


THE ONLY CHARITY
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The great love of Christy Tavener's life was Fdienthe gracious
country house which was her family home. But wdutd crotchety
but loveable grandfather, last of the Tavenersidaato her in his
will? Or did he disapprove too strongly of her modevays and
refusal to settle down and produce heirs to follom?

Christy realized that she ought to marry, if ordysafeguard herself
against Sir Harry's nurse, who seemed quiet andigesnough but
who, Christy was sure, would not object to marryirey patient and
becoming mistress of Fairmile herself.

A lean, dark stranger was willing to help, butves something of an
enigma -- and an infuriating enigma, too. Whereldiccome from --
and why did be bear that name?



CHAPTER ONE

SHE sat with her tall, barely touched glass of lembangly outside
the little inn, frowning at the gently foaming watehich lapped
against the sea-wall and thinking of that final recewith her
grandfather. The sunlight and the cries of thesguire a familiar
pattern to the mornings, as was the friendly risé fall of voices
from the tap-room. No one ever bothered her, fey thll knew her;
the fishermen gave her a passing salutation andetsoes a
yachtsman, new to those parts, would cast a sge@iéye upon her,
to be gently called to order by the landlord; hwias not very often
that she came to the inn, except to inquire aboatsfor hire or, as
now, to sort out a. problem and while away an idiar.

'Idle hours!" the old man had stormed, when shethedl to explain
the urge which had made her rent a cottage inrémste Cornish
village in order to paint, even though she knew Ishe little talent.
'‘What do you want with idle hours at your age, rm2gyou should
marry and settle down.’

‘Not that old chestnut all over again,' she had,4afing to make fun
of it. 'When | marry, the man will be of my choicet yours, Gramp.
Besides, how do you know my affections aren't alyeengaged?'

The tilt of disdain to her absurd nose was bothlfanand endearing
to him. Just so had her mother looked when defiging before they
had finally quarrelled.

‘The first young blackguard who'll snap you upyfour expectations?
Oh no, Christy. Your mother made that mistake dver second
marriage. I'll not have my granddaughter doing saene. You'l

marry the man I've chosen and make the best of it.’

'‘Really!" she exclaimed, exasperated. 'You're ngplkin absolute
thing about this—advertising all over the place for réantamily



connections and finding only one eligible in theldsi of
Northumberland or somewhere. How do you know h# married
already?'

'I've checked.'

'‘Darling, youare absurd!" He was not to be taken seriously, of seur
but this particular foible was becoming a littlatating. 'You've no
reason to suppose a perfect stranger would bexgiih dance to your
piping, even if | would.'

'Folks will do most things for money, and you'rd adbad-looking
wench," he replied with a grin.

‘Well, I wouldn't. I don't want your money. I'vetggome of my own,’
she retorted, as she often had before.

‘But you want Fairmile, don't you?' he replied vwgéntle slyness, and
her narrow face set in the stubborn lines with Wwiie was becoming
familiar.

'Fairmile is my inheritance," she said proudlyn'the last of the
Taveners, after all. Even though I'm the wrong s surely
wouldn't leave the place to strangers?'

'l leave my property where | choose,’ he snappmayoying her
discomfiture. 'But we might strike a bargain, yowd. You wouldn't
want the place to go to strangers, would you, now?'

He had, as usual, put an unerring finger on her weakness.
Fairmile ... that gracious house which she had knaw a child but
which in adolescence her mother had cheated heofout calling

home .... How cruel the old man was to dangle itaastb satisfy his
own selfish desires. The place should, as her,ragimhe to her.



Then she looked at him and, as so often beforene@towards him.
He was no more selfish than other rich men whodordck the whip
at will, merely stubborn and quite unable to untéerd why he
should not get his own way; in that, she suppogbdy had
something in common.

'You can't,’ she said, the thought uppermost innied, ‘blame me
for inheriting your pigheadedness, Gramp. I'll oty more than my
mother did, regulate my life to suit you. We've testrangers too
long and this isn't an age any more where a seitatanged
marriage cuts any ice—besides, you know nothinguabw. | may
already be committed.’

‘Strangers, yes,' he said, and sighed deeply, ignéme hint which
she had thrown out. "Your mother took you from breéging you up
in foreign places, away from your birthright, artdfng you with
independent notions quite unsuitable to a female.’

'‘My mother took me away because you wouldn't acteptnew
husband, as you well know," she told him coollyhe'Stoo, had
inherited some of your pigheadedness. It wasnil tinety were both
killed in that plane crash that you thought of igpettin touch. If I'd
been a boy you would have been clamouring for mg &go.'

