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THE VISCOUNT FROM AMERICA

Anne gasped. The stranger's sunstreaked hair wels taa long to
be fashionable. His buckskin breeches seemed Wypeiull of place
in a London drawing room.

Anne's heart began inexplicably to pound, as skedasYou are the
new Viscount Mainwaring?"

The stranger broke into a laugh that seemed toesthakwalls.

"I reckon so, Ma'am. | reckon so..."



One

THE LETTER WAS DELIVERED at eleven in the morning the
Mainwaring town house on Curzon Street and wasechiy the first
footman to the butler, Mr. Coyne, who was belowstan his
shirtsleeves polishing the silver. "Why did younlgriit here ?" the
butler asked in some annoyance. "Take it diredlyady Harriet,
you whopstraw!"

The footman took a step backward and shook his heagbusly.
"Not me!" he said stubbornly. "I've a suspiciomvbat's in that letter,
an' if you was to ask me, I'd say that it should/bewhat takes that
kind o' news to her."

The butler frowned at his subordinate and tookl¢iker from him.
One look at the sender's name—Lucious R, Brinddici®r—was
enough to inform Coyne of the letter's contentsgy ddarriet's
brother, the Viscount Mainwaring, had passed omlch't see why
you're in a quake over this," the butler said, unadb "Lord
Mainwaring's demise should come as no surprisetddayship." It
should come as a surprisertobodyin London, the butler thought,
for William Osborn Hughes, Viscount Mainwaring, wiasown to
have sufferedseveral severe attacks of apoplexygitine past few
months. It was generally believed that the Viscaunild not outlast
the summer of 1810, but here it was almost Novembelt past the
expected time.

"You mean her ladyshipexpectinthis news?" the footman asked.

"So | would imagine,” the butler said shortly. "Téfre, if you
please, put the letter on the salver and takehetd'

"But...she's still sitting wi' Lady Mathilda Claifidge."

"l know that, you nodcock. But they've been cloddte more than
an hour. Lady Mathilda was wearing a sour face wdtemcame in,



and I've no doubt the visit is no joy for her laliys Lady Harriet will
be glad of an interruption.”

"But what if Lady Harriet don't take the news inogopart? What if
she turns on the waterworks or something"

"Waterworks? Lady Harriet? Yoare noddy. Lady Harriet ain't the
sort who excites herself or has the vapors—you kti@att The way
you carry on, one would think Lady Harriet wésnd of that
sttff-rumped old—" Coyne caught himself up and dixes eye on the
footman severely. "Just do as | say. Bring herlétier, and don't
make such a pother.”

The footman, with obvious reluctance, put the tetia a newly
polished silver tray and started from the room.ti#¢ doorway he
turned and looked back at the butler with a plegdin
frightened-puppy look. "I ain't never had to bresaich news before.
Please, Mr. Coyne, won't you...?'

Coyne exploded. "Look here, you blockhead, do yee what I'm
wearing? Anapron I'm in my shirtsleevesThis teapot has not yet
been finished, and I'vall the Storr plate yet to do."

"But Mr. Coyne...please..."

In utter digust, Coyne snatched the tray with gt from the hand
of the craven footman. "Oh, give it over. I'll danyself. Here, help
me off with this apron and get my coat. And whifa gone, you can
finish the teapot. But if | find so much as a smeidm it when |
return, you'll be out on the street before the idaut!"

In the drawing room above, Lady Harriet Hartley wdsnching her
fingers in her lap and telling herself over androeremember to
remain calm. She had long ago trained herselfép ker emotions in



control. Her father had frequently indulged in @ral fits of anger
and had died in his thirties of a heart seizure. élger brother was
also abnormally short-tempered and as a resukedffrom severe
bouts of apoplexy. Harriet therefore had realizadyethat if she
were to avoid a similar fate, she must not permisalf to indulge in
tantrums, tears or tempers. And when she founceliges at this
moment, in situations which promised to irritater Imerves, she
pressed her hands together in her lap, presseteéeflat on the
floor, attempted to regulate her breathing andetlko herself
soothingly.

Lady Mathilda Claybridge was just the type of wontanirritate

Harriet's nerves. She was small, thin and givenjety little

movements of her hands when she spoke. Her voisdiigh and her
speech quick, and one half- hour in her presenceriarriet yearn
for the company of a plump, even-tempered, placatrom like

herself.

It had taken Mathilda more than half-an-hour totgehe point of her
visit. After much roundaboutation, she had confegbat she was
unhappy about her son Arthur's interest in Lady ridés
stepdaughter, Anne. It had taken a great dealt@rgajuestioning on
Harriet's part to discover the reason. MathildayBialge” recently
widowed, had learned that her husband had gamblag a great
deal of his fortune and had left the estate hopblesncumbered. "So
you see, Harriet," she had admitted at last, "#hsolutely fatal for
Arthur to ally himself to a penniless girl like AanYou know, my
dear, that I'm very fond of Anne. Truly | am. Thé&eo young lady
in London | admire more. Why, how often have | said/ou that |
wish my Marianne had some of Anne's style and eleg/a'

"Very often, Mathilda, my dear, very often," Hatrienurmured
politely.



"Of course. And | am most sincere when | say thereso one I'd
rather have as a daughter-in-law—"

"Daughter-in-law?" Harriet sat upright in surprisehad no idea that
matters between Anne and Arthur had progressedrsélas Arthur
made her an offer?"

"No, | don't think it has yet come tbat, but it's plain as pikestaff that
it's May Moon with them both. That's why I've cotoday. We must

do somethingbefore things go too far. That is... unless...tly.a
Mathilda paused and reddened in embarrassment.

"Unless... ?" Harriet urged.

"This is very difficult for me to say, Harriet, bubelieve we must be
aboveboard in this matter, don't you?"

"Yes, let us be aboveboard, by all means."

"Good. Then | shall ask you frankly—does your bestintend to
deal with Anne... er... shall we say 'handsomely'?"

It was at this point that Lady Harriet began toncle her fingers,
check her breathing and warn herself to keep cdinty that you
mean to ask if he will leave her a legacy, | caly t&ll you that | have
no ideawhatmy brother's intentions are," she said flatly.

"I see. | suppose there is no hope that Anne'sefatyour late
husband, left any—"

Harriet shook her head. "No, Mathilda. | think yknow quite well
that the Hartleys never had a feather to fly with."

"Well, then, you must see—"

"I'm afraid | don'tsee. What is it you want of we, Mathilda?"



"l want you to help me keep them apart.”
Harriet sighed. "But how?"
"We must forbid them to see each other."

"Nonsense. That's just the sort of thing that dril@vers into each
other's arms."

"Not if we are firm. Believe me, Harriet dear, I'geen this matter a
great deal of thought. | can think of no other wiay.convinced that,
if I have your support, and if we both remain firnme shall brush
through.”

Harriet was dubious. "I would like nothing betteah to encourage
Anne to turn her thoughts elsewhere, but | canket}"

It was at that moment that Coyne scratched atdloe. dady Harriet
called an eager "Come in," and he entered withsiigr tray. His

step was measured, his face composed, his manocenearned. He
had been the Hartleys' butler ever since Lady Eawnvas first

married, almost twenty years ago. He knew thawsksenot given to
emotional outbursts. He was convinced that she davaad the letter
and take the news of her brother's demise with dustomary

complacency.

As he expected, Lady Harriet smiled at him with istakable
gratitude in her eyes. Plainly she was not enjoyiady Claybridge's
visit. He offered her the letter with his leisurélgw, and she opened
it in her usual, unhurried, placid manner. As skenced over the
contents, she blinked, paled, and made a chokimgdsé&he read the
words a second time. "I must remain calm." she eneitt under her
breath, the letter beginning to tremble in her hdhdanust remain
ca-a-a-a-Im" The last word was more like a shuddering sigiu the
placid, complacent Lady Harriet toppled to the flooa swoon.



Lady Mathilda uttered a little, shocked cry, and thutler stared at
her ladyship's prostrate form goggle-eyed. He caaolbelieve what
he saw. In all these years, he had rarely seemibisess in a taking.
She had hardly ever raised her voice. She had heveed, nor shed
tears, nor given way to the vapors. And she hathiody never
swooned.

As soon as he could recover from the shock, he keside her and
began awkwardly to chafe her hands. Hismovemendgeu Lady
Claybridge to her senses. Mathilda Claybridge hestjuently
indulged in fainting spells, and she tremblinglyacked into her
reticule for the hartshorn she always carried. @agdeal of chafing
and sniffing of hartshorn was necessary before IHalyiet could be
brought round, but at last she opened her eyepemnaitted herself to
be helped to the sofa. She fell back against tekiouns, pressing her
hand against her heaving chest. "Oh, n@art" she murmured. "I
must remaircalm."

"May | get you a glass of brandy, your ladyship®y@e asked,
bending over her in concern. "A sip of brandy isstefficacious in
these circumstances."

"No, thank you, Coyne," she said weakly.

"Yes, Coyne, it's the very thing," Lady Claybridg&id. Coyne ran
out of the room and down the hall to the diningmowhere a
decanter of brandy was kept on the sideboard. Apdssed the
library, the sound of his footsteps was heard bgyl &arriet's

seventeen-year-old son, Peter, who had been dikierg reading his
Cicero. Disturbed, he placed a finger in his bamknark his place
and wandered down the hall. As he passed the dgawwm

doorway, he caught a glimpse of his mother stretchut on the sofa,
with Lady Claybridge standing over her in an attdéuof tender
solicitude. Never having seen his mother indisppbedadjusted his
spectacles to make sure his eyes were not decehrng "Good



heavens, Mama, what's amiss?" he asked, half rmadad half in
annoyance at having been distracted from his studie

"Oh, Peter," she said tearfully, attempting tougit “please come in.
There's something I..." Then, with a glance at L&tgybridge, she
bit her lip and relapsed into silence.

Lady Claybridge smiled reassuringly at Peter. "Yooother has
merely had a little fainting spell—"

"Fainting spell™ama?Peter asked incredulously.

"It was nothing," Harriet said quickly. "Mathildgpu've been very
kind, but I... I'm quite myself now. There's nogea for me to detain
you..."

Lady Claybridge looked quickly from mother to sdi¥es, of
course," she said, rising. "You needn't look so bi@unded, Peter
dear. After all, a little fainting spell can scdscbe considered at all
serious. Ah, here's Coyne. He can see me out."

"Of course, my lady,” Coyne said, coming into teem with the
brandy, "as soon as Lady Harriet has had her wdster"

"No, thank you, Coyne, | won't need that dreadfuffsDo take it
away and show Lady Claybridge to her carriage."

Lady Claybridge went to the door. There she hesitatYou won't
forget what we talked about, will you, Harriet™h aounting on your
support in the matter."

"No, no, | won't forget,” Harriet said abstractedly

As soon as they were alone, Peter sat down besdadther and
studied her curiously. "I've never known you to slech a thing.
What's wrong, Mama?"



Harriet looked at him tearfully. "Oh, my dear," skaid in a
quavering voice, "what eatastrophidblow we've had!"

She handed him the missive which she'd been chdakwen during
her period of unconsciousness. Peter adjustegpbdacles and read
it quickly. Then, completely unmoved, he lookedatitnis mother. "I
don't see why you're in such a taking,” he remarKéseryone
expectedJncle Osborn to stick his spoon into the wall ay &me
during this past year."

"I didn't expect it," his mother said weakly. "He wasnuch past
sixty, he was the strongest and hardiest man ifetindy despite his
apoplexy, and although he was the eldest, he wasyalused to say
that he would outlive us all. Besides, it is noakhkind in you to use
so dreadful an expression. Stick his spoon intav#lg indeed! Have
you no respect for the dead?"

"Dash it, Mama," Peter said defensively, "you sudein't expectne
to carry on over this, do you? Because | see nsecauput on a long
face over the demise of a man | hardly knew. | adhat he was
generous with money, if one cares for such thibgs| detesthe sort
of sham which prompts one to praise—after he diesraa one
despised while he was alive."

Lady Harriet shook her head and sighed hopelekshust remain
calm, she told herself. Peter was not being ruttbo#égh little more
than a boy, her son was an independent-mindedlasthgouth who
had adopted strong latitudinarian principles. Heddor little but his
books and his imminent entrance into Oxford. Shes w#erly
devoted to him and very proud of his scholarlyiibd, but she had
to admit that she did not always understand hine I8tew that his
slender physique and his lack of sporting prowessrewa
disappointment to him. It was too bad that hisdatiad died when he
was so young, and that her now-deceased brothemnéhaat taken an
interest in the boy. He needed the influence df@g man. But her



brother had always been selfish and reclusivejtamais too late now
to change things. "l suppose | should not have @rgdeyou to grieve
for your Uncle Osborn," she said regretfully, "lyou may find that
you have other reasons to mourn. You should griévet for your
uncle, then for Anne—and for yourself."

"Why? What do you mean?"

"Did you not read the letter through?" she askeging with a
perceptible effort to regain her composure, butquote succeeding.
"Osborn lefteverythingto...to..." Here, her self-control broke dowr
again, "...to thatebel"

"Rebel?" Peter asked, perplexed. "What rebel? Do mpean your
brother Henry's son?"

"Of course | mean Henry's son!"

"Well, really, Mama, you can scarcely chim a rebel. He can't be
more than twenty-five or six. The American uprisugs over before
he wasborn!"

"What hasthat to say to anything?" his mother demanded wi
unaccustomed irritability, unable to recapture haormal
complacency. "His father—my rackety second brothenry—was
a rebel, wasn't he?"

"Not at all," Peter explained, shifting the bookdagried to his other
hand and seating himself beside his mother. "Asdeustand it, my
Uncle Henry was a perfectly respectable Britishceff of the line
who discharged his duties quite honorably. Jusalise he chose not
to return to England with his regiment after ther waes not make
him a rebel."

"Any man who would choose to remain abroad and gigehis
homeland is a rebel in my view. Besides nmarried a rebel, did he



not? You'll have to admit that, everHénrycouldn't be called a rebel
in the strictest sense, lEeNis a rebel—on his mother's side, at least

Peter shrugged. "A tendency to rebellion," he sajokessing a smile,
"is not inherited. Anyway, | don't see why you'fegsatting yourself
over all thisnow,Mama. It isn't at all like you."

"It's because | cannot understand why Osborn ledtyehing to an
American while my son is given nothing at all," she answere
pulling a handkerchief from the bosom of her di@sd sniffing into

it piteously.

"But you musthave understood all these years that the inhesgtar
had to pass on down tinealeline—"

"l suppose shouldhave understood," his mother admitted miserabl
"but | kept hoping...all sorts of foolish hopestthane would marry
well... that Osborn would live for years and yeais. that he would
make proper provision..." Her voice quivered padadly. "Oh, dear,

| mustbe calm,"” she warned herself.

Peter put his book aside and patted her hand ctangbyr. "Never
mind, Mama. We shall manage. Father did not leate destitute,
after all, and Anne will soon be married to thaayliridge fellow..."

Harriet felt a wave of irritation and frowned atrheon in
uncharacteristic impatience. "For a brilliant yowatpolar, as you are
reputed to be, you certainly entertain some idioktions. Your
father left us with barely enough to enable usive In genteel
poverty. This veryjnousdas Mainwaring property. It was only becaus
your Uncle Osborn detested London and preferredtag buried
away in Derbyshire that we were able to remain ha#rhese years.
And now, that American savage is very likely toardur removal as
soon as he sets foot in London. We shall haveki® taoms in Hans
Town or some other such dowdy neighborhood. We'sharable to



afford more than a cook, a butler and one maidofar household
staffl And how will you like doing without stablesd carriages or
even one single horse?"

"Oh? Will things be as bad as that?" Peter asked|ed.

"Worse! And as for Anne, she witlot marry Lord Claybridge. It is
out of the question, especially now."

"Why?" Peter asked curiously. "You'aways been against the
match. | don't say | especially care for the fellomyself. Seems a
rather dull sort to me. But if Anne is so takenhaiim, | don't see
why you oppose their marriage." Peter habitualbgktédnne's part.
Although she was five years his senior, and orthglé&sister to him,
the affection between them was very strong. Anmeter had died
when she was three years old, and her father, 8hek Hartley, had
married Harriet Main- waring shortly thereaftertétevas born two
years later. Hartley himself had died the followyegr, and Peter, as
soon as he was old enough to realize that his md#ithough
lovingly devoted to both her stepdaughter and h€remas not
always capable of understanding him, turned to Afiine two had
developed a closeness which had lasted througyetirs.

"Of course you don't see," Harriet answered irlytabyou don't see
anything beyond your Latin epistles and your Greek philbseg
Don't you understand why Mathilda Claybridge wagehéhis
morning? Arthur Claybridge has not a feather towiyh! Mathilda
told me herself—"

"Told you what?" came an irate voice from across ribom. They
looked up to find Anne herself poised in the dogrwsbove average
height to begin with, she had drawn herself up evigher in her
anger and was glaring at them from beneath a higived bonnet
on which even the ostrich plumes seemed to be \gasimrritation.



"Well, Mama," she demanded coldly, "what was LadsyBGridge
saying about me?"



Two

"I MUST REMAIN CALM," Lady Harriet muttered warnirg to
herself, and she let her eyes dwell for a momenthenenchanting
picture her daughter made as she stood frameckeidldbrway. An
artist would have found the girl striking at armyd, but now, with her
eyes sparkling with anger, her shiny brown curlsgieg out from
beneath a completely fetching bonnet, and her cheakk from
either the November wind or her reaction to thedbitbverheard
conversation, an artist would be bound to find hemost
breathtaking. Harriet had heard more than one emigientleman
describe Anne's eyes as "speaking" and her nosgeatection
itself." (Of course, Lady Dabney had once remarkeat Anne's
mouth was rather too full in the underlip, but Ldgigbney's daughter
was as plain as a sparrow and broke out in spotheaslightest
provocation, so what could one expect from the @ms/old cat?) As
far as Lady Harriet was concerned, Anne's mouthagasnticing as
her other features.

The underlip in question was, at this moment, ratbe much in
evidence. Peter, not blinded by motherly affecti@mgognized the
expression instantly. "Why are you standing thpoaiting?" he

asked, peering at her through his spectacles thdény disapproval.

Anne surveyed him coldly. "I dootpout,” she said imperiously.

"Then whats it you're doing that makes your underlip stand et
that?" he asked, undaunted.

"I am merely waiting for an answer to my questigvhy, Mama,
were you discussing my affairs with Lady Claybridgehind my
back?"

"Anne, dear, do come in and sit down. | cannot &gy avhile you
stand there glowering at me. And never mind theg/i@idge matter



now. | have some other news that I'm afraid mayeben more
upsetting to you. Here. Re#us! But first, be sure to tell yourself to
remain calm." And she handed the letter to herdsteghter.

Anne pulled off her gloves, tossed them on a chatt scanned the
letter. "I don't see anything in this to upset n#hg said, looking up
at her stepmother candidly. "There's nothing teréhocking in the
fact that an old man who was subject to apoplettacks has died.
I'm sorry, Mama, ifyou're grieved, but Uncle Osborn never dic
anything to earmyaffection."

"What ungrateful children | have reared, to be sukady Harriet
said with mild disgust. "Who do you think providgdu with the
niceties of life—even the very elegant bonnet yoeawat this
moment?"

"Oh, that" Anne dismissed a lifetime of largesse with arstal
wave of her hand. "Who cares for such things? Yould not want
me to sell my affection for a.. .a mess of potdg#@n't like him, and
| will not wear the willow for him."

"Hear, hear," Peter said supportively, grinning hég¢ sister in
approval. "I must admit, Anne, that you've quitataof pluck, for—"

"—for a girl"" she finished for him, responding his grin with a
quick, affectionate smile.

"You both are impossible," Harriet declared disapprovingiour
attitudes are not only improper—they are positivelhyameful. I'll
admit your uncle was something of a curmudgeon—"

"Somethingof a curmudgeon? Really, Mama, ewsu must admit
that Uncle Osborn was a brittle- tempered, puffpdalackguard!”
Anne declared.

"At his best!'Peter added teasingly.



"And positively apoplectic at his worst," Anne went.

"Under the circumstances, that is a dreadful thimgsay!" poor
Harriet remonstrated.

"But true," Anne insisted. "At least, that's howwas whenevewe
saw him—"

"Which was not more often than once in two yedpgter said.

"And, Mama, | once heard him say that you set gpbhistles.You
who never said an unkind thing to him!"

"And he never bothered to invite us to dine withmhinotoncein the
last decade!"

"And when wedid see him, he'd kick up a dust if we so much :
giggled in his presence—"

"And remember, Mama, how he fell into a pucker wien invited
him to dine with us and then had no Madeira for tordrink?"

"And he never condescended to dine with us again—"

"Stop!" Lady Harriet threw up her hands. "Very wékhall admit he
was a curmudgeon. But all this has nothing to sané nub of the
matter, which is that we are left without a groat."

"Without a groat?" Anne asked in surprise.
"Not one," her stepmother answered, the tearadillier eyes again.
"Oh, dear. Thats a problem," Anne murmured, chastened.

Lady Harriet sniffled into her handkerchi&lowdo you understand
why I'm so distraught?"



"l daresay | hadbetterunderstand,” Anne admitted, putting her arr
comfortingly around her mother's shoulders. "l khimay even shed
a tearor two myself.

Peter looked from one to the other in disgust. 'fGond it, Mama,
and you, too, Anne... it's not as if we welestitute."

"We arealmostdestitute,” his mother said lugubriously. "I daven
know if we'll have the means to send you to Oxfoedt year."

Now it was Peter's turn to be taken aback. Entetirfprd had been
his dream for years. Most young gentlemen atteridediniversity

because society expected it or parents demandeédtisome few,

like Peter, actually welcomed the scholarly lifetd? had no talent
for sporting pursuits, and no taste for the gangplthe drinking and
the carousing that most young men of his age attbstseemed to
enjoy. He had never eveonsiderecan alternative to life at Oxford.
There was no other world he wanted. As he met Anegés, he
lowered his own so that she would not read the esnddar that he
knew was reflected there. "No... money for Oxforel@"could barely
say the words.

"Nonsense, Mama," Anne said with what she hopedldvie
reassuring firmness. "I'm certain that somethingloa contrived..."

"Can it? | really can't see what—" Harriet beganluttully.

"We can use the small legacy from my mother!" Arasl in sudden
inspiration.

Peter adjusted his spectacles manfully, pickedsipdok and rose in
offended dignity. "You surely don't imagine," hectied, "that |
would take your money!"



"Of course you will," she insisted warmly, lookimg at him with
earnest affection. "l shall have no need of iteesgly after Arthur
Claybridge and | are married."

Lady Harriet caught her breath and took a quickkl@ her
stepdaughter's face. "Anne, you must be practi¢ali and Lord
Claybridge..." She hesitated, wondering how toesothis additional
blow to her beloved girl's prospects.

"What about Lord Claybridge, Mama?" Anne askecesiad.

Lady Harriet pressed her feet flat on the floor amdted her hands in
her lap. With her breathing in strict control, Slaed firmly, "You and
Lord Claybridge will never marry. I'm sorry, dedrdsut it is out of
the question.”

Anne jumped to her feet. "But, Mamahy?"

"Oh, my poor dear, don't yoknow! The Claybridges are almost as
deep in the suds agare! Mathilda Claybridge confided to me toda:
that her husband's gambling debts have left thsfate much
encumbered. They are relying on Arthur to make dvaatageous
match. That tiny legacy from your mother scarcalgldiesyou So
you see, my dear, a marriage between you and Liagbfidge can
never be."

Anne stared at her stepmother in disbelief. "Thistdoe true! Arthur
has told menothingof this!"

"You see, dearest, until today, there wadibge(even if only a faint
one) that Osborn would deal generously with you-hwis all! But
now... | hate to say this, Anne dear, but now auy diope is for you,
too, to make a good match."

Anne sank into the nearest chair. "I cannot beli¢hat our
circumstances can have altered so drastically ay@rh



"But they have," Harriet said hollowly. "The forwithat has been
keeping us secure and comfortable all these ysai@w in the hands
of my American nephew."

Anne and Peter exchanged troubled glances. "YesfieAsaid
thoughtfully, "I can see now that we have muchhiok about."

There was a long moment of brooding silence. At Reter's voice
broke through the gloom. "We needn't fall into tthemals yet
awhile," he suggested bravely. "After all, the heinot even here in
England. At least, not yet."

"Yes, that's right," Anne agreed, brightening.

"Why, with the tensions between our government Angkrica so
great at this time, the fellow may not be abledme to Englandt
all'" Peter pointed out hopefully.

"What tensions?" his mother asked.

"Don't you pay any attention to politics, Mama? Rreericans have
been hinting that they may throw their support be t~rench.
Napoleon, you know, has been trying to entice thencut off

intercourse with us again, and it looks as if he tm@ succeeding. |
understand he sent the American President a latesummer—it's
known as the Cadore letter, 1 believe—in which henpsed the
Americans all sorts of shipping concessions. Ofreeuif they take
Napoleon's word for anything, they're nothing bawbl$. But Mr.

Madison is a great lover of the French, | hear—"

"Who's Mr. Madison?" Harriet asked.

Peter threw his mother a pitying glance. "The AremiPresident, of
course. As | was saying, Mr. Madison is said tafahe French, so
the tensions between us and the Americans are sjudimed at the
moment."



"Are you saying, Peter," his sister asked inteddgiéthat there may
be anothewar with America?"

"No, | very much doubt that things will gihat far, but there very
likely will be a declaration of non-intercourserfidhe Americans (as
there was once before) which will very severelyitlitimerican
shipping to England.”

Lady Harriet's worried look lightened perceptibly the import of
Peter's words sank in. "Do you really think it @spible, then, that the
new heir may not come?"

Peter shrugged, but Anne nodded eagerly. "Of catlsspossible!"
she exclaimed enthusiastically.

"Let's not fly into alt, my dear," Peter cautiongehsibly. "I only
suggested a possibility. A possibility is nghr@bability, you know."

"I know, | know," Anne assured him cavalierly, "&d long as the
new heir doesn't show himself, we need not feetebsed. | see no
reason to fall into the vapors because of sometthiagmay not even
come to pass. Until the new Viscount manages tbis way across
the ocean—if he ever does—we may go on as we allays."

"I don't know," Lady Harriet said dubiously. "I dhiaave to speak to
Mr. Brindle about the details of our present finahsituation. But |
must remind you, Anne dear, thaiu cannot go on as you always
have, no mattawhatMr. Brindle tells me."

"What do you mean, Mama?"

"l mean that you are no longer to be permittedijoyethe company
of Lord Claybridge. I'm sorry, love, but Mathildaag quite firm on
that point."



"Oh, pooh," Anne said with an insouciant wave of hand which
seemed to dismiss Lady Claybridge's strictures ftbenvery air.
"Who careswhatshe says. Arthur is of age and in full possession
his titles. He has no need to jump at his motheo'simands."
Somehow the optimism engendered by Peter's pdliacalysis
would not be dampened, and Anne went on with heexhl hopes
for their futures. "Life is full of surprises, ismot?" she pointed out
airily. "Why, anythingmay happen! The new Lord Mainwaring ma
not come, and we may be given the entire Mainwdongine! Then
Peter could go to Oxford without a care, you, Mawalld be secure
for life, and | should be able to marry Arthur wekien hismother's
blessing."

"On the other hand," Peter interjected, wishingeep his sister from
putting too many hopeful eggs into a very fragiésket, "the new
Viscount may very well manage to find his way tgtEmd and make
his claim to the inheritance."”

"Yes, he may. We must not blind ourselves to thesilities," Lady
Harriet cautioned. "A fortune like the Mainwaringshot likely to go
a-begging."

"But you know, Peter, that American ships haveidifty reaching
here in these times," Anne insisted, "even wherptiiical climate
has beemessstrained. Certainly, now, it will be close to ingsible."

"Yes, that's true."
"There! Then there is good reason for optimism."

"l suppose so," Peter agreed, wishing to do his fwadispel the
gloom which had enveloped them. "It is even possibat the news
from Mr. Brindle about Uncle Osborn's death mayeareaven reach
the American shores."



Anne clapped her hands in pleasure. "Thatis! There will be the
same difficulty for a British ship to reach #&mericanport. See,
Mama? There armanyreasons for hope. As I've said, anything me
happen! The news may never reach him... or he roape able to
book passage across the ocean... or, even if hg ddg..." She
smiled widely as a new possibility came into hendni'... why, if we
have any luck at all, the fellow mayown at sea!"

And on that happy thought, they went upstairs &ssfor dinner.



Three

ANNE'S OPTIMISM in the drawing room did not outlake short
climb up to her bedroom door. Since she was nettbeoid of sense
nor given to self-delusion, she soon realized thatas extremely
unlikely that the inheritance would not be claimadnan would be
insane to forego the titles and fortune of the simd importance of
the Mainwarings'. She must face the facts andtfintd a way out of
the dilemma the heir's arrival would cause.

In the meantime, she decided to put a brave fage &s she went
about her usual daily routine, her expression ardehnor were the
same as always. Even the sharpest-eyed of the baguksips could
not discern a sign of anxiety in the self-assursiylish Miss
Hartley.But it was abundantly plain to Anne's bodoonv, Charity
Laverstoke, that something was amiss. Charityedaltherry by her
intimates, was nothing if not sympathetic. Offerisggnpathy was
what she did best in the world. To anyone who eeldatoubles into
her ear she would devote her most complete attenhier most
melting gaze and her most tender feelings. Sheseasoft-hearted
that the afflictions of passingfrangerscould bring tears to her eyes
Cherry had large, wide eyes, a heart-shaped, faeked face and
thick, silky-brown hair which she wore in unstylisinaids wound
round her head. Even the lines on her body, whuteeractly plump,
were comfortingly soft.

Knowing that her beloved friend was troubled, Chéooked for an
opportunity to see Anne alone. When Anne arriveel aiternoon to
take Cherry up for their weekly ride in Hyde Pa@herry insisted
that Anne come up to her bedroom while she finistredsing. There
she urged Anne to perch on her four-poster bed itstheminine
pink-and-gold draperies, and, jumping up alongsiele encouraged
her friend to reveal what was on her mind.



Anne, hoping that her inner tensions would be velieby speaking
of her problems to her best friend, unhesitatingiplained the
financial difficulties which had suddenly besettbdier family and
that of the Claybridges. It was her new awarenégsthur's home
situation which troubled her most deeply. "It m&y"lshe concluded
despondently, "that we witleverfind a way to marry!"

"Oh, Anne, my dear!" Cherry cried, her chin quineriin heartfelt
concern. "How utterly, completetjreadful!"

"Yes, | know," Anne agreed brusquely, "but dordtisto cry, Cherry,
for tears never solved anything. They'll only redgeur eyes, and
we'll have to spend half-an-hour applying cold leéotand face
powder to make you look presentable."

"l d-don't intend to cry," Cherry said bravely. '8ées, things may
look dark now, but at least we can console ourselweh the
knowledge that Arthur will never look at anothemggde but you. You
do know that, don't you?"

"l believe he loves me, but—"
"Of coursehe loves you! Anyone with half an eye can sed'that

"But he's never formally declared himself, you kn@and.., now it's
been almost aveekthat I've not seen him...I" Anne admitted with
slight quiver in heownvoice.

Cherry put an arm around her consolingly. "Don'gbeseish. You
know he loves you. He's keeping away because he daesnttto

upset his mother, that's all. Before long, he wbe'table to stay
away—you'll see."

"Perhaps. But even if hdoeslove me, it's a fact that love does nc
always lead to marriage, Cherry. Especially whenfmily exerts
pressure on one to make an advantageous match."



"Advantageous matches!" Cherry snorted scornfuljow | hate
them!"

"Yes, but they are so often necessary," Anne sighedling that

there was not much relief in going over these degding

circumstances, Anne squared her shoulders andl Il head.
"Never mind, Cherry. Let's not talk any more. Myeli cannot keep
the horses standing in this weather. Do put on poanet and come
along "

Cherry obediently took her bonnet from a tall, ppdinted wardrobe
and sat down at her dressing table to tie it oras'WArthur's family
asked him to make such a match?" she asked, loakihgr friend's
reflection in her dressing-table mirror.

"Since he's forbidden to see me, | cannot be sweaccording to
Mama's conversation with Lady Claybridge—"

"Arthur is too honorable to agree to make such ehhaCherry said
loyally, placing the chip-straw bonnet on her haad tying it on with
a knitted scarf.

"You arenotgoing to wear that ugly scarf with that light betrare
you?" Anne demanded with a wince.

"Don't you like it?" Cherry asked, turning her atten to the mirror.
"It's the finest swansdown | could find. | paid mdhan—"

"I don't carewhat it cost. It's too heavy to tie properly " She
rummaged around in Cherry's drawer and pulled eutla ribbon of
green grogram. "Here, use this, and tie it in a lbader your ear."

Cherry did as she was bid. "There, is that better?"



"Yes, it looks lovely. Or it would, if you didn'hsist on those insipid
braids. | do wish you would let me cut and dressrymir one day.
You could look so charming—"

"Not as charming as you," Cherry remarked admiyingjl have no
sense of style. If | didn't have you to advise mehould look a
hopeless dowd."

Anne was stabbed with sudden guilt. How could speak so
patronizingly to her dearest friend? "Don't be 8ly!$ she said,
giving Cherry a quick hug. "One would think you hadconsult me
every time you dressed! You must know that youlriéeqcapable of
turning yourself out to perfect advantage withoytadvice. You've
done it any number of times." Then she added butitdon't know
why you always belittle yourself, Cherry."

Cherry lowered her eyes in shamefaced agreememlor’t know
why, either. | never have had the least self-camfw."

"But why?" Anne asked earnestly. "You are as swedtas good and
as pretty as a girl can be. And your hair is lovéip an odious toad
for suggesting that it needs styling."

Cherry blushed with pleasure but shook her headu'teedn't offer
me Spanish coin, you know. | know that braids aregbvernesses
and abigails. I've just become so accustomedBut.why are we
discussing this? Who cares about my hair? Pertidpsould find a
man to look at me as Arthur looks at you—!"

"You will, love,” Anne assured her with another hugnd soon,
too!"

Cherry looked at herself in the mirror in critiggpraisal. "Do you
really think | should cut my hair? No, don't answledon't want to
discusame It's yourproblem we should be discussing. What will yo
do if Arthur cannot make you an offer?"



Anne sighed. "I don't know. Oh, Cherry, | can't beathink of it!
Let's not dwell orthis subject either—it will only bring uboth to
tears. Come, the horses are waiting."

It was indeed unthinkable to Anne that her dreaimmarriage to
Lord Arthur Claybridge might not come true. She hader loved a
man before, and she was convinced that she coutt heve another
man. The tender feelings he aroused in her, she,kweuld never
fade. There had been many young men who had agdrtptvin her
affections in the two years since her come-outhleatheart had been
stirred by none of them. Only Arthur had been ablenove her in
that special way that the poets and the writersimiance describe so
lyrically.

She had met Arthur in a truly romantic way. He baén thrown by
his horse and was lying unconscious alongside tlitebpath that
threaded its way through Hyde Park. Anne and Chaogompanied
by two gentlemen whose names Anne no longer remeapbad
been strolling nearby and had heard his moan. @hey'ried to his
assistance. Anne had knelt down beside him ancefemkhis cravat.
Her escort had run for some water. By the time L@lalybridge had
come round, Anne had placed his head in her lapvaaxstaring
down at what she judged to be the most beautifte fa any man
she'd ever seen. When his eyes had fluttered apenhe'd fixed his
melting blue gaze on her face, even the onlookaukidell that love
had instantly struck.

Lord Arthur Claybridge possessed the kind of gamks$ that even in
a man are called beautiful. His features were p#yf@roportioned,
like the head on a Greek coin. His dark-gold hanl i natural curl,
and a lock of it persisted in falling over his foead and tempting
every female to smooth it into place. Although abbve average
height, his body, too, was perfectly proportioreag he moved with
unaffected grace. Anyone having seen him once woeldilling to
swear that there was not a handsomer creaturéohladbndon.



In the year since their first meeting, neither Anioe Arthur had eyes
for another. As often as possible they were in edbbr's company.
Arthur's nature was as flawless as his face; healveays thoughtful,
earnest and sincere. He made no attempt to hidéedélismgs—the
sincerity of his declarations of undying affectiwas unquestionable.
If sometimes Anne (who could not claim to equal heloved in
perfection of character) became impatient with t@summate
earnestness, if sometimes she became bored withurifeling
reliability, if sometimes she chafed at his lackhamor, she had only
to look into those beautiful blue eyes, and heistasce would melt.

Into this romantic atmosphere, the intrusion oéfinial and familial

woes was bound to come as a rude shock. The questb

encumbered estates, disinheritances, marriageersettts and
fortuitous financial alliances had never been dised in their ardent
meetings. Even now, when each of them had been avaae of the

seemingly insurmountable problems a marriage betwesm would

create, Anne realized that Arthur was reluctarggoil the purity of

their relationship with discussions of sordid besis matters.

As Anne confided to Cherry, her greatest concers tivat he would
give her up without discussing the matter withdteall. She believed
that his affections were as intense as ever, lmmntbility of his
nature might dictate that he sacrifice himself to amlvantageous
marriage rather than force poverty upon his faraig hers. As the
two friends climbed into the carriage and rodetofthe park, they
could not tear their minds from that dreadful pexgp"Do youreally
think Arthur will break it off?" Cherry almost wipsred in her
consternation.

Anne shook her head and forced herself to smile, tficourse not. |
admit that prospects for our marriage look bleatkhatmoment, but |
am not without hope. As | said to Mama and Peteg, can never say
what the future may bring. Whanythingmay happen!" And on that



faint note of optimism, the girls tried to put asitheir depression and
face the November wind with what courage they conlter.

* * %

Lady Harriet, too, tried to keep a spirit of optem alive, but in the
days that followed her practical mind warned hat tptimism was
in vain. The new heir was bound to come, soonter [Ehe titles and
wealth were too sizeable a prize to be ignored. fEllew would
appear, and she made up her mind to prepare favénd. Her best
course lay first in remaining calm, and secondnooairaging Anne
to find an eligible suitor. But how this was to &@omplished when
Anne had set her heart on the impecunious Lordl€idge, she did
not know.

Besides, a proper marriage for Anne needed a desatof time and
arranging, and it would take placdf# would take place—too far in
the future to be of immediate comfort. Thereforady Harriet

decided to consult with the late Lord Mainwaringian of business
before determining what other courses of actionld/be necessary.
To that end, she took herself in hand, one coldedwer day, and
dressed herself as cheerfully as her state of nmuyipermitted. She
brightened her black gown with a shawl of lilac rawhtied on a

flowered bonnet with a black veil and told her duaean to take her
to the city.

As they rode through the gloomy streets, Harriehaeved if the
flowered hat was too gay for her state of mournivigpuld Mr.
Brindle look on her with disapproval? But she néeldave worried,
for Mr. Brindle proved to be a cheerful, rotund,syaheeked
gentleman whose optimistic nature was quite atamae with his
profession.

He ushered her into his private office, apologizongfusely for its
disarray and urging her into a seat with greatroergy. As soon as he



had taken his place behind his desk, she put backéil and, after
calming herself with a few deep breaths, facedlimavely. "Without
roundaboutation, Mr. Brindle, | want you to tell nust what is my
financial situation," she said bluntly.

"Just as before, dear lady, just as before,” he wiah an upraised
eyebrow. "Didn't my letter make that clear?"

"No, it did not. As | understood what you'd writtefithe terms of the
will, I am left with nothing..."

"In a manner of speaking, that is true," Mr. Brmékplained, "but in
actuality it is not quite the case. Yare to have an income, but the
exact amount of it is left to the discretion of theaw heir."

"But that is as bad as being left with nothingt isot?"

"Only if the new heir were an unfeeling monster,'t. NBrindle
explained with a kindly smile. "In my experiencedy Hartley, most
heirs take on the responsibilities borne by thaielbears as a matter
of honor. You may have every expectation that the heir will be as
generous to you and yours as your brother was."

"Do you think so?" asked Lady Harriet, much relgv&ut perhaps
Americans are not motivated by honor in the samg that the
English are."

Mr. Brindle suppressed a smile and appeared todenthe matter
seriously. "Perhaps so," he said thoughtfully, 'ibuhis case, | have
every reason to be optimistic. You see, althoughhaee not yet
located Mr. Jason Hughes, the heir, we have managkecrn a bit
about him. He was born and is thought to resid¢hen state of
Virginia, although there is some information thatrhay be traveling
on their western frontier—Kentucky, | believe—whehe has
recently acquired a sizeable tract of land. HeaH thought of by his
business associates and friends. They describeaihonest, kind



and generous. It is, therefore, quite unlikely thatfellow would cut
you off without a penny."

"How delightful!" Harriet gave a heartfelt sigh.HiE is the best news
I've had since Osborn passed on. But tell me, MindBe, what am |
to do until the heir is found and informs us of imentions toward
the family?"

"l see no reason why your income should not coetinuthe manner

instituted by the late Viscount. I've already m#uese arrangements,
since | am the executor of the will until such tims the heir is

located.”

Lady Harriet smiled at the lawyer warmly. "I dokhow how to
thank you, Mr. Brindle. You have dispelled a waonse cloud from
my mind. There is only one more matter which treshine. Do you
think we may remain in the Curzon Street house?"

"Since the Mainwaring townhouse is the only famiggidence in
London, | have no idea what Mr. Hughes' wishes W@l in that
regard. But you may certainly remain there until Mughes arrives
and makes his intentions known."

Lady Harriet nodded and rose to leave. The newbsatiéearned was
much more promising than she'd expected, and #hiedting years

younger than when she arrived. Without botheringepdace the veil

in front of her face, she permitted Mr. Brindledscort her to her
carriage. Before driving off, she asked him curlpufhe had learned
anything else about the new Viscount.

"Not much, I'm afraid,” he told her. "Only that feethought to be
under thirty years of age and unmarried.”

Unmarried! Lady Harriet sat back against the caaezt and savored
the newsUnmarried |If only he would take a fancy to Anne! All
their problems would be solved in such a case. d¢esible mind



cautioned restraint, but throughout the entire kgme, she found
herself daydreaming about it. She realized thatryewmmarried
female in London would set her cap for the Amerjoaven if he
proved to be as boorish and uncouth as most Anmeyieare reputed
to be. The fortune and the Mainwaring titles wobkl enough to
minimize, in the eyes of every matchmaking Mamg, drawbacks
of appearance or manner which the American miglssgss. The
new Lord Mainwaring would have his choice of youadies. But
Anne might very well win him, if she chose to dg slbe would have
the advantage of being the first female with whawould become
acquainted. If only the girl could be persuadedfdoget her
attachment to Lord Claybridge.

