunc for
Chaumont by Catherine de Medicis, the vengeful widbher royal



lover, and it was Catherine who added the gallanning out over
the river. She was deeply associated with the hatkey, and all the
Valois masques and fetes, the shadows of which psidple the
woods, waters and formal gardens, and were instigay her.

They had lunch at an unpretentious inn, and thercélarove south
to visit other chateaux. The castle at Loches, dld 0o, was
iImpregnated with memories of Agnes Sorel, a loggl\wgho found a
king's favour. Then he decided they had had enbigibry for one
day and made for Vouvray for 'refreshment’, forr¢haumerous
producers offer the opportunity of sampling the trfashous of all
the Loire wines both in its still and sparklingroto visitors to their
cellars. Therese and Jo joined in this orgy, which decided
afterwards was responsible for her subsequentegskiehaviour.

It was getting dark when they left Vouvray and drothrough
Amboise on their way home. Its chateau standindp l@gove the
roofs of the town was floodlit, its towers and aslhooking like those
of a fairy palace.

As Jo looked at it, a daring idea occurred to Beweral kings had
housed their mistresses along the Loire—homes alutigeand
romantic love. Savigny also could be that. By he@naequest she
was sitting in the rear of the car and Marcel'd slehped dark head
was in front of her. It dominated her thoughts. Sfes weary of
frustration, half-truths and evasions; it was tismanething definite
emerged. She knew she could, in modern parlaneehion on; could
she not for once use that power for her satisfadtistead of his? He
might pretend he had scruples, but she had naale Atl this talk of
love and mistresses was tantalising.

She did not believe she would ever marry, but shédchave one
precious memory to take back with her from the &ao cherish for
the rest of her life. All that she needed was therage to take the
Initiative, and she had never been a coward. Shledmleefully to



herself as the car sped along the busy road. Shkl\goe Marcel de
Savigny a big surprise!



CHAPTER EIGHT

MARCEL came in to dinner that night without having chahged in a
flaming temper. They had arrived back late afteirttong expedition
and as usual he had made his nightly round of thieles before
dressing for the meal, and some catastrophe must ¢ecurred to
make him so late. Therese glanced at his black idrawn down
over smouldering blue eyes and asked timidly:

'Is something wrong?'
‘That damned fool Jacques!" Marcel snapped.

Jacques Dubois was a groom who had lived all hikiwg life at
Savigny and was devoted to horses, but he had ea&ngss—the
bottle. There had been instant rapport between dnoh the black
stallion, so that Marcel, overlooking the previdapse, had given
him sole charge of the animal, because most obther men were
afraid of him.

'He allowed Lucifer to break loose," Marcel went, doeing, |

suppose, drunk. The horse rampaged all over thetgside, and we
have only just managed to corner him. Luckily h#d some to me
when he will not permit anyone else near him, ekdepques, who
washors de combat."'

'He's not hurt?' Jo enquired anxiously.

‘Lucifer? Not noticeably. He was in Jourdain's noead-where he
grazes that mare of his. Delicacy forbids a furthescription of what
was happening.'

'So no harm's done,"' said Jo, relieved.

'Oh, none at all, except that | do not import vhleastallions to
service my neighbour's miserable stock.'



‘Cannot you charge him for it?' Therese asked.

‘He would not pay, in fact he is threatening mehvatdemand for
compensation for damage to his fences. Naturallgisimissed
Jacques on the spot.’

'‘Oh, nort,you will break his heart!" Therese exclaimed. I§ay is
his whole life.’

'‘He has become unreliable,' Marcel told her terselgnnot keep him
on the place.'

How implacable he is, Jo thought. Jacques Dubalsafgad in his and
his father's service, but he had no mercy on him.

The excellent dinner and rich Angevin wine restofddrcel's
temper, and he remarked that Jacques would béedrttta pension,
but the condition attached to it must be that hepkaut of the stable
yard, which would hardly be adequate compensasoige horses
were the old man's life. Therese said:

‘Jacques is a vengeful old man, Marc, you had tbétteon your
guard.'

Marcel laughed contemptuously, holding up his ghasshe light
which shone through the liquid turning it to théotw of blood.

‘You read too many thrillersna chereWhat could a weasel of a mar
like Jacques do to me?"

It occurred to Jo that he had used an unfortunatides for weasels
are killers, but preoccupation with her own proldesnon caused the
incident to fade from her mind. The daring projiett had occurred
to her while meditating upon the history of DiaAgnes, Pompadour
and co. caused her eyes to brim with wickednesd, Marcel,



glancing at her, demanded sharply: 'What devile/ yyu hatching
now, madcap?'

'‘Wait and see,' she returned demurely.

'Eh bien if you cause me any further annoyance tonighitlinet be
responsible for my actions.'

Therese looked from one to the other with a bewddeir.

‘You two are not likemourei&,' she complained. "You behave mor
as if you were enemies."'

‘Lovers often are enemies,' Marcel declared crgfiyicHe threw Jo a
lowering glance. 'The result of frustration.'

‘Then you ought to get married soon,' Therese sigde

Marcel gave a mock 'sigh, if only we could! Butdplsine has not yet
made up her mind.'

'Oh, Jo!" Therese's dark eyes were full of reproatbu are cruel to
keep my poor brother in suspense.’

'He seems to be bearing up under it very wellyeforted. She met
Marcel's blue gaze with bravado and was surprisedatice the
flicker of flame in his eyes.

'l am adept at concealing my emotions, TheresettanBnglish miss
Is taught to restrain hers. Being unnaturally andswally cautious,
Jo is taking a long time to make up her mind.' ldeegher a barbed
glance and added piously, 'l am sure her decisidnobe the right
one.'

Then, bored with teasing his supposed fiancee, d8llattanged the
subject.



Since they were all tired after the day-long expedj they did not
linger in thesalonafter coffee. Marcel went to say goodnight to hi
grandmother, who rarely slept before midnight, #mel girls went
upstairs. Jo's bedroom was over the front doorcklaand Therese,
she had discovered, were lodged on either sideegfthough there
was an empty guest room between hers and that ieccilyy the
master of the chateau. All their doors opened atié¢ogallery. The
servants slept among the maze of small rooms dver biack
premises, and Madame de Savigny and her persondlaoeupied
the downstairs suite at the far end of the building

Jo bathed and put on a nightgown instead of haxl gpggyamas. It was
a flimsy nylon affair that Alison had given her o@kristmas and her
mother had packed in her luggage. She had smileafstly when
she had discovered it. Her relatives were alwayadrto encourage
her to appear more feminine, but now she was glatishe had it.
There was a scent spray on the dressing table e3@drad put it
there, and Jo used it lavishly. Then she wentdddhg glass inset in
the wardrobe and studied herself critically. Di@ $tok seductive?
Her reflection showed a tall, long-legged figuregmed in soft nylon
folds, her small bosom nicely rounded but not cangpis. Her skin
had the creamy texture of a magnolia blossom, aa=iwhite where
it had not been exposed to the sun; but her nedkaams were
tanned. Patchy like a skewbald horse, she thougkbisolately,
recalling Alison's efforts with sun-tan lotion. Séeaw the point of that
now, though at the time she had been scornful okis¢er's efforts.
Her hair seemed to glow with a life of its own, uwas too red, and
not everyone admired red hair. She turned away witittle sigh,
seeing in her mind's eye a stylish Parisiennetiteg®@unette with the
bosom and hips of a fully developed woman, for ls® envisioned
Marcel's bien-aimee.True, she had an advantage over Yolande
looks, but even Yolande had more style. She saindanvher bed
feeling depressed and her eyes fell on a framedoghaph of her
father which she had brought with her. The pictusgds met hers
reproachfully.



The marriage of Roger and Annette Thornton had laeesry happy

one, and Annette was a one-man woman; there hadrmzeene else
in her life besides her husband. Her brood of deaerghimbued with

modern freedoms, had caused her some anxietyhbutad striven

by love and understanding to maintain her influeoeer them, and
in that she had had her husband's support. Botlv kred restrictions

and homilies were useless. Jo was the most waywidte trio, and

her adventurous spirit had led her into many s@apet always she
had known her parents were her friends and starefipgecially her

father. Now, faced with the most traumatic expereeaf her young

life, she was separated from home and family, anddmding her

away, she felt her father had somehow failed had ke been there,
she would have gone to him to straighten out thgléain which she

found herself, but now she had no one to whomruo. tu

Her love for Marcel was the most powerful emotidre drad ever
experienced, it was totally unexpected and ovemning, but she
was sure he would never dream of marrying her. atdent spirit

could not face the possibility of no fulfilment,estvas no wilting lily,

but a girl who did something about it. Both theidents in the forest'
and the paddock had indicated that there was antafbetween

them, though in Marcel's case it was only physatahaction. But it

would be sufficient to ensure for her a rapturaception if she went
to him tonight. On the principle that half a loasvbetter than no
bread she would take what he had to offer and pasider the

painful aftermath, for he would not want a pernmnennection.

Considering consequences had never been Jo's ginorig

Then she met her father's pictured eyes again e khe could not
do it. She could never face him again with sucleeaet between
them, knowing how shocked and dismayed he would blee told
him what she had done. He trusted Marcel and Isé=ither, and not
only would she be betraying his trust in her, h& would be inciting
Marcel to do likewise. There were greater |loyaltiesn her passion
for the Frenchman, who had no real love for hed,\&auld certainly



cease to respect her if she followed out her irgardf going to him
tonight. She nodded ruefully at the photograph.

'‘Okay, Daddy, you win. | guess | wasn't cut oubéca courtesan.'

Those 'royal mistresses who had so inspired hentolation had,
after all, given themselves more for gain than Iane de Poitiers
had obtained Chenonceaux from Henri Il, the lowamty years her
junior, and it had been a magnificent token of faxour. At least
there was nothing mercenary about her own loveMarcel. She
expected nothing from him, and Savigny was destit@dbe

Yolande's home. All she wanted from Marcel wasltng, and that
was bestowed elsewhere.

Feeling deflated, she wandered over to the windtvew the curtain
aside and looked out. There was a bright moon laatetrace before
the chateau was fully illuminated by its silversaeneath Marcel's
window a man was standing looking up at it. He wawll and
insignificant, but in spite of that there was sadmgj sinister about
him, an aura of hate which caused Jo's sensitike@gaeo vibrate. He
seemed to beholding something ... a stick or wiAdtzhe lurid
newspaper stories of shot gun murders flashedhatobrain. The
man was Jacques, and Therese had warned that heindagive.
Was he contemplating climbing up to the window? [litle man was
agile as a monkey and the worn stonework of thedaevould afford
him footholds. Marcel must be alerted. Without pagigo put on her
dressing gown, Jo rushed out of her room and ddwencbrridor
towards his. His door was unlocked and she burstvithout
knocking, glancing fearfully towards the window tside which the
assassin might at any moment appear.

‘Marcel...' she began, and stopped, for the roomemapty.