He glanced at her shyly under his shaggy brows.v&isenot built
like the women he had admired in his youth, butdwdd appreciate
the slender lines of her young body, despite thd&dus modern
disguise known as jeans and the accompanying @ohyshe was
flaxen-fair, like her mother, with the same sunpigsy black

eyebrows and, if shecould not lay claim to the saeeuty, she still
had the Tavener hallmark and a quality which migbthaps, prove
more dangerous than mere beauty. She had, debpitequarrels,
become very dear to him, and only rarely did heiatbrhimself that
they were indeed strangers and he knew little thing of her private
life. Well, she could be coerced, like all the othe



'‘Ah, Christy, youth can be very cruel. What hatellve for now?' he
said, looking, for a moment, the picture of defdatdéd age. His
granddaughter turned to look at him, her eyes swoiteas they took
in afresh the familiar wheelchair, the slumped fegwhich had once
been strong and massive, the bearded face, stlyribut creased
and puckered with sickness, or it could have been-mdulgence in
his youth.

'‘Gramp ..." she said softly, stretching her narawds towards him in
a small gesture of an unconscious charm, thenalnght the unholy
glint in the eyes which were still so bright andigidul, and stamped
her foot at him.

‘You're an absolute old fraud!" she cried. '"Youldug be ashamed of
yourself, trying to get round me with phoney patibgou think I'll
agree to marry this wretched kinsman of ours jestlise you like to
believe you're helpless and must be humoured yibhene picked the
wrong girl. I'll not marry a man I've never seemn you or anybody
else. Why should 1?'

‘But you might for Fairmile, eh?’

'‘Not even for Fairmile,' she said, but she turretbat unconsciously
to the window to gaze across those pleasant aorédse stately mile
of chestnut-lined avenue which gave the place @&me) to the
glancing evening sunlight of an English summer'ys deeaking

through the trees, and knew again that strangalgsfor this place
she had known long, long ago in childhood, and bkadrcely
remembered. She had enjoyed to the full her unctioreal

upbringing, the freedom and perpetual change @idardomiciles,
but Fairmile had always been home, the place wheeday she
would lay her bones, even though it should onlyirb¢he family

vault.



Sir Harry Tavener watched her for a time in silerfSemetimes he
knew instinctively that words unspoken would selm® ends best,
but this was not one of them.

'I'd advise you not to dally too long, my girl,’ baid with a chuckle.
'‘Brown has a mind to marry me, crippled though | and | might
oblige her yet. You wouldn't like my nurse-companmueening it
here after I'm gone, would you?'

She swung round from the window, the long faird&thair flying out
behind her.

'‘Brown!" she exclaimed incredulously. 'You must d#eeaming,
Gramp! Brown's a nice, quiet, negative little thmigo probably gave
up thinking of marriage long ago.' , 'And that'® timsufferable
conceit of youth," he said with a certain grim gmpent. 'What do you
know of Brown and her kind, Miss Disdain? Has shelreams and
ambitions because she's turned thirty and keefpeibackground?'

'I—I didn't mean to be disparaging,' Christy reglisounding a little
bewildered. 'It's just that I've never thought odbBn like that. She's
been a wonderful nurse and companion for you ahdple you'll
reward her suitably in your will, but | think yoe'flattering yourself
a little if you imagine she's setting her cap at.yo

'l don't flatter myself, m'dear,' he retorted drylynave plenty to offer
in the way of this world's goods, and it wouldrétthe first time an
elderly patient married his nurse.'

‘You're just trying to rile me into getting your owvay. You wouldn't
marry Brown and leave no descendants to inhernitla.'

‘What do you know about such things? I'm not induotage yet and
my legs will carry me when | choose.'



‘Then why don't you choose more often, instead aking people
push you about all over the place in a chair?' relt@liated with
childish rudeness, and at once they became plung@dne of their
violent quarrels.

As so often happened the subject that had spatednatter off
became lost or forgotten, so that when Rose Brammecquietly into
the room wheeling the trolley which bore the prengir drinks,
Christy felt no embarrassment or, indeed, any siiio She was
merely relieved that the rather disgraceful sh@atmatch should be
broken up.

'For heaven's sake, do your stuff and soothe tregeebeast,' he said,
lighting a cigarette and perching oil the windovatséo gaze out
again on the evening light.

‘Now, Sir Harry, you really shouldn't get so exdjtdrown said, her
voice cool and slightly amused as she began tamaixirinks.

'‘Excited—I'm nothing of the sort!" Sir Harry hitdda 'It's this girl
here you should take to task, if you want me cahyigood woman.
She does my blood pressure no good—no good at all.'