But Lady Harriet was not so foolish as to embarkaoprogram of

persuasion. She knew that her urgings would hale dffect on her

stepdaughter. In matters of the heart, most yoadig$ were wont to
be obstinate, and the more one tried to separate fftom the young
men for whom they developedendre the more likely they were to
hang on. So Harriet wisely refrained from confidittg Anne her

hopes for a match that would keep the Mainwaringufee in the

family. And she tried to remain calm.

November and December passed much as they alwaysAbahe
weeks went by, another hope began to grow in Laalyiét's breast:
perhaps the American was not coming after all! &hesloped a new
interest in theMorning Postand would peruse its pages eagerly :
soon as it arrived. (It was indeed wonderful hove'snnterest in
politics increased as one's own fortunes becanmectafi by the
affairs of state.) The dispatches from America wafeequent and
lacking in detail, but Harriet was able to learattthe Americans had
curtailed their shipping to England because ofrtlokslike of an
English edict known as the Orders of Council. She ho clear idea
what it all meant (and when she'd asked Peterptaixit to her, the



explanation was so complicated that it quite maglehead swim),
but she understood enough to realize that travétrigland from
America was now almost impossible. By the timeribe/ year had
come and gone, and the unknown heir had not ma@pp@earance,
Lady Harriet became convinced that he would newverecat all.

But one day in late January, a note arrived from Brindle

informing her that Mr. Jason Hughes had been ldchtea British

agent in America and was on his way to London. Liddyriet's hope
was crushed beyond repair. He was coming! Teriiflegs might
happen. He might cut them off without a cent. Hghihturn them out
of the house. The fearful worries that had assditadat the time of
her brother's demise returned in full force.

Now her only hope was to push the new heir intoatmas of her
stepdaughter. If only he were a pleasant, preskentgntleman, it
would not be too cruel a thing to do to Anne. L&thrriet knew only
too well the benefits of an advantageous matcbnly her mother
had encouraged her to make one, she would not reow lihis
position. With this salve to her conscience, slgghemmediately to
draw up a workable scheme. If she proceeded cig\almight not
be lost.

Harriet decided that it would be wise to keep frtma rest of the
family the news of Jason Hughes' imminent arrivalus Anne was
completely ignorant of her stepmother's hopes far ®nce she'd
been informed that the family income was likely t¢ontinue

indefinitely, she assumed that the dire predictiomsich her

stepmother had made at the time of Lord Mainwasidgath would
not come to pass. Besides, the situation with Arthave from her
mind any concern she might otherwise have felttierfuture of her
family or the possible arrival of the gentlemamfiry'irginia.

In the months since Lord Mainwaring's death, shtedween Arthur so
infrequently that she could number the occasionshenfingers of



one hand. And on those few occasions, his tongddoban guarded,
and she'd learned nothing of his plans. It was brgygloomy aspect
and the urgent appeal in his eyes that told herraeh he'd suffered
at her absence. There was a desperation in higheriast time he'd
seen her that told her he was at his wit's endd ldeen made a
suggestion, quite veiled and vague, of a runawaghma

Anne's nature rebelled at the suggestion of a Gréeen marriage.
Such runaway affairs only caused pain and disappeint to the
families and gave to the marriage an air of distaple squalor. She
would have liked a proper, formal, stylish weddidgring which all
of London society could wish them joy, not a sutitequs, sordid
affair which she and Arthur would always remembéhvshame.
Yet, if there were no other way...

On a cold February afternoon, with the sleet maiggdraces on the
windowpane, Coyne delivered into Anne's handstarlethich had
been brought to their door by a street urchin wéub imade it clear to
the butler that the missive was for Miss Hartleyss and hers alone.
One look at the designation told her it was fromthdr. She
dismissed the butler, telling him that she didwaht to be disturbed,
and ran upstairs to the small sitting room at thachof the stairs in
order to read the letter in strictest privacy. Tilute begged her to
arrange a clandestine meeting so that he couldugsiswith her
"Certain Matters" which were causing him "great ké¢wulistress."

The note touched her deeply, but she had no lavaéetings of this
kind. In addition, she could not help but feel tAathur should have
the courage to demand to see her openly and hgnestinatter what
his mother should say. All afternoon she pacedrdloen, trying to
decide what course to take. Unable to make up hret,rehe returned
to the window and, in the gray afternoon light, sb&d the letter for
the third time.



A step on the stairs made her start guiltily. Stleefd the note in
awkward haste and thrust it into the bosom of messl Snatching a
book from the mantelpiece, she ran quickly to thfa,ssat down and
assumed an expression of deep concentration dootiie

To her surprise, the door did not open unceremahyoupon her
half-brother or her stepmother, as she'd expethstead, someone
knocked firmly. "Is that you, Coyne?" she askednmoyance.

"No, ma'am," came an unfamiliar voice.

With a puzzled frown, she put aside the book andtwe open the
door. She found herself facing a complete stramntperstood smiling
down at her from a height of more than six feet §aped. The man
seemed enormous in his odd clothing. His sunstcehke was wet
with rain and much too long to be fashionable. ki was darkly
tanned and made his gray eyes seem shockingly lkhtloosely
fitting coat, buckskin breeches and blunt-toed bouwtere the
garments of a man of the outdoors and seemed viyefutlof-place
In a London sitting-room doorway.

She was suddenly aware that her heart had bedwamimer in fright
and her knees to shake, but whether these sympibsisock were
caused by the unexpectedness of his appearanceothpelling

gleam of his electrifying gray eyes or somethingeekhe couldn't
determine. "Wh-whare you—?" she stammered.

The gleaming smile widened, and the man made &lirig. "Jason
Hughes, ma'am. If you're Miss Anne Hartley, I'm oL
cousin-by-marriage from America."

"l...  am... Miss Hartley," Anne managed to ackiedge, staring at
him in astonishment..

"Well, then, I'm mighty pleased to meet you, ma'atme giant said
cheerfully, proffering a large hand. Speechlessiedautomatically



extended her hand to be kissed, but instead thegremped it and
shook it vigorously.

"How... do you do?" Anne said breathlessly, undbl&eep from
staring at him. "Argyouthe new Viscount Mainwaring?"

"l reckon so. The lady downstairs—your mama, | tdRe-"
"My stepmother, Lady Harriet."

"Yup, she's the one... she said | was to tell yai, since I'm to be the
new Viscount, you'll have to do somethin' with me."

"Do something?" Anne asked in complete confusioh.ddn't
understand...”

"l reckon she wants you to turn me into an Enggishtleman," he
explained with a broad smile.

Anne, trying to digest his words, merely continuedgape at him.
The young giant in the doorway, responding to heression of
dismay, grinned widely and nodded down at her immthetic
amusement. "Yes, ma'am," he said with a wry twidtis lips, his
voice choked with suppressed laughter, "I can'tidalgme you for
lookin' so staggered. Judgin' from the look of yme)'ve got yourself
a job and a half!"



Four

"MAY | COME IN, or is it the custom for English |ak to keep their
gentlemen callers coolin' their heels in the cams®" the American
asked after a long moment, during which Anne fobatself being
surveyed with an appraising stare as direct, carand rude as hers
had been.

"Of course you may come in," she said coloring, stegpped aside to
let him pass. "Please sit down." As he looked adatine room and
lowered his long frame into a chair, she addedytaitvhat a strange
expression. And not very apt. You can scarcely idens/ourself a
‘gentleman caller." One can't be a caller at omwis home. Thigs
your own house, you know."

"Is it?" Mr. Hughes asked innocently. "l didn't kmthat. The letter
said only that | was to report here on my arrival."

"Nevertheless, it is yours. Are you going to pubusinto the storm?"

Mr. Hughes tilted his head up to flick a cool glarat her as she stooc
over him. "You don't mean to call that little dlezout there a
storm,'do you? If I'm to take some real enjoymeaitnf puttin' you
out, I'd best wait for a gale, or a nice, freegmowstorm."

Realizing she'd been bested, Anne merely tosselddaer and took a
seat opposite him. "Have you just arrived from Aicee?" she asked
loftily.

"Yes'm. Landed at Southhampton two days ago ane sadight for
London. | intended to stay at Fenton's—a fellowboard ship told
me it's a right proper hotel—but your stepmothaists I'm to stay
here. | hope you don't mind."

"l have no right to mind. As | told you, thisysurhouse."



Mr. Hughes frowned at her. "I knowldok like a giant, ma'am, but
I'm no monster who tromped down a beanstalk. Itabive widows
from their homes nor eat little children for breadt | can quite easily
take residence at the hotel if my presence hersesayou the
slightest discomfort.”

"l... I'm sorry,” Anne said contritely. "I've beguite rude. You see,
l... I had no warn—I mean, | had not been inforrnieat you were
coming. If Mama has invited you to stay here, ofirse you are
welcome to do so."

"Thank you," the American said brieflyBuit—?"
"But?"

"l thought | heard a 'but' at the end of that veojite declaration,"
Mr. Hughes said, a mischievous twinkle gleamingissurprisingly
light eyes.

Anne shrugged. Americans were obviously quite fran direct in
their conversations. She decided to answer hinthesame spirit. "I
was only going to say that | shall certainly do payt to make you
feel welcome among us, but—"

"Aha! But...?"

"But | hope you don't take Mama seriously when sags I'm to...
er... take you in hand."

"Take me in hand? Do you mean ‘'make a gentlemanes?" Mr.
Hughes laughed loudly. "No, ma‘am, | know bettérafls no job for
a slip of a girl like you."

Anne, considerably taller than the average younly,ldhad never
heard herself described as a 'slip of a girl' axldnted enough to
smile back at him. "Then we understand each otlsbg"said.



"Better than you think," Mr. Hughes said, risingf you please,
ma'am, will you call the butler to show me to mgm@? | can see that
I'm keepin' you from some important readin"."

Anne was nonplussed. "Important reading?" she ethoe
"A letter. | must have interrupted you."
"B-But... how did you know... ?"

"Well, you see, ma'am, it's stickin' out of youesk a mite. If you'll
excuse me, I'll get out of your way and leave yoi.t

The color in Anne's cheeks took several minutagtede after Mr.
Hughes had followed Coyne out of the room. Theofelwas the
rudest creature she'd ever met! Hdavedhe refer to a letter that was
obviously not meant for him to notice? What rigatihhe to look at
her bosom, anyway? The more she thought abottitmbre furious
she became. Her stepmother had no right to sendohimar without
warning! She would tell Lady Harriet what she thbu@f such
behavior—andight now!"

In the meantime, Lady Harriet, absently workingham embroidery
in the drawing room below, had every expectatioa obnfrontation
with her stepdaughter. She had adjusted her enggoichme so that
she could face the door as she worked. In a vevynfiénutes, she
knew, Anne would burst indignantly into the roorheSealized full

well that Anne was bound to react strongly to hedden

confrontation with the new Viscount. But Harrietsvanperturbed.
She smiled placidly as her plump fingers workedhwinhurried

precision, adding tiny silk stitches to the intteedloral pattern
stretched on the frame before her. She was quite ddoe arrival of

the Viscount had not upset her at all. In fact,&feund the young
man delightful. She'd needed only ten minutes & dumpany to
realize that he was the perfect man to fulfill plms.



Mr. Jason Hughes of America was not exactly hanesdmt there
was something magnetic about his face. Harrieizedinstantly that
he was exciting enough to attract the most exaadfrigmales. But
she also recognized that his blunt manners, hiwlohg, informal

speech and his years-out-of-fashion mode of driéssied out for

remedial attention. The American was in need ofoadgcoat of
town-bronze. And who was more capable of supplyireyneeded
polish than Anne herself?

In addition, the situation gave Lady Harriet a pettly acceptable
excuse for keeping the American hidden away frocietp for a
time. He had to be made presentable. The task wailklel some
weeks, she surmised, during which it would be neangs0 keep him
in seclusion. And since Anne was to be the primcipstructor in his
transformation, she would, of necessity, be muchisncompany.
How perfectly natural, therefore, for Anne to wirsecure place in
Jason Hughes' affection! By the time the young mvas ready to
meet all the eager young females who would be wyg his

attentions, Anne would have already been estaldlishérst place.

Harriet smiled in satisfaction. Her plans seemed b® most
fortuitously taking shape. Her nephew was a vekgdble fellow.
Her first brief meeting with him had been fascingtiLady Harriet
had kept him sitting beside her in the drawing rpplying him with
questions. In response tb her accusations th&athisr had callously
forgotten his sister and brother in England, hesleed her that his
father had spoken of them often. He'd explained leary Hughes
had married the daughter of a Virginia planterhat ¢nd of the war
and had removed his bride to the city of Norfolkere he'd made a
mark in the shipping trade and where Jason had been About
eight years ago, Jason's father had succumbedtver ailment and
died. Two years later, Jason's mother had remaraad Jason,
having attained his majority, had struck out ondvis.



Although Lady Harriet was most curious about thiaike of Jason's
life, she'd noticed that he was somewhat retic&aut revealing
anything but the most basic facts of his backgroumvilling to pry,
and eager to arrange a meeting between the youmgama her
stepdaughter, she'd refrained from questioningfarther. She'd sent
him upstairs with instructions to introduce himgelAnne. And now
she waited, keeping an interested eye on the flmoAnne to come
in and reveal her reaction.

Lady Harriet had not long to wait. Jason had na@nbgone above a
quarter of an hour when the drawing room door viasgf open and

Anne strode in. Her high color indicated that tirewas furious and

bemused, but she faced her stepmother with hereiemgheck and

eyebrows raised in challenging hauteur. "Just vanatyou up to,

Mama?" she demanded unceremoniously.

"Up to? Whatever do you mean?" Lady Harriet cowteralmly,
fixing her eyes on her needlework.

"You sent that man up to me withouward of warning! Howcould
you, Mama? | almost jumped out of my skin when Wifid him
standing in the doorway—the fellow's a veritapiant!"

"I'm sure you can't blame me fbrat" Harriet pointed out reasonably.

"You know | don't mean that,” Anne said impatientlydon't see
why you sent him up at all. Why didn't you tell @@to warn me that
he'd arrived? And what do you mean by telling hivattyou expect
me to make a gentleman of him? How could anyoneemak
gentleman of that insufferable creature? What ateapout, Mama?
Have you some scheme up your sleeve?"

Harriet looked up innocently. "I have no idea wiguyshould think
me scheming merely because | would like my nepheve-faas just
arrived from a colonial backwater where he has aimsly



experienced nothing of civilized life—to learn teeasure up to the
demands of his titles.

You must have noticed, dearest, that his clothdsaamner of speech
are not quite what one would expect from an Engisér."

"Of course I've noticed. | couldriielpnoticing. But why should you
care? A few months ago, you would have been happyaml¢hat
he'd disappeared from the face of the earth!"

"I've changed my mind," Harriet declared calmlyoWthat I've seen
him, | find I'm quite attached to him."

"Attachedto him? Are you serious? You've barely met him!"

"Nevertheless, havemet him and find him charming—in a rough
untutored way. I've discovered that | have stroragemmal feelings

for the lad and would like nothing better than swvé him become

part of our family."

Anne stiffened and looked at her stepmother fuhou$art of the
family? And how do you plan to accomplish that, pray? whdt has
it to do with me?"

"It has onlythisto do with you—that | wish you to offer Mr. Hughes
a bit of advice and assistance on matters of clgttand social
activities and so on. After all, the young man haser set foot in
London. He's never had any dealings with properesacl merely
wish you to teach him how to get on."

"And why have | been given the honor of instructmg?" Anne
asked icily.

"My dear, you have always been admired for yoursseof style.
Everyone always says that Anne Hartley is bangupe mark. Who
else in the family is more qualified?"



The suspicious glare did not leave Anne's eyeb@adi®pped into the
nearest armchair. "Mama, | have no desire to irvatyself in this. It
IS no matter to méowthe fellow gets on in society! And | don't se
why it should matter to you."

"But it doesmatter to me," Harriet declared, keeping her vpleeid.
"He's my own brother's son, after all. My own blpgdu know. And
he's come across the ocean to take his place dohtas family—"

"Yes, but you've been praying that he worddchainon the other side
of the ocean—"

"Never mind. Now that he's here, | find that | [ikien very well. I'm

glad he's come to head the family—it's a positiat tdon't feel at all
qualified to hold. He seems a generous and capahie—just what
this family needs."

"Ha!" snorted Anne bitterly, "you've much to leaabout his
character. But if you think he's so perfect, whyda want to change
him?"

"l don't want to change him—only to give him sommh-bronze.
You can't wish for the head of our family to makpo®r impression
on theton of London."

"l don't carewhatsort of impression he makes!"

Lady Harriet frowned. Then, carefully inserting heredle into the
fabric for safekeeping and taking a deep, calmirepthn, she rose
with as much dignity as her plump figure permittedl confronted
her stepdaughter purposefully. "Yowstcare, my dear, for all our
futures depend on Mr. Hughes. We must, therefasisahim in
every way possible to adapt to his new stationifen He must be
made content and comfortable in his new surrourggibgt this will
not come to pass unless he is accepted withoutctemts by all of
London society."”



"But | don't see why | need be involved in—"

"You must be involved because there is no onesalseell-qualified
to instruct him."

"Nonsenselouy my dear Mama, are every bit as qualified as [I!"

Harriet was momentarily at a loss. "Perhaps | ashg€ admitted
reluctantly, "but it is better for him to be insttad by... er... someone
closer to his own age."

"Then what about Peter?" Anne persisted. "At |Pasér is anale—"

"Peter!" exclaimed Harriet with a snort. "What diao! | suppose he
can help, of course, but you know very well thatloy is completely
at a loss when it comes to matters of style anthsmtercourse. For
a boy who is universally considered to be brilljdrg has many areas
of complete ignorance."

While his mother was ruthlessly maligning him behinis back,
Peter, in the upstairs hallway, was making himsedtiwn to the new
head of the family. The American was following theler down the
hall when Peter stepped out of his study for af lvaspite from his
books. He took one look at the enormous strangjekdal behind his
spectacles and gaped at the man open-mouthed.

The butler took the opportunity to introduce théMay | present
Master Peter Hartley, your lordship?" he asked vapropriate
formality. Then, his formal duty done, he droppess hisual
imperturbability to murmur into Peter's ear, "lf® new Viscount,
Master Peter. Can you credit it? He's just arrivech America!"

Peter, embarrassingly aware the new Lord Mainwaroogld

scarcely have missed noticing Coyne's solecismrmcgld quickly at
the Viscount's face to catch his response to thletsilapse. Coyne
had known Peter from birth and stood on comfortaftiynate terms



with the boy. Although Peter was aware that théebwhould have
kept a closer guard on his tongue in front of tleavrhead of the
household, he hoped that the American would unaledsCoyne's
justifiable excitement.

But there was no sign on the American's face tlead taken any
notice of Coyne's dereliction of duty. He merelyt put his hand.
"You're Lady Harriet's son, aren't you? I'm Jasaoiglies."

Peter found his hand being shaken with enthusi&anpeered up
through his spectacles at the tanned face of hierfsian cousin with
undisguised curiosity. "This is an unexpected ssepmy lord," he
ventured. "I had supposed that passage from Amevimald be
Impossible to obtain in these times."

"Difficult, but not impossible, as you can see,'e tiAmerican
answered in his pleasant, drawling colonial acc@&umid please, don't
call me 'my lord.' We don't cotton to titles in tBates."

Peter couldn't help smiling at the unfamiliar usageotton td' and
"the Stateshad such an American sound. "Then waat| to call
you?" he asked shyly.

"Won't just plain '‘Jason' do?"

Peter considered. "It seems an unwarranted libertize your given
name on such short acquaintance—"

"But we Americans enjoy taking liberties, you knbudason assured
him with a warm smile.

"So I've heard," Peter smiled back, "but you'reincAmerica now,
you know. | don't think Mama would approve of mylicg you
Jason so brazenly."



"Well, let's not stand about in the hall debatme tpoint,” Jason
suggested. "Why don't you keep me company whiledack my
gear, and we'll discuss the matter?"

"Unpack yourgear?"Peter asked in surprise, eagerly falling into ste
alongside his enormous cousin. "Why don't you leyre—?"

The butler, leading the way to the large bedroontha northwest
corner of the house (the room which Lady Harriet hastily chosen
as the most appropriate one available on such sbode, despite its
drafty windows and smoky fireplace), looked backronis shoulder
with a grimace of disapproval. "His lordship insish doing his own
unpacking," he said, with an ill-concealed air fiénse.

"No need to get miffed," Jason said placatinghhéfle ain't much to
unpack, you see."

The butler didn't answer, having arrived at higideson. He opened
the bedroom door cautiously and looked inside.eRelil to discover
that the maid (whom he'd hastily dispatched to remthe dust

covers and tidy up the room) had accomplished dsd, the stepped
aside and permitted his lordship to enter. Jasokeld around with

interest at the square, moderately sized but dynptneled room.

His shabby portmanteau had already been placeldeonpholstered
bench which stood at the foot of a large, canopied. A fire had

been started in the grate, the furniture had baested, and the
curtains had been drawn back to permit the gragrradon light to

filter in.

The butler, well aware that the bed hangings wkreatdbare, the
chair upholstery shabby and the room envelopedoong and chill,

nevertheless hoped that the new Viscount would betoverly

disturbed by these defects. He need not have wiorfige Viscount
surveyed his new quarters with an approving siiNew, ain't this

grand!" he exclaimed, impressed.



Peter, whose bedroom was larger, warmer and mardoctably
furnished than this one, glanced quickly at Jadawts, but there was
not a sign of insincerity written upon it. Mr. Jaddughes of Virginia
must have had a humble background, Peter surnifidezifoundthis
room grand.

When Coyne had bowed himself out, Peter percheth@ied and
watched in fascination while his cousin unpacked hieager
belongings. Three or four changes of linen, a gdooat, a few
outmoded day and evening coats and three paineethes were all
that Jason had brought, except for a strange-lgokirry garment
which Peter took to be a greatcoat. Peter wondefred sort of life
his cousin had led in America. From all appearanitegas not the
comfortable, elegant, easy life which he would higekif he'd been
brought up in England.

Jason, meanwhile, looked about him for a placddweis things.
The only piece of furniture which seemed suitablaswan
odd-looking chest with more than a dozen small éravin it. "What
Is this thing?" he asked Peter. "May | put my thinga?"

"It's a gentleman's dressing table," Peter expthigetting up from
the bed to demonstrate the chest's many intricatiésu see,
although it appears to be merely a chest of segardeawers—"

"Seventeen? Amazing!" Jason marveled.

"Not all of these are drawers, however. This idlyeamirror which
pops up when you open it. This one here unfolds lz@mbmes a
writing desk, see? And this one, on the left, impartmented to hold
your cuff links, watch fobs, and such trinkets. Ahts one—"

"Stop, or | shall be hopelessly confused!" Jasaghad. "It's truly a
wonder, but are any of those just pldnawers?"



"Of course. All the lower ones. And you needn't iyoabout
becoming confused. Your valet is the only one wa® to bother with
it."

"But you see, | have no valet," Jason explainetl @ishrug.

Peter resumed his perch on the bed and adjustedpeistacles
thoughtfully. "Don't they have valets in America? Were you too
poor to have one?" he asked with frank interest.

"Money was never a worry to me," Jason answereth wdgual
directness. "Don't know if there are any valetdmerica or not—no
one | ever knew had one. Can't you English fellodress
yourselves?"

Peter laughed. "Not the dandies. Why, some of tadwa three hours
to tie their neckcloths!"

"You don't mean it!" Jason said, looking up from portmanteau in
disbelief.

“It's true," Peter assured him. "I've heard thatsof them spend half
the day dressing for dinner."

Jason merely shook his head and stooped over 1 I8i® shirts in
one of the lower drawers. Peter noticed the grackaaility of his
movements as he bent down. "You must be well axdest tall!" he
exclaimed admiringly. "Do all American men growtat?"

Jason straightened up. "I'm six feet three or Be,grinned, "and as
big a gawk back home as I'll no doubt be here."

"And weigh fourteen stone, I'd wager," Peter estatialooking over
his cousin speculatively. "What a fighter you'd mak the ring!"



"l don't get much chance to box—a man my size ilwagte findin' a
challenger," Jason grinned. Then, looking at hipbetacled cousin
in surprise, he added, "Don't tell me that you'\likiag for boxing!
Your mother gave me to understand that you'redhelarly sort.”

"That's about all I'm good for," Peter admittedhnét sigh. "I ride a
bit, of course, but I'm not fit for much else. Génty not boxing."

"Size doesn't have much to do with prowess in ithg, you know,"
Jason said, feeling a flicker of sympathy for Hisms/oung cousin.
"So long as you're matched with an opponent of legegght, it's
speed and footwork that make the difference.”

"I've always thought so," Peter said, brightenityt there's never
been anyone around who could show me how—"

Jason understood immediately what Peter could oié egxplain.
The young, bookish son in a household of women—as wot the
atmosphere in which a boy would learn to develemtianly arts. "I'll
be glad to teach you a few of the skills and trickboxing—not that
I'm a great expert, mind."

"Would youreally be willing to teach me?" Peter asked with a sl
eagerness.

"l wouldn't have offered if | didn't mean it," Jassaid bluntly.

Peter's face colored with pleasure. "l never tholldlbe saying this,
Cousin Jason," the boy said with obvious sincetiiyf I'm very glad
you've come."

Downstairs, Lady Harriet was finding it beyond lwapabilities to
convince her obstinate stepdaughter to undertakedhbcation of the
American. The girl's resistance was unshakabl&ll'you, Mama,"



she insisted, "it would be a waste of time! Théofglis ill-mannered
and rude, and he subjected me to vulgar scrutimly regar-insults.
Don't look at me so! I'm not being obstinate, Lass/ou. | am merely
trying to explain to you that | cannot accept wham certain is a
hopeless task. | haven't the time nor the abiltyuhdertake the
excessive effort which would be required to makespectable peer
of him. Even Mr. Hughes admitted to me—How did he i? Oh,
yes!—that it would be job and a half!"

"Nonsense," Lady Harriet murmured placidly, resugniner seat at
the embroidery frame and picking up her needles féllow cannot
be so bad—"

"Not so bad? Why, he's positivelyrimitivel He can't even speak
proper English!" Anne rose from her chair and wdlkarposefully
to the door. But before she stalked from the rosime, turned to her
stepmother and added dramatically, "Turning thatin nato a
Pink-of-the-Ton would be like turningfaog into aprince And for
thattrick, Mama dear, you'd need more than a daughteraxsense
of style. You'd need a fairy godmother witihnagic wand!"



Five

ANNE RETURNED to the upstairs sitting room and,diimg it

deserted, entered, closed the door carefully amgined to the
window to read her letter once more. Although tgbktlby this time
had all but disappeared, she knew the wording dlimp$eart. But
repeated readings did not lessen her feeling dastes. Why did
Arthur feel so strongly the need for secrecy? Whyldn't he call at
her home, as he was used to do?

The letter gave some explicit suggestions for atimgebetween
them. He'd requested that she arrange for a meati@gerry's home
in Half-Moon Street. He would send for her answmet tevening.
With a shrug, she lit a candle, brought it to theting table and
penned two quick notes—one to Arthur and one tai@h8he would
accede to his wishes this once, but she deterntinethke it clear to
him that she would brook no furtive meetings. ltswaa mode of
behavior for which she had no taste.

The meeting took place the following morning. Arareved at the
house on Half-Moon Street early, so that she whailce a moment to
confer with Cherry about strategies. Cherry grebtdat the door in
pleased excitement. She was overjoyed to be padydh romantic
doings. "Come in," she chirped eagerly, dismissimggbutler with a
wave of her hand. "Oh, how lovely you look todagatf blue pelisse
Is positively—"

"Never mind the pelisse, Cherry, please. Has yather gone to her
card game, as usual?"

"Yes, but you needn't have worried about her. Shgladvnot think it

strange that Arthur Claybridge chances to drop bgmwyou are with
me. After all, you are here so often, and Arthusush a very good
friend—"



"I know. You're quite right. I'm behaving like a rdomed
ninny-hammer." The two girls walked down the hatl the
Laverstoke drawing room. "It's only that | cannkeélmeeting Arthur
in this surreptitious way."

"l find it veryromantical," Cherry sighed enviously.

"Oh, Cherry, you are such a goose! | very much fieat the only
reason for this 'romantical’ meeting is... wehake to say it, but it's
the only thing | can think of... Arthurtsowardice!"

"Cowardice! Anne, hoveanyou think such a thing!"

"What else am | to think? Why must he suddenly ftntecessary to
meet meherel Why can't he stand up to his mother and see |
openly?"

Cherry drew off Anne's pelisse, picked up her gsoard bonnet and
threw them all on a chair. Then, seating hersett tee Anne on the
sofa, she looked earnestly at her friend, her \eyks clouded with
sympathetic concern. "Don't think ill of poor Arthdearest. I'm sure
he'll explain it all when he comes. You mustn't pinto
conclusions—you're undoubtedly misjudging him shiathe Just
give him this chance to explain."

"But that's why I'm here, is it not?"

Cherjy patted her hand. "Good. Everything will beef you'll see. In
the meantime, I'll go to see about a tea tray. How shall | leave
you with him? Do you think half-an-hour—?"

"No, Cherry, you're not to go at all. You're thetdeiend | have in the
world—as Arthur knows perfectly well—and there'shiog he can
say to me that can't be said in your presence."



"No!" Cherry said with surprising firmness.can'tstay here! Arthur

won't be able to speak freely.. . and I'd find ¢ireumstances most
uncomfortable. It's really out of the question twpe&ct me to

remain..."

"Honestly, Cherry, you vex me. If the situation weeversed, and it
was you who were meeting a man clandestinelynty drawing
room—"

Cherry smiled, her wide eyes suddenly glowing ieaplure at the
Imaginary scene that Anne's words had conjured efpré her.

Clasping her hands together at her breast, likacaress at Drury

Lane, she breathed, "Oh, Anne,oifily it would happen! What an
absolutelythrilling conjecture!” Then, putting aside the vision firmly
she said, "If itwereto happen, | should certainly expect you to lea\
me and my...er.gallantto ourselves. And for as long as possible!"

Anne couldn't help giggling. "Cherry, what goosecapyou are!

Sometimes | think your brain has been addled byrtaoh reading of
romantic novels. It's Fanny Burney—she's bad for. yon convinced
of it."

"Just because I've read Heralinatwo or three times?"

"Two or three times? What a bouncer! You practic&thow it by
heart!"

The question of Cherry's presence or absence dilmnfprthcoming

meeting was forgotten in the badinage over Miss1Bys novel, and
Arthur arrived before the issue was settled. Arthappearance on
his entrance into the drawing room was every birasantic as

Cherry had anticipated. His hair was windblown, éygs troubled,

his manner agitated and his voice breathless. Kbpg you waiting,

haven't I?" he asked in a tone of severe self-cengin most terribly

sorry. | could not leave the house as early adlIgi@nned.”



Although the apology had been addressed to AnnerrZhkould not

help replying. "But you are not late at all," slssw@red him gently as
she took his hat, picked up Anne's outer garmeata the chair and
started out of the room.

"Cherry, you needn't bother to remove our thindshe said with a
meaningful glare. "Call for the butler."

Cherry met the glare with a mischievous smile.l ‘®hly be a
moment,” she murmured and slipped from the room.

The lovers were alone. Arthur seized his opporyuaitd crossed
promptly to Anne's side, sitting down beside hertloa sofa and
grasping both her hands. "Anne, my dearest gamlin the greatest
despair! | don't know what to do!"

Anne looked down at his lowered head, his touskedscand his
posture of dejection and was conscious of a feadihgnpatience.
She had not the capacity for sympathy that Chexdy Bhe suddenly
realized. Cherry would have murmured something aradg and
stroked his hair. But Anne was so strongly overwiesl with
curiosity about thereasonsfor his unhappiness that she wa
unwilling to spend any time or effort to soothe pan. "What is this
all about, Arthur?" she asked abruptly.

Arthur looked up at her. "I've had a terrible rowhamy mother. |
haven't wanted to trouble you with this before, bu# known for
some time that the family's finances are hopeldssigled. I've been
doing what | can to straighten matters out, butiohgreatly talented
in matters of business managemexrid now Mama feels that it is
my place to... to..." He could not go on but lovekngs head again.

"To make an advantageous match," Anne finishedifardrily.

He looked up in surprise. "Yes, that'sHow did you guess—?"



"I've been hearing the same thing ever since Loaihiaring died
and Mama realized that Peter would not be the"heir.

Arthur was horrified. "Do you mean that Lady Harmeantsyouto...
to marry for convenience? My God! Why haven't yold me?"

"l don't know. | hoped something might happen..

Arthur jJumped up and began to pace about, the r&®his is worse
than | thought! Good God, to think of...of your tgipushed into
wedlock with...with who knows what sort of creatuk@d merely for
his wealth! It makes me...! This is insupportabletannot—uwill

not—give you up!"

"Give me up?" Anne stiffened. "Ehat what you have come to tell
me? That you've decided to give me up?"

"No, no! How can you ask such a thing? | admit thrgt mother
desires me to do so, but | am not a helpless dmilda grown man...
the head of my family..."

"Exactly. The head of your family. Your mother Imagt the authority
to make such demands of you."

He turned away, sagging in despair. "But Anne nlica longer bear
the life | lead at home...the endless quarrelind) r@agging to which
I'm subjected. | must deomething..."

She met his eyes and, as always, the intensitysajdze, the twitch

of the muscle in his cheek, the lock of hair tredt $0 appealingly

over his forehead caused her heart to contractb8btieoned him to

sit down beside her and, surrendering to an impsalsebrushed back
the unruly lock from his forehead and let her heest for a moment
on his cheek. With a groan, he took the hand aesised it to his lips.
"What are we to do?" he asked miserably.



"I don't know," she whispered in equal unhappinéstave you
thought of anything... anything at all?"

"Yes, | have," he answered suddenly, sitting upaipurposeful set
of his shoulders, as if he were making up his nimdgomething.
"Gretna."

"Gretna? A runaway marriage?" This time it was Anne's tiornise
and pace the room. "l haven't wanted... I've néked it. All that
dissembling and dishonesty. The secrecy, the gnéss... as if we'd
done something of which we were ashamed.”

"l know. I've thought of that, too. But | see nbet way—"

"But Arthur, it would solve nothing! Where would we afterwards?
Where would we live? Antdow?"

"I havethought of that, my dear. | am not completely iagtical.
There is a living about to become available at eandge in
Shropshire. | have a family connection there. Tioteme is not great,
but there is a house. And if | sell the family éstan Devonshire,
which my business agent has been suggesting, myemahd sister
might contrive tolerably well in their life here rondon without my
support.”

Anne stopped in her tracks and stared at Arthifrsise'd never seen
him before. "Do you mean... are you saying thatwould takeholy
orders?"

He smiled at her air of stupefaction. "Yes, of cauil wouldhaveto,
wouldn't I? Don't look so dismayed. | am qualifiéde often thought
that, if circumstances had been different... if flauily were not so
well placed in society, or if | were not the onbns.. that | might have
been quite content to take that path."



Anne could not help staring at him. No gentleman har
acquaintance had ever shown the slightest int@émeshtering the
clergy. Members of thdon were usually either uninterested ir
religious matters or, at best, casual in their oleseces. That anyone
in her circle would consider taking holy orders wabnost
unthinkable. "But should yoenjoysuch a life?" she asked, aghast.

"Yes, | think | would,"” he answered. "Buaty enjoyment is not the
point. It isyoul am thinking of. | would enjoyany life that made it
possible for you to be my wife."

Anne, whose mind had been dwelling on the pictdrkesself in a
little cottage in Shropshire, the wife of a countiyar, did not realize,
for a moment, what she'd just heard. "What didseyf" she asked, a
smile dawning at the corners of her mouth.

"l said | would enjoy any life that made it possilbbr you to be my
wife."

"Oh, dear," she said, a mock expression of disnmalgey face, "I've
missed it. What a disappointment!”

"Disappointment?" Arthur asked, blinking in confusi

"Yes. | think that I've had proposal of marriageand it was made in
so casual a fashion that | almost failed to nati€e

Arthur's puzzled look remained frozen on his fameaf moment and
then changed to discomfiture. "Of course!" he nrette "I should
have done it properly. I've botched it, haven't I?"

"Don't be silly, Arthur,” she responded, sittingwdo beside him
again. "l was only joking."

"But you are quite right,” he insisted. "Is it tlade for me to get down
on my knees and make a formal proposal?"



Anne laughed. "Sometimes | think you're as goosasiCherry. 1
would only giggle if you went down on your knees."

"But | haven't yet told you that you are the masulttiful, wonderful,

delightful girl I've ever known, that 1 love you stadevotedly, and
all the other things a man should say when he asksman to be his
wife."

"Well, you've told them to me now. And very nicelgp."

Arthur smiled at her in some relief. "Have 1? Vesgll, then, |
suppose we may dispense with the kneeling." Theas & pause
while he watched her expectantly. But Anne, a ssiilElingering on
her lips, was looking down abstractedly at her doltled in her lap.
"Haven't you anything to say tae?"Arthur prodded. "It'syourturn
now."

"My turn?" She blinked and forced herself to att@mt"\What do you
mean?"

"I've asked you to marry me, my dear. You're supdds give me
some response, you know."

Anne's smile faded. "You know I love you, Arthuritidvall my heart.
But a Gretna marriage... a vicarage in Shropshits.all a bit..."

"Sudden?" Arthur supplied.

"Yes, sudden." All at once, she shook her headedtat him a
moment, and then a peal of laughter escaped her.

Arthur stared. "What is it? What has amused you so?

Anne was laughing too hard to manage an answethatmoment,
there was a discreet knock at the door, and Cleerigred, followed
by the butler with a tea tray.



Cherry had envisioned a number of tableaus whiehrsight have
discovered on her entrance into the drawing roormeAand Arthur
at opposite ends of the room, staring at each othahite-lipped

anger; Anne and Arthur locked in a passionate eceyranne seated
on the sofa, hands folded, and Arthur kneeling deesier; Anne
sobbing miserably in Arthur's arms. What steverimagined was
that Anne would be laughing uncontrollably, andhirt would be

gaping at her in bewilderment. "What on earth ikimg her so

merry?" Cherry asked Arthur curiously.

Arthur shrugged. "l wish | knew," he muttered.

After the butler had left, Anne caught her breaithvan effort and
endeavored to explain. "Forgive me, but it's fsmny | had
determined, years ago, that when a gentleman madmroffer, the
one thing | wouldheversay was 'Oh, sir, this is so sudden!" And ju:
now, quite without realizing it, said those very words V'

Cherry giggled briefly, but then her mouth droppgen. "But... but
that means...!" She looked from one to the othéh whining eyes.
"Arthur! You've offeredfor her!"

Arthur nodded, smiling at Cherry's delight. "Yest bve not yet had
an answer, beyond 'this is so sudden,' of course."

"Oh, dear," Cherry said in chagrin, "I came in smon! Il go out
again and give you more time—"

"No, Cherry, it's not necessary," Anne cut in. d3ke stay and serve
Arthur some tea."

"But... Anne, are you not going to give him an aes?¥ Cherry
asked, perplexed.



"No. | must go home and think. Arthlnows howmuch | wish to
marry him, don't you Arthur? But your plan is sceypected that it
leaves me quite astounded. | must have time todents calmly..."

"What plan?" Cherry asked, curiosity taking precedeover good
manners.

"Arthur will tell you about it over tea. | must g@on't disturb
yourself, Cherry. The butler will get my thinj."ndl giving Arthur's
hand an affectionate squeeze, she went to the 'tadlme, Arthur,”
she inquired, pausing in the doorway and turninigito, "would you
not prefer to be married and return here in Londan could be
arranged, rather than go off to Shropshire?"

"l... suppose so," he replied hesitantly, "if iinkat you would wish.
But | don't see how such a plan can be contrived...

"Neither do I. That's what | want to think abowine said. With a
wave of her hand to Cherry, wistoodgaping after her, Anne took
her leave.

"Shropshire? What is she talking about?" Cherrgdsks she took a
seat at the tea tray and began to pour.

Arthur, bemused and discontent with the outcombi®tete-a-tete,
felt the need to unburden his heart to an undetstgririend, but his
masculine reticence made him hesitate. However, nwheo
comforting cups of tea had been drunk, and whenrglhad taken a
place beside him on the sofa and fixed her wides @yehim with
their expression of compassionate concern, he fobmiself
confiding the whole of his conversation with hiddwed into her
eager ear. She nodded and smiled encouraginglyy duee he
sighed; she was most heartening when she heapdans and most
flatteringly impressed by his hitherto-unexpresaetbitions to enter



the clergy. When he at last took his leave, hig stas jaunty and his
head high. It had been, he decided, a most satsjamorning.



Six

THE SHORT WALK BACK HOME did not give Anne much taro
think, but it was long enough for her to realizaatttshe was
completely unsuited to be a vicar's wife and tee lim dowdy
obscurity in a cottage in Shropshire. Her reactgime knew, was
ignoble and mean-spirited. Cherry would be appalléer friend
would no doubt have glowed with joy at the prospafclove in a
cottage. Anne could almost hear her: "Just thielarest, howovely
it would be! You could plant roses round the damd bake your own
bread! Just imagine it—when Arthur came in aftekimg his rounds
of the parishioners who were ill, he'd find youtle kitchen up to
your beautiful elbows in fragrant dough... and heydto embrace
you, and you'd spill flour on his shoulder and asrhis cheek... and
you'd both laugh..."

Ugh! The entire picture made Anne shudder. Howatsbk bear it in
Shropshire, so far from the balls, the opera, tiops, the libraries,
the gossip, the excitement, the gaiety of Londoo® Eould she exist
in a place where she would be forced to wear last'y gowns,
chatwith the farmers' wives and find herself paized by the local
gentry? The prospect was utterly repellent.

On the other hand, could she beardtuseArthur? To live without
him—perhaps to see him wed to anoth&Hat was the dreadful
alternative.

She arrived home before she could even begindoefsolution to the
problem. She came in quietly, hoping to make hey wwaher room
unnoticed, to give herself an opportunity to thiwkhout being
disturbed. But in the foyer, she came upon a seemeh drove
everything else from her mind.

Coyne and Lady Harriet were confronting a creatimee took at
first to be an enormous gypsy. But of course, shenediately



recognized her strange American cousin- by-marridde was
dressed in the most peculiar coat she'd ever $e@as made of an
unrecognizable animal skin and sewn with the futhennside. It had
no collar or lapels, but it was edged all arounderewn the
bottom—with the fur. In his hand, the American &adr a
round-brimmed, round-crowned black hat. He lookeiynuch like
a backwoods trapper she'd once seen in a sket@h book of
American explorations. "Good God!" she exclaimedou're not
goingoutin that coat, are you?"