It was furnished very similarly to hers, excepttitie bed was wider
and it contained an upholstered armchair. It wasydit, for only the



bedside light was on, and the far corners wereahadThe lamp
illuminated a photograph by his bed, and she gldumatet curiously,
expecting to see a female portrait. It was, but lday was his
grandmother.

There was evidence that Marcel had been in the rémmhis jacket
was thrown across the bed and his shoes were imitdhdle of the
floor. Then she heard the sound of running watdrraalised that he
too had his own bathroom and was performing hisitadsls. Jo
hesitated, wondering if she dared creep up to thdaw-and see if
Jacques were still there. Marcel was in the bathrdaut he might
appear at any moment . . . naked. His looking-gtafiected her
image, looking wraithlike and insubstantial in tldem light,
swathed-'in her nylon drapery.

The bathroom door opened, and Marcel stood onhttestold, clad
only in black pyjama trousers. Smooth brown torad aowerful
shoulders gleamed like bronze in the subdued fhightde had very
little hair on his chest, and his damp locks cudéedut his patrician
head attractively, while his eyes gleamed like baps as he beheld
his visitor.

For a fraction of time they stared at each othemt overcome with
desperate shyness, Jo drooped her bright head/aneing forgotten,
overwhelmed by a surge of passionate longing. ld&ntas the only
colour about her, for her face was pale as alabaatel the pastel
shade of her nightdress had a ghostly effect.

Then, swift as a panther pouncing upon its preyrcelamoved.

Reaching her, he dropped to his knees, claspinthigdrs with both

his arms, his head pressed against her abdomdarghi Jacques,
her father, Yolande, everything except Marcel'sspnee and the
triumph of having brought him to his knees. Herdsamoved over
his hair, then caressed his naked shoulders.



In one swift movement he released his hold andomdss feet again,
gathering her close against him, raining kisses@nface and lips,
and she responded, sinking against him, weak with,lher bones
seeming to melt, as they strove to weld themsebssss closer
together.

It was the scent that destroyed those idyllic maseiMarcel
suddenly wrinkled his nose and pushed her almadently away
from him.

'‘Faugh!Quelle horreur!

'‘What is it?'

‘That . . . stink!"

'It is called Allure, it is some Therese lent me.'
'Eh bien,it does not allure me.’

The spell was broken and consternation gatherbthneel's face. He
passed a hand over his eyes as if to dispel a degadrhis voice was
harsh as he exclaimed:

'So you are real! | thought you were a phantom edoky my
longing. So often | have imagined you here, stagglist so, inviting
my love.'

After which revealing speech, he sat down on the bevering his
face with his hands. The curtain over the open awwndoved in the
draught, catching Jo's eye, and she recalled heamcewith a gasp of
dismay.

'‘Marc, you're in danger! she cried urgently.

He looked up at her, his eyes alight.



'‘And so,ma belleare you.'

‘Marc, there's no time . . . he's out there acgdes! | think he has a
gun.’

'‘Mon Dieu!'Marcel sprang up from the bed, but as he movedrtdsv
the window, Jo leaped in front of him.

'‘No, don't, he might shoot!

Marcel thrust her aside, reached the window, pullaside the
curtains, and looked out at the moonlit night. deezed her ears with
her hands, expecting every moment to hear a repdrto see Marcel
fall.

‘There is no one there,' he told her.
'‘But there was ... 1 saw him.’

'Did you?' He turned to look at her, suspicion drgbelief plain in
his expression; the chiselled features had harddnsdips curling
sardonically as he surveyed her desabMas't 'en,Jo, this is one
prank too many.'

'It isn't a prank,' Jo declared insistently. 'Heswtanding under your
window, and | ran to warn you without waiting tot @unything on."

'So | see.' He glanced away from her flimsy cowgrin

Jo was bewildered by the sudden change in him.adebleen at her
feet, an ardent lover, now he had become a coldastc
admonisher. Had he really believed she was the dimiemt of a
fantasy? But he must have discovered when he estdbtaar that she
was flesh and blood, or had he imagined she was@oeelse? Some
woman who haunted his imagination as he did hers8Budh
originally she had had the wild idea of coming ionhshe had



rejected it, and she was entirely innocent of dtsgrior motive. Her
intent had been to save him from possible extingtiand his
insinuations were wholly unjust. Conscious of ogém virtue, for
shehad resisted temptation, she crossed her arms ovebdsam,
and said indignantly:

'l know what you're thinking, Marc, but you're eqjiguite wrong. |
did see Jacques outside, and my only thought was o yau in
time.' Reminded of his danger, she frowned anxjoulsle may still
be outside lurking in the bushes, waiting until ‘yeuput your light
out. Hadn't you better wake the servants and dh#en to search for
him?'

‘And have them laughing at me for being a nervalist? As if
Jacques is capable of attempting murder!" He ladiggzornfully.
‘You must have been dreaming.'

He drew a quick breath, his nostrils expandingevhis eyes began
to glitter.

'‘Mon Dieu,Jo, this is too much! There is a limit to my satiatrol.’

'Is there?' She smiled seductively. Fate had ledirtte the very
situation she had contemplated and reluctantly idsed as
damaging to her self-respect and unfair to herefatMarcel had
betrayed he was far from indifferent to her, and ather

considerations faded from her mind. Child of thenpssive age, she
would not allow a few scruples to stand in theirywahen she
wanted him so desperately, and he wanted her.

'l love you, Marc,' she said simply, and saw hiartstYou want me,
you can't go on pretending you don't.' He madé tassipeak, but she
rushed on impetuously, 'l know you're going to maviolande
Latour, and you have hien-aimeein Paris who is more attractive
than | am, but they aren't here and | am.' Her bgeame luminous



and she held out her arms to him. 'Love me toragiat I'll ask for
nothing more.'

He made a movement towards her, his passion kopdgiimesponse,
but stopped abruptly and turned towards the winddwes foll¢' he
muttered hoarsely.

'It's good to be a little mad sometimes,' Jo retdrmlisappointed that
he had not accepted the invitation of her armsu'May recall that
you said you'd teach me how to love—at least, Wedt what you
implied. | hated you then, but you also said ha&s akin to loving.
You see, | have become an apt pupil, for you'veemake up, as you
wanted to do.' She moved across the room and tvineedrms about
his neck, pressing herself against his bare b#cki tan't repudiate
me now, after all you've said.' She felt a trenoorthrough him'‘Mon
Dieu, what have | done?' he murmured. Then he becanakimidper
clasp.

it will not do, Josephine,' he said, gently remagyvner clinging arms.
‘Not like this. Your father entrusted you into mgre, and | cannot
betray his trust.’

At mention of her father, Jo drew back. Again skk lhewildered;
Marcel's reaction was so unexpected.

it's my life,' she said defiantly. 'l can do whaike with it.'-

'‘Not with my contrivance." He stiffened, peeringwthointo the
garden. 'Therées something moving out there.’

Instantly Jo forgot everything but the menace oletsEhe stared out
over his shoulder at the moonlight landscape.

‘Marc, you must do something to protect yourself!



'‘What, from thatanaille! He has gone again.' He closed the windo\
drawing the curtains across it, and Jo wonderéeé iiad really seen

anything or had merely sought to divert her. Ha¢drback to face

her and now he had himself completely under control

‘Ma chere petite filleyour offer was very generous and | apprecia
it, but | am not such a cad as to take advantage lof spite of the
scent,' he smiled almost tenderly, his stern feataoftening, 'you are
not a tart, and are far too innocent to know wirat §re doing. | have
been at fault by putting ideas into your head,.bubhe looked away
from her, 'you can be so damned provocative, aatithmy only
excuse. You are very young and vulnerable, and haloseduce
virgins.'

Jo felt a scorching flame of humiliation licking la¢r deflated ego.
Marcel was telling her she was too young and ntvaterest him
seriously. All his amorous innuendoes, his kisead,meant nothing.
She told him:

‘There has to be a first time, and I'd rather is wau than Terry.'

She had the satisfaction of seeing jealousy—could be
jealousy?—contort his face. He seized her by heulslers, his hard
fingers digging into the soft flesh beneath tha thylon, and shook
her violently.

'‘Enfant du diablg he muttered savagely, 'will you drive me crazy?'
‘Yes,' she returned coolly, i'd like to.'

But Marcel quickly controlled his passion. He raled his hold of
her, giving her a little push, and she was suresheulders would
show bruises where he had gripped her. He saidlyguierefuse to
give Grand'mere and Yo an excuse to throw mud &t yo

The reminder of Yolande was like a cold shower.



'l see, Miss Latour would be shocked to hear tliabéen in your

room, even though | have a perfectly legitimateusgc' Jo's voice
rose shrilly. "You're scared she might ditch yoshi¢é discovered what
hasn't happened!

'Hush!" He glanced towards the door. 'l will explabout Yo upon a
more suitable occasion. There is a time and plaiceverything, and
this is neither.’

He crossed the room and stared moodily at the ghapd beside his
bed as if his grandmother's face was reminding dfitmis duty. He
said laconically:

‘After thebal masqué shall announce our engagement.'
Jo went cold. 'So soon?' she whispered.
Marcel gave her a comprehensive glance.

'High time, | should say.' He picked up his jacked threw it at her.
'‘Put that round you, Jo, you are too damned ewgtiewthout a
covering.'

| wish | could entice you,' Jo murmured rebelliquat she slipped
her arms into the jacket. It was lined with silkdagsmelt faintly of
tobacco and after shave.

'‘Oh, Josephine—Jo!" Marcel was half laughing, haligry.
'‘Bullheaded, rash impetuous little madcap! Whehyalu grow up?'

He took his robe off a hook on the bathroom doakut it on; it was
a brocade affair in black and gold, which was Jsgoming.

'l am" grown up," Jo said sullenly, 'and I'd likekhow what your lady
in Paris has got that | haven't.’



'‘What lady in Paris?'

‘Your mistress.'

'l have no mistress in Paris or anywhere else.’
'‘But you implied that you had when | asked you.'

'l am sure | did not, what | did say was that isvmat a fit subject for
une jeune fille.'

‘You always treat me like a child,’ Jo said wealtilyat's the trouble,
Isn't it? You consider I'm too young for you.'

'‘Not at all—your youth, your eagerness for lifeuydonesty and
candour are what | like about you.'

'Like but not love,' she said mournfully, sittingwh on the edge of
the bed.

‘Take the chair, please, Jo,' he said harshly.b€dds too evocative.'

Meekly she obeyed, quelling a pert retort. Marcadl ltompletely
regained command of both himself and the situafitve enchanted
moments in his arms might never have been. Shet boigjo back to
her room, but she was loath to leave him, for theas still the
possibility that Jacques was lurking outside, amel presence of
another person might deter him if he were contetimglaan assault.

‘Those chateaux were so romantic,’ she said drgaexpecting
dismissal and trying to keep him talking. 'All tleodovely
ladies—Diane de Poitiers, Agnes Sorel, Madame Pdmpa. . .
their lovers weren't bothered with scruples.’

'l am not a king,' Marcel pointed out. 'They coualat marry whom
they chose, and their consorts were not always atibip.'