'| dare say she had provocation,' Brown said witaist smile, and
Christy turned to throw her an answering smile.

Dear Brown, she thought, how cool, how impartiadwhutterly
ridiculous of Gramp to trail her as such a blatadtherring.

'‘He's back on tie old long-playing record,’ shel sightly. 'Can't you
make him understand, Brown, that in these days gmn't married
off high-handedly without due reference to théies and dislikes?'

'Stuff and nonsense! Who's trying to force you iattything, you
addle-pated creature?' muttered Sir Harry; but Bss/n, ignoring
the interruption, said gravely:



'‘Perhaps you should think further than the pres€htjsty. With
youth, and a little money, life can be very swéeit, there comes a
time—but perhaps for you it won't.'

Christy stared at her, seeing her for possiblyitsetime as a woman
with dreams and a private life of her own. Onertitl she supposed
uncomfortably, give enough thought to people in'r@mploy.
Brown had been Brown, cool and efficient, appeanmagative,
perhaps, because she was disciplined. She wdsdikeame, Christy
thought, a study in sepia with muted, if few, hights, but the large
brown eyes were full and clear, the soft brown lbamstrained to a
neatness which denied its natural wave, and thd toes of her tall
figure were suitably subdued by the stiff, famileeralls she wore.

‘Why don't you loosen up, Brownie?' Christy askedaoisly.
‘Loosen up?’

‘Get rid of the overalls and prim hair-do. I'm sumg grandfather
would much prefer to have something frivolous adhuwouldn't
you, Gramp?'

Sir Harry's bushy eyebrows lifted in innocent sigg@rbut his keen
old eyes were twinkling as they travelled from granddaughter to
his nurse.

‘What's this?' he asked with sudden mildness. 'Athange of

feminine advice? Brown's all right as she is. Adskeshe doesn't
screw her hair up into a ridiculous pony- tail cgaw the pants that
would only have been seen on a navvy in my youryg da

'I'm a little old for jeans and pony-tails, Sir gl Brown said
demurely, but there was a fleeting quirk to tipslthat made Christy
think uncomfortably that she might be laughinghenb both.



'Rubbish!" she said a little impatiently. "You magt be the type for
jeans, Brown, but I've seen you on your days ownwou become
human and feminine and definitely attractive.'

‘But that hasn't really occurred to you until ndnas it?' Brown said
gently, and Christy frowned, and fell silent.

No, she acknowledged uneasily to herself, it hadeally occurred
to her. Her own visits to Fairmile in the past ydeaad been
intermittent and of brief duration, and she hadnbéeo busy
charming or quarrelling with her grandfather to éavore than a
passing interest in his nurse. It was odd thatsttoaild remember
now the way Brown had looked with her hair loose e unfamiliar
femininity of a swirling skirt or a bright touch &pstick.

‘Do we take you for granted?' she asked a littlmibly, and was
aware that the lashes which suddenly veiled theamireyes were
long and silky and somehow secretive.

‘You take me as you should, Christy—as a piec@of packground,’
Brown replied tranquilly. 'Are you ready for anotlagink?'

Christy accepted the glass of sherry but leftmiadt untouched on
the window-seat beside her and gazed moodily atheugracious,
but shabby, room, aware that to Brown's thirty-gedrs, her own
untried twenty, combined with independence and acessity to
work, must seem something of a small affront. luldoappear an
unfair distribution of this world's blessings, shieought, and
wondered whether she should be enjoying her freestbomuch. She
could, she knew, make a permanent home with hedfather, but
she was restless and wanted to find her feet beiettng down,

whether it should be to marriage or the dutifuligdions of a

granddaughter awaiting her inheritance; besideshylthere was no
guarantee, for all his affection, that Sir Harryubmake his will in

her favour should she not indulge whatever whinmtight have at



the moment, and for the present his whim appearduktthe very
irksome one of marrying her off to some remote kias neither of
them knew.

‘Well?' he suddenly barked, making her jump. "Y®@uot going to
grace my table in those outrageous garments, ar@ itts a bare
half-hour to dinner-time.'

She got to her feet, ruffled his thick shock of tghhair with
affectionate impertinence as she passed his amdsad impulsively
to Brown:

‘Come with me and help me change. We can havdishgnatter.'

The nurse looked surprised, but glancing inquigirefl her patient,
found him grinning with faint malice.

'‘Go on,' he jeered. 'You might as well add ladyesdto your other
duties. My granddaughter, as you can judge forsatrinherits her
share of the Tavener exigence. Put the trolleyyatlnow so that |
can help myself in your absence."