Lady Harriet turned to her with an expression ¢émse relief in her
eyes. "I'm so glad you've returned, love," she saild less than her
usual placidity. "We've been trying to make Jasoteustand that he
should not step out into the world just yet."

Anne giggled. "Yes, | can quite see why."

Jason frowned at her in mock reproof. "I'm happybéo able to
provide you with a fittin' subject for ridicule, raan. But | wish you'd
stop your laughin' long enough to help me conviyma mama that
no harm will come if | take a bit of a stroll. I'set my heart on
purchasin' a suit of armor, and I'd like to lookret shops—"

"No harm?" Anne cut in bluntly. "You'll have the ale of London
laughing by nightfall if everoneperson sees you in that rig."

"Let 'em. Ain't no skin ofimynose."

Anne, trying to make sense of his unfamiliar apsroriblinked up at
him, only to become aware of a glint of amusemerhiis eyes. "Are
you laughing atme, sir?" she demanded, putting her chin u
haughtily. "If I've been slow in responding to yawitticism, it is
only because your American language is so barbaric.

"Nonsense, girl," he came back, grinning. "Theresmitaa word in
that sentence you don't know."



Challenged, Anne went over the sentence againn't'Ab skin off
my nose.' Oh, | see! It's similar to 'Sticks anohst may break my
bones, but words—"

"Exactly," he said approvingly, "but shorter andrento the point."
Anne smiled back. "l admit it's a colorful expressi'

"That may be," Lady Harriet said, "but it's notwenuch help in the
matter we're discussing. It may be no skin frgour nose if you
become the laughingstock of London, but it shattasely bruise
mine | won't have the Mainwaring name made ridiculdus.

Jason turned back to her and said politely, "I krieww you feel,
Lady Harriet, but no one knows me here. No passeilbype able to
make the connection between this peculiar foreigaed the
Mainwarings."

"They'll make the connection later, however, wheu'ye been
introduced to society. Such a sight as you makewitiwmot easily be
forgotten.”

"Do | look as bad as that?" Jason asked ruefully.

Lady Harriet softened immediately. "Oh, dear. | ntidmean to
offend... that is, of coursgou don't look bad. | find you quite
handsome, truly I do. It's only thedat—"

Anne nodded in agreement, circling Jason and gtgdyhis
appearance with amused, half-admiring revulsione"heverseen
such a dreadful garment. Why on earth do you wanigar it?"

"Because it's warm!" he declared impatiently. "lromothing else
that is suitable for this obnoxious climate. Thigdihia boy is
accustomed to much milder weather."”



"But I'm sorry to have to tell you, 'Virginia boytiat nothing like it
has ever been seen on the streets of London. dignwant to make
a cake of yourself, you'll remain indoors untilragfcoat can be made
for you."

"But that may takelays!"
"Weeks, more likely."

" Weeks?'He looked at Anne in dismay. "You can't ask mestoain
cooped up in the house for weeks!"

"It doesseem a bit cruel," Lady Harriet admitted.

"Of course, he may go outdoors on milder days,"&suggested, "if
he wears one of his less exceptional coats. Anthég take some
hope in the realization that the time necessary making his
greatcoat can be considerably shortened if he speatke tailors in
the proper way."

Lady Harriet looked at Anne hopefully. "Oh, Annesadest, would
you help him to do that?"

Anne caught herself up short. "Now, Mamatold you | wanted
nothing to do with—"

"Anne!" her stepmother cut her off in embarrassménbu needn't
be so tactless, with Jason standing right here."

"Oh, that's all right, ma'am," Jason assured héoul daughter has
already informed me to my face that makin' me amgy a proper
gentleman is too hopeless a task for her to urkietta

"Never mind, dear boy," Lady Harriet said soothyndlwe shall
manage very well without Anne's help. As far asih see, you are
quite a proper gentleman already and only wanptbper clothing."



Anne merely snorted in a scornful—and very unldagi-manner.

Jason, ignoring her, grinned at his aunt. "Thank yaa'am, for those
comfortin® words. If | had to rely on the good apm of your
daughter, my self-esteem would suffer a real b€&atin

"What gammon!" sneered Anne. "I'm beginning to sasphat your
self-esteem is as oversizedyasiare, and I'm convinced it can stant
up quite well under any blows from me."

"Anne, stop this at once! You are upsetting me, youa know my
heart won't stand it. If you won't help him, younct least leave the
boy in peace," Harriet ordered. "Come, Jason, the¢ coat to the
butler and let's confer in the library about wagd aneans to set you
up properly in your new role."

Jason, with a sigh, surrendered to female presslgdook off the
offending garment and handed it to Coyne. The butkde sure also
to remove the ugly, round hat from Jason's hany afhich he
quickly made a retreat down the hallway, determiteedhide the
clothes forever from the light of day.

Lady Harriet, meanwhile, with an encouraging snskasted up the
stairs, with Jason meekly following. With his faot the bottom step,
he remembered that he had not taken his leave néAre turned
around and found her staring at him with a look eafrnest
speculation. "Is something the matter?" he inquired

"I was only thinking..." she said slowly, "that paps Imighttake it
upon myself to instruct you—"

Lady Harriet, halfway up the stairs, swung arouadegly. "What?
Oh, Anne dear, would yaeally?"

"Under certain circumstances," Anne said cautiausly



Jason looked from one lady to the other, his eliairgg with rueful
amusement. "l don't want you ladies to fight ovex, mow," he
muttered drily.

Harriet either missed or ignored his sally. "Whatumstances?" she
demanded of her daughter.

"That is to be a matter between his lordship and Mema, if you
don't mind."

Lady Harriet gave Anne a piercing glance. "No, h'tdonind at all,"
she said.

"Does anyone carelifmind?" his lordship asked no one in particula

"No," said Anne shortly. "And since Mama has giten permission,
I'd like you to come with me to the morning roomesé we can
discuss the matter."

Jason looked up at Lady Harriet. "Do you wish megaowith her,
ma'am?"

"Yes, Ido, Jason. She can be of enormous help to you,"élamged.

Jason nodded and obediently turned back to follomeAinto the
morning room. "All right, girl, what's this all abt?" he asked as
soon as they were alone.

Anne closed the door carefully. "Won't you sit dowy lord?" She
motioned to the round table set before the bow mind

"No, | don't think 1 will. Here | am in my shirt&ees, and there you
are all rigged out in that blue coverin' and thaddezlin'
bonnet—why, ma'am, it makes you much too intimidataybe I'd
better stand."



Anne met his bantering look with a suspicious ohbey own. "I'm

quite sure, sir, that it would take more than a embonnet to
intimidate you. Nevertheless, | shall remove itd any pelisse as
well, and then we malgothbe comfortable."

"Stripped to our shirtsleeves, like a couple ofdrsxeh?" grinned the
Viscount.

"Please, my lord, let us be serious," Anne requdestating herself at
the table and gesturing to the chair opposite.alteha proposal to
make to you."

Jason seated himself. "Well, go ahead, girl. SHoot!

"First, my lord, may | ask you a few questions vhace rather... er...
personal?"”

"Sure. Fire away."

Anne .sailed and shook her head. "What a wild aguyu come
from, Mr. Hughes. All this 'shooting' and Tiring ayv convinces me
that Americans are more apt to converse with glas with words."

"Not at all, ma'am," Jason answered promptly. "€Rpressions are
merely metaphorical, | assure you. Please procedld wour
questions. You've aroused my curiosity."

"Very well, then. First, I'd like to know if is youwho wants to make
a mark in London society, or it Mamawho is urging you to do so."

"Oh, it's me, | assure you. Lady Harriet is veryling to assist me,
but | would like nothing better, | promise you, thi@ be turned into
one of those—what is it Peter calls them?—out-ame+s."



Anne looked at him suspiciously. "Then why do |Ifdet you're
mocking me? That you really have no desitall to make yourself
over?"

"Is that a question you wish me to answer, or meately rhetorical?
Because | can't possibly answer it, you know. Haw fexplain why
youdon't trust my word?"

"Then youtruly want my instruction in how to get on in London?"
"Yes, truly."

"Do you mind telling mavhy? You don't seem the sort of man wh
would enjoy dressing to the nines, paying morniatjscon insipid
girls, riding decorously through the park at five the afternoon,

dancing at Almack's, doing the pretty for the dograggambling at
White's—"

"Good Lord, girl, if it's your object to talk me paf it, you're on the
verge of succeedin.' thatthe life of a London gentleman?"

"Itis, more or less, an accurate summary, | thiky do you want to
do it?"

"Are you askin' mymotive,ma'am? What makes you think | hav
one?"

"l don't believe you're the sort of man who woutdthings without a
reason.”

He regarded her askance. "Do you want the truth?"
"Yes, | do. And nothing but..."

"Well, then, the truth of the matter is that | withfind myself a
wife."



"A wifeTshe asked, startled.
"Yes. Why do you find that so surprising"
"l... I don't know. | didn't think.. .Are yobammingme, my lord?"

"If that's your English way of askin' if I'm pulligour leg, | tell you
bluntly, girl, that we'll get nowhere in this comsation if you insist
on disbelievin' me."

"But... couldn't you have found a wife in America®ine asked.

"l didn't wanta wife when | was in America," he answered proyptl
smiling at her with that teasing glint back in biges.

For no reason that she could determine, Anne félishh creep up
into her cheeks. "Then whgow?" she nevertheless persisted i
asking.

"Let's just say that if I'm to be a proper loraught to have a proper
lady."

"l see. Andthat'swhy you feel the need for... er... town-bronze?"

"A bit of polish? Of course. Would a lady—Ilike youdor
example—take any notice of me the way | am?"

"Oh, she'dnotice you, certainly," Anne responded with a teasin
smile, "but | agree that she might not wishvedyou—at least not as
you looked in that dreadful coat you were goingvear today."

"Exactly. That's why | need some polishin'."

"Very well. That's just what | wanted to determih®w, if | were to
give you that polish.... and even help you to wiaugable young
lady... would you be willing to make a... a kind.oéxchange?"



He gave her a level look. "In America we call irée-tradin’.
"Yes, that's it exactly! Horse-trading. Are you haig?"

"Depends on what it is you want from me, does@'VMhat'smy part
of this arrangement to be?"

"Well, it's a little... difficult... to explain..."

"Is it? Don't tell me that I'm intimidatiryoy, now. You've nothin' to
fear from me, girl. Out with it."

"Very well. You see, there's a certain young man—"
"l thought there might be," he muttered drily.

She cast a quick glance at his face, lowered hes apd went on.
"—and we wish to marry. But our families oppose rtitch—"

"Lady Harriet doesn't like him?"
“Let us say she thinks we wouldn't suit."
"l see. The fellow's a bounder, is that it?"

"Not at all'! The gentleman in question is honoradohel respectable.
His lineage is impeccable and his character isell, practically
flawless."

"Flawless, eh? Isthat why you don't suit?" Jason quippec
irrepressibly.

She merely glared at him. "l don't think we needigo further detail.
I merely wish to have your support in pushing tlgioumy marriage
plans.”

"My support? What sort of support can / give?"



"Well, sir, you are the head of the family. Your approval woulc
certainly weigh with Mama. And as for Arthur's fdyna"

"Arthur, en? Doesis family object to the nuptials as well?"
"Yes, I'm afraid so. You see—"

"They don't find your character flawless enough tfegir son?" he
quipped roguishly.

She put up her chin proudly. "That's not it atiéB. simply that Lady
Claybridge wishes him to make a more advantage@ishi

"Ah!" Jason said, his eyes watching her speculgtiveAnd how
couldmysupport be of influence on—what was the name?"

"Lady Claybridge. Well, you see, if she thoughtttipau, the great
Lord Mainwaring, favored the match, she might hedi¢hat | had
expectations of a settlement..."

Jason looked at her shrewdly. "Then my supporbtshmerely to be
verbal, butfinancial, is that it?"

Anne had the grace to blush. With a lowered heael said in some
embarrassment, "As head of the family, you knows, guite in order
for you to make a settlement on an unmarried femayeur care."

"Do you mean to say," Jason demanded, "that sunbggtare often
done? That Englishmen need tolds#bedinto marriage?"

"Bribed?" Anne's head came up abruptly. "Hdareyou, sir! It is not
at all a question of bribes. It is merely our custom.yida mean to
imply that American girls go into marriage withdaringing a penny
with them?"



"l don't believe dowries areustomaryin America, but | guess that
the practice exists—"

"You 'suppose’ the practice exists," she corrected.
"What?" Jason asked, not following the suddeneaxahcy.
"In England, we say 'suppose,’ not ‘guess'.”

"You needn't start instructin' me just yet, ma'admaven't yet agreed
to make the trade."

"Oh," murmured Anne, chastened.

"I was known as a pretty good horse-trader, backend've got to
figure out if I'm gettin' the worst of this bargaidow much is your
'settlement’ likely to cost me?"

Anne felt her cheeks begin to burn. "I... coulday. That would be
up to you to decide."

"Hmmm. One couldn't be tight-fisted in such mattemild one? The
groom might have debts to settle, a family to bel@nsecure... things
like that. What would you say would be proper iis ttase?"

Only a boor, Anne decided, would have subjecteddénis vulgar
questioning. "I don't know," she answered coldhg tolor in her
cheeks high. "A young lady is not usually privythe sordid details
of the arrangements."

He looked at her mockingly. "Bein' sordid, am [,'ama? Offendin’
your ladylike sensibilities?"

She raised her chin and met his eye for a momenthen her eyes
wavered and fell. He was right to mock her. It waswho had been
vulgar, trying to extort money from a veritableasiger! "I wish you



would stop calling me 'ma'am’ in that irritating washe muttered
irrelevantly. Then she looked up and faced himditin't mean to
imply that you are being sordid, sir. | am sorry."

But Jason did not let the digression distract HiHarse-tradin' ain't a
ladylike business, Miss Hartley. You're askin' mddrk over what
will undoubtedly be a large sum of money in retionna few English
lessons and meetin's with my tailors. Do you thidlkbe makin' much
of a bargain?"

Humiliated, Anne looked down at her hands foldetenlap. "No, |

suppose not. | should never have made such a sigggdswas quite
vulgar of me." She rose to leave. "l ask your feegiess, and | will be
quite happy to assist you in any way | can—"

"Shucks, girl, no need to surrender. I've decidesbteeto the trade.
I'd be makin' a fine bargain. For my agreemenufapy you with a
marriage settlement (which will cause me no dittigufor they tell
me that my fortune is impressively large), you ageeturn me into a
fine gentleman (which you tell me is a near-implolgsjob-)"

"l begin to think," Anne said wondering, "that laggerated."

Ignoring the interruption, Jason went on."—and that'll find a
suitable girl for me to marry. | think we have admn, ma'am."

"Do you really mean it, Mr. Hughes?"

"Here's my hand on it." He held it out to her vatemile. "But the girl
you find for me must be suitable, mind."

"Of course," Anne assured him, putting her hangsn"What sort of
girl did you have in mind?"



Instead of shaking her hand, Jason held it for enemd. "Someone
like you, | think," he said, looking into her eye#h his light-eyed,
level stare.

She felt suddenly breathless. "L-Like we?"

The mischievous glint reappeared. "Except not agt-dbmpered—"

Anne's eyebrows shot up. "Short-tempered? 1?" Aremilled her
hand from his.

"And a little less stubborn—"

"Less stubborn," she said in cold agreement, getorher feet and
glaring down at him.

"And a bit sweeter-natured—"
"Goon."

"“Taller, of course—"

"Of course."

"And..." Jason let his eyes roam over the girl wghmod before him
glowering."... a bit fuller in the chest, | thinkHe concluded
outrageously.

"Very well, Mr. Hughes," she said in her most bessiike tone, "I'll

do my best to find someone such as you descrilereThust be a girl
somewhereavho fits your description, who is also foolish agb to

agree to accept whatever | can make of you." Shewuher hand
again. "Done?"

He shook it warmly. "Done!" he smiled.



She turned and went to the door. But before shieldeave, his voice
stopped her. "Oh, Miss Hartley, wait. There's dmag more," he
said casually.

She turned back. "Yes, sir?"

"Since we are to be associated in this... enteprifiope you will
discontinue the habit you seem to have acquirediihg me 'sir' or
‘Mr. Hughes'."

She smiled at him maliciously. "I'm afraid, sirath cannot oblige. |
do not call people by their Christian names untheey are bound to
me in an intimate, affectionate relationship," skeponded with
pompous affectation.

"Oh, | don't want you to call mdason" he told her, rising and
crossing to the door.

"Then, what—?" she asked, caught by surprise.

"Call me 'my lord.™ he answered grandly. "I finduy way of saying
it very much to my liking." And, grinning wickedlyat her
open-mouthed astonishment, he strolled out ofdbenr



Seven

THE FIRST STEP in the transformation of the Amemigarimitive'
into an English peer-of-the-realm was to be, Aneadkd, a haircut.
This decision was unanimously applauded by everyo
consulted—Lady Harriet, Peter, Coyne and evenehersl footman
(who was known to have ambitions to enter the barpdrade and
was thus asked by the butler for his opinion). Gowas directed to
send for the most talentediffeurin London, and thus it was that, or
the following morning, a Mr. Tobias Fenderwinzallléwed by his
assistant laden down with equipment, presenteddifrasthe door of
the house on Curzon Street.

Mr. Fenderwinzel could not be called a barber. k8l with the
scissors was beyond mere barbering. He was the soaght-after
coiffeurin London, and he priced his services accordingighough
he stood only five feet tall and was very slightboild, he carried
himself pridefully and clothed himself with markdtbugh modest
elegance. He entered with all the dignity of a sarg(perhaps never
having admitted to himself that barbers had beehipited by law
some years before from practicing surgery). He &dndhis
high-crowned beaver to the butler with the insomicgof a visiting
earl. But when Coyne tried to reach for the blaeky the barber
carried (a bag exactly like the kind which surgeoss to carry their
instruments), Mr. Fenderwinzel wouldn't let it @fithis hands.

The barber was shown into the morning room whereehwved his
coat, donned an enormous, gleaming-white apronaitia the help
of his assistant, proceeded to rearrange the tueiThey cleared the
center of the room, placed a cloth on the floopratect the carpet,
and then set a chair upon it. The assistant unplaake/orktable,
which he placed to the left of, and a little behiht ‘barber chair.’
Then the assistant spread a damask cloth on thie. tadr.
Fenderwinzel, waving his assistant aside, opengthbirument bag
and removed an amazing number of combs, scissstippers,



brushes, mirrors and powders. All these he laicheatly on the table
in a carefully prearranged and precise order.

When all was in readiness, Mr. Fenderwinzel noddedoyne, who
had been waiting in the doorway. The butler tookdslf to the
drawing room where the entire family had gatheredliscuss the
stylish direction which the barbering operation ddotake. Lady
Harriet suggested a cut in which the back woulthpered, the sides
straight and the front locks brushed forwaada Brute.Peter, who
had earlier muttered that he didn't see what allftiss was about,
nevertheless made an appearance to suggest thatyashort,
brushed-back moddla militaire, was the most appropriate style fo
a man of Jason's size and character. Anne insteedthe only
suitable cut was the medium-length, curled-all-rethe-head stylea
la Grecque Jason took no part in the discussion but meraty
quietly, and uncomplainingly permitted them to stat him, circle
around him and discuss him to their hearts' contérany of the
family took notice of the scarcely restrained l@dlamusement in his
eyes, they made no comment on it.

When Coyne announced that the barber was readyathese and
followed the butler to the morning room. The butleoting with
surprise that the entire group showed an inclimateo remain and
watch the proceedings, hurriedly placed chairs ttoem in a
semicircle facing the 'barber chair." As soon &y tad been seated,
he ceremoniously led Jason to the chair of honor.

Mr. Fenderwinzel had been standing at the windas/pbhck to the
company, flexing his fingers in preparation for dperation to come.
The assistant eyed the family with obvious dismagughing
worriedly in an attempt to attract his employett®tion, but the
barber would not be disturbed. When his fingersenadequately
exercised, Mr. Fenderwinzel raised his hands likeogchestral
conductor about to begin the concert and turnech fitee window.
His mouth dropped open at the sight of the famitiing in rapt



attention before him, with Coyne standing behindnth and the
second footman surreptitiously peeping in at therday. Mr.
Fenderwinzel paled. "Wh-What is 'appening 'ere?té&manded of
the butler furiously. "Did you setickets!"

"Mind your tongue, Tobias," Coyne hissed. "Thighisfamily "

"I don't care if it was the Prince 'isself, sittinere!" the barber cried.
Trembling with agitation, he bowed to Lady Harréetd the others
nervously. "I am honored at your interest, ladiad gentlemen, |
assure you, but this 'ere ain't tizeater | do not work before an
audience!"

"l begyour pardon," Anne said angrily, jumping to hestfand trying
with difficulty to ignore the choking sounds of tguer issuing from
Jason and Peter, "but I've never heard such agaatansolent—"

"Hush, dear," Lady Harriet said mildly, "there'smeed to take a pet.
If the man is indeed the artist that Coyne thinkssh he is quite right
to demand peace while he works. If we make thevieliervous, he
will not do his work well. Jason will not benefit we insist on
remaining. Let's go and leave the barber to hikwor

"Exactly so, my lady," the barber said, giving heteep, appreciative
bow.

"But, Mama—" Anne objected.
"Take a damper, my dear,” Peter cut in. "Let'ssi¥ama says."

"Very well," Anne agreed reluctantly, "but makeeyou cut ita la
Grecqueg' she admonished the triumphant littieiffeur.

Harriet turned at the doorway. "No, no. TBritus,| think, don't you,
Mr... er...?"



"Fenderwinzel. Tobias Fenderwinzel, my lady," tharder said
politely, and, with another bow, he crossed thenmposhered them
into the hallway and locked the door behind them.

It was two hours before Jason was seen again.d&yithe, Anne had
become so impatient she was pacing the room ligagad lioness.
Peter had long since retired to his study. Ladyighad drawn her
embroidery frame from the corner and was placititgling away at
it when Coyne knocked at the door. "Mr. Fenderwitizée
announced.

The little coiffeurhad removed his apron, donned his coat and pacl
his bag. His mouth was twisted into a slight butcidedly
self-satisfied smile. He made a low, formal obetsaaind announced
importantly, "Lady Hartley, Miss Hartley, | preseffior your
approval, his lordship, the Viscount Mainwaring!"

Every eye turned to the door, but no one was th&he. barber
clucked, shook his head, muttered a curse undeorbeth-and ran
out into the hallway. In a moment he returned, fase red with
chagrin. "E was to follow right be'ind me," he &iped in agitation.
"Where 'as 'e gone?"

Harriet blinked. "I'm sure | haven't the slighteta—"

"Dash it," Anne muttered, "he doesn't want us tolem! The coward
must have rumut I"

"Has he gone out, Coyne?" Harriet inquired.

"l couldn't say, my lady," Coyne said with a shrigassumed he had
followed Mr. Fenderwinzel. | never thought to ldbk.

"E didn't go out, Mr. Coyne," said the second foah, popping in
from the hallway where he'd been lurking. "I seemwalkin' down
the "all.”



"Did you indeed?" said the butler coldly. "And wlsat you doing
hanging about out there in the hallway, pray?"

The footman colored. "Well, I... | was just wantimtake a peek at 'is
noddle."

"Well, you can take yourself downstairgght quick!I'll have a word
with you later," Coyne muttered sternly.

Anne expelled a breath in disgust. "In the meantimay | trouble
you all to go andook for him?"

"Look for whom?" inquired Jason from the doorways Moice was
provokingly innocent, and so was his expressionhaslounged
against the door-jamb polishing a large apple srshirtsleeve. Anne
was about to deliver the sharp set-down which leaghdd to her
tongue at the sound of his voice, when her eyek tmte of his
appearance. She gasped in pleasure. The gasp \wasdeby
everyone else in the room but the barber. For Jaadntruly been
transformed.

Even in his ramshackle American clothing, Jason ta&dn on the
look of a veritable Corinthian. Mr. Fenderwinzeldheut his hair
short at the sides and curled it very slightly todvine face. The top
was cut somewhat longer, and the barber had brughetb an
attractively careless disarray. The effect was letegant and casual.
"Oh, Mr. Fenderwinzel," Anne sighed in awe, "yowlhg are an
artist!"

"Jason," Harriet declared beaming, "youdeautiful!"

"Beautiful, en?" Jason shook his head in amazeneok, a bite of
his apple and chewed reflectively. "And to thinlkatthonly this
mornin' | was a homely gawk," he marveled. "Ainiwonderful what
a bit of a haircut can do!"



" A bit of a 'aircut?" came an agonized cry from the hattebit of a
‘aircut?" With agitated little steps, he crossesdrtbom to confront the
Viscount. "A Fenderwinzetoiffure can never be called a bit of a
‘aircut," he declared pugnaciously, "as you'll teauhen | send my
bill!"

The sight was ludicrous—the little barber's proudlgvated nose
barely reached the level of the top button of Jaseaistcoat. Anne
choked with suppressed laughter, and even Ladyiddavas forced
to smile. Jason, however, looked sincerely apologét beg your
pardon, Mr. Fenderwinzel. | sure didn't mean tpaliage your work.
Any man who can make a lady call me 'beautifunisre than an
artist—he is amagician.l'll be glad to pay whatever you think is
right.”

"Thank you, my lord," the little barber said, mb#d. "It was an

honor to be of service." With a bow to the Viscoand another to the
ladies, he went to the door. "Whenever you 'avel méeny services
again, my lord, | 'ope you'll not 'esitate to aaillme."

Fortunately, Coyne closed the heavy doors behind 40 quickly
that, when Jason and the ladies gave way to theighiter, Mr.
Fenderwinzel didn't hear it.

The haircut now successfully completed, Anne tutmsdattention to
the problem of the Viscount's clothing. After muttfought, she
decided to send Jason to Nugee, instructing hidskop to put

himself completely into the tailor's hands. He wasrder a complete
array of morning and evening coats, breeches, drsusvaistcoats,
sfejrts, neckcloths and other linen—everything. was further

enjoined to speak to no one but the tailors, aedcttachman was
ordered to return his lordship to Curzon Streeedly at the

conclusion of the business with the tailors.



An hour later, the coach returned, but Jason dideneerge. The
puzzled coachman reported to Coyne, who reportédigs Hartley,
that his lordship had quietly left Nugee's estdintisnt when no one
was looking and had not been seen since. Aftelirvgaibrough four
interminable hours for Jason to make an appearaues heard a
knock at the door. Believing that Jason had at aswved, she
followed Coyne to the door, ready to pounce onféllew in fury.
But standing in the doorway was Lord Claybridge.

"Arthur,” Anne cried, "what are you—?" Then, with a glantéa
butler, she said in a much more restrained tone, ¢@me in," and
she dismissed Coyne with a wave of her hand.

"l can only stay a moment," Arthur whispered hudtye"l don't want
Lady Harriet to know I'm here. | merely stoppedtbyind out how
you've been keeping. | haven't had a glimpse of gmge that

morning at the Laverstokes'.

"I know. I'm most dreadfully sorry, but I've notcha moment's peace
since Lord Mainwaring arrived. The fellow is a cdiéd
here-and-thereian. Why, at this venpment—"

"Do you mind if we don't waste time speaking of Riftve been on
tenterhooks since last | saw you. Anne, my deare lyau come to a
decision about... about what | asked you?"

"What you asked—? Oh, that. Yes, | think | have sid@hat will
please you, Arthur, but | haven't time to tell yabout it now.
Standing here whispering in the hall is not the weagliscuss matters
as important as this. Meet me at Cherry's housd¢ Bexurday
morning, and I'll tell you the whole."

"Next Saturday? Must we wait song?" Arthur asked, dismayed.



Hearing a step in the upstairs hall, Anne urged toirthe door. "It's
the soonest | can arrange. Please go now, Arthual. don't worry.
Everything will be fine, | promise you."

She pushed him out the door and closed it afterihithe nick of
time, for Lady Harriet appeared at the top of tiag's. "Has someone
called?" she asked."No one of importance,” Annewansd
evasively. "I was hoping it was your nephew. Hets yet returned.
Whatare we to do?"

"Do?" Lady Harriet murmured in an untroubled wayddn't see that
thereis anything we can do."

"Mama, you cannot haveeardme. Mr. Hughes hadisappearetiHe
has not been seen since ten this morning. Arent &b all
concerned!"

"If my nephew was able to make his way across tti@nfic Ocean
and to find his way here without any help from youme, I'm
convinced that he cannot need it now. Jason isra resourceful
young man. I'm not in the least concerned about'him

"He may be resourceful, but he's the most irrigatamd unreliable
make-bait it has ever been my misfortune to en@uihere can he
have gone? | told him quite clearly to stop at Ntig@and nowhere
else! What can he be doing for so many hours? lé&gkmo one in
London, he has neither horse nor carriage, and'theot a shilling in
his pockets, so far as | know. In these circum&saniccannoimagine
what he can be doing, unless he's been set upothibyes or
cutthroats, in which case, if anyone were to asknyepinion, he has
met a fate he very richly deserves."

"Thieves and cutthroats?" Lady Harriet repeatet wislight quaver.
"Oh, dear, you are making me nervous, andkmawhow damaging
that can be to one's heart. | must remain calme'tSbk three deep,



soothing breaths. "Anne, my love, you must learhtaandulge in
fits of temper or ill-humors. | know you're angryithvJason only
because you've worked yourself up this way. But peedn't be
alarmed. Jason can take care of himself. Whentbense he will no
doubt have a perfectly rational explanation fordbhsence."

With that small comfort, Anne had to be contenteAfinother hour,
unable to delay dinner any longer without causingoward
disturbance in the kitchen, the ladies went upstaidress for dinner.
Jason returned home not five minutes after thetaldad closed their
doors behind them. He came into the house andegtésbyne as if
he had not a care in the world, calmly saunteretbups room and
began to change for dinner. Coyne, however, knew tisturbed
Miss Anne had been over his disappearance, sppedat her door
and whispered to her that his lordship had returned

"Oh, he has, has he?" she declared with a milgpatkle in her eye.
"Thank you, Coyne, for informing me." And she bregiby him and
marched down the hall in the direction of his I¢ngs bedroom. The
angry swing of her stride told Coyne better tharrdsothat the
forthcoming confrontation boded no good for the amunate

Viscount.

Jason, in his shirtsleeves, opened the door inemswAnne's knock.
He had already removed his neckcloth and had alecmsipletely
unbuttoned his shirt. But he showed no embarrassatémns state of
undress. He merely smiled at her and stepped &sideer to enter.
Too angry to take notice of the inappropriatenddsioappearance,
she glared at him and stalked past him into thenro®s soon as he
had closed the door, she rounded on him. "Whatalonyeanby
disappearing all afternoon without a word? Donli yemember my
instructions? | told you to return immediately fridngee's!"

"Did you now?" he asked innocently. "Fancy my fdtigé"



"Is that all you have to say? Where have you been?"
"Orderin' my clothes, like you asked."

'‘Don't think you can flummery me, my lord! The cbawn told me
you slipped out of Nugee's before you'd orderedhang."

"That's true, but | ordered the things elsewhdre,&xplained.

"Elsewhere! She glared at him with renewed fury. "What is ploant
of my trying to advise you, if you will ndistento me? Nugee's coats
are the very height of fashion."”

"Maybe, but they wouldn’t have suited me."

"Oh, wouldn't they?" she asked acidly. "I thougid$ to be the judge
of that."

"Evenyouwouldn't have approved of what they were plarfioinme.
A mornin' coat with shoulders padded up to hered-asgreat oaf
like me needs padded shoulders!—and wide lapel& moaclvet—"

"Velvet lapels are very much the thing," she infechinim, "although
I'l admit that | would not have approved the patid#oulders
either."

"Especially in—what did he say the color would beih—yes,
robin's-egg blue."

The image that flashed into her mind of Jason iaken's-egg-blue
coat was indeed ludicrous. "l see. Well, what aid go about it?"

"l just walked out. Found a tailor not far away anddered
everything, just as you instructed."”



She put her hand to her forehead in a gesture peélssness. "Oh,
that's justfinel We shall be presented with armloads of apparal tr
will be good for nothing but depositing in the pdomx. One cannot

go to justanytailor, you know. There are fewer than half-a-dozen

all of London who can be relied upon to suit a ggman."

"Oh?" Jason murmured meekly. "Do you really thin& tlothes will
not be satisfactory? Mr. Weston assured me—"

"Weston? You went tdVeston's?'sShe asked in disbelief.--
"Yes, ma'am," he said with a look of worried innoce.

"Are you trying to make me believe that you founaly way to
Weston's purely baccident!"

"Why? Have you heard of him?"

She stared at him suspiciously. "Yes, I've heartimf. Many men
consider him the best in London."

"Indeed? Then why didn't you send there?"

"Well, some say he's somewhat conservative. | thoNgigee might
design clothes for you that were more dashing."

"Yes, a robin's-egg-blue coat with wide lapels stavery dashing,"
he agreed.

"But not quite right for a man your size," she atted reluctantly. "1
suppose you're right. Weston is an excellent chfmce/ou. | just
can't believe that you could have stumbled uponbyraccident like
that!"

"Well, Peterdid happen to mention—"



She would have liked to hit him. "Ydoumbud You knewall the
time—!"

Jason merely grinned.

"Not only going ahead and doing exactly as you ggedut staying
away all day... going to who knows what sort ofejmitable places
and doing all sorts of disreputable things—with ere&a moment's
concern for whatvewould think when the coach came home withot
you! Are you so thoughtless or so addle-patedybatdidn't realize
we would all be at sixes and sevens, wondering Wadtbecome of
you? Do you haveo sense of responsibi—" She was prepared to
on at much greater length, but she heard a laucgpeshim and it
infuriated her. "What do you find so amusing, youyou
clod-crusher...?"

"It's you, girl. I'm laughin' with admiration, you might safure
admiration. You sure know how to phrase a scoldyWhaven't
heard such a good jawin' since | was five yearsaaldl jumped with
my muddy shoes all over my mama's satin bedsptdeaal no idea,
ma'am, that you held such motherly feelin's for'me.

"Motherly feelings!" she retorted scornfullyMurderly would be

more apt." But her voice lacked conviction. He hadde her
conscious of treating him like a child, and somemstteep inside her
she felt very foolish.

"They hadbetter be motherly feelin's, ma'am," he said with hi
mischievous twinkle, "for otherwise how would yoxp&in your
presence in my bedroom, with me standin' heredradsed—?"

"Half—?" She blinked in sudden awareness of hisethachest,
suntanned and hairy, showing itself in a brazemdvnfhis opened
collar to the waist of his breeches, and she bhlishé¢he roots of her
hair.



"No need to color up, my dear," he said, grinningkedly. "I knew

that, feelin' so motherly as you do, you would take lascivious
notice."

"Lascivious—"she sputtered, backing to the door awkwardly. "Yc
might have buttoned up, you know. Well, you'd betterrphuand
dress, or dinner will be late," she added lamelg arade a hasty
retreat. But even as she pulled the door closedhtider with a
resounding slam, she heard his obnoxious guffaw.



Eight

IN HER EMBARRASSED HASTE to remove herself from da's
room, Anne forgot to ask her rebellious charge @ spent the
hours of the afternooafter he'd ordered his clothes from Weston'
She'd realized fleetingly that he could not and iawt have spent
an entire day choosing coats and waistcoats. Bsittémsingly
barbarous behavior in his bedroom had driven akomatters from
her mind, and she didn't think of it again untié€shgone to bed that
night. She surmised that he'd gone searching ostiit of armor he
always spoke about and gave the matter no morgltou

By the next morning, however, there was no longexed to question
him about his mysterious afternoon; the whole aidan was talking
about it. No fewer than four of Lady Harriet's frtks called to inform
her of the story that was circulating with alarmiagidity through

the salons of London. The new Viscount Mainwarthgy said, had
been seen racing a horse through the park agdiasthatorious

rakehell, Miles Minton. At first, Lady Harriet vetrently denied that
the story could be true. In the first place, shid,daer Jason didn't
know SirMiles. In the second place, there were amsés in their
stables suitable for racing. But when the ladiésnaisted that Sir
Miles' opponent had been an American of notewoslne, her

confidence was shaken. And when Peter came runnirtg ask

where they had acquired the absolutely splendilicstde’s just seen
in their stables, she realized the story mustie tr

It was from Peter, however, that Anne learned #iits. Peter had
run to ask Jason about the horse and had heaedtine tale from the
best source—Jason himself. The Viscount told Rétdy after he'd
finished at Weston's, he'd walked over to Tattéssadtables.
Tattersall was a dealer in horseflesh whose reipuataiktended even
to America, and Jason, who was interested in aoguia horse
capable of bearing a rider of his weight, was etmi®ok athis stock.

He'd taken one look at the stallion and had pusdh#&son the spot.



Just as the transaction had been completed, SesMilinton had

appeared on the scene. Sir Miles was a gentlemsimaofy reputation
who could always be counted on to be involved iy disreputable

sporting event or to be a participant in the moktious of wagers. He
had had an eye on the stallion for himself butagsvin debt, had not
had the necessary blunt. Looking the American awnertaken in by
his easy smile, his drawling speech and naive masneMiles had

decided the Viscount was a flat. He persuaded Jasaager, on the
outcome of a one-and-a-half-mile race through thg,phis new

horse against Sir Miles' magnificent saddle.

Jason had admitted to Peter that he'd been fogihatd the horse
looked prime, and he, having been cooped up ftorep was ripe for
a lark. He'd accepted the wager in the full reibzathat he had not
the measure of either his opponent's skill aser wd the strength of
either one of the animals to be run in the cont&st, he'd told Peter
with a shrug, Sir Miles had more flash than bottamd Jason had
won easily.

Peter's account was relayed by Anne to Lady Harsiled had at last
to admit to herself that the gossip she'd beenirgpail morning
was—in every one of its particulars—quite true.odakad made a
mull of things—his presence in London was no lorggaret, and his
recklessly rash encounter with the notorious SileMivas aron-dit
in every London drawing room. After her usual se#rning to
remain calm and five minutes of breathing exerciseggulate her
pulse, she sat down to think of ways to determme to salvage the
situation.

Lady Harriet did not think of herself as a partanly clever woman
(her inability to understand her brilliant son hadght her that), but
she knew that she was endowed with a sufficienplgugf common
sense. Her common sense had taught her that orffimmdamswers if
one asks the right questions. In the case of Jasmtapade, two
problems were immediately apparent. The first waet tJason's



period of leisurely seclusion was quite at an ehd;door knocker
was bound to be kept busy by the curious, eagget@ glimpse of
the new Lord Mainwaring, and the invitations wouteme flooding
in. Thus, the first question Lady Harriet had tewar was how to
prevent Jason from having to face tbetoo soon—before he'd beer
properly trained. The second problem was that Jaseputation had
been sullied by his thoughtless association wilbwoae fish like Sir
Miles. The question here was how the ill-effectsttoé encounter
were to be minimized.

Lady Harriet could not, even after lengthy cogdati find
satisfactory answers to either of her questionsshe& answered them
as best she could. She had intended to keep Jasoma for at least
a month; now that would be impossible. But two weske must
have. She looked through her social calendar ierotal select the
most appropriate fete for Jason's debut. Her choias a large,
formal ball being given by Lady Dabney in two wedksae. She and
Anne would ready him for that occasion. In the ntima@m, Coyne
would be instructed to tell every caller for thexnevo weeks that
they were not at home.

As for Jason's injured reputation, Lady Harrietldaanly hope that
his additional two weeks of seclusion would be tem®ugh for the
gossip to die down. For the time being, the familyst give all their
time and attention to preparing Jason for his debut

His clothing was the most urgent need. Jason'ddri¥eston's had
been only the beginning. An amazing number of shgpp
expeditions were necessary to outfit him propedy.visit to

Schweitzer and Davidson's for riding clothes anortapg togs was
undertaken. Then an entire day was spent at vasbaps on St.
James Street: at number six, there was Lock's,eyleder Anne's
direct supervision, Jason was urged to order akamgpawumber of
high-crowned beaver hats with curly brims in vasiehades of gray,
brown and black, glossy black top hats, and a cuajpeas (which



Anne told him was merely to be carried under him avhen in
evening dress); then, down the street, at the cofriicadilly, there
was Hoby's, where Jason was fitted for long bdééssians, Hussar
boots, top boots, Wellingtons and highlows (whighne explained,
were absolutely necessary to wear with trousers); fanally the
glover's, where his hands were much admired far great size and
were measured for more than a dozen pairs of giod@®wn, white,
blue, fawn and York tan.

At the end of an exhausting week, Jason firmly aled that he
would not step foot in another store; nor wouldshémit to being
fitted, taped, ruled, weighed, measured, turnechdpwsurveyed,
inspected, studied, scrutinized or otherwise exathifle would visit
no other store. He would even give up the huntHersuit of armor,
which was the one and only item he'd wanted tolmase for himself.
He completely abandoned his intention to searclstibwes for it. He
was through with shopping forever!

Shortly thereafter, the deliveries began. Packdgmsiboxes, cases
and cartons were delivered in a steady stream.pboe Viscount
began to complain to his instructress that therelldveoon be no
space in his bedroom fowm.

"What we must do, my lord," she responded, "is tavenyou to a
bedroom with a dressing room. And we must find gquroper valet
to take care of your things."

"Valet? Never!" Jason declared. "I'm quite capabfedressing
myself."

"Don't be obstinate,” Anne said superciliously. lYomust have
someone to pull off your boots, for one thing—"

"I've always managed to pull them off before—"



"What? Those outsized monstrosities you've beemimgidAnyone
might be able to manage those. But wait until yigud remove the
ones Hoby is making for you. They'll fit like a sed skin, you
know."

"Nevertheless, I'm certain | can manage. Shucksamadoes
becoming a lord make a man suddenly incompetent?"

Anne did not bother to respond. However, she tagn@ privately to
place an advertisement for an experienced gentlsngantleman in
the Morning Post.

While the various tailors, bootmakers, hatters glloders diligently
labored to provide the Viscount Mainwaring with thecessary
apparel, Anne worked on the man himself. For attléso hours a
day, Anne instructed him in speech ("One doesy'tdaucks,’ my
lord. One says 'Hang it,' or 'l daresay."), ina&ment ("One does
not drink coffee at tea time, my lord—not ever! Athe tea is taken,
not with ‘crackers' but with 'biscuits," if you pke."), and in dancing
("Right foot forward, toe extended, tap, back; fefbt forward, toe
extended, tap, back—noao Count the beat! Take me around th
waist and turn me—but can you manage to do it withttle less
energy, my lord? This way you are likely to flingenacross the
room!").

Anne found the hours spent with her pupil to beyvemgrossing,
although she was often irritated by Lord Mainwaisngavalier
attitude toward the subject matter.