'‘No, but you're the Comte de Savigny, and also loaligations,' she
returned tartly. She would insist upon returningneo she thought
despondently; she could not bear to be presehesial masquand
witness Yolande's triumph when Marcel announced ir th
engagement.

'l am not—as | have repeatedly told you, the tgtlebsolete," Marcel
Insisted. 'l am a breeder of horses and a farrker your father,
though it is true | do have obligations to the &sta

'‘Which are more important than love.' For he cauily retain the
chateau with Yolande's money. He came to stand®ésr, ignoring
her remark, and started to stroke her head lightly.

You have beautiful hair, Jo, the colour of autueaves, and it is soft
as silk. You are still so young, in spite of youpotestations, you
believe that this love of yours, which | assure y®wnly the first

awakening of your womanhood, should have instatisfaation, a

view held by most of your age group, but you neee tto test your
feelings before you do something irrevocable.'

Jo darted a swift glance up at him, her eyes stokiny face was
inscrutable, his downcast eyes concealed by hik tlashes. She
jerked her head away, unable any longer to endigrégmt caress,
which was what he would use to soothe a fractidukl.cHe had

rejected her and was trying to soften his rejectiath a lot of

meaningless words. He would do nothing to jeopartis standing
with Yolande whom he meant to make his wife.

'l shall tell Therese our engagement is off,' skid decidedly. 'That
I've found | couldn't endure life here at Savighyckily you left me
that loophole, which I'm sure you expected me ke ta

'‘Why did you say we were engaged in the first pldo®@' he asked
negligently, though there was suppressed eagerlnebss eyes,



which she did not perceive, her gaze being fixednuper hands
clasped in her lap.

She shrugged her shoulders. 'As | said beforegstjust a sick joke ...
that misfired.’

'Yes, you have rather a misplaced sense of hurhatiat least it gave
me the opportunity to claim a few kisses.'

'‘Oh, for heaven's sake!" Jo sprang to her feetu Won't get any
more.'

Those kisses had meant something to her, thoudhatieaccepted
them so lightly.

'‘Opportunities or kisses?' he asked, grinning.
'‘Both.’

‘Yet you are still here in my room," he reminded peintedly. He
moved restlessly. 'Might | suggest you go backdaryown? | am
only human, Jo.'

He was weakening, but she no longer desired himetke love to her;
she was too deeply wounded by his careless dishotbkar love, as
if she did not know the depth of her own feelingscimbetter than he
could, and the imminence of his engagement to YX#akle was a
callous, cynical brute, she told herself angrilyd avhy she cared for
him so deeply was a mystery. Right from the begigrie had used
her as a diversion, amused himself by arousingahdrteasing her.
But he baulked at going all the way, because thghihcommit him
more deeply than he wished to become. Nor did sihedredit that
the Parisian mistress was a myth. There must benaaw somewhere
in his life; he was no ascetic and he was a Freachi®he had seen
enough to know Yolande did not attract him sexyallg was
marrying her for convenience, and it might be thveas a vacancy in



his love life at that moment, but he consideredvga®gtoo young and
inexperienced to fill it. That was the sum totaladf he had been
saying. But she would not be available for any nenaic passages
when he was feeling bored. She drew herself updbyothe light
making a flaming nimbus of her hair, ruffled by hisgers, her eyes
wide and scornful.

'I'm going,' she said disdainfully. 'I've no wishftirther strain your ...
er ... humanity, if that's what you call it. | cdulise a less pretty
word.' He took a step towards her and she retréwtstly before the

sudden fire in his eyes. 'l apologise for my intwas she went on, 'it
was well meant. tlid see someone on the terrace, and | thought
intended to take a pot shot at you, but you'reveio to believe me.

You thought I'd succumbed to your masculine chavim¢ch was not

the case. If I've teased you, by being provocatiweas in return for

the many times you've teased me, but | never hadshlightest

intention of going to bed with you.'

Pride demanded that he should believe her, bus#ehed doubtful,
for he said softly:

'‘Did you not, Jo?'

'‘No, and | meant what | said about telling Therese engagement
was off. | want to end all intimate connectionshwtou here and
now.'

Marcel's mouth thinned to a hard line.
You will tell my sister nothing of the sort.'

She shook her head defiantly and moved towardsloloe, but he
stepped between her and it, his fingers on thelaaaddark-robed,
tall, menacing figure.



'From henceforth | shall call the tune and you didlas | say. Unless
you want me to tell her the truth, that it wasup&t joke on your part
and | supported it to save your face.'

Jo drew back, her face flushing. She did not wdrdrése to learn
that she had been the victim of a hoax, she wosiloust. Marcel was
showing himself as she had first assessed himnryeal, arrogant
and unfeeling.

'‘Cynical devil!" she muttered.

'‘Call me what you like if it relieves your feelingie returned
imperturbably, 'but please understand our engagestéhstands
until I myself choose to explain to Therese.'

He opened the door, and peered into the dark passag
‘You may go now, the way is clear. Goodnight.'
Jo took off his jacket and threw it at him.

‘That's too incriminating to take to my room," sed loftily, and
swept past him, her head held high, blinking baekrd that
threatened to fall. He caught her round the wagfbre she had
crossed the threshold, his arm like a steel trajutaber body, and
imprinted a burning kiss on the space below her ear

‘Goodnight, sweet termagant,’ he murmured. Unptaolie man, his
eyes were alight with merriment as if he found h#empt at a
dignified exit funny.Dors biert.'

Jo resisted an impulse to slap his face, but tbet retaliation
would only provoke him to some sort of violent réac and she was
too spent and weary for any further exchange. Tmg Iday at
Chenonceaux and the subsequent emotional turmdilchaght up
with her. Marcel held the door open to light thesgmge as she



stumbled towards her room. He would not risk tugron the passage
switch. He stood watching her retreat, until shet éxatered her room,
but she did not look back.

Arrived there, she made a grimace at her fath@dsograph.

'It's all right, Daddy,"' she addressed it aloud) $till virgo intacta,
but it's more by good luck than good management.’

Then she threw herself on her bed in a storm oftea



CHAPTER NINE

ExHAUSTED though she was, Jo only slept fitfully, and awake
cold sweat from a dream in which Jacques was hyintiiarcel
through a forest and she was powerless to warnlhiwas still dark,
but further sleep eluded her, and the atmosphetieafoom seemed
close and oppressive. She got up and looked dbeaofindow to see
the sky was beginning to lighten. She had a gorajihg to be out of
doors, so she showered and dressed in slackstamdsaveater, then
crept downstairs, lighting her way with a pocketto The massive
bolts on the front door were intimidating, but thegre kept well
oiled, and slid back when she exerted all her gtreThe Chateau de
Savigny, like many others, had originally been glesd to be a
fortress, but the iron-bound door was all that Vedisof the former
building. Jo stepped out on to the terrace anddddkack at it. No
light showed anywhere, and it looked grim and mempagainst the
now grey sky.

Instinctively she turned her steps towards thelassatwhich were
familiar territory. She was resolving that somelsh& must persuade
her father to allow her to return home. If he re=di how unhappy she
was, she was sure he would recall her. She woutbain opportunity
to telephone him without eavesdroppers, and onethat Marcel
was not what he believed him to be would "'do thekt That she
might be maligning her host did not trouble her;ré&h did not
deserve any consideration from her and surely hddume glad to be
rid of her after the embarrassment she had causedshe must, she
simply must leave the chateau before ti@l masqueand the
announcement of Marcel's engagement to Yolandeukato

It was still too early for the stable staff to heverk. She decided she
would saddle the palomino mare herself and go fooaning ride,
though she was not supposed to go out on her dvawas not afraid
of encountering Jacques; he had no quarrel with ded he had
always been friendly towards her. He was the man kndd come to



fetch Lucifer from Greyfriars, and their kindredenrest in the stallion
had been a bond between them.

There was no lock on the gate into the yard, bshagpushed it open,
the Doberman guard dog came growling towards herkméw her,
and as soon as he recognised her, started to wagunnp of a tail in
friendly greeting. She had been reprimanded foringalka fuss of
him.

'‘Guard dogs are useless if made into pets,” Madradl told her
severely, but Jo had ignored his dictum when he weaghere, and
now her overtures were paying off.

There were rooms in the main building, formerly tiwach-house,
which was adorned with a small tower and a cloeko Bf the stable
lads slept there in turns and were supposed to &aegye on the
premises, but they relied upon the Doberman to wh&e if any
intruder came into the yard. The clock showed it wat yet five
o'clock, and the light had brightened. As Jo redcae to lift her
saddle off its peg, she heard a slight sound, hadlbg which had
followed her went back into the yard. Her hearclganed its beat as
it occurred to her that Marcel might have had #traesidea as herself.
Abandoning the saddle, she went to the door antedezautiously
round it. Jacques was walking stealthily towardsitar's box, and
the light glinted on the weapon he held, not a guha wicked-
looking knife. Intuition told her what his objectws; he had baulked
at attacking Marcel, and now his vengeance wast@deowards his
ex-master's most prized possession. His hatrdteohan was greater
than his affection for the horse, and to maim amahwas not a
capital offence even if it were traced to him. Haswalready
unlatching the door, as Jo ran towards him. Hednssppeared inside
when she reached it, and she rushed in after htmmwa thought of
danger to herself. Lucifer recognised his groontha$oberman had
also done, and turned his head, nickering softkpeeting his
morning feed. Jacques made a lunge for his baclotes; but Jo had



caught his arm. She fought to wrest the knife from, but for all his
small size, Jacques was strong and wiry, she sthaldsperately:
‘Help! Aidez moil Au secoursfhe Doberman began to bark. Uttering
a stream of invective, Jacques threw Jo off, anvdckd upon her,
his knife raised, the light of madness in his ey&st before he
reached her shrinking figure, he was struck dowrcifier was not
tied to his manger, and alarmed by the commotidnngehim had
swung round. Jo caught a glimpse of him as he deasges flat, eyes
rolling, teeth bared, his front hoofs flailing. Ookthem sent the little
man sprawling. Jo made for the open door, hopirgtape before he
recovered, slipped on some fouled straw and fati;ling her head
on the lock of the door, which was swinging shudemthe frenzied
onslaught of the Doberman. She knew no more.

She returned to consciousness and a medley ofseohfmpressions.
She was lying on her bed in her room in the chatleauat first she
thought it was at Grey- friars. Her head ached,therat was sore,
and she was burning hot, drawing her breath wifficdity. A
woman in a dark dress and white headdress cameemd

‘Daddy,' Jo muttered. '1 want Daddy.’

But all that came was a strange monster with omge leye in a dark
frame, which hauled her into sitting position andd®a her senses
reel. Then it vanished together with the strangenam and Marcel
was there.

He bent over her and his voice was thick with earoti
‘Mon ange, ma cherispeak to me!'

She was not his angel, or his darling, he had sgguher, why must
he torment her with love words?

'‘Go away, mocking devil!" she shouted at him—astieshe thought
she shouted, but her voice was low and hoarse.