He listened to everything she said with great &ttenbut she was
always aware of a disconcerting lack of seriousme$ss manner.
The gleam of amusement was always present in l@s, e@nd his
demeanor suggested that the whole matter was igdbloiina game to
him. But since he never disputed what she told mever absented
himself from a lesson nor failed (at least in ttierapt) to follow her



instructions to the letter, she could not find asen to scold or to
complain that he lacked the appropriate gravityherproper regard
for the importance of what they were doing.

The dancing lessons were the most difficult for &nm handle. Lord
Main waring would attempt to dance to the musid ttedy Harriet
patiently provided at the pianoforte, but he cautd seem to move
his feet in time to the rhythm. He counted out lbieat valiantly in
time to the music, but even though he kept coutt fis voice, his
feet followed a beat of their own. Lady Harriet,telang from her
place at the keyboard, would often break into giggit his clumsy,
galloping steps, which would cause the Viscounatmh, and then
he would lose count altogether. Anne would somedified herself
joining in the laughter, but more often she woutdn impatiently.
Since Lady Harriet had decided that Lord Mainwarnwauld make
his first appearance in society at the large lmabd given by Lady
Dabney, now only one week hence, and since Annecaaginced
that Jason could never master the art of dancieg short a time, she
saw nothing amusing in his awkwardness on the dtioce

She increased the number of hours of dancing Isskoping that, by
frequent repetition of the simpler country-danagufes, he might
manage to get through a couple of dances at theTlbaly were thus
engaged on Saturday afternoon when Coyne inteauptehisper to

Anne that her friend, Miss Laverstoke, had called was waiting in

the sitting room. Instructing Lady Harriet to cante her playing, and
insisting that his lordship continue to practicke gan across the
hallway to see Cherry.

Her friend was seated on the sofa, twisting hedbavorriedly in her
lap. "Is there anything amiss, Anne dear?" shechakesoon as Anne
had entered and closed the door.



"Amiss? Of course not. Why do you ask?"Anne quedeeerfully,
taking a chair opposite Cherry and looking at h&hveyebrows
raised.

"Then why didn't you come to Half-Moon Street timrning?"
Cherry asked in perplexity.

"This morning? Why should | have come this mornihgtught we
had arranged to drive out tomorrow afternoon.”

"Yes, we had. But did you not tell Lord Claybridigemeet you this
morn—"?"

"Good God! Arthur!™ Anne pressed her hands to her mouth |
dismay. "l forgot all about him!"

Cherry gasped. "Oh, Anne, yocouldn't have! | assured him
repeatedly that some urgent matter must have predgou—"

Anne jumped from her chair and paced the room streks. "How
could | haveforgotten! It slipped my mind completely! Oh, Cherry,
was he very angry with me?"

"He was quite upset, but only because he was satesbmething
dreadful had happened to keep you. Or that youdeadied not to
marry him and were too tenderhearted to face hith thie truth."

"But that's ridiculous. | told him the other dayth hadgoodnews
for him."

Cherry stared at her friend as disapprovingly asimpathetic eyes
permitted. "I don't understand you, Anne. How coyou do
something so unkind? He had bexmnting the days!"

Anne was conscience-stricken. "l don't know howuld have done
such a thing. It's only that my responsibilitiesLimd Mainwaring



have occupied so much of my mind and my time—"Asnfcue,
there was a knock at the door and Lord Mainwariogkéd in.
"Excuse me, ma'am," he said to Anne apologeticélt Aunt
Harriet wants to know how long you intend to keep hoppin'
about?"

"You see?" Anne muttered to Cherry in an undervdieean't leave
him for a minute. Come in, my lord. I'd like you ieeet my friend,
Miss Charity Laverstoke. Cherry, this is Jason Hgghthe new Lord
Mainwaring."

Cherry was awed. Staring, she shyly extended hed.H&l-how do
you d-do, my lord?" she murmured breathlessly.

Jason advanced and took her hand. Just as he waistalshake it,
Anne shook her head vigorously at him and cleaezdiroat. With a
quick glance at his mentor's forbidding frown, lmaged and lifted
Cherry's hand to his lips. "Charmed," he said phljitas he released
it.

Anne nodded at him approvingly and returned todieir. "Do sit
down, Lord Mainwaring, and join us. Perhaps you t&h Miss
Laverstoke something about America. Wouldn't yoveldo hear
about life in the wilderness, Cherry?"

"Oh, yes!" Cherry said with shy eagerness.

"As much as I'd enjoy regalin' you with wildernesdes, Miss
Laverstoke, I'm afraid | must decline. I've beesthncted to practice
my dancin,’ you see. | need all the practice I gein for, naturally, a
man who's spent all his life in the wilderness doubt have growo
adept at sucha@bvilizedactivity. With your permission, ma‘am, | shal
leave you to your conversation."” With a wicked glime nodded to
Anne, bowed to Cherry and left the room.

Cherry blinked at the door, speechless.



Anne laughed. "Don't sit there open-mouthed, Cher8Bay
something."”

"Oh, my!" Cherry breathed at last.
"l know what you mean," Anne nodded. "Overpowerisg;t he?"

"Yes, he is. | must admit, Anne, that the Viscogntertainly... er..."
Cherry searched for a word. "... an original, iee?"

"That isjustwhat he is," Anne agreed.

"Are you truly giving him instruction in dancingherry asked,
wide-eyed. "l would be terrified to—"

"Nonsense. What is there to be terrified of?"

"l don't know, exactly. He's so.large! And so... self-assured. And
those eyes of his—they seem to penetrate rightigifreone."

"Yes, they do, don't they?" Anne's smile faded iatdhoughtful
frown. "l always feel as if he is reading my thotgyand laughing at
them."

"Yet he doesn't frighten you?" Cherry asked adrglyin

"No, of course not. He's really rather agreeabbe; know. In fact,

Cherry, I've been thinking... he'll be making h@swbin society in a

very short time, and he's bound to make a marky é@viee doesn't
master all the proper social graces. He'll be cmred an enormously
splendid match for some girl. Why shouldn't it lo&1y"

"Me? You must be joking!"

"Of course I'm not joking. Whghouldn'tit be you?"



"Why, I'd be terror-stricken just to be askedstand upwith him at
Almack's!" Cherry declared.

Anne frowned at her. "Really, Cherry, you can behsa wet-goose!
Just because Jason is somewathtis no reason to be afraid of him.
He is truly an easygoing, amicable sort. Peterkthithe world of
him."

Cherry wavered. "But even if | could find the cageato... to...
Anyway, he didn't seem to take particular noticeara a moment
ago," she pointed out frankly.

"Never mind that. He's given me the task of findanwife for him,
and you, Cherry, are my first choice. And the sooner | agea to
bring the two of you together, the better."

Cherry stared at her friend in fascinated horr&ut; Anne, I... |
wouldn't know what teayto such a man! And I'm not the sort whe
could attract... I'm sure we wouldn't suit."

But Anne would not be deterred. "Leave it all to,niherry.
Tomorrow, we shall all go driving in the park toget. Will you ask
Arthur to come along with us? It will be the petfepportunity for
me to apologize to him, and for you and Lord Mainngto become
acquainted."

Cherry found a number of objections to the planawhArthur did
not like being part of a foursome? What if Lord Kaaring should
object? What if he should become bored? Cherrynb#ung suitable
to wear. What if her mother should ask questiongvatvould
people say if they were observed?

To all these points, Anne made scornful replies. iHed was made
up. With a long list of instructions for her friend the arrangements
with Arthur, on the time of day which would mositdghe situation,
and on the outfit Cherry was to wear, Anne walkéth Wwer friend to



the door. "Oh, Anne," Cherry said with a fearfudtsi "l hope you
know what you're doing."

"Leave everything to me, dearest, and don't fretdLMainwaring
will be charmed, | promise. And if he is not, thewell, perhaps then
you'll let me cut your braids. If all else failkhiat may be the very
thing to do the trick."

Cherry's hand flew to her hair. "Only if all elsal$," she pleaded.
Then, before Anne could think of anything elsedaase her to quail,
she hastily took her leave.



Nine

THE MANY ELEMENTS which were needed to insure acassful

outing seemed to fall into place for Anne. Firsprd. Mainwaring

good-humoredly accepted Anne's sudden invitatioid®in the park
without questioning her motives. Then Cherry seotdathat 1) her
mother had given permission for her to go, and 2hud had agreed
to join them. Lastly, the weather seemed to be#t®wlessing upon
the excursion; the sun was surprisingly warm aedatimd obligingly

mild for a day in March.

At the appointed hour, Anne came down the stairteafynd Lord
Mainwaring already in the foyer awaiting her artivdhe observed
with pleased surprise his very creditable appearafe was wearing
the new coat which Weston had delivered the dagrbelt was of
dark green superfine, superbly cut to fit smoott\er his broad
shoulders and to emphasize his narrow waist. Hiskled,
Manchester-brown breeches clung without a wrinkléeggs which
she hadn't realized were so shapely, and his nplhotds gleamed.
"Why, Lord Mainwaring," she exclaimed approvinglyou look
positively British!"

"I reckon you mean that as a compliment, ma'am," shel
sardonically, "so | thank you."

"You supposd meant it as a compliment, my lord," she saidhén
most obnoxiously schoolteacherish tot&upposenotreckon" And
she swept past him and out the door.

Together they went to the waiting phaeton. Jastancgng at the
well-sprung phaeton and the lively grays, requegteanission to
take the reins. "Of course, my lord," Anne told hilAfter all, the
horses and carriage are yours." Nevertheless, eha ftwinge of
misgiving as Jason climbed up beside the coachfarihe grays
that had been harnessed to the carriage were agptextally



high-spirited pair. She sat back in her seat neslyoas they started
out, but it took only a few minutes during the ghate to Half-Moon

Street through the heavily trafficked streets fer to realize, with
relief, that Jason showed remarkable skill withribbons.

When they arrived at Half-Moon Street, and Chemy Arthur came
out to meet them, Anne did not have to hint to ddkat his company
would be desired inside the phaeton. With surpgigiraciousness, he
surrendered the reins to the coachman and joireedrthup.

The introductions were made, and Anne signaled nJasohelp
Cherry into the front seat. While he was complywgh this
unspoken request, Anne beckoned Arthur to climbbegide her.
Jason, therefore, had no choice but to sit negtherry. Since both
seats of the phaeton faced forward, Jason founddtirfaced with
the "problem of making conversation with a tongekt blushing
girl who had not enough courage to turn her eydsno After a few
attempts to draw her out on such subjects as ta¢her the number
of carriages clogging the streets, and her vemhiegy bonnet, he
gave up and relapsed into silence.

On the seat behind, Anne tried to whisper apologpe8rthur for

having forgotten to meet him the day before. Hpwoaded politely,
but he was obviously very offended, and his manvees stiff and

cool. The possibility that their conversation migdpet overheard by
the occupants of the seat in front of them hampédrather

discussion, and their ride to the park was paseed silence as
awkward as the one being endured by Cherry andhJaso

Fortunately, the ride was not long. When they adivAnne
suggested that they walk through the park to egerthieir legs, a
suggestion that was approved eagerly by the otférsy climbed
down, and the coachman turned the carriage oteafdad to a place
where he could wait for them to return. For a moimérey stood
looking about, unable to decide which of the mamgrming walking



paths they should take. It was at that moment @ahhigh-pitched
laugh echoed from the lane to their right. Instiredy, all their heads
turned. There, too far away to greet but close ghaiw be seen
clearly, stood a gentleman in the uniform of a &gwafficer, helping
a ravishing young lady to dismount from a horsee Tddy was
wearing a close-fitting riding costume in dark esdl a very dashing
riding hat which was cocked to one side of her haad sported a
captivating white plume. "Nowthat is someone I'd like to meet,"
Jason muttered to Anne without taking his admirygs from the
lady in question.

Anne, quite aware of the identity of the horsewontdared at Jason
in irritation. Why did that odious Lexiede Guis dse this particular
time to make an appearance? Alexandra de Guis,htaugf a
French emigre and an English lady, was the onergall of London
whom Anne wanted to keep from Jason. Lexie, trgnieg beauty of
the season, and of several seasons past, and dadl&Elle” by all
the bucks of théon, could capture a man's heart by the mere flick:
an eyelid. Not only beautiful, she was clever, pdjstylishly elegant
and tantalizingly unreadable. Men adored her anthevodetested
her.

Anne was determined to keep Lexie from making Jamoother
victim of her long list of conquests. She therefpremptly took
Jason's arm and turned him into the lane to tb#&ir'This way looks
more inviting, does it not, Cherry?" she said gaalyd hurried them
away from a possible encounter with the ridershié was aware of
the raised eyebrows and amused expression on d&so®, she took
no notice of them.

As the strollers walked deeper into the park, theel narrowed,
leaving room only for two abreast. Anne linked hen in Cherry's,
and the two ladies preceded the gentlemen dowpadtie "You look
just as you ought,” Anne whispered to Cherry wipraval. "l told

you that the feathered bonnet would be charminy your spencer."”



Cherry, still feeling shy and uncomfortable, noddedthout
conviction. "Yes, Lord Mainwaring was kind enoughcomment on
it."

"Did he?" Anne asked gleefully. Knewhe'd take notice of you!"

Cherry looked at her friend lugubriously. "He wasydbeing polite.
After all, he had to sayomethingespecially since | couldn't think of
a thing to say to him."

Anne cast a quick look over her shoulder. Arthut da@ison seemed to
be conversing comfortably enough. "Cherry, | d&ndw why you
must behave in this missish way. Theredoeensf things you and
Lord Mainwaring could say to each other."

"What things?"

"Oh, for goodness sake, Cherry, look about you!riatng yousee
can be commented upon. Isn't the prospect of theifzaIf, with its
tiny buds of green about to burst into life, wordmarking upon?
How about the trees? You could ask if they are tike trees in
America. Asking about America could very well suppl
conversational material faveeks And then, you could ask him how
he does with his dancing—atfter all, thel tell you about it yesterday.
And there's his new coat. Weston delivered it ydste Doesn't he
look complete to a shade? | never quite believatl ¢lothes could
effect such a change in a man, but there he it gpito snuff."

"Really, Anne," Cherry said with a touch of reprbira her voice,
"you cannot expect me to compliment him ondosat!"

They came to a fork in the path, one branch leadimgard to a
grassy knoll where there was a bench with a fieenof the prospect
below, and the other downward to a lake where abeurof swans
floated in graceful arrogance. "We must make asi@tj" Anne said,
turning to face the gentlemen who had caught up thiém. "Since



you are the newcomer in the park, Lord Mainwaryay may choose
our direction. Shall it be the lake with the swanshe knoll with the
bench?"

"Oh, let's see the swans, by all means," he anshgseisively.

They turned into the downward lane. As they did Aone took

Arthur's arm, forcing Lord Mainwaring to drop baakd fall into step
beside Cherry. After a moment, however, Anne stdpp®@h, dear,
there's something in my slipper,” she murmuredpilim. "Please
take me up to the bench, Arthur. I'm afraid theagXebble lodged in
my shoe. Cherry, dear, go along with Lord Mainwariwe'll catch

up in a moment."

The imploring look cast at her by Cherry and thekmg gleam she
saw in Jason's eyes told her that her ruse hafbalsd them, but
since no objection to her suggestion was voiceddalshe had her
way. In another few moments, she was seated omeheh, with

Arthur kneeling before her in an attempt to rembgeshoe. "Never
mind that, Arthur," she said impatiently. "Justdown beside me. |
want to apologize to you."

She launched into a penitent, heartfelt explanatoin her
thoughtlessness the day before, and Arthur, meéirtipe sincerely
contrite expression in her eyes, forgave her. Bé&e told him eagerly
about the arrangement she had made with Lord Maing/a
concerning her marriage settlement. If she had@ggeArthur to be
overjoyed by her news, she was doomed to disappeimtt "But |
never asked... that is, | have no wish for a settl® or anything else
from Lord Mainwaring," Arthur said with obvious digproval.

"But, Arthur, | don't understand!" Anne was complgttaken aback.
"Isn't that the very thing your mother wants fou¢6t



Arthur shook his head impatiently. "I'm not intdsgkin what Mama
wants. What /want is to marry the woman | love withassistance
from a man who is a stranger to us both."

"He's not a stranger tme.He is, in a way, responsible for me. Hav
you taken him in dislike, Arthur?"

"No, not at all. He seems a very decent sort. Th@akever, does not
mean that | can endure living on his charity."

"You are being much tonicein your attitude, my dear. Besides, w
cannotmarry without Lord Mainwaring's financial assistar

"Yes, we can, as | explained to you before. I"autht it all out. If |
take the living in Shropshire (and, by the waye klready taken steps
to sell the country estate which will support myther and sister), we
can manage very well without his lordship's gengrds

"Do you mean the vicarage? Surely, Arthur, you waoé serious
about that! It was a suggestion made only out spdgmation, was it
not? Now that I've found a more acceptable solutbdn

"It is not a more acceptable solution to meuas quiteserious about
the Shropshire plan, and the only flaw /see irs ithe necessity to
make a Gretna marriage."

Anne stared at Arthur as if she'd never seen houldhe reallywant

the life of a country vicar? Or was the thoughttioé need for
assistance from a stranger so repugnant to himathahing, even a
Shropshire vicarage, would be preferable? "Oh, ,deaee we've
come to an impasse,” she said slowly, "but we casoltve the
problem now—not with Cherry and Lord Mainwaring tag for us.

We'll have to continue this another time." Withh@ubled frown, she
rose from the bench.



"But you haven't let me remove the pebble from yshoe," Arthur
pointed out.

She glanced up at him with a mixture of impatieaed guilt. He was
always so disconcertinglyhonest! "Really, Arthur, you are
sometimes incredibly naive. Themasno pebble." And to avoid his
reproachful stare, she hurried down the path.

When she and Arthur finally caught up with theiefrds, Anne found
to her chagrin that Cherry and Jason had beenddnyeanother
couple—none other than Lexie de Guis and her compaiheir
horses had been tied to a nearby tree, and froffirtlaéious smile on
Lexie's face, the interested gleam in Jason's eyk the bored
expressions on the faces of Cherry and the cawdfrger, Anne
deduced that the meeting had occurred quite sotmn ashe and
Arthur had left. As they approached, they heardrdasmark to the
lady, "Shucks, ma'am, most of the men in Ameri@arauch taller
than I. Why, back home, they find me positively pun

Alexandra de Guis threw back her head with a padarty laughter.
It was some moments before Anne managed to diegrattention.
"Good day, Miss de Guis," she said loudly.

Lexie turned to her at last and flashed a brilliéertd, to Anne,
triumphant) smile. "Ah, there you are at last, Mitartley. We've
been passing the time waiting to say good day to May | present
Captain Edward Wray? Edward, | don't believe youilvet Miss
Hartley or her escort, Lord Claybridge."While themshook hands,
Lexie tapped Anne's arm with her riding crop. "Yane a naughty
puss, Miss Hartley, for keeping this charming cousiyours hidden
away. Not that | blame you," she added with a sigglglance at Lord
Mainwaring, "for if | were in your place, | mightkie done the same.
But you must not be permitted to do so any longéfith that, she
again turned to Jason, smiling up at him enticingBid you hear
that, my lord? Take warning. Now that I've disc@ceryou, your



period of seclusion is over." Then she took heodscarm. "But
come, Edward. We must go. The horses should nkepestanding
any longer."

She strolled off on Captain Wray's arm without akveard glance,

but every eye followed the pair until they had mearand ridden off
into the trees. As the four strollers turned anchloeéd the path back
to the carriage, Anne had all she could do to hiol@ the others her
intense vexation. The afternoon had been a faflureéhree of the

four of them, but the fact that the fourth had beiously managed to
enjoy himself immensely somehow made her feel tihtday had

been worse than a failure—it had been a positisastier.



Ten

THE SUN HAD SET and the afternoon had grown qudiel dy the
time Cherry and Arthur had been deposited on Clsedyorstep in
Half-Moon Street. Arthur had glumly watched the doalisappear
down the street and had sighed, tipped his hah&r§ and started
toward his own equipage when she stopped him. "@/gou like to
come in for a cup of tea before you start for hahs&ie asked.

Willing to postpone the depression which he knewlhdsettle on
him once he was left alone to review his unsattefgcconversation
with his beloved, Arthur acquiesced. As Cherry hedh into the
house, took his hat and ordered the tea thingswsiseaware of a
perceptible lightening of her spirits. For the ffitsne that day, she
was conscious of a feeling of contentment. Shéesdtierself behind
the teapot and permitted herself to wonder why sa& been so
ill-at-ease all afternoon. Certainly Lord Mainwayihad done or said
nothing to discompose her. Yet she had not feéllahappy in his
company. On the other hand, here with Arthur, eéhenigh he was
bound to spend the entire time confiding to herthosibles with
Anne, she was almost blissfully content. It was asimcurious
reaction, one which she would explore at lengtsam as she had
the opportunity to think. In the meantime, she égrher attention to
her unhappy guest, listened to his woes with hdewlyes brimming
with commiseration and offered him comforting mursyef hope
whenever he paused for breath.

In the coach, meanwhile, filled with utter disgusnne glanced
surreptitiously at her companion. Jason was leanaul contentedly
against the squabs, his hands behind his headiamegk stretched
out comfortably before him. His lips were turned mpa small,
reflective smile and his eyes were lit with an edoded glow, as if he
were reliving a fond memory. Anne ground her teeilritation. Had
that detestable Lexie caught haineady"!



But she would not surrender without a struggle.é@his quite a
lovely girl, is she not?" she asked suddenly, aitalsely cheerful lilt
in her voice.

"Mmm," Jason murmured absently.

"You must certainly agree that she is pleasantesed-tempered.”
"Mmm," Jason nodded.

"Not a bit stubborn either, is she?"

"Not at all, as far as | could see," he agreed.

"Sweet-natured, too. As sweet-natured as one cwigll"

"Oh, yes, very sweet-natured."

"And adequately tall, | would say, wouldn't you?"

"l suppose so," he assented uninterestedly.

"And... er... quite full in the chest, too, dordiuythink?"

Jason shifted around, took his hands from his Feeati sat up at
attention. "Whatwas that you said?" he asked,, his eyes taking
their mocking gleam.

"l was talking about Cherry's... er... form. It smeperfectly to suit
your... specifications," Anne suggested boldly.

"My specifications? Are you suggestin' that yowfMiss Laverstoke
a likely candidate to be myife?"

"But of course! | think she'd make a perfect—"



"You're way off course, girl. I'm not the man fayur friend Cherry.
She's a lovely young woman, I'll admit, but shieésgort who'd like to
mother a man. I'm not lookin' for a mother."

"Of all theunkind— Really, Jason—"
"My lord," he corrected promptly.

"Very well, my lord.| just wish to point outmy lord,that motherly
women make the veryestwives, evenmy lord,to such obnoxious
husbands as yowy lord,are likely to be."

"That may be, but | have quite another sort of wifenind."
"You don't say. And what sort is that?"

"The sort like that Miss de Guis. Nowhere'sa female worth
considering"

Anne fumed. "l don't see that Miss Alexandra de sGiits your
specificationsat all!" she snapped.

"Don't you? Come now, girl, be honest. She's vdeagant, taller
even tharyou,you know, and her form is... well, it's nothinbshof
spectacular.”

"Men!" Anne sneered. "You are all fools! But if yoan sit there and
say that Lexie is sweet-natured and even-tempgmdie a greater
dunderhead than even / took you for!"

Jason grinned down into her indignant, flashingsey&s long as the
girl is as sweet-natured and even-temperegoasre, my dear, she
will be good enough for me. And now, may | sugdlkat we get out
of the carriage? We came to a stop several minages and the
coachman is starin' at us through the window aglfe a couple of
loonies."”



There was nothing Anne could do but gnash her @edhfollow his
suggestion.

Despite her exasperation with him, Anne continweedrepare Jason
for the forthcoming ball. The dancing was stilbddre—it seemed to
Anne that the fellow was growing more clumsy wittagiice—but
his speech was steadily improving. Although an siceeal "shucks™
still passed his lips, he had learned to substitpezhaps" for the
dreadful "maybe" that Americans used, and he haehgip saying "l
guess" or "l reckon" every time he expressed amiopi In
particular, however, Anne instructed him in the g demeanor
before royalty, for it was rumored that the Primaght put in an
appearance at the festivities. It was less than mamths since
"Prinny" had been made Regent, and his presere®alt would be
accompanied by a great deal of pomp and cerembwgad vital that
Jason not bring unfavorable notice upon himselfcogpnmitting a
social gaffe before the Regent.

Jason, however, demanded that he be excused feolesisbns for at
least a couple of hours in the afternoons. Thesashelly spent in
Peter's company. The two would closet themselveékaribrary to
play chess, discuss Peter's studies or (if they were that the ladies
were out of earshot) drill Peter in various boxexgrcises. Peter
thrived under Jason's attention. His appetite iwguip his moods
became more cheerful, his pallor lessened and bididence
increased. Jason rapidly filled the void that theemce of a father or
brother had created.

One afternoon, their chess game was interrupteal digturbance in
the corridor outside their door. Peter opened tia tb find Coyne
engaged in verbal dispute with a lanky, gaunt-chdefersonage
whose black, long-tailed coat had seen better daymse gray-
streaked mustaches drooped forlornly at the comsiswvho carried



a much-handled newspaper in his hand. "Is therees siifficulty,
Coyne?" Peter inquired.

"No, Master Peter, it's nothing at all,” Coyne saidontradiction of
the quite obvious tension in the hallway. "I'm gogou were
disturbed. | shall see this person to the door idiately."

"Oh, y'will, will yer?" the 'person' sneered. "l rcaell yer y'
won't—not till I've 'ad some satisfaction."

Coyne clenched his fists. "That's enough now, my.nYau arenot
gualified for the position, and thatlsat. So let's get along," he said,
and tried to move the fellow on down the hall bgsping the lapel of
his coat and pushing him backward.

The man resisted stubbornly. "lggd" he shouted. "I demand to see
'is lordship."

"You will notsee his lordship," Coyne said between clenchetl,tee
"so you may just as well take yourself off."

"Le' goo' me! Why did y' put the advertisemint in the @aif y'r not
wantin' to 'ire no one?"

Jason, listening to the commotion from his seahatchessboard,
found his interest caught. "Don't make a ruckus thete in the
hallway, Coyne," he called out. "Bring the fellow here and close
the door."

Without releasing his grip on the man's lapel, lbnder pulled the
man into the library. Peter followed, shut the daond leaned against
it in order to observe in unobtrusive comfort thdalding of what
promised to be an amusing scene. The intruderréefeen glancing
round the room, thrust Coyne's hand from his ceaipothed the
injured lapel carefully, favored Jason with a me@gustare and
bowed deeply. "Argou'is lordship?" he asked.



"l am. The question is, who ayeu,and what do you want with me?"

"Me name's Orkle, me lord. Benjamin Orkle. An' bd 'appy to
acquaint yer lordship wi' all the fac's, if y' giie a chance to tell
yer..."

"I'm giving you the chance, Mr. Orkle, so get on with it,"alasaid
impatiently.

"Yes, me lord, | will." Mr. Orkle cleared his throia the manner of a
musician tuning up his instrument and began. "Y'seelord, I'm in

the employ o' a fine gentleman, a Mr. Tyterman lyna, but in

matters of dress, 'e ain't no Pink o' the Ton,n &l yer. 'E's too
clutch-fisted by 'alf, an' ‘e don't know nesh frdash—"

"Neshfrom dash?"Jason asked, looking bewilderedly from Coyne
Peter. Peter, equally puzzled, shrugged, grinnddshook his head.
Coyne, frowning in distaste, explained. "l belidve means that his
employer is overnice in his taste—that he doeamivwk the timid
from thestylish."

Mr. Orkle nodded at Coyne approvingly. "That'sxa€ly. 'E 'as no
sense o' style at all, which is, | can tell yemywmortifyin' to such as
meself, who 'as a very remarkable talent for siglgentlemen's
apparel, which is to say a good eye for color agbad sense for
puttin' on'y the right things together. Besidesalihie pays me on'y
ten pounds per annum, out o' which | finds me asenand sugar. So
this mornin' when | takes 'Im 'is breakfast, | wla peep at 'is
paper—I always takes a look when | stops on thditaror a bit o'
relaxation—" Jason and Peter were attending toQvkle's account
with fascination, but Coyne observed it all with expression of
extreme distaste. At this point he could bear itamger. "Can't you
get on with it, man? I'm sure his lordship is mierested in how you
spend your time."



Mr. Orkle stared coldly at the butler, turned baokface Lord
Mainwaring and calmly continued. "As | was sayirtigkes a peep at
the paper and sees this 'ere advertisemint for mtlegean's
gentleman. Soon as | sees it, | makes up me miaggly, and | axes
Mr. Tylerman for the day out. | can tell yer thiahin't a simple thing
to get Mr. Tylerman to agree. But | finally managgsand then
dresses meself up in me best—which as y' can sé@aiy good, but
what can y' expect on ten pounds per?—an' | taleselinall the way
‘ere on shanks' mare. An' what do | get for megwainen | gets 'ere
but a snub from that there whopstraw—"

"Now, see here!'Coyne sputtered in exasperation. "I'll say it agali
whopstraw!Tellin' me | ain't qualified! | axes yer, me longhen |
been a gentleman's gentleman since the eightvesan 'e say | ain't
qualified? What say is that this is all ‘aax!"

"A what?" Jason asked, looking with strangled ames# at Peter.
Peter fought back a grin and merely shrugged again.

"A 'oax," Mr. Orkle repeated. "If a man comes ta geor 'ere and
says to yer butler—in 'is engagin‘est manner, mitiat 'e's been a
valet for more 'n twen'y years, and the butler dax"im nothin' but

tells 'im to take hisself off '‘cause 'e's not diedi well, | axes yer,

wouldn'tyouthink it was a '‘oax?"

Coyne drew himself up in proud disdain. "l am nioliged to ask you
anything. | could telimmediatelythat you were not qualified, no
matterhowlong you've been in service. The advertisementgood
man, is no hoax!"

"It sounds like a 'oax to me," Orkle declared stubly, "else how
could y' tell so 'immediately' that I ain't quadifi?"”



"From the way yowspeak,"Coyne answered promptly, taking gree
pleasure in playing his trump card. "My instrucgoare to hire
someone who looks andlkslike agentleman.”

Momentarily daunted, Mr. Orkle blinked. But it took longer than a
moment before he recovered. He waved his newspapgoyne's
face. "Then where, can yer tell me, does it sap five advertisemint,
eh? Does it sagnywhereghat I'd 'ave to talk like a gentleman? No, |
don't. Not anywheres in this advertisement. | agaag me lord, is it
fair to expec' me to know that? If I'd a' know'dyudd | 'ave come all
this way for nothin*?"

"l... suppose not," Jason admitted in spellboundsament.

"O' course not!" Mr. Orkle said vigorously. "So, && as I'm
concerned, this is as good as a 'oax!"

"l reckon it is," Jason agreed.
"Then what 'ave yer to say for yersel's, #irat,| axes yer?"

Jason, his eyes brimming with suppressed mirtrkddaup at the
butler. "Well, Coynehavewe anything to say for ourselves?"

"If you are speaking of the advertisement, my laitl, can say is that
it is not necessary to list all the qualificatiofaMr. Orkle has been
inconvenienced, I'm sure I'm very sorry, but—"

"Sorry! What good'sorry?" the valet cried. "That don't pay be bac
for me trouble and me day's pay. | oughta summens y

"Summons?" Jason asked. "Do you msaeus?"

"Yes, me lord. | oughta take meself to a lawyer agd if | can't
summons yer. But | won't."



Jason, who had been ready to offer the valet aeguiwhich would
be the equivalent of more than a month's wages)pneciation of the
fellow's histrionic talents, looked at him with seraurprise. "You
won't?" he asked. "Why not?"

"Because," Mr. Orkle said proudly, "I am a manighity. A man o'
dignity don't stoop so low. An' | don't blargeu, me lord, 'cause you
‘ad nothin' to do wi' this. But as for yer man ,¢hat's another tale.”

"Oh?" Jason asked. "Do you intend to... er... sunghan?"

"No, me lord. | on'y intends to turn me back on fike this, an' take
me leave like the man o' dignity which | am, me sag® to 'im bein'
expressed by me posture.” And he put his nosesiaith brushed by
the butler with a marked sniff and marched to tberd

Peter bit his lip and choked. Jason, laughter brimgnn his eyes,
nevertheless managed to keep his countenahi¢kat message is
expressed by your posture, Mr. Orkle?" he asketthyaifed.

"Couldn't y' tell, me lord? That wasslent contempt!"

With the natural sense of timing of a comedic gd Orkle closed
the door behind him just as he completed his lasts: The effect
was devastating on both Peter and Jason, who piyosygicumbed to
their long-suppressed urge to roar with laughteryr@, who saw
nothing funny in the entire scene, headed for tha evrapped in his
own sense of dignity, but he was arrested by the sightord
Mainwaring making peculiar hand signals. Jasonptemliover with
laughter, was unable to speak, but he was evidangthg to convey
to Coyne by hand signals that the butler was tanem

With the air of superiority Which the unamused adeyhen
observing people made helpless by untrammeled ment, Coyne
shook his head. "Did you want something, my lord@" asked
disdainfully.



Lord Mainwaring nodded and tried to catch his bdreBut a renewed
paroxysm from Peter sent him off again, and it s@®e time before
he was able to convey his wishes to the disappgobutler. "Catch
him!" Jason said breathlessly. "Catch him, quicklyant you to hire
him."

Coyne gaspedOrkle, your lordship? You can't mean it! You wan
him as youwalet?"

"Jason, you're a great gun!" Peter exclaimed.

But Coyne would not budge. "Miss Anne will not apype, my lord,"
he cautioned. "Her instructions on the qualitiesh&f man | was to
engage were quite specific."

"Don't worry about Miss Hartley, Coyne. Just huarnyd catch Mr.
Orkle before he gets away!"

Coyne had no choice but to do as he was bid, exargh he found
the task utterly repugnant. Not only had he takekleOin extreme
dislike, but he knew that Miss Anne would take hiontask for
permitting his lordship to so mudhs glimpse théellow. But, the
milk being spilt, there was nothing he could do potafter Orkle as
Lord Mainwaring had ordered. When he peered oweufs, there
was no sign of the fellow on the street. Coyne hadrun a
considerable distance to catch up with the volatlet. Placing his
hand restrainingly on Orkle's arm, Coyne stoodipgfand heaving
until he could catch his breath. Then he infornievalet coldly that
Lord Mainwaring had decided to make use of hisisesy

Orkle's delight was boundless. He hooted, gavtla dlancing step,
turned himself around, jumped up and down and édys hands in
delight. His exuberance was so infectious that e@egne felt a
surprising softening toward the fellolm untrammeled enthusiasm,
Orkle offered to run all the way back to his présdmode, promptly



resign from his position, find a replacement anturre to the
Mainwarings all within the next two hours. "No netdrun, Mr.
Orkle," Coyne informed him magisterially. "You am®w in the
employ of a nobleman. A carriage will be providectbnvey you."

"A carriage? For me?"The full realization of his rise in the world
seemed suddenly to burst upon higtirhey!" he breathed, awed at
last.

Peter and Jason had returned to the chess talildelare they
resumed their game, Peter felt obliged to add laising to the dire
prediction Coyne had made before he left. "Anne'iike your man
a bit, Jason. If you really intend to make thalolglyour valet, you'd
better prepare yourself to face her wrath."

"And how do | do that," Jason asked wryly, "youwstsi's tempers
bein' what they are?" He looked across at Peterh vat
mock-suspicious scowl. "Or, you slyboots, have Ywaught the
matter up just to put me off my game? You know thatprospect of
your sister's temper has me quaking like a rabbit."

Peter laughed. "Yes, you're in a terrible frightcan see. Really,
Jason, you're the most complete hand. Stop putipdeg and pay
attention to my move. I'm about to castle."

They turned their attention to the chessboard. éSoltess strategy
requires single-minded, serious concentration, gwyn forgot the

entire matter of the valet. By the time they neatelcompletion of

their second game, a couple of hours later, thege waken by

complete surprise when a furious Anne burst inhemt "Have you

lost yourmind, my lord?" she demanded curtly.

Jason blinked up at her innocently. "Not that I\kraf. Why?"



"Then how, sir, do you account for the presendhismhouse of that
mustachioed creature who claims to be your valet?"

"Oh, is Orkle here already? Good. I'm glad you®enshim. | knew
you wanted me to have someone—"

"Stop playing the innocent! You know perfectly weihat | wanted
you to have someone of taste, of refinement, somappropriate to
a gentleman of your rank, not a... a pparodyof a gentleman's—"

"Come now, Anne," Peter put in fairly, "the fell@anot so bad. In
fact, he has a remarkable talent for style in gamén's apparel.”

The mischievous glint sparkled in Jason's eyesgbad eye for
color, I think he said, didn't he, Peter?"

Peter, trying to suppress his laughter, gurgledd'A good sense for
putting the right Coat and waistcoat together,"too.

"Now, what more could one want from one's valetiZoh asked her
reasonably.

Anne glared at her brother and Jason in turn.rflsege that you refuse
to take this matter seriously. | wonder, Lord Maaming, why you
sought my advice on these matters in the firstglaince you seem to
take a perverse delight in scorning whatever cduineéfer. Very
well, sir, have your own way, if you must. If yausist on taking as a
valet a person who would be more fittingly employada Soho
tavern, dispensing quips and grog to the regulams,will pay the
consequences, not I!"

"But at least | will not be morameshthan dash," Jason offered
placatingly.

Anne had turned on her heel and started out, hsitstopped her.
"What?" she asked, completely bemused.



"True," Peter agreed, nodding his head thoughtatllyis sister, "and
Jason won't be 'summonsed' either."

She glowered. "I don't know what you two are tajkabout!"

Jason and Peter exchanged laughing glances. "Ner, Beu're out
there. Orkle said he wouldn't summons me in anye,ta%ason
reminded Peter.

"Right," Peter said. "Too much dignity."

The two men nodded knowingly and, ignoring Annendal back to
the chessboard.

"How delightful that you two are thick as thieveghne said, her
voice dripping with sarcasm, and she turned bac¢kdaloor.

"l hope your sister doesn't say anything to offéfrd Orkle," Jason
remarked to Peter, making sure she could overhear.

Peter followed his lead. "l know. It would be toadd"

"Yes," Jason said, ostentatiously moving a pawralgguare, "he
might find it necessary to deal with her as hewdith Coyne."

"Mmmm," Peter nodded, studying the board carefulye might
certainly do so."

After a moment's struggle, during which she madstép out the
door, Anne capitulated to curiosity and turned baelow did he deal
with Coyne?" she asked, elaborately casual.

"He said it was the only way for a man of his digriio handle
opposition," Jason explained, looking up at her.

" Whatway?" Anne asked impatiently.



"With silent contemptof course," Peter said. Then, both me
grinning, they bent their heads over the chessbagain, leaving
Anne to stand in the doorway agape.



Eleven

THE TIME OF JASON'S INTRODUCTION into Polite
Society—the night of Lady Dabney's ball—was fasprapching.
Anne, with a generosity of spirit she didn't kndwe ossessed, put
aside her irritation with the Viscount for flaurgimer advice in so
many instances (especially in the matter of chapsirvalet) and
benevolently continued to prepare him for the foothing event. She
tried to teach him how to bow with grace and withot
obsequiousness, how to address the Regent, hopptoach a lady
and ask her to dance, how to lead her to the diémme and how to
restore her to her chaperone. He had to learn iffereshces in
addressing maiden ladies and married ladies, ygufggand elderly
dowagers, dukes and barons. He had to become damiith the
relative intoxicating capacities on females of atgéone), punch
(variable), and champagne (dangerous). And he ceotinly had to
be able to recognize the difference between inrndbetations and
licentious dalliance. "It's all so complicated,"dwmplained. "I doubt
that | shall ever get it all straight.”

"If only you would pay close attention to me (iredeof regarding me
with that mocking gleam that makes me wonder if goeitaking any
of this at all seriously), I'm sure you'd have vétie difficulty,”
Anne answered with asperity.

"Oh, | take itveryseriously, | assure you," he declared, a venhslig
smile belying his words, "but you must admit thiz difficult to
know exactly when a man crosses over the boundanece flirting
into what you call licentiousness."

"The best gage of that, sir, is yaatent; she said flatly.
"Oh, but my intent imlwayslicentious," he retorted promptly.

"There, yousee?"she asked in annoyance. 'You won't be serious.'



"I'm sorry. Seriously, then, | can understand thdtjle a man is
standing in the ballroom with a young lady, witbwds of people all
around, he may tell her how lovely she looks, amdme would think
it more than innocent flirting. But what if she'skad him to take her
outside for a breath of air? There, alone in themkzss of the
evening, would those wordsill be mere flirting?"

Anne considered. "l don't know. Are they sittingstainding?"
"Does it matter?"

"Yes, | believe it does. If they are standing whierey can be seen
from the windows, for example, and not very claseach other, |

would say the words would still be acceptably iremicl|f, however,

they were seated together on a bench, with shaulderknees

touching—"

"How? Like this?" he asked, drawing her down begige on the
sofa so that they were close enough for shoulaled&nees to touch.
"Is thisacceptable?"

"Well..." she hesitated.

"Have you never sat beside a man like this?"

"Of course, but—"

"But if we're sitting like this, | mustn't tell yainat you look lovely?"

"l... | suppose it would be... acceptable,” shed,sajrowing
uncomfortably flushed.

"Would | be permitted to take your hand—Ilike thisadaay it? 'How
lovely you look tonight, my dear," he said, actog the scene.

She tried to withdraw her hand. "I don't think sshé said decisively.



"Don't tell me that takin' yourandis licentious! Has no one ever helc
it so?"

"Well, | suppose it's ndicentious,exactly—"

"Then | have not yet passed the bounds. What uft Inmy other arm
around youso,and drew you close. Then, droppin’ your handtddi
your chin like this..."

She found herself pressed against him, his face@dbove hers. He
was smiling down at her with an expression in gessdhat was not at
all mocking. Why, the... the.madmanwas going tckissher! For a
fleeting moment she considered the possibility erfnptting him to
do it—she was conscious of a sharp desire to feeltouth on
hers—but almost immediately her fury overtook lag she pushed
him away, enraged. "You... you detestabieak' she cried, jumping
to her feet. "Howdareyou try to play your vulgar American tricks on
me!"

He looked up at her in exaggerated innocence. "Buatam," he
drawled, "how else am | tearn—"

"I'm sure | don't cardhow you learn! But I'll tell you this, my

lord—that's the veryast lesson you'll have from me!" And with a
wrathful toss of her head, she strode from the ranthslammed the
door behind her.

Despite her resolve to have nothing further to db his debut, Anne
found herself, on the day of the ball, giving Jaswstructions on
what to wear. The whole family was lingering ovendheon when
the subject of his evening dress came up. "l hape fool of a valet
knows how to tie a neckcloth properly," Anne saikrrmedly. "And
be sure to tell him to press the gray loretto weaiat. That should do
well with your evening coat."



"Orkle thinks the gray waistcoat isesh,"” Jason ventured in his
irritatingly innocent tone.

Peter, about to swallow a bite of cold ham, chokeatly Harriet
raised a questioning eyebrowNésh?"she asked, puzzled.

"l believe it's Orkle's way of saying that somethia insipid," Peter
explained.

"Insipid, is it?" Anne asked in frozen accents tipgtdown her fork
and rising. "l can only hope, my lord, that yourdsscriminating
valet doesn't turn you out tonight looking like arfél Street Beau!"

Lady Harriet watched with troubled eyes as herdaaghter stalked
from the room. "I don't know what ails Anne," shermured, "but,

Jason dear, don't be disturbed by what she saysute you'll be
quite up to the mark tonight in every way." As tladlyrose to leave
the table, she gave Jason's hand a comforting zgulevertheless,
knowing that no one but his peculiar valet wouldsbeervising his
dressing, Harriet, like Anne, was feeling distigaineasy. "I must
remain calm," she warned herself and went upsiaitake a nap.

There followed a few hours of silence in the how$ghbut by late
afternoon the activity in the upstairs hall was tirecAbigails ran
back and forth in the hallways between Lady Hasiebom and
Anne's, carrying freshly laundered petticoats, aitdy curling irons,
perfume bottles and sundry other necessities forale evening
attire. Orkle was seen running up and down thesstat various
intervals on mysterious errands in connection witlord
Mainwaring's attire. Every servant in the househafttluding
Coyne, found an excuse to hang about the corrilopng to catch a
glimpse of his lordship, .all of them having hed#ndt this was the
night Lord Mainwaring was to make his mark. EveteP&as seen
pacing the corridor, something no one in the hoolshad ever seen
him do before.



Peter, too young to be invited timn parties and too scholarly to have
an interest in them, found himself for the firghdi in his life piqued
by this social ritual. His affection for Jason mdmi@ concerned. He
was dimly aware that such affairs could make aediffice in one's
life. He wasn't sure how, but one's friendshipsg'®affaires du
coeur,even one's self-confidence could be affected l®ysosuccess
or failure at a ball. He did not want Jason to lv@nged or hurt in any
way by the experience he was about to underg@t@nring. For that
reason he paced the corridor nervously, hopingQinige was indeed
the man he claimed to be and was capable of selddisgn off in
style. Once Jason arrived at the ball, he had ndlkshimself on his
own, and Peter hoped that the people Jason woudd weuld be
perceptive enough to recognize the excellent geslitvhich Peter
had found beneath Jason's easygoing, informal Aareexterior.

The Mainwarings had been invited by the Dabneypaidake of a
small dinner before the ball, and the carriage thasefore ordered
for seven o'clock. When the hour struck, the cgeriarrived at the
door, Coyne took up his position at the front doaywand Peter
waited in the drawing room for the party-goers t@ke an
appearance. Anne was the first to come down, nslyqeeping in
the doorway for her first glimpse of her chargee'$inot here yet,"
Peter told her.

Anne came into the room, buttoning her long whitevgs. She had
not neglected her own appearance, and she lookgdoxesly in a
ball gown of rose-colored Tiffany silk cut low ovieer shoulders and
clinging softly to the lines of her body. Her haias tied back with a
gold ribbon,a la Sapphowith tantalizing little curls escaping to
frame her face. The only decorations she wore wesample gold
necklace at her throat and ornate little gold digphat peeped out
from below the hem of her dress. Although Peteeddhat his sister
was in excellent looks, he didn't comment on heyeapance, his
mind and eyes being fixed on the doorway wherenJasmld soon
appear. Anne took no notice of the omission of domgnts.



Absorbed, herself, in watching for Jason, she tieen notice his
lack of attention to her costume.

Harriet hurried in eagerly. "Is he down yet?" skkedl, the answer
apparent even before she'd finished the questibe, 0, was
looking festive in an embroidered gown of dark blustring and a
silver turban decorated with a diamond brooch andemormous
ostrich feather. Also occupied with worry over Jasshe did not
exhibit any more interest in her own appearance& tAane had
shown in hers.

They did not have long to wait. Within five minute$ Harriet's
entrance, Jason appeared in the doorway. He pansedeared his
throat importantly. His aunt and his two cousingéad and stared.
From the top of his carelessly brushed curls tokdb@oms of his
black leather dancing shoes, Jason was every mlinimaculate,
exquisitely-turned-out Corinthian. His black evapicoat, cut short
at the waist across the front and falling in loagstat the back, fit
across his shoulders to perfection. His frilledrtsigleamed, his
neckcloth was elegantly tied, his knee-breechessikdstockings
showed his shapely legs to advantage, and hisagaistof Italian
silk with subtle stripes in three shades of greelded a needed touch
of color which made a masterly blend of the whaisemnble.

There was a moment of appreciative silence. Bafonas broken,
Jason, with a wide grin, removed from his pocketemameled
snuffbox, flipped it open with his thumb and, witdn air of
insouciance, took a pinch of snuff, tidy Harrietisgled delightedly,
rushed across the room and flung her arms abouhdtk. "Oh,
Jason, you'rperfect” she cried.

Jason signaled Orkle, who was hovering about irngtevay behind
him, to come in. The valet stepped into the rooaugly. In his hand
he held two nosegays. One, a small bouquet of isurgly blue



violets, Jason took and presented to his aunt avéhall bow. "For
you, my dear," he said smiling, and he leaned tw&iss her cheek.

Lady Harriet blushed with pleasure. "How very thbtigl,” she
murmured, putting her nose to the bouquet.

Jason took the other nosegay from the valet, anuhgrconfection of
pink and white rosebuds, and brought it to Anngl 'thay say so
without beinglicentious; he said with his mischievous grin, "you
look lovely tonight, Miss Hartley." He presentee thouquet with a
bow. "Do | meet withyour approval, ma'am?"

"Yes, you do," she said warmly and turned to Orklewe you an

apology, Mr. Orkle," she said generously. "He isiptete to a shade.
A nonpareil. And the waistcoat is an excellent choiEven the
neckcloth is magnificent. What do you call thatif$!

"It's one o' me own devisin', miss, but akin to Tnéne d'Amour. |
calls it Knight's Reward, 'cause | invented it f8ir Timothy
Knightsbridge, but 'is lordship 'ere, 'e wants &l ¢ the Nuisance,
‘cause | used up four neckerchiefs afore | tiguiaper."

"Well, whatever it's called, it's beautiful. You'dene a superb job
with that great gawk," Anne said with a smile. "Aifijdas | suspect,
these nosegays were your idea, | have a greatfatealich to be

grateful to you."

"Thank yer, me lady, for all yer kind words, bua$ to admit that the
flowers was 'is lordship's idea."”

"You don't say!" Anne said, looking up at Jasoncdgu "Will
surprises never cease?"

As Anne walked gaily out of the room to don hera&lpshe did not
dream that her words were prophetic—that surpms®agd not cease
during the entire evening ahead of them.



Coyne helped the ladies on with their cloaks, &y started for the
carriage. Left alone with Jason for a moment, Pieted his eyes on
his cousin earnestly. "I hope you have a successtiing,” he said
shyly, shaking Jason's hand, "but even if you naagake of yourself,
it won't matter a bit, you know. Not to people wéaunt."

Jason looked at Peter affectionately and ruffledhaiir, but he said
nothing. Then, with a grin and a wink, he tuckesd tihapeau-bras
under his arm and went out to meet his fate.



Twelve

THE SURPRISES IN STORE for Anne were not all taabeleasant
as the first sight of Jason in his evening cloties$ been. But at least
the early part of the evening turned out beauyifllson, although he
ignored or forgot many of her instructions, seertedo very well
indeed. In fact, before the early dinner party éaded, it was clear to
Anne that Lord Mainwaring was on his way to makangpectacular
success.

Ostensibly, the guest of honor at the dinner padyd and Lady
Dabney held before the start of the ball (an intengathering of
twenty-four diners, consisting of several membershe Dabney
family and a few special guests) was the dowagechBss of
Richmond, but the guest who received most of ttenabn was the
new Viscount from America. Lord Mainwaring drew ayes the
moment he entered, and the eyes rarely left himetwhe was
brought by his host to meet the guest of honorPihehess remarked
iIn her piercing voice that the fellow certainly wasbig 'un." She
promptly asked the Viscount the question which yvee was wont
to ask and which he was fast learning to dreadaVidas, my lord,
areall American men so tall?"

"Shucks, your grace," he replied prompthpis ain't tall. I'm nothin’ |
t a runt back home."

Anne froze, expecting a shocked silence, but Jaspip was greeted
by loud guffaws from the gentlemen, giggles frora lhdies and an
appreciative snort from the Duchess herself. Thehess demanded
his arm for the march to the dinner table (an heviuch should have
been given to her host, Lord Dabney, but which theglected
gentleman took in good part) and addressed masemfemarks to
Jason all through dinner. The other guests vied gatch other for his
attention, asking him questions about America aaagng on his
answers with flattering concentration. Lady Dabseglaughter,



Amanda, clearly smitten, asked him coyly what leeight of English
ladies as compared to American. "| fialll ladies appealin', ma'am,"
he said, as the others fell silent, listening ilscfaation to his
response. "Of course, American girls don't lookesp slim as you
English ladies."

"Do you mean," the girl persisted, "that Americarisgare... er...
rounder?"

"Well, they appear so, | think. Their dresses dee&m tocling so
closely to their forms. You English girls dresddok slim and make
themenlook ‘round."

Over the roar of laughter that greeted this s&lhne distinctly heard
the Duchess remark to Lady Dabney that the new Waimg was a
wit.

By the time the dinner guests rose to go upsttrgiie ballroom, on
the upper floor, was beginning to fill with newlyri@ing guests),
Anne and Lady Harriet were light-headed with reliahd

gratification. Jason's success at dinner had besatey than either
one of them had hoped. "Wasn't he marvelous?" etashispered to
Anne as they left the dining room. "He's bound ¢otle hit of the
evening."

"Yes, | think he may be—if only he doesn't spoiklt by saying
something too outrageous or tripping over his feetthe dance
floor," Anne acknowledged.

"Then take him aside anaarn him," Lady Harriet suggested and
with a smile to Lord Dabney who had come alongsiele took his
arm for the climb up the stairs.

Anne caught up with Jason before he'd started wpstad drew him
to the shadows behind the stairway. "l just wartdmpliment you.
You are doing beautifully, my lord,” she whispered.



He cocked a suspicious eyebrow at her. "Butterenum, ma'am? I'm
well aware that | said 'shucks' at least twice."

“I'm surprised to have to admit to you, sir, thatome seemed to mind
that in the least. In fact, | believe thige your barbarous American
tongue. Now, if you'll but remember to dance ohly simplest of the

country dances and to refrain from making any owlilsh remarks

when you're introduced to the Prince, | think weyrhaush through

this evening very creditably.”

His eyebrows lifted. "Do you think so, ma'am?" Iskeal, his tone
rather cool. "I reckon—I meandupposdhat is high praise, comin’
from you. What sort of outlandish remarks do yankHh'm likely to
make that | should avoid?"

The expression lurking in the light-eyed, penetigatiaze he fixed on
her face caught her attention. But she couldnd redl think that if
you merely answer 'yes, your highness,' or 'nor Jigghness,' to any
remark the Prince makes, you'll be certain to nrakslip."

"Il try to remember that," he said drily and tethto go. But the
expression in his eyes troubled her. Was he disafgubin her in
some way? Or had she offended him?

She caught his arm. "Is anything the matter, Jdson?
"No, nothin'," he answered shortly. "Nothin' at"all
She searched his face, vaguely troubled. "Are yoe>
"Yes. | had only hoped—" But he stopped himself.
"Hoped—?" she prodded.

His piercing look discomfitted her. "rd hoped, nma'ahe said wryly,
“that by this time you'd have learned to feel samefidence in me."



He turned and went quickly up the stairs, leaviagdtaring after him
in rather breathless and shamefaced confusion.

In the ballroom upstairs, the twenty-five musiciamsre already
playing, and several couples were circling the daficor. Lady
Dabney's balls were always lavish to the point sfentation.
Thousands of candles glittered and twinkled, thgint caught by the
crystal prisms of the chandeliers and scatteredshirmmering
pinpoints all around the room. Liveried servantsined bubbling
champagne into hundreds of glasses arranged onmndenuof
refreshment tables. And streaming into the roonarge numbers
were the new arrivals, dressed in rich silks anlvets, sporting
jewels and gold ornaments and adding to the ampafence.

By the time Anne had recovered herself sufficienidymake her

entrance, Lord Mainwaring had already taken a ptat¢he dance
floor, very properly squiring the daughter of hasts, Miss Amanda
Dabney. Anne found a chair near her stepmothersahaiown to

think; she needed a moment to mull over the meaningason's

remark. But she could not concentrate. She foune@yes riveted on
her pupil on the dance floor. The figures of thardoy dance which
they were performing were not difficult, but even Anne noted with

surprise that Jason was executing them with rerbélaplomb. Her

pupil was indeed a credit to her tonight, she timugnd she should
certainly feel proud. But she didn't feel proud-edatild not have been
shewho had taught him to dance like that!

Before she could solve what was beginning to séaralpuzzle, she
became aware that someone was standing befor8imetooked up
to find Arthur smiling down at her. "Good eveningg said happily.
"l had hoped to see you here. Will you stand ugwie for the next
dance?

The sets will form in a moment or two."



The sight of Arthur Claybridge always made her hlatter. Any
girl's would. He was, as usual, the handsomestimé#re room. His
black evening coat set off his blond locks to adage, and the grace
of his carriage and the sweetness of his smile weoeigh to drive
away the confusing depression which had settlech upr spirits
since her bewildering conversation with Jason kethe stairway.

Anne gave Arthur her hand, and they walked slomyard the dance
floor. "I thought your mother objects to your stangdup with me,”
she reminded him.

"I don't care," he said boldly. "I haven't seen yomore than a week,
and | can't pass this opportunity by. Speakinghait tunpleasant
matter, however, reminds me that Lady Harriet magidsyou for
this. | don't wish to cause you unpleasantnesd| Ef@a away?"

"I doubt that Mama will even notice us," Anne deethwith a touch
of resentment. "Her whole attention is fixed ond.dfainwaring this
evening."

As the new sets formed, Anne noticed with surptieg Jason had
joined the set with Cherry on his arm. The dance alaoulangere,

which required figures that Jason had never sefiity mastered.
With a sinking heart, Anne whispered a warning teey to help

him as much as possible. As the music began skeeedffa little

prayer that Jason might not disgrace himself.

During the dance, she could not observe JasonMatlonly was she
forced to pay attention to her own performance, $she had to
converse with Arthur as well. He was attemptingse their meagre
time together to discuss their plans. Anne trietbiow what he was
saying, but the movements of the dance and heratt@mpts to see
how Jason was performing prevented her from congom@ing.

"Please, Arthur,"” she pleaded at last, "let's #di&ut this later, when



we can find someplace out-of-the-way in which to dwn and
converse properly."

At the dance's end, Cherry, breathless and in ¢odipr, confided to
Anne that Jason had managed the steps quite unexwdly and
had, at the same time, kept up a lively—indeed
flattering—conversation with her which she had venych enjoyed.
"Really, Cherry?" Anne mused. "l can't understand knowthat |

was not so gifted a teacher as to have causedsdgalthis!"

Arthur, noting that his mother was watching himnfréhe sidelines,
and not wishing her to fall into a state of apoplerlinquished Anne
to a portly dandy named Percy Livermore for the tneance,

promising to return to her side as soon as posdiethe dance had
scarcely begun when it stopped abruptly. The masgcbroke into
"Rule, Britannia," and the Prince Regent enteredrdom. He was
followed by his entourage, a large group which udeld such

notables as his brother Frederick, the Duke of Yarid Lord and
Lady Hertford.

Lord and Lady Dabney hurried to greet him. Whileytmade their
effusive obeisances, the entire assemblage formedines across
the length of the room, leaving a wide aisle dowa tenter. The
Prince proceeded slowly down the aisle, acknowteglg friend
here, kissing a lady's hand there, stopping to &axgé pleasantries
with his cronies or pausing to permit his hostritb]aduce him to
those whose acquaintance he had not made.

The Prince could, when he wished, behave with ebfdmiliarity,
and this was one of those times. This sort of abkege (where the
surroundings were opulently tasteful and the guesitseringly
elegant) was the very thing he enjoyed. He beanasdtity as he
walked down the line. As he approached the placereviLord
Mainwaring was standing, Anne noticed with chagnist Jason was
accompanied by the obnoxious Alexandra de Gujs.isLe¥as



looking breathtaking in a gown of silver gauze ogegen silk that
clung so closely to her figure that Anne knew hettipoat had been
damped.

The Prince was quite tall himself, and he tookipaldr note of the
stranger in the room who stood taller than he. " is that young
giant?" he asked his host.

When the introduction had been made, and Jasonsteggped
forward and executed a faultless bow, the Princdedmat him
warmly. "Soyou are the American Viscount I've heard so muc
about. They tell me you're a bruising rider. | dddike to ride with
you one day."

"l should be honored, your highness," Jason ansix@mfortably.

“Tell me, Mainwaring, are all you Americans so ?althe Prince
asked inevitably.

"Yes, your highness, we are," Jason answered withirgkle that
caused Anne (who knew that look meant mischiefald her breath
in dread."We have to be, you know."

"Haveto be?" the Prince asked, puzzled.

"Yes, indeed, your highness. If you British con@érto molest us on
the high seas, we shall have to trounce you againve encourage
any and every physical asset in our men—even exatagegrowth

such as mine."

There was a moment of shocked silence while thacBristared
blankly at Lord Mainwaring. Then he burst into hgdaughter. "I
say, Mainwaring, that's goorf!" he boomed joviall{rthat's very
good indeed."



The rest of the assemblage was now free to jdimammerriment, and
while they gave way to their laughter, Anne bredtlee sigh of

heartfelt relief. But her ordeal was not over, floe Prince was not
through with Jason. He became serious and fixdthgpsye on the
Viscount. "Were you trying to suggest, sir, that &ioa intends to
engage us in another war?" he asked interestedly.

"Well, your highness, as to that, | can't say. h'tbelieve America
wants war. President Madison is trying hard to avpibeing gifted
with the two senses (beyond the usual five we allehin common)
which Americans have in abundance but which, if yoli forgive
me for being blunt, | haven't noticed as being vewident in the
British character."

"Is that so?" demanded the amused Prince, recognize humorous
glint in Lord Mainwaring's eye. "And which two s&ssare those?"

"Horseandcommoti' Jason responded brazenly.

The Regent roared, and all the onlookers joinedose people not
close enough to hear pressed forward and askechdhe fortunate
ones to repeat the story, and for several minataghter continued to
sound around the room. like this fellow," the Regent announced tc
his retinue, putting his arm around Jason's shoul@® you play
cards, old fellow? Let's go off to the card roond &est that common
sense of yours."

As the Prince and his circle made for the card omith Jason in
tow, Lady Harriet and Anne exchanged glances phaliteseloquently
to each other their intense relief and sensewiiph. Jason's succes:
was assured.

Some time later, Arthur found an opportunity toas@nne to a
small sitting room off the ballroom where they ntiplave a moment
of seclusion. There he sat down beside her onaaad faced her



eagerly. "At last we can converse," he said urgehitive thought of
nothing all week but your news that Lord Mainwarims agreed to
support us. Anne, | cannot like it. It goes agamgtnature."

"I've thought about it, too, my dear, and | thinkuyare being
over-nice,"” Anne said placatingly. "To accept hip@ort seems to
me the wisest thing we can do."

"It is the weakesthing we can do," he replied earnestly. "Can't yc
see that my being so greatly beholden to anotham foa my
wife's—and even my own—support would be abhorreme?"

Anne looked at him with dawning comprehension, tlosvered her
eyes to the hands folded in her lap. "Oh, Arthsh& murmured,
shamed, "you are sgood! | begin to think that you are muadbo
good for me."

Arthur took her hand in his and lifted it to hipdi "You are being
gooseish, you know. But I'm pleased that you arginpeng to
understand how | feel."

"But, Arthur, if we refuse Lord Mainwaring's offamyhatare we to
do?"

"I've told you. Only say yes, and | shall write $ropshire and
arrange to take the vicarage." Noting the look isfrihy that came
into her eyes, he leaned toward her urgently. '¥&ledon't look so
downcast, love. You will be happy there, | promigéiat would we
give up by leaving London which can possibly conepaith what we
shall gain by having each other? This life is al shallow and
meaningless, after all. What are balls and paatmekthe whole social
whirl but activity for superficial minds? In Shrdpee, we shall have
simplicity, and peace, and good works..."

"Oh, Arthur, | don't know..."



"We haven't time for further vacillation, my dear."
"Please, Arthur, don't say any more. | must think—!

At that moment, Lord Mainwaring appeared in theropeorway.

"Ah, there you are, ma'am,” he said cheerfullye'lbeen searchin'
for you. | hope you'll pardon this interruption a@bridge, but I've not
had one dance with my dance-instructor. | belidwy'te goin' to

play a waltz. Will you stand up with me for thissgrma'am?"

"A waltz?'Arthur asked, shocked. "You must be mistaken."

"No, he may be right, Arthur. Amanda told me that mother might
be persuaded to dare. After all, this is not AlmgcWaltzing is not
so terrible, really it isn't. Many people are beynyg to learn it, and
it's become the rage in Paris."

"l think it's a shocking display," Arthur declargddisapproval.

"Not at all," Anne argued. "I've tried it myselfe\seral times, and
have found it an enormously pleasant experiencet, Bord
Mainwaring, you cannot perform the waltz withougreat deal of
skill and practice."

"Why don't you chance it?" Jason urged. "Ilt's ddneeen in
America, you know."

Anne laughed. "Don't let your success this evegimdo your head,
my lord. Until you've had more experience in thdirbam, you
should avoid a dance of such difficulty. | don'tiéee you're quite
ready for it."

"l see,"” Jason said quietly, his smile fading. $tiange, disappointed
look that had troubled her earlier came back intodyes. "Well,
then, please forgive me for interruptin' your caisedion.” With a
short bow, he was gone.



"How strange," Anne said, puzzled. "He almost seknie
"Hurt," Arthur ventured. "l think his feelings wehairt."

"But... he could hardly have expected me to praroend the floor
with him in a dance he doesn't know!"

"And such a vulgar dance, too. At least so it seemmee. However,
you might follow him and promise the fellow the heguntry dance.
After all his goodness to you and your family, @wid not be kind in
you to give him pain."”

"Oh, Arthur, you are truly too good for me," Anngleed. She gave
him a quick kiss on the cheek and ran after Jason.

The waltz had begun, and the guests had crowdedaitbe floor to
watch the few couples who were courageous enougkerform the
daring new dance in public. Anne's eyes searchedctowd, but
Jason was not to be seen. Then she turned to Wtclancers. There
he was—he wawaltzing! She moved to the edge of the floor to hav
a closer look. There in the center of the floothwihe beautiful Lexie
in his arms, Jason was twirling around with an etxge and grace
remarkable in so tall a man. The two of them lookeagnificent
together, and even those onlookers who disapproivédte intimacy
of the dance could not help but admire the picthey made.

Anne's blood turned cold as the realization bupstinuher that she'd
been trickedJason knew how to walt#le had known all along—and
all the other dances as well. He had handled himsih easy
confidence all evening. Why, he had probably neeguired her
instruction foranything It had all been drick—a. trick to make a
fool of her! The blackguard had let her believewss a bumpkin
from the wilderness, when all the while he'd beenanfortable and
at ease among thienas if he'd been born to it! He'd been laughing
himself all along. And not only &erbut at Harriet and Peter as well



Her throat began to burn and her knees to trerhldevas a deceitful,
dishonest, fraudulenvretch and she wanted nothing more than t
slap his arrogant face!

"For a fellow who doesn't know how to waltz," Artteulamused voice
came from behind her, "he is certainly doing well."

"l don't need you to point it out to me," Anne spap at him. Arthur,
startled at her vituperative tone, gave her alsnclook. Anne
iImmediately regretted her words. "Oh, dear, | didi@an... I'm sorry,
Arthur."

"Is anything amiss, my dear?" he asked her gently.

Anne was very close to tears, but she couldn't ppérenself to make
a scene. What she wanted more than anything els¢hegrivacy of
her bedroom. "Will you t-take me home, Arthur?" shsked,
struggling to keep her voice steady.

"Of course, if you wish. But do you think it wise leave now? Lady
Dabney will think it strange if you take your leabefore supper is
served. | believe people are starting to go dowsuggper now. We
need stay only a little while longer."

At that moment the Waltz came to an end. Anne vetciis Lexie
laughed breathlessly up into Jason's face. Theoursctucked her
arm in his and, still laughing, they headed for $tars which led
down to the lower rooms where the supper tables bessh set.
Although they passed within inches of Anne's positineither of
them noticed her, so absorbed were they in thémate raillery.
Anne's fingers curled into tight little fists. Whatperfect pair, she
thought with furious venom—the Detestable and tleeditful! Let
him have her—Jason and Lexie deserved each other.

She bit her lip and turned to Arthur. "I don't feelich like eating
now," she said in a carefully controlled voice. "yMton't you go



down without me? | see Cherry sitting over theréhwier mother.
Why don't you offer to escort them?"

"But | don't wish to leave you. | have no greatide$or supper
either," he assured her.

"I think you'd bewiseto leave me for a while. If your mother take
notice of the time we've spent together this evggrahe'll be bound to
serve you a severe tongue- lashing when you réiomme tonight.”

Arthur looked at her with raised eyebrows. "Is stmmg wrong,
Anne?"

"No, of course not. | merely think we must be pautiarly careful at
this time not to bring difficulty upon ourselves."

"Very well, then, I'll do as you say. But will yqaermit me to escort
you home later?"

"l don't think so. Don't look so distressed, Arthumwas hasty in
asking it of you. If | must wait until after suppémay as well leave
with Mama." She gave his hand a reassuring squaedewalked
quickly away.

When she neared the door, she looked round to makein that
Arthur was safely occupied with Cherry and thatame else had
taken notice of her, and she slipped out of thiedmah and down the
stairs. She ordered her cloak from the footmarnosiatl at the front
door and quickly ran out into the street.



The night air was quite cool, and the sounds otttyewere hushed
and remote. Even the music and the din of revedming from the
Dabney house behind her sounded muted and far 8hayaised the
hood of her cloak and began to run, trying to fleen the feeling of
humiliation and confusion which threatened to overe her. But as
she ran, the tears began to flow, and by the tineeasrived at her
own doorstep her eyes were stinging and red, aard thas an ache in
her chest which could not be explained by her maysexertion
alone.



Thirteen

ANNE, keeping her face well hidden by her hoodgrafited to slip
by Coyne without a word when he admitted her ihi house. But
the butler was not easily avoided. "I'll take yaloak, Miss Anne,"
he said firmly, following her to the stairs.

"Never m-mind, Coyne," she said, in a valiant atieto steady her
voice. "I'll take care of it m-myself. Just go tdobd."

The butler stared at her suspiciously. "Is anythwngng, Miss Anne?
Where are the others? You haven't come haloiee,have you?"

She shook her head and tried to wave him awayhewjesture made
her hood fall back and gave him a glimpse of heldeaed eyes.
"Miss Anne!What's happened? What's amiss here?" he askec
alarm.

One glance at his troubled face was all that waslee to undo the
weak hold she had managed to clamp on her emofosshe burst
into fresh tears. In great agitation, the butlektber arm and led her,
unresisting, into the drawing room where he helpedinto an easy
chair near the fire and went quickly to the tabl@dour her a glass of
brandy. "Is there something | can do for you, Mdsse?" he asked
worriedly as he hovered over her and handed hetdrihk.

The warmth of the fire was comforting, and she Wifiee tears from
her cheeks. "No, no, C-Coyne, thank you," she shtermined to
regain control of herself. "It is nothing. T-trulym just being
missish. | don't want any brandy."

Coyne bit his lip, feeling helplessly inadequatsn't thereanythingl
can—?"

He was interrupted by the sound of the front dobictv opened and
shut with a crash, followed by the clatter of hedrifootsteps in the



hall, and Jason, his face tense with worry, stiotiethe roomAt the

sight of Anne, he stopped in his tracks. "Oiere you are!" he
exclaimed angrily. "See here, girl, don't you knlostter than to run
off without escort? What a fright you've given m@hatever
possessed—?" Suddenly, taking note of Coyne'staditxpression,
the glass of brandy in the butler's hand and Arsweit movement to
turn her face away from him, he paled. "Good Gaath&thinghas

happened!"

He crossed the room in two strides and knelt bdferechair, his face
agonized. Taking both her hands in his, he askeddnoked voice,
"Were you accosted on the street? If anyone's thyoa, I'll—!
Anne, pleaseell me."

Anne turned and stared at him in considerable ma&ptNothing of
the sort has occurred, my lord, | assyy@u. There is no reason at all
for you to be so... agitated."

He peered closely at her face. "Are yguwe,my deaf? You seem so...
upset..."

She turned her face away and tried to free her&mdh his grasp.
"I'm quitesure. You and Coyne... you're both making a t@loout
absolutely nothing."

He stared at her, disbelieving, for a long mom&hen he released
her hands and stood up. "Very well, we'll take ywoard for it. Thank
you, Coyne, for your assistance. I'll take thatndsa if you don't
mind, and then you may go to bed."

Coyne handed Jason the brandy. "Yes, my lord, tigankBut Lady
Harriet has not yet returned—"

"Don't worry about Lady Harriet. I'll go to fetclehshortly. I'm sure
she won't require anything else tonight.”



"Very well, my lord,"” Coyne said and bowed himszit.

Jason, his eyes on Anne's averted head, draindmahdy glass in a
gulp. Then, with a deep breath, he said, "Whenw &€daybridge
tajking supper without you, and I couldn't find yaonywhere, | was
nearly beside myself with anxiety. If the footmaadh't told me—"

"l don't see why my absence should have been argeco of yours,”
Anne said coldly.

"You attended the ball under my escort. That makegesponsible
for your safety."

"But as you can see, | am quite safe. You needlkeoyourself no
longer."

Jason turned to the fire and, leaning his arm enntlntelpiece, he
stared into the flames. "I can see you've beemgryny dear," he
said softly. "If the cause is something that ocedron your way
home, | wish you would tell me. However, if the sauis

personal—having to do with young Claybridge, fostamce—then,
of course, | have no right to interfere..."

Anne's head came up abruptly. "This has nothingevies to do with
Arthur!" she said furiously. "In all the time I'lenown him, he's
nevercaused me to shed a single tear! This is all ls=catyou!"

He turned.Me?"

"Yes, my lord. I've been crying because | realimmuight that I've
been completely taken in. | now know that you ahlgray, deceitful
imposter."

"l don't know what you're talking about," he sdds brow wrinkled
in bafflement. "Do you mean that you think I'm nibte real
Mainwaring?"



"As to that, | have no idea," she answered nastiyt | wouldn't be
at all surprised to learn that your identity, tmoa lie."

"I'm not aware ofinyoccasion when 1 lied to you, ma'am. As to m
identity, they say it's a wise child who knows bisn father, but as

far as | know, Henry Hughewas my father and the late Lord
Mainwaring my uncle."

"Since | assume that Mr. Brindle investigated ylmaroughly, | shall
not question your word athatscore," she grudgingly acknowledged

"Then | don't see—"

"Oh, don't you? Are you going to pretendwthat you have always
been open and aboveboard with me? Don't look atithethat sham

innocence! Will you deny that you led me to belidévat you'd never
taken tea in a refined drawing room? Or that yoe'der asked a lady
to dance? All that backwoods ignorance! Why, yauaat had me

believing we were lucky you coulgad?"

"Oh, that!" Jason said, his brow clearing with relief. thatall that's
botherin' you?"

"Is thatall?" she echoed. Jumping up from her chair, she fared |
with trembling rage. "Do you mean to imply thattisunimportan®
A paltry little misunderstanding?"

"Yes, ma'am, that'sxactlywhat | mean to imply. It was no more that
a little joke."

"A joke? Ajoke! For more than a month you tricked me, lied to m
evaded and deceived me at every turn! You let steuat you, coach
you, attempt to teach you to bow, speak, to dtestance... when all
the time youknew you were more than adequately capable
performing your role without any help from me!"



"Oh, come now, Anne," he said placatingly, puttandpand on her
arm in an attempt to restrain her fury. "Where'sngense of humor?
| only meant to tease you a bit—"

" Tease?'she cried, thrusting his hand away.tHatwhat you call it?
You have used me shamefully, abused my trust artkragool of
me, and you call it teasing!" She turned her backim and put her.
head in her trembling hands. "And what makes isalligly is that
you've done the same to Mama and Peter, too!"

This last thrust was more than Jason's good neturdd stand. "Now
look heré" he exploded, pulling her around to face hinvélheard
enough of this nonsense. You listemtefor a moment! In the first
place, Lady Harriet, whatever she may have thoofithe before
tonight, certainly never considered memitive as you did, and
therefore she is perfectly delighted—not upset,yas are—by
learning that | am adequately civilized. And as Rater, he never
doubted it from the first, so your remarks aboum fare completely
unfounded. But the most important point, my girhe said,
emphasizing his words by grasping her shoulderSheswere about
to give her a good shaking, "is that, if Inaally used you shamefully,
you have only yourself to blame! Yes, my dear, poaught all this
on yourself, by your mindless assumption that Americans are
untutored clods without taste or familiarity withet civilized world.
What do you think Americégs—an aboriginal jungle? Did it never
occur to you, ma'am, that we have books and sclayalsdrawing
rooms and teacups in the United States?"

She stared up at him, trembling and confused. Fooment their
eyes locked, his glaring and hers uncertain. Thenveavered and
lowered her head. ‘Let me go, sir," she mutterddhis is the way
you were taught to treat a lady in the United Stateis not as
civilized a place as you seem to think. You ardihgme."



He dropped his hands with a reluctant laugh. "Teuama'am. But |
was not taught, in America, to handle ladies roughly. Ysaem to
bring out the savage in me."

"l suppose," she remarked petulantly as she ratutoener chair,
"that since you blame me for misjudging you, yowpent me to
apologize toyoufor this imbroglio."

"Not at all. | merely hope to reestablish a semsp#@rspective of our
relationship."

"We haveno relationship, my lord. Waeverhave had one. What
little bond we may have built up in the last feweks was based on
dishonesty and false assumptions, and it no loexjsts."

"Then let's build a new one. And you can begin &lfirlg me Jason
instead of the 'my lord' you insist on using."

"It was atyour insistence, my lord, that | so address you."
"You knew perfectly well that | was joking."

"l have no liking for your jokes. And | have no Wito establish a
relationship with a man who finds it amusing toelee—"

Before the last word left her tongue, she found&lébeing abruptly
hauled to her feet. With only one hand, he caugihh her hands
behind her and pinioned her against him with his.all did not
deceive you!" he muttered angrily. "You deceivedngelf." With his
free hand he cupped her chin and forced her to liaoe "Look at
me!" he commanded. "Take a good look! It's time lpegan to know
me. I'm neither the American primitive you thoudghwvas nor the
English dandy you tried to make me. I'm merely anwan
individual with a character uniquely my own. | won't be fafteto a
mold of your devising—not theloddishone, or thdordly one, or the



deceitfulone. So look at me, ma'am. It may be worth youitentio
open your stubborn mind and learn to recognizertae | really am.”

She fried to respond, but couldn't find the worbHger heart was
pounding with something akin to terror, but shenttiteel afraid. He,
too, was in the grip of some strong emotion, fag sbuld feel his
heart pounding as loudly as hers. But the lightipieed eyes looking
down at her revealed nothing to help her identiig tbewildering
sensation.

For several seconds neither of them moved. TheneAmrctame
embarrassingly aware of the intimacy of their positNo sooner had
the feeling struck her than she recognized a respedlicker in his

eyes—a spark of amusement flared into life in tb&ie depths. He
had read her mind! She reacted with a blush. Slteraanovement
to break free of his grasp, but his arm tightenedied her and the
gleam in his eyes brightened.

She remembered another time that he'd held hetHikeHe'd been
about to kiss her, then, but she'd been furioud wim and had
pushed him away. Now, more angry than ever, shetlel same
unexpected and sharp desire for his kiss, andatme srritation with

herself. Again, she tried to push him away, bus tine she was
completely helpless. A smile dawned slowly on hisef "Jason," she
warned breathlessly, "don't yalare!"

There was no question in her mind that he'd beentatio kiss her.
But the question of whether or not he would haveliee her warning
was never answered, for the door opened and thieklgyumped

apart. It was Peter who stood in the doorway, agee smile quickly
fading into a look of astonished and acute embsmasat. "Oh...
sorry," he mumbled awkwardly. "I didn't know,.. tig | didn't mean
to—"

"Come in, Peter," Jason said with casual aplomb.



"No, it's all right. | don't want to interrupt.hdt is, | mean | only
wanted to find out how things went. I'll talk toyytomorrow."

"No need to wait till tomorrow. Your sister and aue finished our
talk, have we not, ma'am?"

"Quite finished," she answered icily.

"You see?" he said cheerfully to Peter. "Besidesas$ about to go
out. | must pick up Aunt Harriet—she's still at thabneys'."

With that, he went quickly from the room, closirgetdoor behind
him. "Thatblackguard!"Anne hissed, throwing herself into the chail
"That odious, insufferablemad."

Peter regarded her in some perplexity. "WHason?| had the
distinct impression, when | burst in here so inapptely, that you
ratherliked him."

"If that was your impression," she told her brotteemdly, "you have
completely misunderstood the situation. The fellgwa dastardly
iImpostor,and | have never disliked anyone more."

"Jason? An impostor? | don't believe it. What'slbee?"
"What hasn't he done! The wrettickedme!"

"If you mean that he made an improper advance tg gty dear, |
don't in the least blame you for being angry. | ldowot have thought
it of him, although he's often told me that he §incbu a deucedly

pretty girl."

"Don't be a gudgeon. He made no improper advarides.episode
you burst in on was a mere nothing. What | learaledut him this
evening was much, much worse."



"Good lord, whatvasit?"

"l found out that everything he's done since hevadrhas been an
enormous pretense. Everything! The backwoods manner, th
drawling speech, the outlandish clothing, the blownners, the

clumsy dancing ... everything!"

"Oh, isthatall? You can't mean that you've got yourself is gtate
of agitation over Jasonraillery.™

"Raillery? How can you call it raillery? It was tirtg but lying and
deceit!"

"Really, Anne, you seem to be making much out dhimg much.
Anyone having the least knowledge of Jason can thet his
greenheaded-foreigner performance is play-acting.”

Anne stared at her brother in some dismay. "Domjean to say that
you knewall alongthat he was perfectly capable of meetingttre
and talking to the Prince and dancing with ladies?"

"l may not have realized that he could dance, butew he was no
fool. From the first 1 could see that he was wdlk@ted and knew
his way about. Very clever fellow, Jason. Holdsadwanced degree
from a Virginia college, | believe. William and Mai think he said.

| take it he did himself proud dancing with theiésgdtonight?"

"He was the most spectacular success. He dancesb$ylpYou
should have seen him. He moved around the balle®rhhe'd been
to the manner boinYou wouldn't have believed it—everyone
adoredhim! Even the Prince was enchanted with him."

"Well, good for old Jason!" Peter looked at higesign mild concern.
"One would think you'd be overjoyed, instead dirsit there looking
like a thundercloud."



"Why should | be overjoyed? He lied and deceivedi taicked me at
every turn. | spentveekdrying to instruct a man | believed to be al
artless innocent to face the lions of society, ahdhe while the
fellow was a lion himself!"

"Yes, my dear, | understand that. Whatidn't understand is why
you're so angry about it. As far as | can see,itie'tdactually lie to
you—he merely permitted you to believe what youheasto believe.

| don't see that as such a terrible crime. Caneittlilmt there's
somethingelsewhich angers you? Is it because he wasted so nfucl
your time?"

"No... no, it's not that. It's because... becatisghe hesitated, trying
to sort out the confusion of her feelings. "It'séease... he made suct
afool of m-me," she said tremulously.

Peter shook his head. "No, | don't think that'setruhe said
thoughtfully. "Neither Mama nor | found him to ben artless
innocent. | don't fedlve been made a fool of, and neither, I'd wage
does Mama. Perhaps you should have been a mofalagserver.”

"Are you trying to tell me," she demanded in chagtihatl'm at fault
in all this?"

"l don't think anyone'sat fault. | admit that | don't have any gree
understanding of these man-woman affairs, but—"

"Man-woman affairsReally, Peter, | assure you that there is no su
thing between Jason and me," she said with soneigsp

He shrugged. "Are you sure? Well, as | said, |tkamow much about

such things, except what | read in books. | oninted to suggest that
you're far too upset over nothing. The evening wezit, and Jason is
a success. It seems to me that you should tryrgefdhe rest of it.

Come on, let's go up to bed."



"l don't see how | can forget being made a fodl Afjne muttered
glumly.

Peter went to the door. "Whenever someone saysnadie a fool of
me," | tend not to believe it."

"Oh? Why not?"

"Because no one can easily make another a fooldpggeed the door
and added gently, "When one feels foolish, it'sallglbecause one
has made a fool of one's self. I'm not saying thatecessarily the
case with you, though. You must decide that forgelf. Good night,
my dear."



Fourteen

ANNE LAY AWAKE most of the night, brooding over herother's
last wordsHad she made a fool of herself? W&tee herselfo blame
for misreading Jason's character? She painfullyensibered a
number of times when slshouldhave recognized—by Jason's inat
politeness, his sensible attitudes, his quipsséit confidence, his
relationship with her brother Peter and his easymaa with her
stepmother—that he was a cultivated, urbane geatlerBut she
brushed these thoughts aside. The fact was thaatheonsistently
and deliberately hoodwinked her. His clumsy perfamoes during
the dancing lessons, his tendency to slip intalthe/ling speech of a
country boy, his pretended ignorance of the manoktise drawing
room and modes of dress and behavior ofttime-all these he had
enacted with the uncanny ability of a born deceiVény, then, was
she to be blamed for not recognizing the fraud?

Of course, she had to admit to herself that sheitbed to false
assumptions about him from the first. But she casddrcely be

blamed for those mistaken first impressions—wigyeryone

believed that Americans were roughnecks and oafsbr should

have taken it upon himself toorrect the misconceptions, not
encourage them by wantonly and dishonestly playmtp them. For

that dishonesty, he could not be forgiven. She dook forgive him

to her dying day!