Then all was confusion again, Lucifer's rearingnfprJacques’
menacing face, until mercifully she slept, and dred. But now it
was Marcel she saw. Marcel in black brocade ordehnier from his
room.

‘But | thought you loved me,' she sobbed in heaiire
She saw his cynical smile, his contemptuous air.

‘Love is nothing but a biological urge, and | nééds money. | am
going to marry her.'

Yolande with a triumphant expression, her greers geering over
Marcel's shoulders. The images came and went.

On the second morning after her accident, Jo wokedognise the
white-capped woman seated beside her. So she ahsnog an
illusion. She had a calm sweet face and was anwiSister.'| have
been ilI?' Jo asked her.

'‘Comment?’
Jo tried again'Je suis malade?'

The nun understood thatine fidvre!'she said, 'But now he go. You
better soon.’

But the visions returned. Jo tossed and mutterked.Sister gave her
an opiate.

The following morning she really was better, theefehad left her
and she felt weak, but cool. This time she foundfhther seated
beside her.

'‘Oh, Daddy!" She clutched at him, fearful that de Wwas a phantom
created by her distraught imagination. "You'll take home?'



'‘When you're strong enough, dear.' He took her$iamniis. ‘My poor
darling, you've had a bad time."'

‘Awful,' she sighed, but she was thinking of Mayoelt of her illness.
‘How did you get here?'

'l was sent for when you were hurt.'
‘And you won't disappear?'

'‘Disappear?’ He grinned and pressed her handsydithink | was a
ghost? Aren't my fingers substantial enough?’

‘There've been so many of them,' she told him.yTdwme and go.
Marcel came, Miss Latour, Lucifer. ..’

‘You've been delirious, darling. You had a blowtlo® head, followed
by pneumonia. But antibiotics have got your tempeea down.
Marcel was afraid your skull might be fractured. Bleanged for
X-ray apparatus to be brought here so you need@aonoved, and
engaged Sister Veronique to nurse you. Luckilygheas no break,
and you'll be no crazier than you always were.'

'l must have been an awful nuisance,' Jo said gldWwhy wasn't |
sent to hospital?'

‘Marcel wouldn't hear of it,'” Roger explained. "light the journey
would be too trying for you, or so | was told. H®oke to me on the
phone, and since we haven't started harvest | biesta come at
once. But you've talked enough for now, darlingu¥austn't tire
yourself.'

There were many questions Jo wanted to ask, buwsbeery weak.
Marcel apparently had been very generous and vied; s far as
she knew he had not been to see her—he probahlghia better
not to appear personally interested in her afethat had occurred.



Yolande might be suspicious, though she did notwkmd that

midnight scene in his bedroom, the memory of wisiilhseared her.
Perhaps Marcel would tell her about it when theyewmarried,;

married people should not have secrets from eauoér.ode would
tell her how he had had to deal with a lovesickestment and would
make it all sound very humorous. But by that tinhe svould be
safely home again and all that had happened incErammuld seem
like a dream; a lot of it seemed dreamlike even,noixed up with

the fantasies that had beset her during her fever.

On the next day Therese was permitted to come ¢ohge and
complained bitterly about her banishment from tlok soom.

‘That Sister of Mercy told me | was too vital, toeely, and | would
disturb you with my chatter. As if | would! She &sktoo much upon
herself, but you are really betteherie,l do not disturb you?'

'‘No, you cheer me up.' Jo was smiling. She heslitadeyour brother
at home?'

‘Marc? No, he is in Paris.' Jo flinched. Had hegytmthe mistress
whom he had declared did not exist? Having a lisgy foefore
proposing to Yolande?

Therese was looking at her wonderingly.

it is most strange,' she said. 'He came to seewmn you were ill,
and you became very agitated and called him a.dgweihe did not
come again.'

Mocking devil, she had called him, but that wasobefhe had been
ill.

'l was off my head,' she reminded Therese. 'Diunitealise that?'

Therese pleated the coverlet with nervous fingers.



‘You had to be kept quiet, but | would have thoudtghe broke off.

‘That Marc was the one person | would want neatr Jodjnished her
sentence, for Therese believed they were in lovee Gare and
expense Marc had lavished upon her would suppodt tl
misconception, but perhaps he had felt some regplitysfor her
condition. Her feelings were unchanged, but he dita relieved to
be quit of her. She went on with an effort:

‘The truth is we had a row just before this hapgér&he touched her
head. 'l suppose that's what | remembered.'

Therese did not look satisfied, and Jo changedubgct.
'‘What has happened about thed masqu@ Is it still on?'

'‘Oh, but of course, and we hope very much youlvelstrong enough
to attend it, at any rate for a little while.'

‘That's; nice of you, but I shall be going home.'

‘Ah, no, that you cannot do. You must be here orbirtjrday or it
will all be spoiled. It was to be for you too, remmiaer?’

'Yes, f remember,' Jo said faintly. Marcel hadstesi upon that so
long ago when first she had come to the chateawvdddd not insist

now, unless he wanted to wreak a subtle revengeroing her to

hear the announcement of his engagement to Yolande.

'‘Besides,' Therese went on with a puzzled frovou gre betrothed to
Marc.'

'‘Not any more,' Jo said hardly. 'That was whatthewas about. I...
| had to tell him I couldn't bear to live at theatdau.'



'‘Ah, bcrn?'Therese looked distressed. 'But deerie,Marc will not
always live here. He plans to move to one of himi&a and that would
suit you, being a farmer's daughter.'

Jo shook her head. 'He's given that idea up, heler leave the

chateau.' For wasn't he marrying Yolande to hag@tbans to restore
it?

'‘But, cherie——' Therese began, then noticing the signs of strain
Jo's white face, went on, 'We must not talk abbany more, if it
distresses you. As you know, your papa is stayerg.hShe giggled.
'He has been a great success with Grand'mereaye b to her and
she adores it.'

'‘Perhaps that will reconcile her to having an ird/&disted upon her,’
Jo said sourly, for she was sure Madame de Savigrsf resent her
iliness, 'but | hope it won't be for much longer.'

"You must not talk so,' Therese reproved her. '‘Gra@re is not a
monster. She thinks you were very brave. ..'

At that point Sister Veronique came in and ordélrbdrese out. Her
patient must rest. Jo was not sorry for the infgrom; much as she
liked Therese, there were so many subjects thae \wainful to
discuss with her. At least she had disposed ofrtuexk engagement;
she was thankful to have finished with that. Marttadl told her to
leave it to him to tell Therese, but he hadnot demeand she could
not keep up the deception any longer. From Thehesehoughts
went back to that morning in the stable; she wilsysty vague about
what had occurred. Jacques—had he been hurt? AciteLu. Her
last recollection was of the great horse on hid kegs pawing the air.
She did not think Jacques had touched him, but eiéner her father
or Therese cognisant of the facts?



Next morning she was allowed to sit up in a chgithe window and
was surprised to discover how wobbly her legs weBester
Veronique assured her they would soon regain #tesngth, she was
young, and youth was resilient.

So at last there's some advantage in being yoantholight wryly.

She had glanced at herself in the mirror as sheethtavthe chair. Her
dressing gown was a serviceable woollen affair witte belt, and it
seemed to hang on her. Could one lose so much twaigb short a
period? for she had not been ill very long. Heefa@s very white,
her eyes enormous, and her hair all the reddeoitrast. | look

hideous, she thought despondently.

Her father came in and said how glad he was tdee@p, and she
smiled wanly.

'I'm pining for the good air of Greyfriars to coraef# my cure.'
He looked at her curiously. 'l find the air hereypleasant.'

'‘Perhaps I've never become fully acclimatised.tBut how is Luci?
He wasn't hurt, was he?'

'‘Oh no, he wasn't. He's fine." Roger looked uncomfortabled,an
always intuitive where her affections were concdrid® demanded:

‘Something is wrong, isn't it? Tell me, did he kill Jacques?'

Her father nodded. 'You'll have to know some tiffieere was an
inquest, of course, and the coroner, while retyranverdict of
accidental death, recommended that Lucifer shoellddstroyed.'

'‘Oh no!" Jo was horrified. 'That's not fair! Jacgiiead a knife, he
meant to hamstring him." Full recollection was reiog to her. 'He
was wild with Marc for dismissing him, and soughtcawardly



revenge. | think he was very drunk. When | triedstop him, he
turned on me.'

She shuddered and covered her face with her haackl)ing that
dreadful moment.

'l didn't know that," her father told her. 'Marsaid he found you by
the stable door and carried you in.'

Sister Veroniqgue came in followed by Louise cargyia tray of
coffee. She looked at Jo, and tartly told Rogegdo but Jo was
herself again.

'‘No, he's staying,' she said firmly. 'We have thitigdo. We must tell
the true story to save Lucifer before it's too .IaBhe turned to her
father, is Marc in Paris?'

'Yes, dealing with the litigation regarding JacgDeoois' death. But
didn't Lucifer strike you too?'

'‘Oh no, | was trying to get out and fell, catchinty head on
something on the door.'

‘All the same, I'm afraid the coroner regarded faras a dangerous
animal, though Marcel has appealed on his behalf.’

'‘But it was an accident—Luci was scared, he dige#n to kill. He's

not used to people fighting in his box and I'm dueeknew Jacques
meant to harm me.' Jo half rose from her chamust go to Paris to
defend him. Why should a noble animal be destrdyechuse he
struck a little rat who was trying to injure him?"

Colour had risen in her cheeks and her eyes weaaskispgy at the
prospect of conflict, and Sister Veronique glanatber uneasily.

‘Your temperature is rising,' she warned in heeatsd English.



'Oh, rot!" Jo ejaculated with all her old vigowatddy, you must get
in touch with Marc and make sure he knows the fiagés. You see,
only I know exactly what happened before | was keocout, and
I've been so vague and stupid with being ill andtlaht.’ Her

expression became anxious. 'Luci is all right, befshere?’

'Yes, he's here.' Roger's eyes twinkled. 'Lucifpredicament will

effect a complete cure, I'm sure. Don't you wo8igter, | know our
Jo, she's a lot tougher than you think, and shayawvas a firebrand
where anything she loved was concerned.’

Jo sank back in her chair. Anything she loved—batdél whom she
loved most of all had had nothing from her but@bin the face and
the rough edge of her tongue. She had always leaely to misjudge
him. When Therese had told her he had gone to ,Psines had
immediately surmised that it was to see a womarenvhe was
fighting to save the fine animal they both loved.

'‘Give me a cup of coffee, please,’ she said to d;yuwwho was
hovering near the door. Then to her nurse, 'Doortyvabout me. I'm
not running a temperature, in fact | feel stroreyeary minute. Action
IS a tonic, you know.'

Louise handed Jo the coffee, and poured more fgeRand Sister
Veronique, who was making a vain effort to feesJmilse. Louise
was glad to be ministering to the English miss mgahom she had
always admired. Over the rim of her cup, Jo lookredly at her
father as she insisted:

‘You will get in touch with Marc, Daddy, as soonea®r you can? |
shan't rest until you do.’

Again Roger looked troubled. 'Marcel won't want youoe involved.
You couldn't be called as a witness because yoe \lerand the



coroner considered it was a clear case of a stadliwaging a groom
and no further testimony was needed.’

'‘But that's ridiculous!" Jo half rose from her ¢hdim the witness for
the defence, as it were. If Marc is being stupid yaust inform the
police of the true facts, or I'll do it myself.'

'Oh, you'd better leave it to me,' her father dmagtily. He knew
Marcel would hate Jo's name to appear in the papetsf she were
thwarted she was capable of some crazy action.

A gendarmecame to take Jo's statement and he agreed tliate¥ac
attack upon herself altered the situation, ,butMas not sanguine
about Lucifer's fate. Whether it was an accidenhat; a man had
died.

But no one had anticipated the reaction of thegpi®senting a story,
reporters and photographers arrived at the chaBrashing Gaston
aside as he tried to turn them away, Jo went otihém, realising
publicity might help Lucifer's cause.

They photographed Lucifer, the stable yard, thetezhg and Jo
herself feeding the horse with sugar lumps to emigkahis
gentleness. She was in mortal terror that the dnwaald take
exception to the cameras, but to her relief he wedheautifully. The
newspapermen retired with their booty, after payidwg fulsome
compliments and assuring her that they would arpusdéic opinion
on Lucifer's behalf.

In due course, the photographs appeared in thegpapith articles
praising Josephine Thornton's heroic action. Srelikaned to Joan
of Arc, and Lucifer was the hero who had savedfioen a drunken
man's attack.

Unfortunately the de Savigny's were disgustedhag considered
newspaper reportage the height of vulgarity. Saangs livid, the



older servants shocked, and even Therese enquiiedad been
necessary. Jo was in disgrace, but public opinazhviion a reprieve
for Lucifer, which was all that mattered to her.

She had her father's presence to support herticliily atmosphere,
but even Roger seemed a little stunned by theduiols disclosures
had evoked. He remarked dourly that other news teisthort, or
else the public were glad of a diversion from &siknd bankruptcies.

‘You and Lucifer are very photogenic,' he told jthwa twinkle. '‘And
Frenchmen always appreciate a pretty woman. Yba'lhaving a
film offer next.’

'‘God forbid!" Jo exclaimed fervently.

Throughout the proceedings there had been no wond the master
of the chateau himself, and Roger was appreherabdeait that,
though he concealed his anxiety from his daughtaving arrived at
a very satisfactory arrangement with Marcel herdiilwant it to be
disrupted by Jo's rash conduct. She was leadingraat life again
and had ventured out on her palomino mare, andrelsées/ed to
notice Lucifer had been transferred to another box.

When they were all assembled for lunch, some thiags later,
Therese started to complain about her brother'snales He was
needed to organise the preparations for her biythda

'l cannot think what can be keeping him," she said.

'‘Can you not?' Solange de Savigny fixed Jo witlsilisk stare. 'He
cannot appreciate the notoriety that our heroisgas brought upon
us' she said sourly. 'He must have found all thadilipity most
obnoxious.'

Jo restrained a retort that it was a small prigestpfor Lucifer's life,
for Madame cared little for animals and would tdieopposite point



of view. She hoped she had not offended Marceglgire would be
more understanding?

Therese said, 'All the more reason to retire heraust be worse in
Paris.'

‘That is not so," Solange told here. 'Paris iselagy man can lose
himself there, but here we are vulnerable. Do yoawkGaston had to
order a coachload of sightseers off the premiseseygay? The
canaille wanted to view the stables as part of their tourthef
chateaux.'

'It's a mercy they didn't get to them," Roger rdwmdr 'They might
have found Lucifer was far from the gentle lambshéeen
represented to be.’

'It's just a nine days' wonder,' Jo sought to sotilem, it'll soon be
forgotten and | shall have gone. Daddy is needetheriarm and |
shall return with him.’

'‘But ourfeteday!" Therese wailed. "You must stay for that.'
'Oh, except for you, dear, | shan't be missedsaid firmly.

Roger and Madame de Savigny exchanged glances,Ragér
cleared his throat. '"You'll have to wait to see ¢dhmabout that,' he
told Jo, giving her an enigmatic look.

‘Well, naturally | want to thank him for all histrble.' Jo's colour had
risen. 'But | could always write to him."'

She did not want to be present at the masked ball.

But that proved to be unnecessary, because thiat Wigrcel came
home. He had neither telephoned nor written, soahisval was
unheralded. Jo encountered him in the hall on fagrte go upstairs



to dress for dinner. She was much thinner and piader when he had
last seen her, with a fragile look about her indte& her normal
healthy bloom.

She paused with her foot on the first step as edchaer name, while
her heart began to beat wildly. With an effort slmaed to face him.

"Monsieur de Savigny, this is a surprise—I didmibw you were
expected.’

‘What formality!" he exclaimed mockingly. ‘What hlaappened to
Marc?'

'Oh, he ceased to exist as far as I'm concerned ye showed me
the door." She strove to speak lightly and forceldugh. 'l must
apologise for all the fireworks | seem to have eaus Paris, but |
had to save Luci.'

'‘Bien entendubut you,ma chereare you fully recovered? You are
very pale.'

'‘Which means | must be looking horribly plain.'
*You could never look plain to me.'

She moved her shoulders. 'Don't you know by now thdon't
appreciate French gallantry?' She had been loaknygvhere but at
him. The memory of that night in his room when hd misconstrued
the reason for her coming still scorched her whenremembered it,
and his reappearance had recalled it vividly. Theoollecting how
much she owed him for the nursing and attentionrstereceived,
she forced herself to meet his eyes and said nraogisly:

'I'm glad to have this opportunity to thank you tioe care you've had
lavished on me, but you should have sent me toitabsp



Marc came up to her and laid his hand over hernsrédsied on the
banister, preventing the flight she was contempdgti

‘This last prank of yours was a little expensite,'said drily. "What
on earth were you doing in the stables at dawn?'

'Restoring my battered ego with the only companioreally care
about,’ she returned frankly, 'and if | hadn't gthrexe, Lucifer would
have been hopelessly lamed.’

His face darkened and his hand clenched over hers.
‘That despicable rat! He deserved what he got.’

'‘My sentiments exactly.' She wondered if she dareglire if he now

realised her fears about Jacques were justifieditreat she had come
to him with a genuine warning, but decided it wadr not to reopen
the subject. She went on:

‘But | didn't want Luci to be branded as a killsw,please forgive me
for all the hoo-ha in the press which has excedyiaffended your
good grandmother.'

She spoke at random, aware in every quivering n&riaes hand over
hers on the banister. She had tried hard to didglelove for him,
concentrating upon her return to Greyfriars, thosigé had longed to
see him again, yet half hoping she would be sptreadrdeal. Now
he was here, touching her, emotion was surginginvitier. She
yearned to throw herself into his arms, to feelipson hers, the hard
pressure of his embrace, but she must remind fiéhnselit had only
been a game to him, and any weakness on her patdvemly
damage her pride further. She tried to withdrawttaerd, but he held
it firmly.



As he did not speak, she went on desperatelysiira your family
will want to greet you, and I'll be late for dinnér don't go and
change.'

He raised his brows. 'l am dismissed?’

‘Well .. . er ... Oh, what do you want of me, MaEverything is over
between us—not that there ever was much.'

He reached for her other hand, and holding bothantold her:

'l insisted upon seeing you when you were fevebsit,you did not
know me, or | hope you did not, for you called maeail.'

'So Therese said.'

'Oh, did she? She was always indiscreet.'

'l ... | was off my head, Marc, | didn't mean it.'
'l am glad to hear that.’

‘But you .. . went away.'

'‘Reluctantly, but when | found my presence onlytagd you, there
was no point in staying and | had much to do indarconnection
with Jacques' death. Perhaps | had been too hatshhimn, but |

cannot tolerate negligence. Anyway, he would havaklhimself to

death, so perhaps his end was a merciful deliveranc

'‘He brought it on himself, so there's no blamech#d to you,' Jo
assured him. Standing on the step above him, benfas level with
his, and she saw there were lines about his eyemanth and a look
of strain. Evidently he had been through a diffidirhe, and she
continued gently:



‘You look tired, Marc, but it's all over now, ankth@ you're home
again, you can rest.’

'With Therese'®al masquéo organise?"'

'‘Can't she do it herself?' Jo felt a stab, foraswot only Therese's
fete, but his own approaching engagement for-which heldvbe
preparing. There would be bound to be a stir innt@ighbourhood
when that was announced, many relatives and frieadléng to
congratulate him, for though he had only a smathaediate family,
there were many distant connections of the de S sigrho would
want to pay their respects. 'Please let me go, Mahe pleaded,
trying to free her hands. 'l really must go andng/ea’

'Running away?' There was a glint in his eyes.
‘No, why should I? Marc ...

Then Therese came out into the gallery, alreadp@dd, and seeing
her brother, came tearing down the stairs to henddif at Marcel.

‘At last! Mon cher frere!"

Marcel loosed Jo's hands during her precipitousatgsand opened
his arms to receive her. Jo beat a hasty retre#ftaigtairs, hoping
that Therese had not come to a wrong conclusian the attitude in
which she had surprised them.



CHAPTER TEN

To Jo's dismay her father yielded to the de Sawgmyessing

invitation to stay until after the masked ball. Wishe remonstrated,
pointing out that he would be needed on the faergdctlared that he
could be spared to take a holiday, as harvest bagieth begun and he
had left a reliable man in charge. August was tmedst month and
they were still in July.

‘And surely you don't want to miss it?' he askedking at her with a
slightly puzzled air. 'l can understand your wishid@turn with me, as
you say you don't feel equal to the journey alcara] your very
natural wish to be with your mother in the circuamstes, but I'm
given to understand this occasion has a speciaifis@nce for you.'

It had, but he could not know that, and it wasthan to be mystified.
But when she asked him to elucidate, he only lookedwing,
remarking that he was neither blind nor stupid &lvdhat was going
on, but he wasn't going to put his foot in it wiiny premature
disclosures. He had a subtle air of conspiracy alom which
baffled Jo, for he was a forthright man and it wakke him to have a
secret from her—besides, what was there to con&ahad made a
swift recovery, though she still looked a littlaifr her indisposition
and the Lucifer episode having occupied less thHamtaight, though
it seemed to her very much longer. She could ribhée father that
her anxiety to be gone was to avoid the announceofeMarcel's
engagement to Yolande, and she had managed tdrbideéhim her
emotional involvement—if it could be called that evhit was so
one-sided—with the master of Savigny. Though sheaeaasionally
tempted to tell him the whole sad story, it woudddetter to keep her
confidences until they had gone home and not Wialevas Marcel's
guest. So she had no option but to acquiesce agbisrself to meet
the coming ordeal with what fortitude she could taus



Her father spent a lot of time with Marcel at orfidnis farms, which
was some distance away on the banks of the Loir+tertm confused
with the Loire, of which it was a tributary. Marcehs planning to
transfer his horse breeding activities there, asetivas better grazing
than round the chateau. Therese told Jo there nvalsiananor house
on the property which was being renovated, a chaymid place, and
she thought Marcel had some idea of living thefeeihad to sell the
chateau, which he would not have to do if he mdrifelande, she
ended with a sigh, and reproachful look at Jo foraking her
engagement. Jo, of course, had never told herubestory of that.