That was her conclusion, and that was just whataldeCherry the
following afternoon as she sat pouring out her thiaher friend in
Cherry's pink-and-gold bedroom. "I shan't forgive hever! Not as
long as I live!" she declared vehemently.

"l don't blame you a bit," Cherry said staunchiitjrey beside Anne
on the bed and patting her shoulder. "It was drdaaffhim to have
misled you so."



"Oh, Cherry, you're the only one who understands&snEMama
turned a deaf ear to me this morning, telling ned thshould have
known better than to take a pet over his 'teasir@asing ha!"

"Do you think Anne, that his lordship will still prct you to find him
a bride?"

"l don't carewhat he expects! I'm through with him. As far as I'n
concerned, he can marry La Belle Lexie, if she'atile wants."

Cherry recoiled. "You can't mean it! Nogxie!l know the gentlemen
all dangle after her like moonlings, but none arthseem tonarry
her, do they? What would their mamas say? Even Mathwaring
wouldn't want a wife everyone knows is fast.”

"l don't care a jot if the future Lady Mainwaring fast or nqt The
matter no longer interests me."

"Yes, but Anne," Cherry pointed out worriedly, yibu don't keep to
your part of your bargain with Lord Mainwaring, imay not keep his
part either. And then there will be no settlement.”

"l don't wanta settlement, and neither does Arthur. | intendetb
Arthur, when he comes here later this afternooat thshall go to
Shropshire with him, just as he wishes."

For a moment, Cherry gaped at Anne in shockedcgléifAnne!" she
breathed, rising and facing her friend awe-strickéviou don't
mean... you'velecidedat last?"

Anne shook her head in acquiescence.

Cherry's face seemed to freeze in an expressioshotk. "Oh,
Anne," she whispered in a trance-like monotoneati't believe it!"



"Why not? What's the matter with you, Cherry? | & told you |
would marry Arthur."

"Yes, | know, but..." She turned away and wandetestractedly to
the window where she stood staring out at the gpiressed trees.
"You didn't think that you'd enjoy being a vicanafe in a little
country village..."

"I still don't think so. But you've been telling raad telling me how
lovely it will be."

"Yes, I'm sure it will be..." Cherry said.

"So I've decided to believe you. There, now, agnitgoing to come
here and wish me happy?"

"Of c-course | w-wish..." Cherry began, but as siv@eed from the
window, she burst into tears.

"Heavens, Cherry, whas it?" Anne cried, jumping up in alarm anc
running across to embrace her friend.

"I d-don't know Il s-suddenly f-feel so 1-lost! Oh, Anne, whateve
shall I do when you've g-gone?" And she put hedhaa Anne's
shoulder and sobbed.

"Cherry, don't! Here, come and sit down. You knbattothing will

ever really separate us. Why, you must promiseskonae to come
down to London every spring, to stay with you foteast a month!
And you must come to me twice a year for weekswaaeks! This
exile to Shropshire would be completely insuppdeabl could not

count on your company some of the time."

Cherry sniffed and wiped her eyes. "I know I'm gapse. Of course
we shall visit. B-But you and Arthur are my dearfetends. | shall
be so 1-lonely!"



"What rubbish! Before you know it, you shall be ndl, too, and we
shall both be busy withabies."

"l shall neverbe married," Cherry said funereally. "I've onhdrane
offer in all my life."

"Yes, | remember it. That gentleman from some cguptace or
other, with the stooped shoulders and the elongat®d. Whatvas
his name?"

"Howard. Howard Mildmay." Cherry gave a little, wetant giggle.
"Can you imagine what sort of babies | would haad th I'd married
him?"

"Monkeys!" Anne laughed. "Darling little monkeys!o¥ should
have accepted him."

Cherry's smile faded. "You're joking, but perhapshbuld have.
There have been no other offers at all, and ignhbrore than three
months since Howard made his."

"Three whole months without an offer?" Anne teaséthat is
positively shameful. Any girl who does not receatdeast one offer
every six weeks is not worth her salt."

"You may laugh, but it's very lowering to think thlahaven'tone
prospect.”

The friends fell silent, each suddenly engrossdteinown thoughts.
Anne tried for the thousandth time to envision ¢beantry vicarage,
with herself as mistress, dressed in solemn colefiting the dignity
of her station and guarding her tongue to keep fstvocking the
elderly parishioners with her arrogant London wa&tserry was sunk
in an overwhelming, sickening guilt. She glancedeqtitiously at
her friend, wondering if Anne had any inkling oéttreachery Cherry
nourished in her heart. She had begun to reahzibgi last few days,



that she did not want Anne and Arthur to marryh@irthad come to
her so often of late, to unburden his heart tceimerseek her comfort.
It had been enormously satisfying to be able tosotenhim. She'd
held his hand and stroked his shoulder and offeiradmaxims of the

virtues of patience and restraint. Every momenhwiinm had been
sheer joy. Once Anne married him, all that wouldover. Cherry

ached with shame that she could harbor such selésines.

Determined to expunge this wickedness from her, st jumped to
her feet. She would set to work immediately to fredself a passably
acceptable suitor and marry him. She would busgdiewith her
duties, have half-a-dozen babies and never thinRrdfur again.
Crossing the room with a decisive step, she opangichwer in her
dressing-table, and took out a large pair of shearsh she held out
to Anne while she covered her eyes with a dranggsture. "Here,"
she said in a voice of doom, "go ahead and do it!"

"Do what?" Anne asked, bewildered.

"The time has come. It's now or nev€ut my hair!"

Two hours later, two severed braids lay curled oherg/'s
dressingtable, the floor was littered with tendafshair, and Anne
stood over Cherry (who was seated before her mataming at her
face in horrified fascination) with a curling iramher hand. Cherry's
heart-shaped face, which as far back as she cenlember had been
framed in a neat band of braid, was now topped witinyriad of
short, dark curls. Her face looked smaller, yourmysst a little less
full in the cheeks. Her eyes looked enormous.

"Well, do you like it?" Anne asked.

"l... I don't know," Cherry said, frightened. "I wder what Mama
will say."



"I think you look wonderful. Completely up to the kafrhe braids
made you look like a governess—more nesh than'dash.

"What?"

"Never mind. That's something Lord Mainwaring's nias to say.
But no one could say you are not dashog!"

"Am 1?" Cherry asked shyly.
"As dashing as Caro Lamb," Anne declared.

"Good heavens, don't let Mama hear you #ast!" Cherry said,
scandalized. But the comparison between timidelitCharity
Laverstoke and the notorious Lady Caroline Lamkbe (sad been
known to dress up like a pageboy, aided by hehsligure and
short-cropped curls, in order to escape detectiotevon her way to
or from an assignation) gave Cherry such a lift #fee decided to
show her new coiffure to her mother immediately.

Lady Laverstoke, an indefatigable card player, diasovered at the
doorway, adjusting her bonnet before a wall mimgoreparation for
her departure for one of her frequent engagementa tard-game
with her similarly addicted cronies. "Look, Mam&Herry clarioned,
"I've cut my hair!"

Lady Laverstoke's hands, adjusting the angle ofddmemet, were
stayed. "Charity Laverstoke," she demanded in opgelaccents,
"how daredyou do such a thing without my permission?"

Cherry's face fell, and Anne, who had followed behher, felt her
fingers clench into fists. Couldn't Cherry's owntha show a little
enthusiasm? No wonder Cherry had so little selfidence. "Don't
you like it, Mama?" Cherry asked plaintively.



"Whether | like it or not does not signify," Chegynother declared,
turning her attention back, to her bonnet. "l amy\displeased that
you should have taken such a step without my psramsBut | shall
say nothing more, since | am fully aware that yioend—yes,you,
Miss Anne Hartley—encouraged this act. It seem$¢o miss, that
you have quite overstepped the bounds of friendshipncouraging
Charity to take this rash step.”

Anne sputtered furiously, but before she could niéfeerself, Lady
Laverstoke had opened the door.

"But, Mama, aren't you going to tell me if you lik@" Cherry asked
again.

"The change makes very little difference in yoypegrance, as far as
| can see," her mother responded without lookingdy and she shut
the door behind her.

A woebegone Cherry turned away from the door anéedaback to

the sitting room, followed by an enraged Anne. Aspent the better
part of the next hour trying to convince Cherrytthar mother was
really pleased with her appearance but didn't waatimit it because
she hadn't been consulted. Anne thought she hacesded in

convincing her friend that she did indeed look lgyehen the butler
entered the sitting room to announce Arthur's alri&€herry gasped,
screamed, put her hands to her head in a vain@itterhide her hair
and tried to flee.

Anne grasped her arm and forced her into a chaitrdown, Cherry,
and don't behave so foolishly," she ordered.

Cherry would have jumped up again as soon as Ammed away,
but Arthur entered at that moment. Cherry drew battk the

protective shade of the wings of the chair andittee make herself
Inconspicuous. Arthur, his mind on his own problegsve her an



abstracted nod in greeting and turned a worriee fa@nne. "l hope
you have some word for me, my dear," he said witpoeamble. "If |
don't send some response to Shropshire soon, | losey this
opportunity."

Anne, without going into the details of her quarweith Lord
Mainwaring, gave Arthur the news he'd been waifmg—that she
was at last in agreement with him that a GretnaGrearriage and a
life in the vicarage in Shropshire were the moss&ectory solutions
to their problems. Aware that Cherry was in thempoArthur
restrained his impulse to seize Anne in his arme. ddntented
himself with smiling at her warmly and lifting hieand to his lips.

Cherry, not wishing to be in the way, tried to risem the chair and
slip from the room, but Anne would not permit iStay where you
are, Cherry, because you must help us make plarsshall need
your help if we're to leave for Gretna without abxiten."

The next half-hour was filled with discussion o tivays and means
for the elopement: the clothing and personal edfexbe packed, the
type of equipage which would be necessary for theney, the
number of weeks needed for preparations, the messube taken to
insure secrecy, and the content of the notes keftieehind. When all
these matters had been thoroughly gone over, Cagayn made an
attempt to take her leave. This time Anne did tayp &ier, and Cherry
made for the door.

So engrossed had she been in the discussion tidtcghte forgotten
about her shorn hair. As Arthur turned to thank foerher aid and
advice, he caught his first glimpse of her alteapgearance. "Good
God!" he exclaimed in horror. "What have ydoneto yourself?"

Cherry stared at him, her eyes filing with teamsd aher lips
trembling. Then her hands flew to her hair, sheegalittle moan and,
with tears splashing down her cheeks, she ran fih@mnoom.



"Confound it, Arthur," Anne said in disgust, "yoe'veally done it!
Couldn't you have said something a bit flatterimgghall never be
able to convince herowthat she looks well."

And without waiting for a response from the astaohdnd shaken
Lord Claybridge, she ran after Cherry to offer wicamfort she
could.

By the time she arrived home, Anne was in no mandatk to

anyone. She had not been able to console Chemlyaldmugh she
had finally left the girl to cry out her frustraticalone, she felt
responsible for having made her best friend miserdh addition,

she was about to embark on a carefully plannedrano@f deceit, a
necessity which was the dark side of an elopem®&mte had no
liking for it, and she knew that she would find thext six weeks (the
time she and Arthur had allowed for preparationspugnant.
Handing her bonnet to Coyne, she headed for thes stathout a

word.

But she was not to escape to her room so easilst Feter emerged
from the library to inform her excitedly that Jadwad taken him to
Cribb's Parlour, where Peter had been matched aisparring
partner of his own weight and had shown some spnaivess with
his fists. He added that, from the moment theyfekaped, Jason had
been surrounded by several of the patrons and &l fussed over
all afternoon.

Anne received this news coldly, merely remarkirgf thason's doings
did not interest her and that she could find litteedelight her in
learning that her brother showed a talent fordigfs. Boxing was, in
her view, a disgusting and vulgar sport, and if Inether cared to
indulge in such displays, he was not to expectdapplaud.



Having thus delivered a set-down to her brothee wlnt up the
stairs and came face-to-face with her stepmoth&h, "Anne,

dearest,” Lady Harriet cried excitedly, "lI've beeriting all

afternoon to tell you—I've the most delightful newkason has
received a veritable mountain of invitations, evame from the
Regent himself to dine at Carlton House, amelare included as
well!"

"Delightful,” Anne muttered drily, hoping to escapéhout further
conversation.

"Isn't it?" Harriet chirped happily. "I'm so comp@éy in alt over his
success, | had to retire to my roéoar timesoday to calm my nerves
and to regulate my breathing."

"I wouldn't fly into alt over this, Mama, if | wergou," Anne
cautioned, "or you'll have his lordship so puffga with his own
consequence that there will be no living with him."

"Nonsense, there's no danger of that. He seeneshairudling all this
attention with remarkable aplomb. It may be tha tmfamiliarity

with London society prevents him from fully reahgithe extent and
iImportance of his success, but this afternoon hevigh me for a

while, and he seemed quite unmoved by all thappéaed.” Lady
Harriet paused, her smile fading. "There is onlg ¢imng | cannot
like."

"Oh? And what is that?"
"Did you know that he's taken a fancy to AlexandieaGuis?"
"Yes, I'd noticed that."

"Do you think he is serious? | believe I've hedrdttMiss de Guis'
reputation is not quite what it ought to be."



Anne shrugged. "Lexie de Guis is a calculating, 1®ating, odious
catl As far as I'm concerned, she and your Americghaw should
deal perfectly together.” She turned on her heelstrode down the

hall to her bedroom, leaving Harriet staring after with a troubled
frown.

Anne slammed her door irritably, ruefully awarettha a mere
twenty-four hours, she'd managed to deflate heherpoffend her
brother, scold her betrothed, bring chaos on het beénd, and
quarrel bitterly with the head of the householdother day like this
and there might be no one in the world willing p@sk to her!



Fifteen

LADY HARRIET WATCHED with a troubled expression der
stepdaughter stalked off down the hall. What wasniatter with the
girl? After Jason's triumph of the night beforegamould think that
Anne would be a bit pleased. Instead, she wasntipered and sulky
and noi at all like herself. The girl's explanatiethat Jason had
made a fool of her—was really quite absurd. A teshjpre a teapot,
nothing more. Harriet hoped that Anne did not idtembear a grudge
against Jason for such a trifle.

Harriet had not forgotten her earlier intentionetacourage a match
between her nephew and her stepdaughter. Althoagmes longer
felt the need to force Anne into an advantageoush{@aving every
confidence that Jason would do all that he oughtHe family in
regard to their finances) she nevertheless firmhieled that the two
were well-suited. Anne was not the sort of gitbeohappy with a man
like Lord Claybridge. She was too spirited to bpepted to endure
life with a fellow who was so oppressively propes Arthur
Claybridge appeared to be. It was too bad thatl€fidge was so
breath takingly handsome—nhis looks tended to bangirl to the
colorlessness of his personality.

Harriet had, for a while, nurtured the hope thabdaon his part, felt
an attraction to her stepdaughter. She'd noted@regsion in Jason's
shockingly light eyes when they'd rested on Anif@ét® when he
thought no one was watching. Those eyes had hegldva which
Harriet was sure signified a dawning affection. Bagt night at the
Dabney ball, he'd taken no notice of Anne. Instéatj stood up for
three dances with the beautiful Alexandra de Gdi&sriet shook her
head in disappointment. She certainly hoped thairdavould not fix
his affectionghere.Miss de Guis was not considered to be at all tl
thing.



Harriet shrugged and started down the hall to ittieg room where
she'd left her embroidery. There was no use indingoover the
matter, she told herself. There was very little stvald do about it.

She had no sooner settled herself with her needkewben Peter
came in. "There's something I'd like to ask youymdd' he said in a
rather troubled voice.

"Of course, dear. Come and sit down. Is somettiegnatter?"”

“I'm not sure. It has to do with a subject on whigh woefully
ignorant, and my books don't help at all."

"You have me agog with curiosity," Harriet saidsking her needle
safely into the fabric and thrusting the embroidaside. "What
subject can it be for which books are insufficiént?

"Love," Peter said succinctly.

Harriet stared at him. "Good Lord! Hay®u met agirl! | cannot
imagine when you could have done so without mydpainare of it."

"Met a girl? Mel Don't be gooseish, Mama. I'm speaking of.
someone else."

"But who?"

"Never mind who. Just listen. Suppose you cameantmm and saw
a young lady being held by a man... and saying'tQoun dare!" And
then, when they saw you, they jumped apart, anddlhav went
away. Then, the lady said he was detestable, bube&wause he'd
been... er... makingverturesput for an entirely different reason."

Lady Harriet studied her son closely. "I'm afraith hot following
this very well. What is it you're asking me?"



"What | supposd'm asking is if the lady was making excuses fear t
gentleman so thatouwould not make a scene."

"l still don't understand. All these hypotheticalgple... it makes the
situation so confusing. Did you come upon a coephracing? And
if so, why should it concern you?"

"You see, if the man was behaving in an ungentiémavay,
shouldn't I... the observerdosomething about it?"

"Do what? Call him out?" Harriet asked in some ammusnt. "l don't
see why it is your affair."

"Well..." Peter paced about the room in some awkwass, trying to
find a way to explain his predicament."... suppdBe girl in
question—and we're onlpupposing, mind—was the observer's
sister."

"Peter! Did you come upon someone maulfkigneabout?” Harriet
asked, getting to the root of it.

"I wouldn't call it 'mauling’ exactly..."
"Was she upset about it?" Harriet asked interegted|

"She was upset, but she claimed it was not abatt 8he said the
embrace was nothing."

"l see." Harriet paused, her mind busy with speca. "You know,
Peter dear, that Arthur Claybridge and Anne hawenbeclose... for
some time. Even if hevereto make an advance, | don't believe |
should be considered improper. She would not la@yndanger from
him, you know."

"But... the man was not Lord Claybridge..."



"Not—? You don't mean it!" She stared at her son wikvrdng
comprehension. "itouldn'thave been... you couldn't medason!"

"I will not say," Peter declared, coloring in chiagr

Lady Harriet peered at her son closely. "Can ydlunte when this
incident took place?"

Peter hesitated for a moment and then shruggeelfidisgust. "I've
made such a mull of this already, | suppose | nsawall tell you,
although | don't see the relevance. The incideotiwed last night."

“Last night? But they were at the ball."
"Anne came home early, remember?"

"Yes, but Jason remained. He took me home afteeAvad already
gone to bed."

Peter lowered his head, feeling very much likeaatdr to a man
whom he held in great affection. "Jason came hanastertain that
Anne had arrived safely. Then he went back to thlerieys' for you."

"Did he really?" his mother asked. To his astonishtnher eyes
brightened and a smile dawned on her face. "Witatestingnews! |

was beginning to lose hope." She jumped up, ram twv@eter and
kissed his cheek. "Thank you, dear. You've brighdemy day
considerably."

Peter was completely confused. "Mama, what aretgiding about?
You cannotlike learning that Ja—that a certain gentleman has me
improper advances toward your daughter!"

"l know this will be hard for you to understand, whgarest boy, but
not all advances should be considered improper. It depemiely
on who the gentlemais. If the gentleman were, let us say, someol



like Lord Claybridge, | would find the circumstaiscenremarkable
and untroublesome. If he were a notorious rake fikeexample, Sir
Miles Minton, | would be considerably upset. Andtitvere Jason, |
would be quite delighted."”

Peter frowned at his mother in utter stupefactitinyou don't mind

my saying so, Mama, | find that explanation botpugnant and
illogical. However, if Anne were likely to agreettiyour analysis,
then | suppose | should not have to trouble myaletfut the matter
any longerWouldAnne be likely to agree with you?"

"That, dearest, is a very good question. | wishdw the answer. You
have no idea how very interested | am in learniregganswer to that
guestion."

"But, then, what ismy responsibility in this matter? As Anne's
brother, isn't it my duty to protect her?"

Harriet patted his cheek affectionately. "When @yl& in distress

and cries out for helpany gentleman should certainly go to he
assistance. But otherwise, | think the wisest eoigsto ignore the

situation."

Peter sighed in considerable relief. "Good. I'midlaeed do nothing
about this. | didn't relish having to speak to Ja-this person like a
Dutch uncle. | would have felt a damned fool. Thgoki for your
help, Mama." He started for the door. "l didn't eredand very much
of what you were saying, and | admit that theseteraiof love are
beyond my comprehension, butid surmise, from your remarks,
that you are hoping that Jason and Anne will makeatch of it."

"Yes, | am," his mother admitted frankly. "It wasry clever of you
to have deduced that."

"Not so very clever. You see, I'm of the same nimgself," he said
with a grin and left the room.



Later that evening, in spite of a heavy downpouthé Claybridge
returned to Half-Moon Street. Hatless, nervous, soaked through,
he appeared on the doorstep of the Laverstoke remseequested
the butler to send for Miss Charity. He was lefblawy his heels in
the drawing room for almost half an hour. Finatlye door opened
and Cherry entered timidly. Her eyes were red-rithhasd she had
covered her shorn locks with a lace cap like thesen by widows
and elderly ladies. "Did you wish to see me, Ar-SBé gasped at his
appearance, her question forgotten.

"Heavens, you'rsoakedl' she cried in consternation.

"It's nothing. | walked here, you see. It's beeming,” Arthur
explained abstractedly.

Cherry was immediately transformed into a bustlimgusfrau.
"Come here to the firat once,"'she ordered, "and let me have yoL
coat. I'll hang it here near the fire and seewiit dry off."

"No, thank you, Cherry. I'm fine, truly. | don't m@ato sit in your
drawing room in my shirtsleeves," Arthur demurred.

"Oh, pooh, who cares for that? | insist that ydets off. | don't want
it on my conscience that | permitted you to takkel ¢o

Arthur obediently did as he was bid. Cherry hung ¢bat over the
back of a chair and pushed it close to the firen[inviting Arthur to
take a seat equally close to the fireplace, sheduon him a large
brandy which she'd poured for him herself. "Now way be
comfortable,” she said and took a chair opposite. I'8he looked
across at him questioningly and waited for himetib her why he'd
come.

Arthur gulped a mouthful of brandy, coughed, shalance at her
and spoke quietly. "I had to come, Cherry, to yeli how sorry |
am..."



"Sorry?" she asked, puzzled.

"For making you cry this afternoon. | don't knowavho say... to
explain..."

Cherry blushed. "There's no reason at all for yoexplain,” she told
him hastily. "It was all my fault. | never shouldve given way to the
impulse to..." She raised her hand to her headonsty and dropped
it again. "... to cut it. | don't know why | did'it

"But you don't understand! | want to explain thalidn't mean that
you didn't...don'tlook perfectly fine—"

"I 1-look hideous..."

"That's not true! Yowouldn'tlook hideousgver,no matter what you
did to your hair! That's what I've come to tell you

"You are very kind, Arthur, b-but it's not necegsae. tell me
t-tales..." Cherry said, her head lowered.

"Please believe me," Arthur begged. "You see,atlyy that I've
always thought your braids were so beautiful—"

Cherry fixed a wide-eyed gaze on Arthur's face.,"@tthur, did
you?"

He nodded glumly. "Yes, so much so that | couldalp crying out
when | saw what you'd done. Forgive me. | neverukhdave
presumed to express my feelings on so personattania

Cherry lowered her head again. "That's all rightthdr. | never
sh-should have cut them off. If | had known..." Keice trailed off in
a pathetic little sniff.



Arthur got up and crossed to her chair. Kneelinggbefore her, he
took her hands in his. "I hope you will forgive foe offending you. |

assure you | never meant to disparage your appsarhdidn't even
take a proper look, you know, for you ran away lsauptly."

Cherry kept her head lowered, although she madstempt to free
her hands. "I don't wargnyoneto have a proper look. | shall weal
c-caps for the rest of my 1-life!"

Arthur couldn't help smiling. "Little ninny, afourseyou won't. I'm
sure you look charming." He reached up and puliedctp from her
head. Cherry lifted her head in fright and pullest hands from his
grasp, raising them to try to cover her hair agéla.grasped her
wrists and held them tightly against his chest evhié stared at her
face. She was more enchanting than he'd ever serthie dusky
curls tousled about a face that looked more widsdefull-lipped and
vulnerable than he could bear. "Why, you'rébeautiful* he
whispered.

Cherry's eyes widened even more as she staredwnrgy wonder at
his face. His entire expression attested to theesity of his words.
His eyes were glowing, and his lips were very sligemiling. Her
heart lurched, and she yearned to brush the danip flom his
forehead and stroke his cheek. Unconsciously, shreld toward
him. Suddenly their faces were so close that tisrmet in a kiss
that neither one of them was aware of initiatingr & long while,
neither one could think. They floated on a cloudlefsful emotions:
surprise, elation, sweetness, forgiveness and pemrttiwas so good,
so inevitable, soight that his hands should be clutching hers to h
chest, that their lips should meet in soft longithgt they should be
sharing this unexpected joy.

It was Arthur whose mind awoke first. With a stdm, released her
and jumped to his feet. "Oh, my God! What adoing?"



Cherry covered her mouth with her hands. "®ithur!" she said in a
horrified whisper.

He turned away and stared into the fire. "I'm soyso so terribly
sorry! | don't know what... possessed me...!I"

Her sympathetic instincts were instantly arousedor't upset
yourself, Arthur. It was aaccidentl... scarcely regard it..."

He turned to look at her, his eyes unconvincedalikhyou. You are
very good," he murmured, reaching for his coatarfi truly sorry. |

seem to be doing all the wrong things today/I'veenelonesuch a
thing before. Cherry, | don't know what to say gtde assure you
that it will not happen again."

"Of course. There's no need to say any more," @lsaid in a small
voice. "We shan't speak of it again."

She accompanied him to the door. "You've been ke, Cherry,"
he said quietly. "l don't deserve... | only hopat tyou will forget this
whole evening ever happened.”

Aftefhe left the room, Cherry ran to the window amdtched as he
hurried away along the wet street, his collar tdrap and his head
down. She knew that she would never speak of wrad
happened—not to anyone. But she would never fargether.



Sixteen

THE WEEKS THAT FOLLOWED were exciting ones in the
Mainwaring household for all but Anne. Lord Mainweay was
invited twice to ride with the Prince. Peter wapghi®y neglecting his
studies to make frequent trips in Jason's compau@ribb's Parlour
and Jackson's Saloon to watch the boxing matcleetogsractice the
skill himself. Harriet had the pleasure of becomihg envy of her
friends for her relationship with the nobleman wivas rapidly
becoming the darling of then.

Everything Jason said was picked up and repeatatime clubs and
salons of London, some young men even going s@dato use
"shucks" in their own conversations. The story adaqh's race with
Miles Minton was again repeated, and he was chgdigo repeat the
event by every rider who had a hope of successwéte offered
membership in all the best clubs, and his appeasaat White's,
although infrequent, were greeted with eager attenMatchmaking
mamas began to call on Harriet and press her taeeriter
"Interesting" nephew to attend their dinners andsbBlarriet began
to wonder if Anne could be right after all; perhaisthis attention
would turn Jason's head.

But Jason remained curiously unmoved. He seemaddiol making
close associations with other men, although he ewadial to all
whom he met at sporting events or social occasléesefused most
of his invitations, modestly deferring to his Audarriet's advice
about those few which she deemed important for toirattend. He
didn't spend money rashly, he made no changeg indbsehold, and
he did not attempt to rule the roost. Ifeeregoing to have his head
turned, as far as anyone could see, the processaiatiarted yet.

Harriet could find only one real difficulty in thelives since Jason's
debut—nhis relationship with Anne. Although he waspéeasant to
her as he'd always been, greeting her at the diahk, trying to joke



with her when they sat together in the drawing roonmoffering to
escort her to her social engagements, she respaotidigl, refusing
his invitations, answering his greeting with moritadyles and
reacting to his quips with cold disgust. She showedsigns of
softening; her anger at what she called his unfalge deceit
continued unabated.

Anne, however, did manage (without revealing hesragst to anyone
else) to take notice of the females in whom Jaseveldped an
interest. She knew whom Jason escorted to thestheatlanced with
at the various assemblies. Except for his undigguisterest in Lexie
de Guis, there was not one girl of the dozens wdwlieen paraded
before his nose who seemed to attract specialtiatefrom him.
Although he had accompanied Amanda Dabney to Co@anden,
had stood up for two dances in one evening at Ak'sarith Cynthia
Deverill and had shown polite attentions to sevetiaérs, there was
not one who could flatter herself that he was tsr@sted in her as in
the detestable Lexie.

If the young ladies of London seemed to hold ncspénterest for
Jason, politics did. He spent the better part oheaorning carefully
perusing both théMorning Postand theTimes.To Lady Harriet's
horror, she discovered that Jason had become aréwsto a
notorious weekly calledThe Examinera journal edited by the
essayist and poet Leigh Hunt and his brother Jahd, markedly
liberal and reformist in its opinions. When sheuesfed Peter to ask
Jason to cancel his subscription, Peter laughirejlysed, telling her
she was being childishly timid. Finally she broathkee subject to
Jason himself. "You don't want people to take aonothat you're
revolutionary" she warned him.

Jason couldn't help laughing. "But, my dear, howara American be
anything else?"



"Really, Jason, | think it's time you stopped cggliyourself an
American. You are now an English peer, and it'setiyou
remembered that fact.”

Jason, his smile fading, opened his mouth to regpout evidently
thought better of it and shut it again. "Never miAdnt Harriet," he
said at last in his easygoing way. "Readirige Examinehas never
caused anyone to be drummed out of the House afsl.as far as |
can ascertain."

With that Lady Harriet had to be content. Jasondxquilained to Peter
that it was only inThe Examinethat he could learn anything abou
the real situation between the United States angribblems with
England. The other English newspapers devoted litdeyattention
to the upstart little nation across the sea.

It was inThe Examinethat Jason learned about thtle Beltaffair;
neither thd?ostnor theTimeshad bothered to report it. Jason chortle
as he read that the forty-four-génesidenta newly commissioned
American ship, had attacked and defeated the Biiitie Belt.Ever
since 1807, when the Britidlreopardhad set upon and defeated th
smaller American shipChesapeakeAmerican pride had been
smarting. This situation was exactly the reversad alason
understood how delighted the news must have madArttrericans.

That very evening, Jason dropped in at White'srd lrethe foyer,
handing his hat to a footman, was an acquaintahdasmn's, Lord
Castlereagh, the British Secretary of War. "l noticat the press is
silent on the.ittle Beltaffair," Jason couldn't resist remarking to Lor
Castlereagh after they'd exchanged greetings.

Lord Castlereagh raised an eyebrow. "Do you imphginwaring,
that we areashamedof the affair? Thelittle Belt was hopelessly
outweighed and outgunned by tReesidentyou know."



"Not any less than théhesapeakeas outweighed and outgunned b
your Leopard,if you remember," Jason pointed out. "l suspeat tr
the British papers were full efiat affair.”

Castlereagh laughed. "You have me there, old feldaur point!"
He put an arm across Jason's shoulders as thergdked to the card
rooms. "But, if | can tell you in strictest confige, I'm just as happy
to see nothing of the affair in the newspapersghiod can come of
arousing the public. We don't want war with America

"On that point," Jason assured him, "I'm in wholeheartaga@agent.
America doesn't want war either."

Castlereagh sighed. "I hope you're right. But Irlikat the American
Congress is full of hotheads, like that fellow Cl&o you know
anything of the new firebrand the south has eléctdis name is
Calhoun, | believe."

"No more than you, I'm afraid. I've been away frima States for
almost six months," Jason answered. But he wasesspd with Lord
Castlereagh's knowledge of the happenings in Ametite could
only hope that the Americans were equally wellsinfed about the
British.

The night of the Prince's dinner party was, in maagpects, as
exciting to the people in the Mainwaring househaédthe night of
Jason's debut. After all, it was not every day tra¢ was honored
with an invitation to dine with the man who wasaihbut name, the
King of England. The magnificent, colonnaded facafiine Prince's
London residence, Carlton House, was familiar t@rgone in

London, but of the three members of the Mainwapagy attending
the Prince's dinner, only Lady Harriet had evensg€arlton House



from the inside. It was, therefore, an evening thkkknew would be
memorable.

When they arrived, Jason and Anne looked aboutdbens with
fascination. The rooms were dazzlingly decoratetle TPrince
received his guests in a room whose walls were hitigblue silk
covered with gold fleur-de-lis. After being recaivé¢he guests could
wander through the rooms at will. Each room they sas lavish
with beautiful paintings: there were van Dykes arernets, Le
Mains and Greuzes to be seen and admired wheraedumed. The
apartments were lavishly furnished with objectgtd'girandoles,
clocks, looking- glasses, bronzes, Sevres china &ubelin
tapestries. The cabinets, chests and tables hacdhise by the finest
craftsmen in Europe. There were marble busts bys&amx, bronzes
by Keller and candelabra by Thomire: As Anne motredugh the
magnificent rooms on Jason's arm, she couldn't\welglering if he
found the rooms too ornate for his simple Ameritzeste. But his face
gave away nothing of his feelings, and she did have an
opportunity to question him in private before dinm@as announced.

The guests were seated, and Anne found hersetira¢ slistance
from the head of the table, while Jason had besregl|quite near the
Prince. With the forbidding Lord Hertford besiderhand the

imperious Lady Holland opposite, she relapsedantanaccustomed
shyness and rarely lifted her eyes from her plate.

Her shyness, however, did not prevent her frormtakiote of the
sumptuousness of the dinner. The footman behindlmner offered
her so many dishes that, when the number passéd she lost
count. After four different soups were offered,rtnéollowed a large
number of fishes, among which were a fish stewjttRerovencale
and a piece of delicious English turbot with lobsi@uce. These were
followed by broiled ham, braised goose, pheasaatiridge and
several other fowl, as well as beef smothered @&zed onions and
succulent little lamb cutlets. The number of sidshds was



stupefying: truffles Italienne, cabbage flowers igided with
Parmesan cheese, tomatoes with sauce Hollandats&eds
mushrooms, puree of kidney beans, a salad ofifesls fvith oysters,
little puff-pies filled with mince-meat and a merabte chicken
sausage with Bechamel sauce.

As if these were not enough, the footman offerédaits of rolls,

breads and pastries from among which Anne seleatdscuit

flavored with orange rind which she found remarkdigiht and tasty,

and a cheese roll which looked delectable but wkleh found she
was too full to eat. Reluctantly, she had to refake¢he cakes and
desserts which were passed before her eygSkadotte Americaine
(which the Prince announced was named in Lord Maimg's

honor), a nougat cake, a French banana creamyiaotagouffle and

a little basket of sweetmeats.

Anne was able to observe, too, that Jason wasntongj to enhance
his reputation by his quips and witticisms, for theghter from his
end of the table was frequent and prolonged. Skikeadlishe had been
seated closer to him and could hear what he'd BaidHarriet was
not very far removed from the head of the table awmlid
undoubtedly repeat hison-motswhen they returned home. Anne
could not guess that by the time they returnedynlasocial success
would be shockingly reversed.

It was Lady Hertford, acting as the Prince's hasteso rose and
invited the ladies to adjourn to the music room. gg®on as the
gentlemen were alone with their port, the convessaturned to
politics. Jason had heard rumors that the Princeréa the Whigs,
who expected to be returned to power the followyegr when the
Prince would have the authority to change the gowent. But as
Jason listened to the talk around him, he was lstiycthe strong
Tory sentiment expressed by the guests, and theed=ilack of
Whiggish feeling. Jason refrained from expressisgolvn opinions,



however, until the subject of America's stiff-nedgkepposition to
England during this difficult time was mentioned.

All eyes turned to Jason. "If you're askin' memhérican sentiment is
with Napoleon, I'd say probably not. If you're askne if America

will ever get into this war on the side of the Falenl'd say it

depends."

"On what?" asked Lord Castlereagh promptly.

"On how far you British go to drive us into the arof the French,"”
Jason answered.

"Are you saying that America's actions depend & usrd Hertford
asked naively.

"Of courseour actions will have an effect on the Americahiqyy'
Lord Castlereagh inteijected impatiently. As Seamgtof War, he
was the one gentleman in the room fully cognizdrnie tensions
existing in the current international scene. "Boti'{t have to admit,
Mainwaring, that President Madison is inclined aodr the French,
no matter how little tangible evidence he has Megpoleon is a real
friend of America."

"You are thinking of the Cadore letter, | supposason said. "l agree
that the President has shown a certain leaningrtbtii@ French, but
| believe he no longer places any trust in the @adetter or in
Napoleon's pledges. What he truly wishes—as moserians
do—is to preserve American neutrality. But, maydtanot at the
expense of the freedom of our ships to trade, iitthyou and with
other European nations."

"Lord Wellesley tells me," Lord Castlereagh put'tiat the Foreign
Office is considering revoking the Orders in Colir8y that action,
American ships will be free to trade with us, unpaned.”



"I'm delighted to hear it," Jason said, "but if tisth ships continue
their impressment of American sailors, the revacadf the Orders
in Council will not be enough."

"Impressment?" the Prince asked in annoyance.ryl meich dislike
that word. Our Navy knows nothing of impressmehyolu speak of
our right to reclaim British deserters serving ameékican ships, it is
one right the British Navy wilheversurrender."

"But your highness cannot deny,"” Jason persistduat "many
Americansailors are caught in that net."

"Then tell your merchant marine not to employ Bhtideserters on
their ships!" the Prince declared angrily.

Lord Castlereagh, recognizing the choleric colsing in the Prince's
face, tried to attract Jason's attention by couglwarningly. But
Jason had warmed to his subject and would not texrdd. "Most
Americans would reply to that, your highness," l@twon, "by sayin’
that you should tell your Navy to pay your sailarkit more and use
the cat-o'-nine-tails a bit less, and you'll haeevdr deserters.” A
glance at the Prince's face told him that the Rrhvad little liking for
that position. "Oh, well, | see that this pointvagw will win no likin'
in this company. We'd best drop the subject, simed not reach
agreement. This kind of talk is as useless as leesmakin' love to a
buggy whip—nothin' can come of it."

There was a burst of laughter from the listeners, ib died out

quickly as one after the other of the men aroueddble caught sight
of the Prince's face. His color was high, his mosttietched in an
angry grimace and his eyes flashing. The Princensasamused. It
was apparent that Jason had gone too far.



The Prince Regent, infuriated, rose and stoodtsylan his place for
a moment. Then, deliberately turning away from dake said to the
others, his accent icy, "Well, gentlemen, shalljewe the ladies?"



Seventeen

IT WAS IMMEDIATELY APPARENT to Harriet and Anne tha
something had gone wrong. The atmosphere in themasm, when
the gentlemen rejoined the ladies, was suddenbetelason insisted
that they take their leave. Despite Harriet's wiisd admonition that
a leave-taking so soon after dinner was too abhgpherded them to
the Prince to say their good-byes. When they mhaeie adieus and
murmured their appreciative thanks for the evesiegtertainment,
the Regent's coldness was unmistakable in thenes$f of his
acknowledgment. And when they passed out of thenrdbe other
gentlemen, speaking in low voices to their wivesersed to avoid
meeting their eyes. It was all bewildering and dfek

In the carriage, Jason was irritatingly unconcerndd merely
explained that he'd done what Anne had always wdarnien
against—talked too much. Then he leaned back agtiassquabs
and tried to change the subject. But the ladiesigted in their
guestioning until they eventually drew from himargwhat clearer
account of what had transpired. When the full immdrwhat he'd
done burst upon them, Harriet moaned and clutcleedteast. "Onh,
heavens, we are undone!" she uttered.

"Do you mean to say,” Anne asked, horrified, "tlyau made
disparaging comments about the Britidavy? Good GodHave you
never heard of our defeat of the Armada? Have yaxemnheard of
Trafalgar?"

"l believe word of those encountengss reached America,” Jason
responded satirically, "but you should have warmmeg ma'am, that
the British Navy is sgacred.It seems that I'vblasphemed.

"There, do yousee!" Anne exploded, turning to her stepmother. '
told you that he makes a joke of everything!"



"We must remain calm," Harriet murmured without wehon.
"The man'ampossiblg’ Anne said disgustedly.

"l think, Jason," Harriet said worriedly, "that Aars in the right this
time. This is no laughing matter, you know. Hehis Regentl very
much fear that we shall live to regret this night."

Harriet's fears were more than justified. The dkoocker of the
Mainwaring house became distressingly unused. Tinaber of
callers dropped markedly; the flow of invitationknast ceased
entirely (and those thalid come were not the kind that Harrie
wished Jason to accept); the gentlemen who hadedwn Jason at
White's were now quite cool; even the eager mamhe, had once
pushed their daughters into Jason's path, wereesbddhesitant.
Overnight, Jason's life altered.

The entire household became depressed. Orkle renhark

confidence to Coyne that he very much feared hdslip's evening
clothes "was goin' to mouldei>wi' lack o' use.'h#td been exciting
even to the servants to find Mainwaring House tn&er of a social
whirl. Now the inactivity and gloom were doubly dmiraging

because of the comparison with the previous extitam. Everyone,
from Lady Harriet to the lowliest scullery maid, svaffected. Only
Jason seemed unperturbed. He rode in the park degryas usual,
played chess and took his weekly trips to Jackstal@on with Peter,
and maintained his accustomed air of untroublechhitity.

In addition to the members of the household, the¥ee two others
who remained loyal to the ostracized Viscount. @as Cherry, who
followed Anne's lead in almost everything and wheréfore spoke
up loyally in Jason's defense whenever anyone oredihis name in
her presence. Cherry had been having a difficué tsince she'd cut



her hair. It was not that her new appearance wasny way

detrimental to her social success—on the conttagy,daring new
coiffure was much admired and had won her the tdtes of two

new swains. One was a pudgy-cheeked youth who spdtkea

stammer and followed her around like a devoted puymenever she
sojourned on foot through the park. The other waerem
impressive—none other than Captain Edward Wray, daealry

officer who'd been Alexandra de Guis' escort treat oh the park.
Captain Wray, tired of the high-handed indifferermsed received
from Lexie, had turned his eyes to Cherry.

With a persistence that should have been as flagtaas it was
unexpected, Captain Wray, who was on protractedeléam his

regiment while he recovered from a wound he'd xeckin Spain,

spent a good part of his free time in Cherry's camyp Tired of the
spirited but superficial flirtation he'd enduredtiwlLexie, he found
Cherry pretty, sweet and comforting. The sympathattiention with

which she listened to his accounts of his militadventures was
alone enough to make him her devoted admirer.

But Cherry's attentiveness to Captain Wray's mdogs came more
from habit than from her heart. Inside, her fedivgere focused
elsewhere. For her part, the relationship with BdWwa&ray had only
one thing to recommend it—it helped to keep herdfiiam dwelling
on the events of a certain rainy night, the menodryhich filled her
with longing and guilt but which she neverthelessild not resist
reliving over and over again in her dreams.