Therese's birthday was during the last week ohtbath, only two
days separating it from Jo's. Marcel was determtoetb honour to
the occasion, which was to be not only his sistddg, but to
introduce the future mistress of Savigny. The distwas still
sufficiently feudal for that to be important, or goseemed to Jo.
Actually she had not seen Yolande since the actitem as Marcel
was always out, she concluded he was spendingntesat St Pierre
when he was not with her father. Workmen meanwihiées busy in
the chateau. Coloured lights were festooned owerfaade and
outlined the towers, also outlining the approachasas the gateway.
The great entrance hall, normally so chilly andifdding, was filled
with banks of flowers. The huge dining table waterged to its full
length, and would be loaded with provisions fouffét supper. The
carpet in thesalonwas removed and the floor waxed and polished f
dancing. An air of festivity hung over the placeaasies of cleaners,
electricians and caterers swarmed through its peeimaking their
preparations.

Roger had scorned Jo's simple muslin dress.

‘My daughter shall look as fine as any of theseadent toffs,' he had
told her proudly, but fortunately when they werered. He hired a
gown from Paris for her from a theatrical costusndirwas of cream
silk, with an embroidered skirt and hem, with thiéfed sleeves, low



decolletage and high waist of the Empire periode Tdostume

included a spangled scarf to be worn, not overdmeulders, but
precariously draped over either arm, which wasvibg the Empire

ladies wore them. Louise experimented with her,hairling the

heavy locks and dressing them high on her headthatladdition of a
switch of the same colour which she had procureth vsome

difficulty. Jo had to admit the result was very twming and added
style to her costume. Jewels she had none, exeeptlver cross and
chain, and Louise bemoaned the lack of a necklagggesting

Madame de Savigny might be asked for the loan ef bat that Jo
refused to consider. She knew the old woman's llgdtiad been

increased by the publicity over Lucifer, and she tine last person of
whom .she could request a favour.

On thS evening before the ball, Jo was on her wéed, earlier than
usual since she would need all her strength ormtbeow, when
Marcel came out of the dining room and called to he

'One moment, Jo!"

She was surprised to see him. He had not been idinwer;
presumably he had been at St Pierre. Therese hadrekk that
Yolande would not come to Savigny while Jo wasdHhmcause she
did not want to be contaminated by the presensemieone who had
been mixed up in what she described as 'that degaffair', and
had been greatly put out when she learned thaiffeeder would be
present at the ball. How true that was, Jo did krmiw, but she
derived a dreary sort of satisfaction from the taet Mademoiselle
Latour would have to put up with it. albeit for tlaest time.

As Marcel came up to her, Jo experienced the famgtir of her
senses, and quickened pulse. He looked so verysbara and
debonair in his frilled white shirt and velvet jatk He thrust an
oblong case into her hand.



‘A little souvenir from me for saving Lucifer,' beld her with a wry
smile.

‘Thank you, but I didn't do it for reward.’

'l know that, but you deserve something. It is atsor birthday
present.’

Jo opened the case; it contained a necklace térgiiyy stones and a
pair of ear-rings to match. They looked like diami®rbut surely they
could not be.

‘Are they real?' she asked stupidly.

Marcel drew himself up haughtily. ‘Naturalljpa mie Would | insult
you with paste?'

Jo shut the case. 'l can't accept anything so bliahe protested.

‘Lucifer is very valuable to me, and your fathepayes of the gift,
S0 you need not scruple to accept it.'

'Oh, does he?' Jo wondered if Roger had any idedaf they must
be worth. 'Thank you very much, Marcel, but woulddémoiselle
Latour approve?’

‘Definitely not, but her approval does not signifyis lips twitched.

'‘Propriety does not become you, Jo, and for aneumadventuress
you are singularly unenterprising. Have you notbexd diamonds
are a girl's best friend?'

Jo flushed, recalling her past follies, which seemery childish

now. Had she really aspired to be an adventurdss@ she had
lamentably fallen down on the job. She would haegexd that scene
in his bedroom very differently if her motives hiagen mercenary.



Marcel was watching her with his normal quizzicapeession and
something else in his eyes.

‘Take them, Jo,' he said softly. "You have earhecdhf honourably.’

Jo summoned her courage to put the question shadtaueviously
dared to ask, but which had troubled her ever dimaenight.

'So you know now that my fears about Jacques wara fantasy? He
was hanging about the grounds that night with eviéirit and Idid
see him and ran to warn you?"'

Again his lips twitched. 'Yes, | realise your pmse was perfectly
legitimate, | feared it was too good to be true §@ had come to
offer yourself to me.’

Jo turned away her head, while the shamed blood@d her cheeks.
Mercifully he did not know that she nearly had.

'l weMId be grateful if you would forget all thdtdidn't behave very
well, but then neither did you.'

That one moment of crazy rapture when they haddfusgether
oblivious of all else, but he had thought she was hallucination,
though why she should have so affected him shenbaer fathomed.

Marcel was shaking his dark head.
'l cannot do that. It is one of my most treasuresnories.’

'I'm surprised to hear you say that. | hope youtddten have such...
such fantasies. Mademoiselle Latour won't appredizm.’

'What has Yo to do with it?' he queried. 'You sedrsessed by her.’

‘She looms rather large upon the horizon,' Jocalil



His long lashes descended over his eyes, which &eaiahlicious
gleam.

'l might almost surmise that you are jealous.' €lvesis almost a purr
In his voice, as if her possible jealousy pleasad h

'Of course I'm not,' Jo lied bravely.
'‘Again you disappoint me.'

'Oh, stop fooling!" Jo's exasperation sounded mvogce. He was
deliberately tormenting her, for he knew she watindifferent to
him. She drew herself up proudly.

'l wear your diamonds, Marcel, as part of my toose, but
afterwards | must return them. | neither deservedesire such a gift
from you.'

'That is unreasonable.’
She shook her head.

'‘No, Marcel, at last I'm learning wisdom. Besidéd, have no
occasion to wear them at Greyfriars, and it wousbils their
brilliance to keep them always in the bank.'

'If you return to Greyfriars.'
'‘Oh yes, I'm going, as soon as the ball is over.’
'‘Qui vivra vena,he drawled.

'‘Oh, you'll live to see it,' she said tartly. ‘QIm not ungrateful for
your .. . er ... hospitality, and you once saidsit Yo France would
enlarge my horizons. It's done that. I've ... ledrguite a lot. Au
revoir, Marcel.'



She ran upstairs, but when she reached the gatane impulse
prompted her to look down. He was still standingerehshe had left
him, watching her ascent, but his expression wakearesardonic nor
mocking, a little tender smile was on his lips. der? Marcel? She
was having delusions now. When had Marcel ever teeder

towards her?

The evening of the ball was fine and warm, thouggred was no
moon. Marcel, Madame de Savigny and Therese, sin@as her
celebration, stood at the foot of the stairs toenez the guests.
Madame had stayed up for this auspicious occasidmas regal in
black velvet and pearls. Her dresses always hadliadlook, so she
was quite in the picture. Therese had chosen t@sept Marguerite
Gautier, the Dame aux Camelias, and was identdidy the
blossoms on her corsage and in her hair. She wiooeed skirt, and
her unruly hair was disciplined into the correglest She carried her
mask, which she would put on later, although it haslly a disguise,
and hoped to use it as cover for a little harmilesation. Marcel was
a gentleman of the Empire in a beautifully tailobdaick velvet coat,
double-breasted, cutaway and swallow-tailed. Untiére wore a
black and silver vest, and a white silk cravat, ptating his costume
with tight white trousers and black half-boots. I never looked
more imposing and elegant. He had refused to poliddrair, but his
own black locks had been permitted to grow longantusual for the
occasion. He had wanted Jo to join them in theivexgeline, as the
party was also in honour of her birthday, but she tirmly refused.

None of the guests except the Latours were knowmetoand she
wanted to be inconspicuous. Josephine Thorntoestieth birthday
was of no interest to anyone outside her own fanaihd her father
had supported her decision.

He was rigged out in a court dress belonging toaigm's late
husband, which fitted fairly well; a dress coathwiilack breeches
and stockings. He and Madame were good friends dwecdid not



fear her acid tongue, and paid her complimentschviwere not
insincere, as he genuinely admired her, thoughidheefer to her as
'the old battleaxe' to his daughter.

Jo and her father stood together in front of thakbaf flowers,
delphiniums, phlox, hydrangeas, all the bloomsaté summer, that
filled the huge fireplace, watching the arrivaltioé glittering throng
of guests. There were, as was fitting for that towide,
Impersonations of Diane de Poitiers, Madame de Bkrgan, Agnes
Sorel and La Pompadour. There were two Louis Xtbrfe of them
Charles Latour, several members of the BonapaméyaNapoleon
himself and military costumes of great splendoom8 had resorted
to earlier times, and there was a Richard CoeurLib®, in
uncomfortable chain mail, an Eleanor of Aquitaimeweeping robes
and a burly man as Henry II.

'‘Quite a spectacle,’ Roger remarked, 'but wherehdyg all come
from?'

'l believe the de Savignys have many friends amshections in the
countryside," Jo told him. 'Some of them have casdar as from
Paris.' Therese had been her informant.

All the guests wore black velvet masks and wereanoed by their
fictitious names, Gaston, in his element in a vieb@at and white
wig, pronouncing them with gusto. A footman alsaftendance took
the wraps from those who had brought them befae ¢ineeted their
hosts. Some of the ladies went upstairs to theedpadroom which
had been designated as a powder room, with Louiseharge.
Others, after shaking hands, and in many casesgidse hostesses'
cheeks, went straight into tlsalon,where drinks were being handec
round.

Watching the kaleidoscope of colour and elegancahdught that
this was how the chateau must have looked in datgtays, when its



owners changed from their hunting clothes to tgengeous evening
apparel. When the Empress Josephine was annouheebtbaked

curiously at the masked but easily recognisablaréigof Yolande

Latour. Her dress was similar to her own, and $$eelzad a diamond
necklace around her throat. Had Marcel given Ite®? Jo wondered.
Her bared neck and shoulders were a little scralwayshe moved
with elegance and grace, wearing her costume withyal air. She

lingered, talking to Marcel, kissed Solange's cheakd then

Therese's, who visibly shrank, and then swepttimealon.

'‘Who's that girl?' Roger asked. 'She acts likeQbeen of Sheba.’

'‘We aren't supposed to recognise anyone," Jo rechihdn, 'but
between ourselves, that's Marcel's intended."

'Marcel's what? Her father looked bewildered.

‘You'll hear all about it later on,' Jo said hastilot wishing to discuss
Marcel's engagement until she must.