The other person who remained loyal to Jason wage Lleerself. It
was Cherry who discovered Lord Mainwaring's corgshu
relationship with Lexie and reported it to Anneafffain Wray had
taken me up in his curricle, and we were toolingutthe park when
| saw them," she related. "They were both on haskeband they
were laughing and talking together in a manner thit Cherry



hesitated, trying to find the right words to delserthe comfortable
intimacy of their demeanor.

"... which is only developed when two people arecimin each
other's company, is that what you're trying to Saffine asked
shrewdly.

"Yes, that's it, exactly. | must tell you, Anneatithey were very
much absorbed in each other and seemed completalyaue of the
number of gossips who were watching and whispédoetgnd their
fans."

Anne listened to Cherry's report with increasingat®n. Jason
seemed to be determined to behave in a manneedskdy designed
to discompose her spirits. Wasn't he aware that tie@he enough
harm to himself and the family by offending the Beigwithout
adding to society's disapprobation by attachingskiimto a female
whose reputation was no better than it should bestyEtime she
reviewed Cherry's words, she found herself fumiBige was in a
terrible mood, and it was all Jason's fault.

Lying awake at night, she asked herself why Jagwolsiems should
affecther so deeply. Even Harriet, who had learned to hatbd in
the highest regard, seemed less affe«ted by hiactsnh than she.
Harriet had simply cautioned herself to remain ¢ahad done her
breathing exercises and had managed to maintaisdrenity. But
Anne was somehow deeply disturbed, and Jasonféaratice to his
situation and his involvement with Lexie made ttiaturbance even
more acute. She began to speak shortly to theyand the servants,
her temper flared easily and even her sleep wadgsssand troubled
by disturbing dreams.

The future for the Mainwarings and the Hartleysise@ to her to be
very glum indeed. If Jason remained ostracizedgeffext would be
felt by Lady Harriet and Peter as well. They, twould be subject to



social disapproval and neglect. And it was onlyidafto assume
that, if Jason continued to be ignored by the nmasdting mamas of
eligible young ladies, the likelihood of his makiag offer to Lexie
would become more certain. Poor Mama and Peterdvoeitforced
to live in the Mainwaring house under Lexie's doomr—a fate
which was beginning to seem an imminent and haplassibility.

The fact that Anne would be far away from the sdanthe time this
repugnant possibility should become an actualitg wfano comfort
at all. Although she tried to tell herself thatthils was not really her
affair, and that she would soon be living in Shiops completely
out of touch with and uninformed about the goingsab home, the
thought only seemed to exacerbate her tensiondd@be possibly
permit herself to run away, callously leaving behiall familial
feelings? Could she embark on a new life, knowhmg the family
she'd left behind was enmeshed in a coil of probfeiad she no
responsibility for their happiness and well-being?

The date of her elopement loomed very near. Ingust a week, she
would be starting for Gretna Green. If only sheldalo something to
reestablish Jason in society before she left. Baidtark hours of the
night offered no inspiration, and she eventually dsleep without

having found a practical solution to the problem.

She awoke the next morning heavy-eyed and deprd3s#ithg aside
the curtains, she discovered that the weather lgxaetched her
mood. The sky was gray and lowering, and a distanble promised
the coming of a storm. As if to spite herself, slnessed in a drab,
puce-colored muslin round-gown (which she absopudetested) and
made her way to the breakfast room. There she fdasdn seated at
the table cheerfully sipping a cup of coffee anédreg his
newspapers. She sat down without speaking a watdesached for
the teapot.

"Good morning, my dear," Jason greeted her withmiges



She looked at his newspapers in annoyance. "Hax@nhadenough
troublesome news from America? Or are you searcfonghew
material with which to offend your friends?" sh&ed maliciously.

Jason laughed. "Oh, I'm quite capable of invenbffensive
comments without referrin' to my newspapers atral. example, |
might remark that you are not in your best looks thorning."

She glared at him.Offensivels quite right. It wantednly that,my
lord, to make my morning complete. If you will beagl enough to
pass me the jam, | shall refrain from speakingao further."

"But | have no wish for you to refrain from speakih he said,
grinning and handing her the jam pot. "l enjoydish’ to you, even
when you're churlish."”

She did not deign to respond but stirred her tesilence. With a
shrug, he returned to his newspaper. But aftetem@ of several
minutes, during which the only sounds were theleattf his
newspaper and the clink of her spoon against tipe shie could
endure it no longer. "l wonder, my lord," she veaty "how you can
be so cheerful and unconcerned when your posihosociety has
been so seriously injured."

"But I've told you before,"” he explained, puttingice his paper
readily, "that | don't care a fig for my positiansgociety."

She leaned her chin on her hand and surveyed hindevingly.
"Yes, so you have, but | can't quite believe yowuYare not a
fool—you mustrealize that the rest of yolife will be adversely
affected.”

"My life doesnot depend on the good will of the toft, my dear," h
declared firmly.



"But, Jason, imust,"she said, leaning forward and speaking with ¢
Intensity and sincerity she had not shown since gsrangement.
"In your position as a peer of the realm, you nhiustyour life among
us. Didn't you enjoy the attentions of society befovhen they made
so much of you?"

"Yes, | suppose | did. But | knew it was only a parary
phenomenon. | didn't take it seriously. Just amltdake its loss very
seriously either."

"Temporary phenomenon®hydid you assume their good will was
only temporary?" Anne asked.

"It was not their good will | assumed to be tempgrdut my stay
among them. You see, | never intended—and dohthhow—to
remain here in London."

"l don't understand. Do you mean you intend to dpgour days
buried away on our estate in Derbyshire, as Unsleoth did?"

He gave her a strange look. "No, my dear. | shiam'tgoing to
Derbyshire. | shall be goingome,"he said with a small, rather
patient smile.

"Home!" She stared at him incredulously. "You can't mear
America!"

He gave a wry laugh. "I'm constantly amazed, myr,dat your
persistent tendency to regard the place of my lastlsome sort of
untamed, indigent backwater from which one woulghsonly to
escape."

There was something in his tone that made hergidem closely. "I
didn't mean to offend you, Jason," she said quicklitonoryou for
feeling an attachment to the place of your birthdA shall have to



admit," she added, lowering her eyes to her cumat'you've quite
convinced me that your country is adequately aed..."

"Thank you for that," he said with a half-smilBut—?"
She flicked a quick glance at him and nodded. "Yesre is aut."

"l was sure there would be." He made a mockingugesas if bracing
himself for an attack. "Go ahead.”

"Don't joke, Jason. I'm quite serious. | only wamsay that... to be a
peer of Englandand especially in this time of our history... wityat
Is the mostfortunateposition to hold in all thevorld! You cannot
expect me to take seriously the notion that yould/give it all up
and return to America!"

"l can't seem to make you takaythingl say seriously." He reached
across the table and took one of her hands ifillvissh..." He paused
and fixed his eyes on her hand, its fingers lyimfjaxed and
unresisting in his large palm.

" Whatdo you wish?" she prodded encouragingly.

His hand closed over hers."... that one day | mightable to show
you my home," he said softly.

The sincerity of his tone caught her unaware. Heodt tightened
unaccountably. "l would like to, very much," sheswarred. "Tell me
about it."

"I'm not much good at describin' things with wotdsg said, lifting
his eyes to her face. "It's somethin' you havede ®r yourself.
America is so vast, you know, that when you trévem north to
south it's like travelin' from one world to anothdlew England is
mountainous and craggy, with violent changes intlaexaand a kind
of harsh, strong face. But where | come from, irgWiia, it's all soft



and green, with rollin' hills and blue-shadowed mtains and wispy
mornin' fog. The changes of the seasons kind afksap on you. One
mornin' you look around" and all the colors of sgrihave burst
out—the white dogwood's in bloom all through theods, and the
azaleas have gone crazy. Or it turns autumn, addesily the trees
look like they're goin' up in flames. One timegmember, I'd been
trekkin' through the Shenandoahs, and I'd slepenforest. Durin’

the night, there'd been a touch of frost. When keyahere were the
pines with drops of ice hangin' from every needleleaked like the

forest had grown a beard!"

"It sounds... very beautiful..."
"It is very beautiful."

She sighed. "But England is beautiful, too, youwyishe suggested
gently.

"l don't deny that, my dear."

"Don't you see, Jason, what's troubling you? Yowweme all this
way, from a land that you obviously love, to finouyself pushed and
coaxed and prodded and coerced into taking oroleeof an English
nobleman. And just when you'd finally convinced uges; I'm
willing at last to admit it—that you could be perfiy acceptable just
the way you are, you are suddenly and heartlesstha@zed! No
wonder you want to chuck it all away. But you'rdyomomesickit's
perfectly understandable under the circumstanagd,dssure you it
will pass."”

"Anne, when will you evelisten,to me?" he asked rather plaintively
"This ostracism has nothing whatever to do with hdeel."

"That's what you thinknow. But just you wait." Withdrawing her
hand from his clasp, she rose and went to stanthdbétis chair,
putting a comforting hand on his shoulder. "I'fidia way to end this



situation in which you find yourself. And when |,deu'll feel quite
differently."

He let out a long, discouraged breath. "Don't ttewylourself, girl,"
he said shortly. "Nothin' you do thatdirection is likely to cause me
to change-my mind."

"We'll see about that," she answered airily andtwemthe door. But
before leaving, she paused and looked back at bnously. "Did
you mean to suggest by your last remark that tleesomeother
direction | could take which would cause you torgp@your mind?"

" Well, | doubt ifanythingyou did could really change my mind abou
leavin', but theras somethin' that might make nm@ostponemy
departure for a bit."

" And what would that be?" she inquired archly.

He turned in his chair and regarded her speculgtiv€an't you
guess, ma'am?"

“I'm sure | don't know what you're talking abousfie responded
decisively and was immediately disconcerted byifige rush of
blood to her cheeks. Whatasthere in the expression of his eyes th:
caused her color to rise?

His light-colored eyes seemed to penetrate hemgtfiisyand his lips
curled in a mocking smile. "If you really don't kmpit won't do for

me to tell you, girl. At least, not yet," he safhd he turned, picked
up his newspaper and resumed his reading.

She stood in the doorway watching him for a momleat,he didn't
look up. Finally, with an exasperated sniff, sifehémn alone.



Eighteen

ANNE SAT on the window seat of her bedroom and hadcthe rain,
but her thoughts were on the surprising convensatith Jason. He
couldn't have been serious when he said he intetmedturn to
America. She could not believe that. No, sfwildn'tbelieve it! The
thought of his leaving, she suddenly realized, wéslerable. She
had become accustomed to his presence in the Hoossje her feel
protected and secure.

She trial to imagine the America he had describlsdhad spoken so
lovingly of it, she almost longed to see it for $adf. She closed her
eyes and tried to imagine a voyage through theddntates, with
Jason as guide and companion. The prospect sktlefbubbles of
excitement in her blood. But of course it was iampossible
prospect—she would be in Shropshire before longd.aAlonce, a
question occurred to her which made her very unodsatble: why
was the prospect of seeing the green hill¥iofinia so much more
exciting to her than that of seeing the green lofisShropshir@
Before she permitted herself to search for an anshke banished the
question from her mind.But one thing become inaregg clear to
her as her musings continued. Jason was not toebmitped to
leave—for Harriet's and Peter's sakes, if not fer awn. They
needed him. She must see Jason reestablished. i@ndeund
contentment in his new life, his homesickness wdattt—of that
she was certain.

Her first step in her attempt to reestablish Jas@ociety was to give
herself ample time to accomplish her goal. To #ad, she went
immediately to her writing desk and penned a notarthur, telling
him that the family crisis necessitated a brieftposement of their
elopement. That done, she found her spirits ambzilgiptened—so
much so that her puce-colored dress seemed suddeplyropriate,
and she promptly changed into a shirred muslinticnedhe color of
jonquils.



Arthur, who had not seen his betrothed for wee&d, lieen having a
difficult time. He couldn't tear from his memoryethmage of a
heart-shaped face topped with dusky curls. In @l ttventy-five
years, Arthur Claybridge had been a model of maetyitude, the
pride of an evangelical mother and the despair ditsolute father.
Arthur considered himself an honorable man. An hable man,
however, didnot spend his days and nights dreamingoé&young
lady while betrothed tanother.

Arthur took stern measures to cleanse from his st he feared
was a tendency to profligacy. He took long walks.déve up meat.
He immersed himself daily in a tub filled with colcater. He studied
scripture for long hours at a time. Before he &slleep at night, he
tried to picture himself in a cottage in Shropshg&zing contentedly
across the table at a countrified Anne with a babyer arms and a
child at her knee. Somehow the vision seemed toealito give him
comfort.

When Arthur received Anne's note, his first reactisas one of
relief. But as soon as he recognized the feelingh® unworthy thing
it was, he banished it from his mind. In its plaa@ame a wave of
resentment. How dared shese him in this way? Why should
everyone else in her life come befdimt! His rancor was not a
feeling he found to be worthy of a man about teeth&ly orders, but
he could not banish it. Thrusting the note in tbeket of his coat, he
rushed out of the house into the rain.

Anne was sitting in the library, engrossed in canicg schemes to
reunite Jason with the Prince, when she was ingegduby Coyne,
who informed her that she had a caller.

"What? In this downpour? Who is it, Coyne?" sheedsk



"It's a Miss Alexandra de Guis, Miss Anne. Shaéhd her in?"

"Lexie! What on earth—? She can't want to se=You must have
misunderstood. It's probably his lordship she'setmsee. Just tell
her he's gone out."

"She particularly told me it was you she wantedde, Miss Anne,"
Coyne insisted.

"Really? | wonder what—? Well, send her in, theaye."

In a moment Lexie entered the room. Anne rosedetdner, and the
two touched cheeks. "What a surprise, Miss de Guigine
murmured with affected politeness. "Here, let Coyree your
pelisse—it's quite damp."

Lexie removed her stylish cape and handed it tdottiker. "What a
charming room," she said, looking about her witlatviinne thought
was a proprietary interest.

"Thank you," Anne said coldly. "Coyne, bring ineattray, will you?
Miss de Guis would not doubt like a cup after hgviidden out
through such a downpour."

"No, thank you, Miss Hartley. | can only stay a nesr I'm keeping
my coachman waiting at the door. Please don't batitk tea."

The butler left, and Anne motioned Lexie to a chair

Lexie settled back gracefully and watched while &nook a chair
facing her, her almond-shaped eyes searching Af@aessand her
lips curled in a slightly sardonic smile. "You ddike me very much,
do you, Miss Hartley?" she asked abruptly. "Dowthler to deny
it—most women don't like me. | attribute their disl to simple
jealousy, but in your case, | admit to being puzzMou are quite
lovely enough not to have to be jealous of anyohed you've



already won your heart's desire, have you not? [Gieybridge is
quite besotted over you, they say."

Anne, very uncomfortable under Lexie's direct gazed to avoid an
answer. "l suppose you've come to call on Lord Maimng," she
said irrelevantly, trying to change the subjecin"sorry, but he's
gone out."

"l know that. It's his afternoon for the boxing@ah. Amazing, isn't
it, how many otherwise sensible gentlemen are &eldlitco that
barbarous sport? But never mind that. | came pefpds seeyou,

my dear, and | particularly didotwant Jason to know."

Lexie's words indicated a degree of intimacy widsah which
irritated Anne in the extreme. "Is that so?" stgined coolly.

"Yes. You see, it's because of him that I've coonsee you."
"Because of Lord Mainwaring?"

Lexie raised an eyebrow. "Lord Mainwaring? Dear hr@y formal
you are. Come now, Miss Hartley, may we not speakfortably
with each other? I've come merely as a friend effamily. | believe
you all have need of a friend at this time."

"f wasn't aware, Miss de Guis, that we are shoftiehds."

"My, my. Weare at sword's point, aren't we?" Lexie murmured, he
to herself. "May | ask, Miss Hartley, what it Tsoalb me that sets up
your bristles? | have never done you a disserhiag Itm aware of,
have 1?"

"No, of course not,” Anne answered hastily, Lexiblantness
making her decidedly uncomfortable.



"Then whatis it that stands between us? Is it my reputatioassure
you that any gossip you may have heard regardingpemyg 'fast' is
nothing by nonsense. Why, the worst thing that rhagestly be
claimed against my character is that | damp mys#resBut | venture
to guess that there have been times when you leneegb."

Anne had to smile. "More than once, | must admith@ugh | caught
the most dreadful chill the last time | tried ihdaso I've given up the
practice."

"There! You see! So why does my doing it set all the tongue
wagging? It is because Mama was so imprudent astoff with a
French émigré? And how long must | be blamed for mmother's
headstrong behavior?"

Anne tried to remember when and for what cause etk first
believed that Lexie was "fast." Could she have bresjudging Miss
de Guis all these years? She looked with dawningpession across
the room at the lovely creature sitting opposite Wdo one blames
your mother in the least, as far as | know," siseies the girl. "Why
should they? The Compte de Guis is a most respestatieman.
You must not imagine that your parents are theesbjof malicious
gossip. | assure you they are not."

"Then why am / the subject of malicious gossip?Xieeasked in
sincere perplexity.

Anne looked down at her hands in shame. "Perhapswgoe right in
your first suggestion—that we are all jealous calten we see so
beautiful a creature as you in our midst."

"No, it's utter nonsense! Charlotte Firbanke isenoeautiful by far,
and no one saysvaord about her!"

"But Charlotte is such goodlittle mouse..." Anne began.



Lexie drew herself up indignantly. "And what makes think that |
amnot?"

Anne couldn't help giggling. "Really, Lexie, youn®t comparing
your behavior with Charlotte Firbanke's, areyou?yWG&Gharlotte
never opens her mouth unless her mama prompts her."

Lexie's lips quivered and a reluctant laugh poppéd”l suppose my
behavior cannot be described as quite so disceeall #hat,” she
admitted with a guilty smile.

"Well, you must own, Lexie, that you are frank tfaalt," Anne said,
feeling a sudden warmth for the young woman opposit

"That's true," Lexie nodded ruefully. "My wretch&mhgue. Mama
always cautions me about it. But | can't seem tarob myself. If a
thought leaps into my mind, 1 blurt it out at onBeit it hasn't been
such a bad thing today—I'm glad I've been so fraitk you, Anne.
(I may call you Anne, may | not? You called me leea moment
ago.) At least it's broken the ice between us."

Anne looked at the girl before her with new eyelse $iad never
realized that the beautiful Miss de Guis could bevsinerable.
Remembering all the unkind thoughts she'd harbagaihst the girl
made her quite ashamed. "I'm glad, too, Lexie, lGrass is a quality
| very much admire."

"That's what Jason says, too. And that brings & bathe reason
I've come. Jason's situation with the Regent istliside of enough,
and I've come to enlist your help in putting an emd."

Lexie's proprietary tone when she spoke of Jas@emnaugh to cool
Anne's feeling of warmth toward her. Neverthelé&s,interest was
piqued. "Have you some plan in mind which would et
situation?" she asked curiously.



"Yes, | have. If we could bring Prinny and Jasogetber at a party
small enough to cause them to come face-to-fade eath other, |
feel sure that Jason could charm the Prince outhefsullens.
However, my father and mother are not importantughao entice
the Prince to attend one of their soirees."”

"l don't see how can help you there. The Prince is hardly likely t
accept one obur invitations either."

"No, I've solvedthat problem myself. My maternal grandmother
Lady Lychett, sits high with Lady Hertford, and yhe already,
between them, arranged a dinner party for the Ernndwo weeks'
time. The problem is that Jason refuses to attdedsays he has no
desire to ingratiate himself with the Prince. | shg@ur help in
persuading him to go."

Anne shook her heatlf youwere unable to persuade him, | don't se
how | can do it," she admitted honestly.

"Do you suppose Lady Harriet might succeed? Perlgtaeen the
two of you, you might contrive."

"All 1 can promise, Lexie, is that we'll try. Buagon is a rather
stubborn fellow, I'm afraid.”

Lexie sighed and rose to leave. "Yes, I've notittestt. He keeps
insisting that he intends to return to Americae lhegun to believe
that he really means it." She started for the ddéot that | blame
him—he makes his homeland sound very inviting."

Her words smote Anne like a blow. "Oh, has Jas@hyou... much
about America... ?" she asked in a small voice.

"Good heavens, yes," Lexie answered lightly. "Hkstabout it all
the time. Well, good-bye, my dear. I'm so glad \ad this chance to
become better acquainted.”



Anne accompanied Lexie to the door and said hed-pyes with
proper politeness, but her mind was in a whirl. &h#ed back to the
library in a daze. Jason's conversation about Asaghat morning
had seemed to Anne to be meant for her alonedibkan a moment
of shared intimacy. It had made her feel so closkim. Now that
feeling was completely destroyed. He had evidestlgredmany
such moments with Lexie. Perhaps the relationséigwéen them had
developed much further than Anne had suspectetiaPpg+and the
thought filled Anne with agony—they were in love!

Anne stood at the library window and watched tle wath unseeing

eyes. Lexie and Jason. She remembered them whatiognd the

floor at the Dabney ball, a spectacularly strikpegr. Perhaps they
would make a well-matched couple. Lexie was notlgtestable girl

that Anne had thought. Why, then, was the prospket marriage

between them so painful to fer

But Anne knew the answer to that question. SheKmaavn it for

weeks. This thing inside her had been growing stheefirst day
she'd seen Jason looming in the doorway of theaupsitting room.
She loved him. If she did not want Lexie to havehit was only
because she wanted him for herself! What a fooldsheen. She'd
bullied him and criticized him and underestimated and offended
him until he couldn't help but hold her in dislikend all the while,

Lexie had frankly and openly admired him. Who cobldme the
man for choosing Lexie to wed?

Besides, she had no right to think about Jasohigwtay. She was
promised to Arthur. Arthur was so good, so true émgl—she

couldn't hurt him. There was nothing for her butvish Jason well,
go off with Arthur to Shropshire and begin the dediag task of

accepting her fate with good grace. She had na ctiace.



Arthur, meanwhile, looking like a sodden and alzd&@ ghost,
appeared on the doorstep of the Laverstoke housdatirMoon
Street just as Captain Edward Wray was emerging Gdptain's face
wore a self-satisfied smile, and Arthur could immag¢ely discern that
the Captain had immensely enjoyed his call on Ghéte glared at
Captain Wray with smoldering animosity as he brddhehim on the
steps and reached for the door-knocker. The Capdain not
understand why he'd been glared at and cut byitievkeled Lord
Clay bridge, but the matter was of no concernto. e jumped into
his waiting carriage and drove off.

When Arthur was admitted by the butler, Cherry et about to
climb the stairs to her room. However, after takimge look at
Arthur's tempestuous expression, she flew to lois, gjuickly drew
him into the drawing room and closed the door ie thutler's
disapproving face. "Arthur, you really must cedse tunning about
in the rain," she scolded. "You will surely contrao inflammation
of the lungs if you are not more careful."

"Never mind that," he burst out angrily. "What wa&ay doing

here?" Then, taking note of Cherry's startled esgom, he
immediately became contrite. "No, don't answer o right...! |

don't know what I'm saying." He dropped into a claaid stared at
Cherry miserably. "Here, read this." And he thidshe's note into
her hand.

Cherry scanned it quickly. "Oh, Arthur,” she murediin her most
consolatory tone, "how disappointing! postponementwhen the
date of your departure was isear!"

"It is not the postponement which troubles me,suas you. It is the
tone of that note. Ithatthe letter of a lady who is in love and eager t
be married?"

Cherry looked at him in perplexity. "I don't knovhat you mean."



"Is there a single 'dearest' in the entire epidddfiere a 'my love' to
be found anywhere? Is there a 'sincere regretesgpd either within
or between the lined® there, Cherry?"

"Well, I..."

"Don't be afraid to speak honestly to me, my déao much has
passed between us to hold back now. Is this thieo$detter you
would write if you had to postpone our wedding?"

Cherry's eyes filled with tears, and she turnedyaialon't think it's
fair to ask me that, Arthur," she said quietly. fiRps this letters a
bit... hasty. But Anne has a great deal on her rtirede days, you
know."

"Don't try to defend her to me. She may have atglea on her mind,
but | venture to guess that | do not figure promthein her
thoughts!"

Cherry turned back to him, dismayed. "Are you tgyia suggest that
Anne doesn'loveyou?"

"Yes, that'gustwhat I'm suggesting. And | want your advice on wh
to do about it."

Cherry dropped down on the sofa aghast. "¥an't believe what
you're saying! She has been completely devoteatofgr yeard |
am her very best friend, and sheé/ergiven me any indication of a
decline in her love for you. You cannot let youfselrget your
feelings for her merely because of a hasty note."

"Let us not speak of my feelings for her," Arthardsbitterly, turning
his face away from the earnest eyes staring at hou, at least,
should have guessed that my feelings have undechange."

"Arthur, you mustn't—!"



He wheeled about, crossed the room and confrorged'Don't you
think | knowl mustn't? I've wrestled with myself for days atays. |
am quite prepared to sacrifice myself... | am gpitepared to give
you up...! Don't look at me so, Cherrjoleyou! Let me say it just
this once!" He sat down beside her on the sofegaasped her hands.
"l love you! But | know that a gentleman can negerback on his
word. | am ready to honor my obligations to Anneit B begin to
suspect that her wishes to go through with ourgkme no stronger
thanmine."

Cherry's full lips trembled pathetically. "That'strirue. She most
truly loves you. | know it. You are ... | hate to ghys, Arthur, but |
must!... you are letting your own wishes interfength your
judgment, | fear."

He lowered his head. "Is that what you think? Thatclutching at
straws?"

"l....I'm very much afraid so, my dear," she saidderly.

He sighed deeply. "What am | to do, my love? I'nmgtwit's end
over this affair."

"There's nothing yogando but wait until Anne is ready and procee
with your plans. She will be ready soon, I'm sure."

"Yes, you're right, of course." They gazed at eattler sadly. "l can
see no hope. No hope at all.”

"Don't say that, Arthur. You will be happy. | knoxwu will."
"Are yougoing to be happy married to Captain Wray?"
Cherry smiled wanly. "I'm not going to marry Captavray."

"Oh, Cherry," Arthur sighed, much moved, "is it base... of me?"



She nodded her head.

"Will you tell me, just once, that you love me? tlasce... before |
go?"

She lifted his hand, still holding hers, to herefzend rubbed her
cheek against it. "I love you, Arthur,” she whisgetearfully, "and
always will."

They sat for a moment in silence. Then Arthur raiseiptly and ran
to the door. "Arthur," she cried, "wait, just a mamh | must not...
you must not.,. ever..."

"I know," he muttered in a choked voice. "l must ager come here
again." And he ran out into the unfeeling rain.



Nineteen

THE COMBINED EFFORTS of Lady Harriet and Anne toago
Jason into attending Lady Lychett's dinner for thence were
unavailing. Jason adamantly refused to attendegperation, Harriet
suggested to Anne that perhaps another plan migitesd. "What
have you in mind, Mama?" Anne asked interestedly.

"I wonder if perhaps aift might do the trick. If Jason bought &
magnificent mantel-clock, for example, of bronzetat ormolu that
the Prince likes so much, and sent it to the Pnvidea little note—"

Anne frowned. "It sounds like hribe. | don't think Jason would
approve of such a plan.”

"Perhaps we can convince Jason that giving a@ithé¢ Prince is a
gesture which igxpectedf a peer."

"But for what reason? The Prince's birthday wasentban a month
ago..."

“I'll think of a reason," Harriet promised.

"Even if we could convince Jason to do it, do you think the Princ
would be influenced by such an obvious device?"

Harriet shrugged. "I believe he might be. He d@mse beautiful
things, you know."

"l suppose there's no harmtirying to persuade Jason to do it. G
ahead, Mama, and see what you can do."

Not ten minutes after this conversation had takeesey Anne was
surprised by a light tap at the sitting-room ddtowas Mr. Orkle who
answered her call to come in. The valet enteredawe with unusual



hesitation and stood regarding Anne dubiously leefar spoke. "Is
something on your mind, Mr. Orkle?" Anne asked emagingly.

"Yes, miss, beggin' yer pardon. Y'see, | beenputie brain to work
on a ticklish problem. It's this 'ere disagreertiimeen 'is lordship an’
'is 'ighness, the Prince. It's a rotten shame wappened, ain't it,
miss?"

"Yes, Mr. Orkle, a very rotten shame,"” Anne agrestddying the
fellow in some surprise. "Do you have some ideathersubject?"

"Jus' one, miss. Y'see, l've invented this 'ere reld—for a
neckcloth, y'know. An' if | may say so as shoulditi$ the grandest
fold since Mr. Brummel devised the famous Tronenalbir."

"How very interesting. But | don't quite see what—?

"Well, | been thinkin'... what if'is lordship'd gabout town sportin’
the new fold. Everyone'd be bound to ax 'im abbutwot's it called
an' all. An' 'e'd say it's called tiiegent Now, | axes yer, wouldn't
that be pleasin' to the Prince?"

"l don't see how it couléhil to please him," Anne said with a smile.

"Right!" Orkle nodded in self-satisfaction. "Thertg is, thdrigh, that
Lord Mainwarin' don't seem inclined to go along the idea."

"No? Why not?"

"Says it'd be cuttin' too much of a dash for 'imrd.Mainwarin' don't
like 'is clothes to attrack any partickler notigsee. 'E says 'e likes to
be unobtroosive."

Anne couldn't help laughing. "As if a man his stmild ever be
unobtrusive!"



"That's me thought exackly! Wot 'arm, | axes ye@uyld come from
the fold of a neckcloth? That's why 1 ‘oped yi..."

"... that | could persuade him?"
"Yes, miss, that's the ticket."

Anne sighed. "My influence with his lordship is raitall great, Mr.
Orkle. I'm very much afraid I've not been succdssficonvincing
him of anything.However, | shall certainly try."

Mr. Orkle thanked her effusively and withdrew, leeyher smiling

broadly at his naive but ingenious plan. While shale still lingered

on her lips, Peter came looking for her. "I've b#enking," he said

without preamble, "about this silly ostracism tliason's had to
endure—"

"Not you, too?" Anne interrupted with a laugh.
"Oh? Has it been worrying you also?" Peter askaddantly.

"It seems to have been worryirgyeryone.Don't tell me you've
thought of a solution."

"Perhaps | have," Peter said, taking the chaimfatiis sister and
leaning toward her with purposeful earnestnesse'®Fhnce is quite
interested in the Royal Academy of Arts, you kndie made a
speech there last month and even gave them a splesdid bronze
lamp as a gift. My thought was that Jason shouldsdmething
similar."

"I don't think | follow—"

"What if Jason presented something to the Acadenmonor of the
Regent? Word of the presentation would be bourgktdack to the
Prince, wouldn't it? And he'd be bound to be pldase



"l don't know," Anne mused. "What sort of thing bdason present
to the Academy?"

"One of the family portraits, perhaps... or a pieteculpture from
the manor house at Derbyshire. You know the sorthofg the
Academy collects."

"Mmmm. It certainly sounds like a good plan,” Anne said
thoughtfully. "At least it appears to be less deror obsequious than
some of the others I've heard, for the gift woutd rhade to the
Academy and not to the Prince. On that basis, yayimave dopeof
convincing Jason. Why don't you ask him at dinnarght?"

"l can ask him this afternoon, for he's taking me tcricket match,"
Peter suggested, "unless you think it would be radre&antageous to
wait until dinnertime when we can make the proptsgéther.”

"Ask him at the cricket match, by all means," Arsa&l decidedly. "l
don't think my presence at dinner would be of amgtagic value at
all."

If Anne imagined that her interview with Peter whe last one in

which a suggestion to bring about the desired r@tation between

the Regent and Jason would be made, she was tosdgmistaken.

For shortly after Peter and Jason had left theéndarsthe afternoon,
Anne had another visitor. It was Cherry, and nonsodhad Anne

seated her in the sitting room and perched ondfeel®side her when
Cherry broached the very same subject. "lI've baekihg about

Jason's problem," she began eagerly, "and | belies@ suggestion
to bring about a solution."

"Oh, Cherry, not youtod" Anne exclaimed with a gurgle of
laughter. "I've been receiving suggestions forpghst two days!"

"Have you really? How fortunate! Have any of themeb
promising?"



Anne shrugged. "How can they be, when Jason islamantly set
against making an effort in his own behalf? Bugypidon't keep me
in suspense. What your contribution?"

"It is not very substantial, I'm afraid, but ittlse only thing | could
think of..."

"Really, Cherry, you're always so lacking in coefide. Tell me your
plan, and without these unnecessary reservations."

"Well, then, you know how fond Mama is of cards—sttand hearts
and games of chance. She holds a card party atvdas during the
season. I've heard that the Prince is fond of caas so I've
persuaded her to send him an invitation to her.r@ixtourse, | don't
know if he'll accept, but Mrs. Fitzherbert is fooflplay, and Mama
expectsher to be present, and you know that the Prince oft
accompanies her. So we have every hope..."

"l don't know if the scheme will work, Cherry. Jastoesn't indulge
in card games very often. Perhaps he may be pexduddou don't
tell him that the Prince is expected. Why don't sl him? If you
turn your large, melting eyes on him, he may noabke to refuse
you."

Cherry blushed. "Oh, Anne, you're a dreadful te&se. know very
well that Lord Mainwaring takes no special noti¢en."

"Well, if it's any comfort to you, he takes no siéaotice of me,
either."

"When shall | ask him?" Cherry inquired, determit@domplete her
mission. "Is he expected home shortly?"

"l couldn't say. He neither asks my permissionatethis leave nor
informs me of his intentions in the matter of hesurn. Jason, my
dear, is nothing if not independent. | think théseericans drink



independence with their mothers' milk. | believewkver, that he's
gone to a cricket match and is not expected batkdinnertime."

“In that case, willyou ask him for me? I've brought along ar
invitation."

Anne nodded, but without enthusiasm. "I'll deliiteCherry, but you
shouldn't count on his attending. Jason is notyepsrsuaded."

Cherry's face fell. "Oh, dear, then you don't thii&kll come?" she
asked tragically.

"I must say, Cherry,” Anne remarked in some suepri¥hat,
although your sympathetic nature is well knownlk¢hee world, | had
not thought you would beuiteso troubled about Jason's problems.

"I'm nottroubled about Jason's problems.yiosl'm troubled about,"
Cherry said flatly.

"Me? | don't understand. What have /to do withhis

Cherry faced her friend with an expression of puofib disapproval.
"Really, Anne, | sometimes fail to understand y@ud you not
postpone youelopemenbecause of this?"

"Yes, but—"

"Didn't it occur to you to wonder if Arthur is ugdey your—I hope
our friendship is strong enough to withstand blsip¢aking—your
neglec? For how else is he to view your request for pmstent
except as neglect of him? How can you love him aagde no
sympathy for his pain?"

Anne's eyes flew to Cherry's face in mortificatitd@h, Cherry, I'm a
beast | don'tdeserveArthur. And | don't deserve a friend like you.'
She jumped up and began to pace the room, hendseatf guilt and



remorse overwhelming her. "But | shall make itugdlto him! | shall

be ready to leave with him the moment this busiva#is Jason is
resolved." She sat down beside her friend and gcagpherry's
hands. "And, Cherry, | shall do my best... meyybest... to make him
a good wife. | shall be as devoted and patient lagdl as | can

possibly be, | promise you."

Cherry, struggling with her own guilt, took no reatiof the tone of
self-sacrifice in Anne's words. Moved to tears, lsélkel out her arms,
and the friends embraced. "You will be happy," Chesaid in a
quivering whisper. "I know you will. But you musgdve for Gretna
soon!"

"Il leave with himvery soon," Anne assured her. The girls brok
apart and wiped their eyes. "Surely, with so mamgggstions for
bringing about a reconciliation with the Prinoageof them is bound
to work."

But Anne and Cherry were about to learn that theenzarefully
humans plan to take control of their fates, thearlidkely it is that
Fate herself will step in to take matters intodwwn capricious hands.

The cricket match was held at the Artillery Groukthsbury, and
Jason was surprised at the number of people wineduout for the
game. Londoners of all classes arrived on footharseback, or in
every conceivable type of equipage on wheels. Jagomhad driven
a light phaeton, had to spend a good deal of tingirfg a place to
leave the vehicle. By the time they'd found a propkce and
instructed the tiger on caring for the horsesptlaéch was under way.
Peter thought he'd heard the sound of a band glayRule,
Britannia," indicating that a member of the Royaniy was
present, but he gave the matter no thought indgemess to get to
the playing ground to witness the game.



Peter found the match quite exciting; he'd shobtedelf hoarse by
the end of it. But Jason, who had never witnessedcéiet match
before and was not familiar with the finer poinfdtee game, found
the match rather a bore. He saw nothing very fasicig in a wild

melee of twenty-two men running back and forth assra field in a
meaningless confusion. He kept his feelings to Bimkowever, for
he had no wish to dampen Peter's enjoyment.

But it was with considerable relief that he gredtselfinish of what
had seemed an endless game. "Does it alwaysfdakdrours?"he
asked Peter.

"Sometimes much longer," Peter said proudly. "Heard of a game
that lasted two whole days!"

They tried to make their way back across the figdard the
phaeton, but the excited, milling crowd all abdwegrh impeded their
progress. Suddenly, Peter gasped. "Good Lordhi'®rince!"

Jason followed Peter's eye to the right, where ¢hmvd was
particularly thick and excited. In the midst of ttieong, shaking
hands with one of the players, was the Regenteatlyglenjoying the
carnival atmosphere. "Quickly, Peter, let's turhtbis way," Jason
muttered. "I've no wish for the embarrassment ahiog face-to-
face with him."

They turned and moved as quickly as the crowd wpaldhit to their
left. But they'd not gone four paces when a stémtovoice stopped
them in their tracks. "l say, Mainwaring, is thaiu®" the Prince
called.

Jason had no choice but to turn around. TakingrBetem, he
approached the royal presence as the crowd drelw tbamake a
passageway for them. "How do you do, your highrie3aSon said



politely when he was near enough to be heard. Thewjng, he
added, "May | present my cousin, Peter Hartley?"

The Prince smiled at Peter with warm condescersimmhshook his
hand. Then he turned back to Jason. "I haven't geeror quite a
while, old fellow. Where have you been keeping?"

"Close to home, | fear," Jason murmured.

"l shouldn't do that, if | were you," the Princedsavagging a finger
at him. "Not at the height of the season, you knblet at all the
thing. But you are theeryman | wanted to see."

"I, your highness?" Jason asked in astonishment.

"Yes. I've been told that you're an excellent judfidorseflesh. Is
that right?"

"l don't know about that, your highness," Jason uteed.

"Don't be so modest, man. | remember distinctiyngeold that you
won a race against Minton with a horse you'd josigint. Not an easy
man to best in a race, Miles Minton. So come alarth me... yes,
right now... | want to show you the horse | havéhwme. He's a prime
bit of blood I've just acquired. I'd like to knowhat you think of*im."

Jason had just time enough to cast Peter an as¢éohgdance before
the Regent placed an arm about his shoulders atictavaff with
him through the crowd. The members of the Princetsiue and
those members of thenin the crowd who were priwy to the event:
at the Prince's dinner party gaped in surpriseth&scrowd surged
along in the wake of the Prince, there were sewvdnalsmiled at each
other in knowing amusement at the caprices of tgyal

Peter followed along, grinning widely. What a takehad to tell when
he got home! He could easily imagine ' Anne's andhrother's faces



when they heard that the Prince had embraced Ji&soa long-lost
brother. "He didn't everemembeitthat there had been a rift!" Petel
would tell them with a chortle. It was all so ridious. It was all so

baffling. But the conclusion was inescapable- os®unding fact
was clear: Jason's ostracism was over!



Twenty

THE DOWAGER DUCHESS of Richmond, paying a morniraj c
on Harriet, expressed her delight at Lord Mainwgisnsuccess in
achieving so envied a place in the very heart ofetp. The Prince
had taken him under his wing with renewed enthusid$e Duchess
had already noticed that Mainwaring's quips werm@deaepeated
everywhere, Mainwaring's way with a neckcloth wamb copied by
all the dandies, and Mainwaring's prowess on haidelwas being
universally praised. "Reminds me of the time thetnklin fellow
took London by storm, back in the nineties. Remeamnidarriet?"

Many elderly Londoners were beginning to remark, dad the
Duchess, that not since the days of Benjamin Fiankéd an
American made such a mark. The Corinthians, thed@an the
politicians and the ladies all found something iim o admire. His
wit, his horsemanship, his style, his Americanisims,mischievous
smile and easy address were again noticed and kedchapon. And
in the Mainwaring household, the doldrums had nul@gsly
disappeared, completely dispelled by the dazzliogvgreated by
his lordship's renewed and heightened popularity.

The Duchess' morning call was merely the latespdowa series of
triumphs which Lady Harriet had scored in the fayttih since Jason
had found himself reunited with the Prince. Fitstre had been a
visit from the Countess Lieven. Then she'd recemeaduch-prized

invitation from Lady Hertford. There had even beeproposal of

marriage from the ludicrous but socially prominghtjce-married

Earl of Stanborough. But the most significant ¢tlaése indications
of Lady Harriet's newly elevated importance was ¢basiderably

increased deference shown to her by her dressmaker.

Thus, when the Duchess took her leave, Harrietreditthe dining
room for luncheon with a dance in her step and alirgm
countenance, completely unprepared for the newshMAeter was



about to relay to her. The two of them were alontha table, for
Jason was rarely home these days and Anne hdd take luncheon
with Cherry. "Did Jason tell you, Mama," Peter akKéhat he plans
to return to America soon?"

Harriet, who was about to reach for a biscuit, éoZReturn to
Americ& You must benad!"

"No, I'm afraid it's quite true. He told me himsed#st evening, when
we were playing chess."

Harriet felt her pulse begin to race. Steadyingékieby regulating
her breathing, she tried to brush the matter aSilbat nonsense! He
was only teasing. You know how Jason enjoys & ljttke."

"He wasn't teasing, Mama," Peter said earnestlg. tthly means to
go."

"But... but bywhy? The fellow has become societgarling! He's
living a completely enviable life! Are you tellinge he doesnlike it
here?"

"I don't think he sets much store by his role asi&y's darling,'
although I do believe he's greatly enjoying himSelf

"Then | don't see why—"

"America is hishome,you know. Perhaps he misses it," Pet
suggested gently.

"Rubbish!" Harriet declared.Thisis his home. We arkis family!
How can hehink of deserting us?"

"l believe he is very fond of us, my dear, but &isachment to his
birthplace is very strong. I've often remarkedtoft's my belief that



he never meant to remain here. He only came foisia—o see
where his father was born and to meet his fatpedple..."

"But what of his titles? His estates? His respahtés?"

"I believe," Peter said quietly, breaking a slideboead into little
pieces with nervous fingers, "that he intends tuieath them to me."