'‘Now look here,' Roger said sternly. 'l esteem Mbade Savigny, |
believe him to be a worthy young man, butii€rench, and I'll not
stand for a resurgence of past amours.'

It was Jo's turn to look bewildered, wondering @ Hather could
possibly have some inkling of her own involvemeithwhe master
of Savigny, but there was no reason why he shoakké up the
cudgels on Yolande's behalf, who was a strangeimoand he must
know she herself had no claim on him. About to laisk to explain

himself, she was forestalled by Charles, who cam®uhem to ask
her to dance, and Roger gave her a pat on thedgoshying:

'Run along and enjoy yourself." And as she hesitdi@on't bother
about me. I'm going to talk to the old lady. | ss&ee's finished
receiving and would probably like some refreshment.



Charles led Jo into thealonwhere a waltz was in progress. If Marce
had the wrong figure for Napoleon, Charles' shape @en more so
for the Sun King, who had been a small man, wedrnigh heels to
give him height. Charles was tall and weedy, bsitdnocade costume
was magnificent.

'You have not come as Madame de Montespan,’ he s
reproachfully.

'l couldn't manage a hoop, and someone else hahatidea.'

He encircled her with his arm and they began toceams he
continued:

'You make a better Empress than Yo. She is staetugh, but
Josephine was a gracious woman and Yo looks likewme.'

'‘Not very complimentary to your sister, are you?rdmarked. 'But
what's biting her? | thought she would be on tofhefworld, and in
any case I'm not representing the Empress butyadathat period,
and you're not supposed to know anybody's identity.

‘As if you could disguise yourself from me! | haviesed you while
you have been ill, and | hope you are quite rec/&r

'Oh, I'm fine, but I've been in circulation for serime now, and |
haven't seen you around the chateau.’

Charles looked embarrasseflh 'bien,there were reasons, | had tc
support Yo,vous savezJo didn't, but supposed it was something 1
do with her notoriety over the horse. 'Quite a mergou have been,
n'est-ce pasfe went on. 'l suppose Marcel is lost in admiratio

'‘Not so you'd notice,’ said Jo, 'to the de Savigpublicity is
anathema. To me Lucifer was more important.’



‘Such a tender heart! Would you do as much for i@ mman?'
'‘Depends upon the man, but men can usually defemdgelves.’

'l am defenceless before your bright eyes,” Chadeslared
dramatically. "You should pity me.’

'You can't see my eyes properly,' Jo retorted rabg
‘They shine through your mask.' And he trod upandoe.

'‘Suppose you pay more attention to the dance asddemy eyes,' Jo
suggested cruelly, because he had hurt her.

'‘Ah, pardon,l ammaladroit,but though these masks are no disguis
they are an excuse for a little licence. May | tgka into the garden
and make love to you?'

"You may not, and Marcel is coming towards us.'

'‘Unmasked and looking like a thundercloud." Chalad glanced
over his shoulder. They had halted by one of thlewadows.
Charles still had his arm about Jo's waist and Blamas threading
his way towards them with displeasure plain infaise. Jo's heart
throbbed uneasily as she beheld his splendid dackfigure, but she
had no idea how she could have annoyed him.

'‘Excuse me,' said the master of Savigny suavedygh his blue eyes
were glacial. ‘My grandmother wishes to have a waith you,
Charles, before she retires, so if you can tearsghuiaway from your
charming partner, perhaps you would go to her.'

'l am honoured,' Charles returned drily, withouho®ing his arm.
'‘We have not visited the chateau for some timel ama surprised she
has remembered my existence.'



'‘She has not been well," Marcel told him curtlyotibtless she wants
to make her apologies."

'Eh bien, a request from her is a command.' Charles reltigtar
removed his arm from Jo's waist. 'l regret to leaue, Josephine, but
| will soon return, and you will dance with me agfi

'‘Perhaps,' Jo said provocatively, and Marcel fralvne
‘A bientot, ma mie,5aid Charles as he took himself off.

'‘What was that he called you?' Marcel demanded harl€>
disappeared.

'‘What you called me when you gave me the diamadhdsiot sure
what it means.’

'He has no right to be so familiar!" Marcel wasvgloog and Jo
wondered if he could possibly be jealous. He wasdoa dog in the
manger if he were.

'‘As an old family friend he considers himself pleged,’ she said
sweetly. 'He'd just invited me to go into the gardeth him, since a
little Licence is permitted at masked balls.'

‘Would you have gone if | had not intervened?'

'‘Possibly.’

'l would have wrung your neck if you had," he ssaslagely.

'Oh, Marc, such a display of temper, and peopldoarang at us!

Curious glances were being thrown by the gyratiogptes towards
the pair by the window.



Marcel seemed to recollect himself. '1 must goraatle sure Charles
Is not boring Grand'mere. Now, no tricks tonighyjau please, Jo. It
IS important you appear dignified.’

'I'm afraid that's rather beyond my powers,"' Jarretd, wondering
how it could possibly matter to him how she condddterself when
his mind must be full of his forthcoming announcem®erhaps that
was it. She was staying at the chateau and he dalitgs denizens
to be on their best behaviour out of respect ferfliiure wife.

‘Nothing is beyond your powers when you set yourdo it," he told
her. 'l am only asking you to use them in a rightl @lecorous
direction to do credit to us both."'

'Reckon yu be asking a moighty lot of a stable lester,” Jo
drawled.

'Oh, you are incorrigible!" Marcel laughed. Themgsone called him
and he left her abruptly.

Jo watched him disappear with wistful eyes, reithgcthat he had not
asked her to dance, and now she had alienated htm her
mischievous tongue. Well, it was better so. It wlobndve been too
bittersweet to be held in his arms knowing it warsthe last time.

She did" not lack for partners after that, for, efdiened by being
masked, a number of young men, and older men &upested the
pleasure. She saw Charles return toghlen,but managed to elude
him. She was paid heavy compliments in French whiehonly half
understood. She laughed and flirted as if she lddarcare in the
world, though her heart was heavy with a senseoss,|but she
refused all invitations to go into the garden. $fassed Marcel
dancing with Yolande as she waltzed with Richar@@ale Lion,
and resisted a vulgar desire to put out her toagjen, as she saw he
was frowning at her. The mail-clad arm was holdieg too closely



for comfort, but she made no protest as it seemethhoy Marcel.
Yolande looked peeved, and Jo wondered vaguely wizat
displeased her, for as she had told Charles, shddshe on top of the
world.

Supper time approached, but Jo had no intentidreinfy present in
the dining room when Marcel made his announcentd@t.father,

confident she was enjoying herself, was playingdgan another
room. Jo went up to her bedroom, but did not fatd there; Therese
or Roger might miss her and come in search of &, she would
feel happier out in the open air. Slipping on &darat, she went out
into the gallery and choosing a moment when thkedpgleared to be
deserted, ran down the stairs and escaped thrbagipen front door.

Those couples who had sought the concealing daslkoesarry on
their amours had gone inside in search of refreshmend the
grounds seemed to be deserted. Jo made for thbbamyuwhich

concealed the stabling. There were seats withinsiisltering
greenery put there for those who wanted to mediatéirt in a

secluded spot, but now they were empty. Jo sat dowone in the
deepest shadow, prepared for a lonely vigil. Thieypaould break up
when all the healths had been drunk, the congtadn&amade, and
when she saw the guests dispersing seeking thsipeaked behind
the chateau, she would creep back to her room. Maénshe tried
to concentrate her thoughts upon her welcome hdmeould be

good to see her mother and sisters again, to d@Binto the forest
... No, not the forest, Marcel's ghost would $tigjer there, but with
the start of harvest she would be too busy to tiaweto brood.

She was changed, she knew that; the light-hearnt¢dvgo had
groomed her horses on the morning after Marceligadrhad gone
for ever. He had told her he would teach her tmb®era woman, and
she had learned her lesson well.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

FROM where Jo was sitting the chateau looked unreattaatrical,

with its facade outlined in coloured lights, and tincurtained
downstairs windows brilliantly lit from within. Mael had told her
she would become used to living in it when upostfeeeing it she
had been overawed by its size. She had done thataupoint, but she
had never felt it was a home; it was more likengvin a hotel.

Music and laughter floated out into the night dirough open

windows and doors, for the hired orchestra wa$ glaying. Jo

looked away from the building to the straight avermd the drive,

where more lights were strung from tree to treianas the entrance
gate, a romantic approach to a fairy-tale ediflmat, romance was
scorned by its owner, who was contracting a memyenerriage

tonight; all this was the trimming to disguise tbatdid fact.

Jo would like to leave on the morrow, and this waslast night but
one at Savigny, and it was nearly tomorrow now,Hmrtfather had
insisted that they would need a day's rest to mcdrom the
festivities, so she must endure the post-engageowergratulations
and pretend indifference for another forty-eightitsg disguising the
gnawing pain in her heart. It had been a very ldag starting with
the bestowal of presents. Because of the uncertafrfbreign mail,
she had not heard from her family; they were kegpfeir greetings
and presents for her return. Therese had givesdest, Solange an
antique brooch, and Marcel the diamonds, whichnsedetermined
to return; even though she was sitting in shadoivthe starlight was
dim, the reflected light from the chateau causeantio glitter when
she moved. She and her father had combined toltneeese a crystal
dressing table set, which Jo had known she covbtédhe morning
with its birthday presents and flurry of final pegptions seemed very
far away tonight.



Jo sighed and wondered how long it would be bettoegoarty broke
up and she could seek the sanctuary of her rooew&h not wearing
a watch, but it must be past midnight. Continensigys kept late
hours, and tonight was an occasion. Tomorrow Ydaawduld be
preening herself as the future mistress of Savigng,plans would be
put in hand for the renovation of the chateau. pibssibly she
would order the smooth lawns to be dug up and linftamal
flowerbeds, which were a feature of so many chatethe plants
sternly disciplined in intricate designs. Holdingetpurse strings,
Yolande would be in control and Marcel, no longasker of his own
domain, would seek more congenial distractionsansp returning
now and then to father the children which woulchbeessary to carry
on his name. Such was the pattern of marriage®mfaenience, Jo
thought, but what a travesty of the love and congahip her
parents enjoyed in their so satisfactory union.

So lost was she in her depressing thoughts, sheotliabotice the dark
figure approaching her, until it called her nambke Taint gleam of
the jewels about her neck had betrayed her presence

‘Jo?C'est toi? Je t'ai cherchee par tout.'
Searching for her? She had recognised Marcel'®voic

but what did he want of her tonight of all nightd€ had spoken in
French and it flashed into her mind that it was anale he was
seeking, and the name he had called was Yo. IttrbglYolande was
acting coyness, causing Marcel to have to finddedore he claimed
her before the assembled company. She had lood&d suthe

salon, and they might have had a tiff. A little demon raischief

prompted Jo to play up to his mistake. She hadnoftanted to
imitate Yolande's high shrill voice, and this was bpportunity. She
said:



‘Tu me cherchesMer French had improved since she had come
the chateadAh, Marc, il faisait trop chaud a l'interieur gt desirais
etre seule.’