Lady Harriet gaspedPeter! You don'tmeanit!"

Peter smiled wryly. "He said he is certain | sim#lke an excellent
Viscount."

"And so you shall," said his mother, torn betwegdgyand joy in her
son's new expectations and dismay at the immirosst of the man
who had become a source of security and an objéwtraffections.

"But | don't really understand. Why should he cleotuslive a life of

deprivation and difficulty in America when he collave one here of
ease and elegance?"

Peter smiled. "He's not cut out for a life of easd elegance. And
from what I've learned of his station in the Unitetiates, he is far
from deprived. Not only is he the head of his fathghipping lines in
Norfolk—a bustling and successful venture, | untlerd—but he
seems to have extensive land holdings, both iniMagand on the
frontier—I think he called it Kentucky. | think oulason is much
more prosperous than we'd ever imagined."

"Is he really?" asked Harriet, wide-eyed. "My goesls, it sounds
very impressive. Although | don't know why | shollel so amazed.
Heis a Mainwaring, after all."

Peter laughed. "Once you thought he was nothingabbborish
rebel."



"Yes, | did, but that was before I'd met him. Hoeev must admit
that, even afterwards, | thought him an impovedshaif. | think it
must have been that atrocious coat of his..."

They both smiled, remembering their first impressadthe man who
had made such an impact on their lives. But theiles soon faded as
they each tried to imagine how they would do withbum. "I, for
one, will be very sorry to see him go," Peter sejhe

"Oh, and so will I'" Harriet seconded mournfullyHdw shall we
managewithout him?"

"Jason says we shall do very well... and | suppe&eright. He is so
easy a man to learn to rely on. But he insists Wetare perfectly
capable of relying on ourselves. He says that whienfinished my
schooling, we should plan to visit him in Virginiar an extended
stay."

Harriet grew misty-eyed. "Oh, | shoui#e that, shouldn't you?"

"More than | can say. That prospect is the onlgdhwhich enables
me to face his departure with equanimity,” Petenitted.

Harriet worriedly bit her lip. "I wonder... Petexhat do you think
Anne will say?"

“I| have no idea. But, Mama, that reminds me... Jaasked
particularly that we keep this to ourselves andebAnne. He wants
to tell her himself."

"Very well, if that is what he wishes. She likespi@tend that she in
uninterested in Jason's welfare, but | believe timideparture will
pain her, too."



"As to that, Mama, | have no opinion. I've nevederstood Anne's
reactions to Jason. He has never given her adeqaase—it seems
to me—to explain why she holds him in such dislike.

Harriet groaned. "She does hold him in dislike, siteshe? Oh,
dear... | had so hoped that the two of them walllder voice trailed
off in a melancholy sigh.

"So did I, Mama," Peter said glumly, pushing away imtouched
plate of food. "So did I."

* % %

Although Anne dichothold Jason in dislike, that fact was not at all i
evidence as she faced him that evening in therlibvehen he'd
stopped in to bid her good night. For the eightbenevg in a row,
Jason was on his way out. He had not had dinnérthet family since
his reinstatement in the Prince's good graces.Ridgent had taken
Jason under his wing, and Jason's nights had beasrhasy as the
most roisterous pleasure-seeker in London. Duhiegist week, the
Prince or some other "friend" had insisted on bimpanionship for a
bachelor dinner, two or three card parties, aniegeof gambling at
Watier's, and one wild rout-party at an unidentifdode. On each of
these occasions he had rolled in during the weeshafithe morning,
making his first appearance of the day well pasthnéle had begun
to look weary-eyed and pale, and Anne viewed hssiplation with
complete disgust. "Are you going oagain?" she asked in thinly
veiled abhorrence.

Jason nodded. "A musical evening at the Hollandsl then, |
believe, I'm expected at White's for cards."

"l suppose this will be another occasion when yiitet home in the
early morning," she said in icy disapproval.



"Do | detect a note of disapprobation, ma'am? Doryat approve of
my association with Prinny?"

"Oh, is he 'Prinny' to you now? How enviable topaet of the inner
circle—the brightest star in the Regent's firmarfiesihe said, her
voice dripping sarcasm.

Jason looked at her in injured innocence. "l dea why you're
takin' on so. Isn't this what you wanted for ma?tlthis what you
trained me for?"

“If you think that | intended to prepare you foistBort of activity, my

lord, you're completely out in your reckoning! lither desire nor
deserve any credit for your amazingly rapid ancctmeilar descent
into dissipation and debauchery."

He took her chin in his hand and tilted her face t@all me
dissipated and debauched if you will, but it wasyfmuthat | took this
path. No, don't try to turn away, my girl—you mayveell face it. I'm
no more dissipated than any other 'gentleman.' 'S hathat you
wanted me to be, isn't it—a London gentleman? Imty doein'
obliging..."

She shook herself free. "Don't bother to oblige sive,Your behavior
IS no concern of mine, | assure you. 'Ain't no skinmy nose.™

Jason laughed. "Can it be that while you've maglerdleman of me,
I've made a backwoodsman of you?"

"No, not at all, for I'm no more a backwoodsmanntyau are a
gentleman."

"Are you implyin'," Jason asked, exaggeratedly radfed, "that I'm
not a gentleman? Look at me, girl! From the tip of pwrfectly

polished shoes to the top of my coiffed head, I'matyou made me!
Look at the starched points of my shirt-collar! kad the fold of my



neckcloth! Look at the gold fob hangin' on just tight length of
chain from my waistcoat pocket! Whatoredo you want?"

"Do you think these trappings make yogentleman?'she asked in
frozen hauteur. "Do you sincerely believe thatdlothes you wear,
or the style of your hair, or even the dissipatedrupt company you
keep has anything to do with being a gentleman?"

Glaring up at him, she noted with some surpristtibavas regarding
her with a half-smile and a strangely approvingagiein his
penetrating eyes. "As a matter of fact, my deae,"shid softly, "I
don't think so at all. tid think, however, that those were your ver
standards for judgin' gentlemanliness." He learmddand planted a
gentle, affectionate and completely unexpecteddmsker forehead.
“It's a real pleasure to me to realize that yoleaened somethin'."
Placing his chapeau-bras under his arm, he exeeutaaltless little

bow and sauntered from the room.

As Anne watched him go, a number of painful feddirsgvept over
her—anger and frustration, impatience and irritgti@and, most
distressing of all, an overwhelming sense of disagment and loss.
This was not the way she'd planned to take leavlimf Jason
couldn't know it, of course, but this was the kasie she would see
him. Tonight was the night she was leaving for GaeGreen. As
Cherry had pointed out to her many times sincenJaseinstatement,
there was no longer any reason for Anne to keepr pothur
dangling.

She had a strong desire to run after Jason, to lstopand tell
him—but what? What was there she could say to MfitR? flagging
spirits and a throat which burned with unshed testre turned and
climbed the stairs to her bedroom. She would usé&#if-hour before
dinner to finish her packing and to prepare herselthe ordeal of
sitting down to dinner with Mama and Peter and ending that
nothing extraordinary was happening.



But her hands were trembling and her will was tazakvto make
much headway on her packing, and she found hesttifg on the
edge of her bed staring at the petticoat in hedfas if she didn't
know what to do with it. What was skleing?She had not the least
desire to run away to Shropshire! How could shedelaer dear
stepmother and brother and the London house whachbleen her
home for as long as she could remember? How cbeltesve Jason,
whose challenging ways and cheerful spirit hadHteged her days,
filled her thoughts and awakened her to the pdgsssi of zest and
joy that days could hold when spent with him andt tivere so
completely absent when he was not with her?

But this kind of thinking was mere self-indulgen&ée had to make
herself stop. She had to bury her feelings fordaSbe had no right
to them. Even if he had shown an interest in hgobe the brotherly,
she could not encourage him. She couldn't betréyudrwho loved
her so loyally. She wagsromised,and a person with character doe
not ignore promises. No matter what it cost, sheld@o to the
Scottish border with Arthur, endure the hasty, wsnawedding and
settle with him in his vicarage. And by making hmappy, perhaps
she would find a measure of contentment for hergdlithe very
least, her conscience would be clear.

With Jason to care for them, Mama and Peter woaldjdte well

without her. They would miss her, she knew, buinre they would

forgive her. They might even pay her a visit oncaiwhile. She,
however, would not be able to permit herself tat ¥igs house, ever
again. It would be too painful, and she might ndsermble to force
herself to return to her Shropshire home.

Jason, she supposed, would marry Lexie. They'd havenderful
life together. Lexie had taste and style—she'd cedde the
Mainwaring house and make of it the center of aadaehirl. With

Jason's political leanings and Lexie's social talethey would
become the most sought after couple otttimeLexie would make an



excellent political hostess. Anne admitted to Hétkat Lexie would
undoubtedly be a far superior Lady Mainwaring ® ¢imeshewould
have become if she'd been given the chance.

As for Jason himself, she didn't think he wouldtoare to pursue his
present, dissipated course. Once he married, hielwouwoubt settle
down. A man was entitled, she supposed, to sow sdldeats for a
time. He was too sensible, too level-headed andgetie, to be
content to waste himself on gambling and carousttegwould soon
tire of these shallow, frivolous pastimes and tum serious
preoccupations. If Lexie had any sense, she wautdweage him to
enter Parliament. That was the place for a manJidsan.

But these things could not be Anne's concern. Jafatare was now
out of her hands. She had to admit that, while lsdd had an
influence on his fate, she had not done very WelNas too late now
for her to make amends. She must put Jason andtérssts out of
her mind. With a shake, she roused herself fronrénegrie, folded
the petticoat carefully and placed it in an alreamercrowded
bandbox, trying unsuccessfully to brush away trersteéhat kept
falling upon it as she worked.



Twenty-One

ANNE STOOD JUST INSIDE her bedroom door with her e:
pressed against it, trying to hear the sounds éndbrridor. She
couldn't leave the room until she was sure everyoae asleep. She
had heard Harriet's door close some time ago, atet'® step could
just now be discerned as he passed her door omvdysto his
bedroom from the library. It would not be long nbefore he, too,
would be asleep. Anne tied her light cloak at theknraised the hood
carefully and turned to check her portmanteauebs lthan fifteen
minutes—on the stroke of midnight—Arthur's carriageuld be
waiting at the corner of the street. The time afdélepement was at
hand.

She listened at the door again. All was silenceenECoyne and
Orkle, who had been given strict orders from Jasewer to wait up
for him beyond midnight—must have gone to bed.nJagms, of
course, not at home and it was unlikely that heldoeturn from his
nightly carousing early enough to interfere withr lpgans. By the
time hedid return, she and Arthur would be well along on @ie
North RoadAnne checked over in her mind the various taskhhi
were to be attended to before her departure. Sthepeked all the
clothing and toilet articles necessary for the.t8pe had closed the
portmanteau and tied the bandbox. She had leffidoabigail a list of
other things to be sent to her in Shropshire. Amel Isad written a
note to Cherry and sent it out earlier in the engrBy the time you
read this,she had writter,shall be on my way to Gretna. It is only tc
you, my clearest friend, that | can admit my unhaggs on this
occasion. Life in a cottage in Shropshire will lmmng more than an
Exile for me. | would not for the world hurt Arthby admitting to
him my overwhelming doubts about my ability to Exis such
surroundings, but to you | do not hesitate to cesfé¢hat my
expectations for my future Happiness are small éadeVly only
comfort will be the hope of seeing you again in tigar future.
Please, dearest Cherry, promise to come to meliopgShire before



the month is out! If you do not, | shall undoubyedile of Loneliness
and Despair. Until we see each other again, | remgur Loving
and Devoted Anne.

There was only one task left, but it was the md§tdlt of all. She

had to write to her stepmother. What could shetbay would not
cause dearest Harriet a great deal of unhappilBssg her underlip

in distress, she sat down at the writing desk aokied up her pen.
Dearest Mamashe wrote] hope you will find it in your heart to
forgive me for what lam about to do. Arthur andré deaving for

Gretna Green. Because of his mother's Oppositienhave agreed
that this is the only way. Please wish us Happy,lzalieve that | love
you too much to have done this unless | was Cettat you and
Peter will go on quite well without me. | know tlyats will be Happy
and Secure, for Lord Mainwaring is devoted to yathband is

certain to take excellent care of you. In time, wiyeu've forgiven
me, | hope you will come and visit us at the Vigaran Shropshire
where we will be living. In the meantime, you amdtielP have my

Undying Love. Your Devoted Anne.

Wiping away a tear, she sealed the note and placedher pillow.
Then, with a last fond look about the room, shekguc up her
portmanteau and the overstuffed bandbox and silgattiept from
the room.

She had great difficulty in carrying the heavy b®xewn the stairs,
but she was almost at the bottom when the front dpened. Jason
stood on the threshold, his hat set at a precaaogk on his tousled
head, his neckcloth loosened, his cheeks flushetl las eyes
overbright with drink. And under one arm he carrigdat Anne
eventually identified as the parts of a compleieduarmor. "Ah! 'S
you" he exclaimed thickly. "Evenin', ma'am. Look ht present th'
Prince has given me!"



He stumbled into the entryway, shut the door witthamp and
proceeded to assemble the armor noisily. As Anaedsfrozen on
the stairs, Jason clumsily connected the partshamd) the entire
apparatus on a stand especially made for that parpd@here!" he
crowed. "Won'erful, ain't he? Always dreamed of ihaa suit of
armor." He put an arm around the metal figure. f@diake 'im back
t' America with me."

"You're foxed?"Anne exclaimed in disgust.

He put his index finger to his lips in a gestur@rxéggerated caution.
"Shssssssh!" he whispered hoarsely. "You'll wakeryne. An'
don't look so fierce, ma‘am. I'm... only a bitisgiiised..

"Disguise® You're completely cast away! I've never essen
anyone so drunk!"

Jason executed an elaborate and unsteady bow. YHamwn...
tribute to y'r education, ma'am."

"l think," she said in cold reproof, "that you'dttee take yourself to
bed at once!"

"Tha's jus' what | intend t' do, ma'am. If youdl.b good enough... t
step out o' the way..." He came toward the staistaadily.

Anne stepped hastily aside, and for the first ttaeon noticed the
baggage on the stairway. His eyes narrowed, as vdre trying to
get them to focus, and he stared at the portmantgawnblinking
concentration. Then he turned to look at Anne, icvond herself
flushing hotly. "Goin' somewhere, m' dear?" he dskagith
frightening intensity.

"l can't discuss it with you now," she retortedvaersly. "You're in
no condition to understand. Go to bed. It willla#l explained in the
morning."



He came to the bottom of the stairs and looked wubes, the
movement causing his high-crowned beaver to fdlhf head and
roll away across the floor, completely unheeded fded t' explain.
I'm not so drunk that | can't... tell wha's happeény'r runnin' off wi'

Claybridge."

"Please, Jason," she entreated, the smoldering ilookis eyes
making her distinctly uneasy, "go up to bed."

He shook his head. "Won't let you!" he declaredisly.

"You won't let me? Don't be foolish—you don't knevihat you're
saying."

"Yes, | do. Y' don't reallyvantt' go, so 1 won't let you."

Anne frowned down at him, nonplussed. She was avedire that the
hour of midnight had already struck. Arthur mustveaiting. She
could not stand here and argue with a drunket Squaring her
shoulders with determination, she picked up heslzagl went down
the few remaining steps. Avoiding his eyes, shengtted to brush
past him. "No!" he snapped. He grasped her by hHwailders so
fiercely that she dropped her bags. "l tell yowcah't go! Won't...
permit it!"

Before she quite realized what was happenin’, Hegber to him in
a crushing embrace. She was lifted quite off tleaigd, and his lips
were pressed furiously against hers. It should hlagen quite
revolting—he was hurting her, and he reeked ofdrqshe should
have fought him off like a tiger. But for a momewhile her pulse
raced and her head swam, and a tremor of sometheld never felt
before swept over her from head to toe, she layinagahim

unresisting. Then her good breeding and her sehsge@rum
reasserted themselves, and she began to pumnaéldsswith angry



fists. For all the effect her struggle had on rsire might as well have
been beating upon a wall.

But eventually, without releasing her from the pla$ his arms, he
set her on her feet and lifted his head. "L'il foble muttered, "don't
y' see y' can't run away?"

"You are out of your mind," she said breathles4lgt me go."

He tried to clear his head by giving it a vigorahake. "Damn, I'm
too befuddled for this sort o' thing. But | can'’Are you going to

pretend, after all this... that you sthntto marry Claybridge? Can |
have misunderstood...? This thing between us jost..n was it

nothing!"

"Jason, you're drunk. You didn't know what you weoéng. | don't
even think you know who | am. Perhaps you thinkdbmeone else...
someone like... like Lexie—"

Jason threw back his head and gave a shout of terughhen he
pulled her to him again. "You'rdiotic!" He lifted her up so that their
faces were so close they almost touched. "Listandpyou ninny! |
know who you are! I'd know you if | were a... a @isand times
drunker than | am now. I'd know you if...if | welbéin'folded.. . an’
had to pick you from among a thousand girls!" Hekled at her with
a crooked, slightly hazy but tender smile. "I..olnthe sound of your
footstep... the curve of your cheek... the feglafr hair... that gurgle
in your laugh... an' | even know how that... stelggnuddled mind
of yours works. So don't start thinkin' you can mahke b'lieve you
wantto run off with that Claybridge fellow. Fine felig | grant you...
but not for you..."

Anne stared at him dumbfounded. Her throat was etiakith tears.
Could he really havemeantall that? Was he trying to tell her... Coulc
he possiblylove her? She couldn't bring herself to believe itvdts



the liquor he had drunk. He'd never spoken to ikerthis when he
was sober. She must go, before he weakened helvaesshe
struggled in his arms. "Jason, please... put mendasthe begged.

He merely shook his head and pressed his lipsreodgain. But this
time the kiss was gently urgent. It asked for, didt not demand, a
response. She closed her eyes. She felt as if &ogwy in her body
had begun to melt. And like her bones, her wilb, toecame limp. If
only she could remain like this forever. Oh, Jassite thought in
helpless confusion, | do love you so! But she cotltet herself
surrender to this feeling. It was all unreal—a &yt built on her
longing and Jason's drunkenness. She pushed adamstand

wrenched her head free. "Oh, God, Jason," she, Ctetdne go!"

At that moment, Arthur, who had been waiting ouwdsibr an
agonizing half-hour, stealthily opened the doorsee what was
keeping his betrothed. He was just in time to eampitiful cry. The
sight of his affianced bride struggling in the araisher enormous,
would-be seducer made him wild with fury. Ignoritige fact that
Lord Mainwaring was more than a head taller andagleal heavier
than he, he gave an animal cry of rage, loweretdasl and stormed
toward his target like a maddened bull.

On hearing Arthur's shout, the bemused Jason ezleAsne and
turned to see who had intruded. Before he couldpgrahat was
happening, Arthur hurtled, head first, into Jasomddle. Jason, the
breath knocked out of him," tottered backward, irigll heavily
against the suit of armor. With a terrible noise armor, Jason and
Arthur went crashing against the wall. The armarkler apart, its
pieces clattering loudly upon the stone floor, tiedmet hitting
Jason's forehead before bouncing off across thedal

Arthur, unhurt, managed to maintain his balancéddging on to the
wall. But Jason fell to the floor, where he layapled on his back,



unconscious, a great bloody gash just above hig age already
dripping its red fluitf down his cheek and onto floer.

Anne screamed in horror. Arthur, still clinging tiee wall, turned
slowly and stared, aghast, at the havoc he hacketeadArthur, what
have youdone?"Anne asked in a fearful whisper, her eyes on Jasc
pale face. "Do you think he...he's...?"

"Dead? No, of course not," Arthur said quickly. "etmldn'tbe...!"

Anne walked slowly to Jason, knelt at his side kashed over him,
"He's breathing!" she murmured in intense relief.

"Thank God," Arthur breathed fervently.

Anne sat down on the floor and gingerly lifted Jastead to her lap.
"We must do something to revive him..." she saiglaesly.

"Yes, but I'm afraid | don't know quite—"

"Il fetch some brandy,"” said a voice from behih@ stairs. They
turned quickly to see Coyne, followed by a numidghe household
staff, peering at them from the shadows. They waldn their

nightclothes, and a number carried candles. Andexnig, from the
top of the stairs, came other voices. "What's ganglown there?"
Peter inquired sleepily.

Lady Harriet, her nightcap askew and a light rdtsewn hastily over
her nightdress, came down the stairway holdingchadle aloft. At
the sight of the metal apparatus strewn all over hhllway, the
discarded baggage, Arthur's white face, Anne inageting cloak,
and Jason lying on the ground, his head in Anag@sahd his blood
trickling down his face, her candle began to trembOh, my God!"
she mumbled. "Oh, m&od\"



"It's all right, Mama, really,” Anne said, unconeingly. "Never
mind the brandy, Coyne. | think his lordship hagaily had enough
of that sort of thing."

Mr. Orkle pushed through the press of servantswaardhed firmly to
his employer's side. "Wot we needs is a basin ofweater, a sponge
an' some bandages, | says," he remarked calmly.

"Yes, right away, Mr. Orkle,” said Coyne, shakingnkelf into
activity. "Hop to it, George," he said to one of flootmen. "The rest
of you, off to bed now. This is none of your busineAnd don't let
me hear any gossiping, mind!"

Lady Harriet and Peter came down the stairs. "Gbedvens,
Claybridge," Peter demanded, "did you and Jasoer hawill? And
what's all this stuff strewn about? Armor?"

Before Arthur could answer, Jason stirred and ogpeme eyes.
Anne's face swam mistily into his view. "Y' cani,'ghe muttered.

"No, no, of course not,” she said and smiled downhin
comfortingly.

"I m-must remain c-calm..." Lady Harriet whispergdmulously,
bending over the fallen warrior.

"l say, Jason, is this your armor? What did youttrydo?Joust?"
Peter asked, amused.

Jason painfully turned his head and squinted imliteztion of Peter's
voice. "M' armor! Is't ruined?"

Peter began to gather up the pieces. "Dented kiidgine, but we'll
be able to fix it," he announced cheerfully.



"l don't know how you can worry about armor witlsda lying there
wounded' Harriet said querulously.

"Not... wounded," Jason assured her thickly. "dumt... disguised..."
"But you'rebleedind" Harriet informed him.

"Oft?" Jason queried foggily. "Tha's nice." With sigh of
contentment he turned his head back to Anne, sedggimfortably
in her lap and went promptly to sleep.

So deep was his sleep that even Orkle's ministratio his forehead
did not rouse him. Once the wound was cleaned anddged, Peter
and Orkle shook him and dragged him to his feebmi€ on, old
man," Peter said, struggling mightily to rouse dasoough to gain
his assistance, "let's get you off to bed."

Jason, now on his feet, leaned heavily on Petaerts @rkle's
shoulders and looked around dizzily. "Anne?"

She had risen and gone to put a consoling arm diesgtepmother's
shaking shoulders. "Yes, my lord?" she asked.

He blinked at her whoozily. "You're not...goin' awa?"
She lowered her eyes. "Not... tonight, my lord. Gaght."

Coyne took a branch of candles and started upténes svith Jason
and his assistants following. They had not gonéwagl up when
there was a knock at the door. Coyne looked araum@ainazement.
"Now, who—?"

"Go on up with his lordship, Coyne," Anne orderddl see to the
door."



"At this houf?" Lady Harriet cried fearfully. "Yowill not go to the
door! Who knows what sort of person may be standmge! Go
ahead, Coyne. I'll take the candles."

Coyne hurried down, handed the candles to Ladyiétaand hurried
to the door, but no one else moved. He openedrack.

"l beg your pardon, Coyne," said a female voicediy "for waking
you at this shockingly late hour... but | saw.attls, | must see Miss
Hartley at once!"

" Cherry?" Anne cried in astonishment. "Is that you?"

Coyne opened the door and Cherry hurried in. Shgpsd abruptly
as her eyes took in the confusion in the hallw@h!" she gasped in
confusion. "l thought...I| mean...the whdlamily..? Has something
gone wrong?"

Anne burst into a peal of laughter. "Yes, | thirduycould safely say
that," she agreed. "l camhaginewhat brings you here at this hour
Cherry, but—"

"l have to talk to you, Anne. Itshost urgent Cherry said."It must
be, if you've come out alone in the middle of tight Arthur, please
take Cherry into the sitting room. I'll join you thoas soon as I've
helped Mama to bed."

"If you think you can shunt me off like this, youlagly," Harriet said
with asperity, "you've much mistaken the matter."

"Come now, Mama, you're not being reasonable,” Asaie gently,
taking her stepmother's arm and urging her towsedtairs. "You've
been quite shaken by all this, you know. If youd@vn and regain
your calm, you'll be much more the thing by mornifmgen, when
your breathing is regular and your mind compos#dtell you all
about what has happened here tonight."



"Very well, if you promise.." Harriet agreed reluctantly, and she
turned and permitted Anne to lead her up the stairs

While Jason and Harriet were being assisted inth Bethur, pale
and shaken, faced Cherry in the sitting room wafslcuriosity than
relief. "I'm so glad to see you," he said to hehptacally. "This has
been the moddisastrousnight. | don't think | can bring myself to go
through it again.”

"But that's why I'm here, my dear," Cherry saidexbg "Perhaps you
won't haveto."

"Why not?" Arthur asked, his curiosity piqued adtla

"l received a note from Anne tonight. Arthur, yoene right about
her, and | was wrong. | now am convinced that siesdotlove you
as she ought." Cherry lifted her head with newfoaadrage. "I've
decided that | won'permit her to run off with you and make you
miserable!"

"Cherry!" Arthur said, awed, and he gathered h&r ms arms.

By the time Anne reappeared, Arthur and Cherry gegded side by
side on the sofa, fully prepared to explain to Atime state of their
feelings. "You must be wondering, my dear," Chdyegan, "why

I've come at this late hour."

"Yes, it is a bit strange,"” Anne said, "but it's not importatv.
There's something | must—"

"It isimportant, Anne. Please let me explain. I'd b@esee the play
at Covent Garden tonight with Captain Wr—" She gavtur a

quick, surreptitious glance. "Well, that part's mmportant, but |

arrived home quite late and found your note. Redlyne, | must
implore you not to go through with the elopemeselifeg as you do. |
hope you don't mind my saying this in front of Anthbut—"



"But, Cherry, that's exactly what | wanted to sagthur, I've been
thinking about this very thing. | can't go with yom Shropshire. |
would be terribly unhappy in your sort of life, amol matter how hard
I'd try, it would not fool a man as sensitive asiyn the end, you
would be unhappy, too. The three of us have ahbagn such good
friends that | know you won't mind my saying thebéengs so
openly... but Arthur, I'm not the girl for you. Ya@ue so trulygood!
You need a girl like...lik&€herry!"

"But, Anng" Arthur interrupted in astonishment, "that's jugbat
We_ll

Cherry hastily placed a restraining hand on Artharm. "Anne, my
dear,” she said with a nervous giggle, "this is tie time for
matchmaking."

"Yes, you're right. Let's leave it at that. Arthyou will see Cherry
home, won't you?"

"Of course," he said, giving Cherry an appreciatermile. He'd

understood at once what Cherry had done. In hegp,destinctive

understanding of other people's feelings, she katized that the
kindest way out of the situation was to permit Artnemake the
match between them. His heart filled with pridéhar. She was the
perfect mate for a man in holy orders.

Cherry rose, gave Anne a quick embrace, and lefrdom. Anne
looked at Arthur diffidently. "I hope you find iggsible to forgive me
someday, Arthur dear. But | know this is for thetde

Arthur nodded wordlessly and lifted her hand to lips. Then he
walked quickly from the room. Cherry stood at tled waiting. But
he would not take her home. He gave her a quesgoloiok. She
nodded imperceptibly and, hand-in-hand, they warittbe door.
Who would have believed, Arthur thought wonderinglyat this



nightmare of an evening would end with his taking heloved
Cherry to Gretna Green?



Twenty-Two

EVERYONE SLEPT a little late in the Mainwaring hetsld the

following morning, but by ten most of the inhabtsnvere up and
about. Peter had already had his breakfast anattas studies in the
library as if nothing untoward had occurred. Ladyritiet had sent for
her abigail and was trying, with the girl's assis® to apply a
soothing cucumber lotion to her ravaged complexidnne was

sitting despondently over her coffee in the brestkfaom, wondering
what she was to do with her now-directionless Iad Jason was
awake but unable to lift his throbbing, aching h&adh the pillow.

Coyne came into the breakfast room (his usual,dstolanner
unaffected by the activities of the previous nigtat)inform Miss
Anne that Miss Alexandra de Guis had come to Aalhe told him to
send her in. Lexie's brisk entrance, in her regjgan velvet riding
costume, was so exuberantly cheerful that it seemesproach to
Anne's depressed spirits. "Where is your abominetlsin?" Lexie
demanded without preamble. "He had fixed to ridéhwne this
morning."

"I'm afraid Jason has met with an accident," Araié her.

"An accident"!" Lexie turned quite pale. "What happened? Has
been badly hurt?"

"No, no," Anne hastened to assure her. "He...fell. against a suit of
armor and received a cut on his head. His manrtelshat he's quite
all right this morning and is suffering more froheteffects of having
imbibed too deeply last night than from his injtry.

"Oh, thank goodness!" Lexie sighed in relief ant dawn at the
table. "May | have some tea? | need something naste to recover
from the shock."



Anne poured the tea. "I'm sorry you had to missryaie. If | had
known, | would have sent a message to you."

"Don't trouble your mind aboubat. But, Anne, would it be very
shocking—and detrimental to my reputation—if | wert to see
Jason? I'd like to see for myself the extent ofilysry, instead of
having to imagine things. My imagination can paiaty gruesome
pictures sometimes."

"Yes, | know just what you mean." Anne rose andtwerthe door.
"Let me ask Mr. Orkle if Jason is in any condittorhave company.”

If Anne secretly hoped that Jason would instrudl®©to send Lexie
away, she was doomed to disappointment. Orkle lbrowgrd that
"Is lordship'd be delighted," and Lexie ran eagenb the stairs. It
was more than an hour later when she came dowm.agane
discovered her standing in front of the hall miyroear the door,
adjusting her very fetching riding hat.

"Are you leaving, Lexie?" she asked.

"Yes, | may as well," Lexie said with a frown. Stuened from the
mirror, and her eye fell on the suit of armor yhibad been
reassembled and stood on silent guard in a cofriee dallway. "So
that'sthe armor Jason's been babbling of. He's as detigis a child
with it. The fellow swears he's taking it back tmérica with him."

"Yes, | heard him say so—»but | don't take it seslgpi Anne said.

Lexie studied Anne carefully. "Didn't he tell yoe Iplans to leave
within the month?"

Anne was startled. "No... he didn't. I... do yoinkhhe meangt?"

"Oh, he means it, all right. And 1, for one, anedtt chagrined."



"Are you, Lexie?" Anne asked wonderingly. "I thotigh

There was an awkward pause. Lexie raised a quizeiebrow.
"Don't be afraid to speak your mind to me, my d&dhatdid you
think? That | wouldn'mindJason's leaving?"

"No, not that. | hadn't thought of his leaving dt hwas sure that,
now that he is ensconced in the Prince's circleydmefixed here. But
if he isserious..."

"I'm sure he is."
"Then... | thought... that you might gath him."

Lexie smiled bitterly. "I1? I'd have been delightedyo, my dear. But
you see, | wasn't asked."

"Oh," Anne said, suddenly feeling breathless.

"Did you think he would ask me?" Lexie inquiredamy amusement.
"You quite amaze me, Anne. Have you lived with than in the
same house for all these weeks and learned sodltbut him?"

Anne stared at her. "What do you mean?" she askeshfusion. But
before Lexie could frame a reply, there was a kraidke door. Anne
turned, irritated at having to interrupt this famting conversation,
and went to open the door. Captain Wray stood enthineshold.
"Good morning, Miss Hartley. Forgive this intrusisa early in the
day, but I've just come from the Laverstokes. | peazmised to take
Miss Charity riding this morning, but | found thetiee household at
sixes and sevens! It seems that Cherry has ruo @Gfetna Green!"

"Good heavens!" Anne gasped.

"Don't keep the Captain standing on the doorstemeA’ Lexie said
smoothly. "Ask the gentleman in."



"Yes, of course,” Anne murmured, trying to colléar wits. "Do
come in, Captain Wray."

The Captain stepped inside and made a brief bokexee. "Good
day, Miss de Guis," he said with stiff politeness.

"How do you do, Captain Wray," Lexie said in wickachusement,
extending her hand to be kissed. "It has beeerglong time, has it
not?" she asked, fluttering her eyelashes at hiytyco

But Anne took no notice of the byplay. "Did you shat Cherry had
run offt When? And how did the Laverstokes learn of it?"

Captain Wray tore his eyes from the magnificentieeand turned
back to Anne. "Last night, it seems. Her motheenresd a message
from Cherry this morning. | thought you might bdeako tell me
something more about it."

Anne smiled slowly. "The little sly-boots! It didriake her very long
to act on my suggestion. Thank you for bringing thews to me,
Captain. | couldn't be more delighted!"

"But why?" the Captain asked in confusion. "Do ymow who it is
she's run offwith? It couldn't be that stuttering fool who kep
following her about, could it?"

"l believe, Captain, that our Cherry has gone ofimarry Arthur
Claybridge."

The Captain gaped. "WhavdurArthur Claybridge?"

Lexie gave a merry laugh. "l felicitate you, AniYeau seem 4© have
solvedoneof your problems very neatly."



"l have no idea what you mean," Anne said with digiut coloring
nevertheless. "The fact that Cherry and Arthur tbtimt they suit
each other beautifully has nothing whatever to ¢b me."

"l don't understand any of this," Captain Wray,lakoed.

"Don't let it trouble you, my dear," Lexie saidgyvbring him with a
brilliant smile and taking his arm.

"Walk with me to the stables, and | shall explaiali to you."
"I'd be delighted," Captain Wray said eagerly.

"Good day, Anne," Lexie said suavely. "I hope yoet me know
when you solve youother problem." With a quick wink for Anne,
she turned her attention to her new prey, andngitim a honeyed
smile, she swept him out the door.

Anne had no time to mull over Lexie's words, for. Drkle came
down the stairs to tell her that Jason was askingédr. With a racing
pulse and a chest constricted with acute and almobtarable
tension, she tapped on the door of his room. "Cioiidne croaked.

She opened the door timidly and peeped in. The wasshadowed,
for the drapes had not been opened, but she ceeldason sitting up
in bed, propped up by a number of pillows. He washaven,

unkempt and pale. A large bandage was tied atgle aner his right

temple and around his head, and his right eye Veak land swollen.

His left eye was bloodshot, and his expressionquhiin short, he

looked terrible. "Well, don't stand there startre like a frightened

kitten," he growled. "Come in."

She stepped in and shut the door behind her. Tinedsmade him
wince. "Are you all right?" she asked in concern.



"I'm as far from 'all right' as it is possible te,bma'am," he respondec
sourly. "My head seems to contain all manner oea@nd pains, and
any little noise makes things worse."

"Yes, | know. Mr. Orkle explained to me that it tise result of
over-indulgence in drink and will soon pass off."

"Mr. Orkle talks a great deal too much, but he'stequight. In
America, this affliction is called a'hangover.' Butill admit to you,
ma'am, that as hangovers go, this one is a jimydadnowever, let's
not talk about it. Sit down, please. | sent for Y&cause | believe we
have some business to discuss which was left on@n flast
night."She took the chair beside his bed. "I wat aware of any
leftover business," she said demurely.

'‘Oh, weren'tyou now!" he said sarcastically. "Listen herel,dlve
donewith humorin' you. I've followed all your rulesvé been so
restrained and polite I've hardly recognized myg#tid all | got for
my pains was the sight of you creepin' off to whdttdrearisome
Claybridge fellow."

"Arthur is not drearisome!" Anne said, outraged. "He's the fine:
kindest, best-natured man in the world."

"Oh, he is, is he? Then why didn't you run off whiim after all?"

"Because..." she confessed, lowering her eyes tddeds, "... he
preferred to run off with Cherry instead."

Jason cocked his good eye at her. 'thid? Well, well!" His lips
twitched in a very slight smile. "The fellow hasmaense that | gave
him credit for."

Anne got to her feet haughtily. "If that's a slur e, Jason
Hughes—!" she sputtered.



"Oh, sit down," he commanded, "and don't raise ymice like that,
girl." He raised a shaky hand to his forehead. "atver my head!"

She sat down again. "I'mglad your head aches,” she declare
maliciously. "Youdeservat. And | would be obliged, your lordship,
if you'd get to the point. What is this businessl yash to discuss
with me?"

He gave her a one-sided grin. "I know how your mivatks, you
know. You think | called you here to apologize foy behavior last
night."

"I dop't think anything of the kind! You are not aargh of a
gentleman for that.”

"For once you're right. | have no intention of aygpking."

"An apology is not at all necessary, my lord," Arsad with icy
dignity. "I realize that you were not yourself."

"Oh, no, girl, you're quite wrong there. That ex@uson't wash. | was
nevermoremyself than | was last night, and you know it."

"I don't know any such thing. You woulgtverhave behaved so... sC
disreputably if you'd been sober."

"Maybe not, but only because of cowardice. Drinkdmane brave,"
he admitted.

“In England we call it ‘pot-valiant.' It is not aigity to give one
pride."

"I'm not takin' any pride in it. Only explaining to you that my
behavior was simple honesty.vino Veritas."



"What nonsense," she insisted stubbornly. "I doelieve you even
remembeanything that passed between us last night!"

"Don't bet on it, girl. Would you like me to repeatr conversation to
you verbatin® | can even do it witgestures !"

She colored to the roots of her hair. "That woa'nlecessary, thank
you," she said coldly, rising from her chair. "tyll excuse me now,
| think I've had enough of this conversation."”

"No," he said, reaching out and grasping her wiétase stay. We
haven't yet discussed our business."

"What is it you want to discuss?" she asked uninglgl.
"Sit down, here on the bed where | can see yoebett

Reluctantly, her wrist still held in his iron griphe sat down on the
bed facing him. "Now, then, what is it?"

"l only want to know when you think you'll be reatdyleave."
"Leave? Leave for where?"

"For America, of course."

"Jason, what sort of joke is this?"

"You know it's no joke. | imagine you'll want us e marriechere,
with the family and half of London present. | damind waiting for
that. How much time do you think you'll need fortakat before we
set sail?"

Furiously, she tried to pry her wrist from his gras



" Will you let me go?" she raged. "l can see now thatgolbe quite
as obnoxious when you're sober as when you're drunk

He lifted his free hand to his forehead dramatjcalMy head!" he
moaned, leaning back against the pillows and oipgirs eyes.
"You're frettin' my head."

"And you're frettingminé Let go!"

He opened his good eye. "Does this meanwouo'tmarry me?" he
asked innocently.

She stopped her struggle to free her wrist andedtaHe was
watching her from his one good eye with a ratheryidio
apprehension, as if his confidence had suddenlgmused. His poor,
bruised face looked so young and vulnerable that dmger
disappeared. "Oh, Jasaeally!" she said with a reluctant laugh. "Is
this the way you propose marriage to a girl?"

His face immediately brightened. "I thought I'd posed last night,
he said promptly.

"You weredrunklast night!" she exclaimed in disgust.

He grinned. "Not so drunk as you think." He liftacs hand and
brushed her cheek with the back of it. "My lovalgié fool! Don't
you know that I've loved you from the first?"

"Oh, Jason" she sighed tremulously and cast herself agdiist
chest.

He enveloped her in his arms with a small sighooftentment. "You
haven't told me, my love," he said against her, lidiat you—how is
it they phrase the question in your English novelgfat you return
my very fluttering sentiments."



Hiding her face in his chest, she said shyly, "Ivéoy much return
your very flattering sentiments."

"Enough to come with me to America?" he persisted.

She looked up at him, her smile fading. "Must weJgson? Are you
sure you cannot like it here?"

"l like it here very much. But I'm an American, mgar. Through and
through. There's a war coming, I'm afraid, and mag@ is at home."

She pulled herself away from him and sat up thdutit "But...
what about Mama? And Peter?"

"They will be fine. Lady Harriet will be perfectiyontent to remain
just as she is. And Peter will make a distinguishddcount
Mainwaring when he comes of age."

"You seem to have thought of everything. Do yoakHiwill make a
distinguished Mrs. Hughes in a—what sort of abdul sve live in
in America? The only habitation I've ever heard yoention is a
blanket under the sky."

"I think | may be able to find us a roof to setileder. And you shall
make a very distinguished Mrs. Hughes. Believe itai, before long
you'll be more American than I."

"Shall 1, Jason? Are you sure | shall be suital®e? | capable of
adjusting to... to... ?"

"...to such uncivilized customs as we have in thielekness?" he
teased. "Don't worry your head on that score, ltoreyou'll have me

at your side to protect you from the wild animaigl aavage men who
come your way. Besides, I've always felt that y@@rcourageous
little chit. Doesn't your spirited nature tell ythat you'll enjoy the

challenge?"



She smiled at him shyly. "Yes, it does. | think.shall enjoy it
enormously..."

He seemed to catch his breath. "Are yeally sayin' that—?"
"I'm saying that | shall be most happy to go to Aiceewith you."

They smiled at each other for a long while. "Do yomk," he asked
at last, "that to celebrate this occasion, love, gould bring yourself
to lean over and kiss me?" His good eye twinkledchmevously.
"Very gingerly, of courseVerygingerly. Remember my head."

Lady Harriet emerged from her bedroom and seartimedigh the
house for her stepdaughter. She wasconsumed wilhsity about
the activities of the night before and could wait longer for the
answers. But Anne was nowhere to be found. Coyrseswe that she
had not gone out, but the girl was certainly noh@&n bedroom, the
drawing room or anywhere else Harriet could thifkFanally, Mr.
Orkle, being asked if he'd noticed her anywhemmar&ed that she'd
last been seen going in to visit with his lordshijady Harriet
promptly made for Jason's room.

When her light tap on his door was not answered, stnsibly
assumed that Jason was asleep and turned away.velowa

motherly concern for the condition of his wounde starned back to
take a peep at him. She opened the door and lank&te room was
dimly lit, but there on the bed she could see gpitenly that her
stepdaughter and her nephew were locked in a véogec
not-at-all-gingerly embrace.

With great presence of mind, she stifled the gtgdahich rose in her
throat and backed hastily out of the room. Sheetldbe door with
silent care. "Oh, my!" she breathed delightedlyh,'"@y" She had an
overwhelming desire to do a jig, right there in dogridor. "I must



remain c—" she began to say automatically, but gtepped herself.
"Botherwith staying calm!" she crowed in gleeful abandand in
complete disregard of its deleterious effect ondneathing, she went
skipping down the hall to break the news to Peter.