She held her breath, wondering if she had usedit words.
Evidently she had deceived him, for he reachedhtrhands and
drew her to her feet.

‘Come, mignonne,do not be shy, they are waiting for you in th
salle-a-mangerwhere | am going to claim you as my betrothec
Disturbed by his proximity, the close clasp of hands, Jo did not
notice that he was speaking in English, but shistegkas he tried to
lead her away, and he went on:

'‘Perhaps a little preliminary wooing will give yeonfidence to face
the ordeal in front of you.'

Freeing one of her hands, he slid his arm roundheulders to draw
her closer to him, and his voice was half tendaif,inocking, not the
way he usually spoke to Yolande at all, and Jdest#d under his
arm, thinking what a fraud he was, for she wasagete did not love
Yolande, he was marrying her for her dowry. Natyrdolande
would expect some demonstration of affection from,land he was
giving her her money's worth by apeing the ardewei, but what a
farce it all was! His other arm was about her wastd he bent his
head. She knew he was going to kiss her, but shiel cmt accept
kisses intended for Yolande. With a sudden movesieatvrenched
herself free and backed away from him.

'I'm not Yolande Latour,' she told him coldly.
To her astonishment he returned.

'l never supposed you were. Your imitation was vgopd,' he
laughed amusedly, 'but her voice is not quite sibl,smor her accent



so deplorable. They say the French spoken in thel&&oire is the
best in France. Besides, | left Yo in thedon.'

‘Then why ..
He interrupted her sternly;

‘Your behaviour tonightina cherehas been quite outrageous. | ar
thankful Grand'mere was not there to witness ienlto cap it all you
have to hide yourself in the shrubbery. We couldthimk what had
become of you. What imp has possessed you now?'

‘You've no right to scold me,' Jo said indignaniyd Mademoiselle
Latour complain that | was disgracing the sedateoaphere of the
chateau? | noticed she was looking more than yssialir. But what |
do is nothing to do with you or her, and for oncevds enjoying
myself.'

‘Were you, J0?'
She did not notice the irony in his voice, but eslon recklessly.

| was having a good time, and if my conduct offehddl your
stuck-up friends | don't care. At least the menfgdpreciated me!'

'So | saw . . . damn the lot of them!"

'‘Why So? Because they wanted to dance with me wjoahdidn't.
But I'm forgetting, Mademoiselle Latour would naiMe liked you to
partner me, and now you'll have to do her biddexg.ept when you
sneak off on a binge to Paris. Thank God I'll sberhome and can
forget this place and all that's happened hered' spioke recklessly,
easing some of the pain and jealousy that had mhadéterminable
evening a torment to her. She went on:



'‘Now, if you'll let me pass, I'll go up to my roowhile you get on
with your celebrating, and remove my offending pree from your
sight.'

Marcel did not move, but stood in front of her,ddmg her retreat, a
dark menacing figure.

'You are talking a lot of nonsense, Josephinetolaeher in his best
Comte de Savigny manner. '"You are coming in withtongupper.'

"'l do no such thing!" She tried to slip by hibyt he caught her arm
and swung her round to face him. 'Let me go, Mahg'pleaded, her
control breaking. 'l ... | don't want any suppefl don't want to see . .
. Her voice became inaudible.

'‘Have you forgotten | told you that tonight | woudghnounce our
engagement?’

Forgotten! It had never been far from her mind.tWeas why she had
fled to the refuge of the shrubbery.

'l haven't had much chance to do that,' she redume calmly. 'But
| don't think it's an occasion for congratulation.’

‘Why ever not?'
'l don't believe in marrying for money.'
‘Your father never told me you were an heiress, Jo.

'Oh, for God's sake, stop baiting me! Ever sincarhe here your
grandmother has been impressing upon me how negeassas for
you to marry Yolande Latour. Tonight you're goirg fulfil her
wishes.'



'Oh, Bon SangVHe sounded exasperated, and his fingers d
painfully into her arm. 'Have | not explained therever was and
never will be an engagement between her and me®d hlways
treated that infant betrothal as a joke, but | Gegnd'mere has been
working upon your credulity, and that is why youe aalways
throwing her up at me. No, Jo, the engagement Igamg to
announce, and | do not think it will be against yaushes, is yours
and mine.'

Jo stood perfectly still, unable to believe hersedrrue, on that
memorable night he had not mentioned any nameslantad taken
it for granted that he meant Yolande. He went on:

‘Do you imagine | would venture to reprimand yod ihad not a
personal interest in your behaviour? | was inceris@thuse your
conduct tonight was unworthy of the future Madaraesdvigny.'

She should have been overwhelmed with delight, Hst cold,
censorious tone angered her, and she could nboérgklf of a feeling
that this was some sort of gigantic hoax to hunaillzer.

'Is this another charade, Marcel?' she aslsatre nom de Dieutis
hands gripped her shoulders, shaking her. 'Godt gnanpatience,
you little devil! First you drive me mad with jeaisy, and now you
refuse to take me seriously!

Then she was in his arms and he was kissing hér imttreasing
savagery, as if he had indeed reached the end oéstiraint. Jo went
limp against him. This at least was real, the masthat had always
lurked below the surface of their dealings togetet flared into a
consuming flame. He was crushing her hard againstthe jewelled
buttons on his waistcoat pressing into her so$tfider painstakingly
erected coiffure tumbling about her shoulders, ails burning
mouth scorched her neck, shoulders, and bruisedmioetth. Jo's
brain ceased to function, as, oblivious of paire shrrendered to



mindless ecstasy. She would not have resisted hiialketried to take
her there and then under the bushes. She was ahtieager to give
whatever he required of her.

But Marcel, older than she, was more consciousnoé and place,
and as he had said before, this was neither. Slbwglgonstricting
embrace slackened, his kisses ceased, as he mgzongol of
himself. Gently he loosed her clinging arms frorwathis neck, and
holding her by her upper arms said jerkily:

"You will. .. have to tidy yourself... before yoarcappear in public.’

Jo realised the disorder of her hair, and dress;dhat fallen about her
feet, but those were small matters compared witit\Wwad happened.
'So you really mean it,' she said with childish den

'l have always meant it. Don't you know | love ygassionately?'

'You didn't act like it when I.. ." she swallowedneulsively, the
memory still rankled,'.. . came to your room.’

‘But | told you it would not do. | would have showau very poor
respect to take you in that hole-and- corner fastot you betrayed
that you love me ... you do, don't you, Jo?'

'Of course | do,' she admitted honestly. "That'stwiurt. | was sure
you meant to marry that stupid Yolande." He laughbdn said

seriously: 'l always meant to marry you, Jo, evérenvyou swiped
me across the face in the forest. You have enotiitealevil in you

to make me a most exciting wife. | came to Grey$ri@ buy a horse
and obtain a wife. Since | must marry | thoughbluhd like to cement
the long friendship between our families and scdishnd'mere's
plans for forcing Yolande on me once and for alhuYwere my
choice, but you were such a wild creature. It wabkallenge to woo
you, to make you fall for me. You played right intoy hands by



going to the Pelican. | was sure that once | gat jere, the rest
would be easy.’

'‘Relying upon your invincible charm?' Jo asked astically, not
appreciating the way she had been manipulated.

'Eh bien,whatever it was, it worked." Marcel released had stared
away down the drive with its glittering lights. "whl had not
expected was that | should fall deeply and irretahcan love with

you. What it cost me to send you away that nighty will never

realise, and then when you were ill, | was neargyrdcted, but my
presence disturbed you so | had to content myggifdviding every
care and attention. Did you really think | was &ildo?'

'Of course, after the havoc you'd wrought in mg,lifo laughed. 'The
punishments you'd threatened.' She sobered. 'l'wagself, Marcel,
and you were all mixed up with fantasies. | didedognise you. And
after that there was Lucifer.'

'So like you to rush off in his defence regardlessonsequences. |
think | could have saved him without your help, twdt | want to

belittle your efforts. Your loyalty made me lovewall the more, that
and your refusal of the diamonds. | have never knawvoman to

refuse diamonds before.'

Jo moved restlessly. 'Have you given many womemains?' she
asked bluntly, not liking the idea.

He turned back to face her and said seriously:

‘You said yourself | must have had mistresses,thece have been
several affairs, but nothing that went deep. | ai€man and a
Frenchman, you could not expect me to be a saint.’'



'l don't think any the worse of you for that,' dtwthim, pleased by his
frankness. 'l prefer a man with experience. But wityyou not tell
me you weren't going to marry Yolande?'

He laughed wickedly, i thought a little jealousygmi help you to
know your own mind, and | never saidi&dsgoing to marry her. | told
you | was going to announce our engagement atdhednd that is
what 1 am going to do, but first we must make yamklrespectable
or they will think itis ... ahem ... overdue.'

'‘We can't get into the chateau without being sekEnpointed out,
caring little what she looked like.

‘There is a cloakroom in the groom'’s flat overdtables,' Marcel told
her, being a man of resource. 'There will be notbeee now, except
the Doberman, and he and you are old friends.'

Marcel helped her to do her hair, showing a definesich surprised
her. During the operation, she said to him:

'‘But Madame de Savigny and Daddy, how are theyggtmrtake all
this?'

‘Grand'mere has accepted the inevitable, your rfatfas been
cognisant from the start. That is why he agregato visit to France.
He did not want to stand in your way, and he peefee for a
son-in-law to Terry Robinson, who seemed to beatteznative.'

'In fact you were a pair of conspirators,” Jo dagignantly. "You
ought to be ashamed of yourselves!

'‘We are not in the least, since the end justiftfesl means.' Marcel
glanced in the direction of the chateau. Theraestbing more—will
you be disappointed if we do not live in that gneiés?"



'‘No, it would be a relief. I've not got the makingfsa Comtesse de
Savigny. Therese said something about a farmstimatth more me.'

'It is a quite delightful place, but not nearlyisgpressive.'

‘Marcel, | would be happy in a mud hut so long@s were there.' He
moved towards her. 'No, don't embrace me or adl lairdressing
will have to be done again. But what about youndraother? You
said you must keep the chateau for her sake.'

‘Unfortunately it does not suit her rheumatism. Bag agreed to rent
a villa at Roscoff, where she can get special itneat. | think we
must allow Therese to go to Paris. She has anskleavould like to
study music, so it will be just you and | togethag cherie.'

‘What could be better?' Jo said happily as thelytled flat. She
glanced towards Lucifer's box. 'And Luci will bensimg too?'

‘Yes, he will be going to the farm. He began it all
'l reckon yu be roight, bor," and she touched aagimary cap.

But there was no vestige of the hoyden Jo as dieeseithe glittering
dining room on Marcel's arm, an elegant lady cladsilk and

diamonds, to be acclaimed Marcel's bride-to-beth&stoasts were
drunk and the babble of congratulations broke ocomrad them, she
whispered to him:

'Have | acquired those social graces. Marc?'
'‘Cherig you are marvellous,' he assured her.
'‘But I'm still the same old Jo underneath.’

Marcel grinned.



'l would not have you otherwismon garcon.'