‘Speak for yourself," Christy retorted, making eefat him.I' don't
want to make use of Brownie. | simply want her camp’

They went up the wide staircase together, Christsisd lingering
lovingly on the polished rail.

'It's a beautiful staircase, isn't it?' she samljging to admire the
smooth marble steps, the delicate scrolling of wWreught-iron
balustrade.

'Yes, beautiful,” Brown replied a little shortlut Fair- mile is a
beautiful house, run to seed.'

Christy tucked a hand through the nurse's arm.



'Run to seed? Yes, | suppose so. Brownie—you didalty think |
just wanted you to do lady's maid, did you? It yuss Gramp's rather
crude idea of a joke, you know,' she said, andghbshe felt the
other woman withdraw a little, but when she spo&evoice was as
tranquil as usual.

'l ought to know my patient by now," she answe'iggat you shouldn't
excite him too much, Christy. He may enjoy thesangies and
arguments, but they aren't good for him.’

'l know he's practically lost the use of his lelgotigh arthritis, and
his blood pressure's high, his arteries hardenisgimething, but he's
strong as an ox, | should think."' Christy's voiaeswtill light, but the
nurse spoke more gravely.

'You haven't much medical knowledge, my dear. lderhis none too
sound,' she said, and Christy remembered her grtraifsaying not
so long ago: 'Youth can be very cruel... what Hawedive for now?'

'‘What are you trying to tell me?' she asked innalaGramp loves to
pull out the tremolo stop if he thinks he can grirnd you. There's
nothing in it, surely?'

They had turned the corner of the long gallery Wwhexl off from the
staircase, and Christy had stopped dead. The ls@eseed suddenly
very quiet, very aloof; too big for one old man wina@ht be nearing
the end of his time, toobig and too empty to weleothe next
generation unless there was promise of othersrteeco

‘You frighten me, Brownie," Christy said, and indesghe looked
frightened, dwelling for a brief instant on a susged measure of
time.

Brown's voice came, cool and prosaic.



'l don't mean to frighten you, my dear, but one infase possible
contingencies. I'm only trying to warn you not tovart him too
obviously.'

‘You mean | ought to agree to this ridiculous notxd marrying me
off to some seedy connection simply because hestibarname of
Tavener?'

'Oh well, as to that | wouldn't know, but it does harm to
compromise, does it? These moods pass. Come aoymut room
and get out of those jeans or we'll be late fondmand that won't be
S0 popular.’

They went into Christy's room, its faded tapestaesl mellowed
furniture bathed in the late sunlight which floodadrom the west
window. Christy rummaged in the great armoire wisenved as a
wardrobe, flinging garments on to the bed.

'‘What shall | wear?' she asked. 'What do you thiid like?'

‘The white crepe. It's so feminine and virginal amgophisticated,’
Brown replied, and Christy thought she detectediragtercurrent of
mockery in her reply.

‘That's all you know, she replied a little shartlyit isn't
unsophisticated at all—just clever.'

'‘But then,' said Brown, with smiling apology, 'l wdn't know ~bout
the sort of clothes you can afford. The dressgasins to me a simple
little thing.'

‘Brown—what did you mean when you said it did nanhao
compromise?' Christy asked, beginning to brustheutair.

'‘What | said, | suppose. You could humour the ohrnstead of
opposing him—Get changed, for heaven's sake!



Obediently the girl put down her brush and stagexdmbling into
fresh underclothes, tearing shoulder straps inHaste, swearing
mildly and rather absurdly, with a mischievous egdhe nurse for a
possible reaction.

'It doesn't occur to either of you, | suppose, thgtaffections might
already be engaged?' she said casually.

Brown looked faintly amused.

‘Naturally it's occurred to me,' she replied. 'Yeuttractive and not
exactly penniless. Is there someone, then, or dntidlask?'

'l have dozens of admirers,' Christy said in th&euahtone of voice
that she might have announced that she had doz@as® of tights.
'Girls with comfortable incomes aren't easily cdmdhese days.'

‘No, | imagine not. Anyone special?'

‘That would be telling," said Christy, with her widrin. She did not
imagine Brown's questions were any more serious tier own
answers, but the nurse gave her a swift look franeu her lashes.

‘Thinking of producing a decoy duck, were you?' asieed.
‘A decoy duck? What do you mean?'

‘Well, afait accomplimight put a stopper on the seedy connection,
you call him, mightn't it?'

'It's an idea,' said Christy thoughtfully, her eyeginning to dance,
then she paused. There was a flaw in it somewimelalanost at once
she saw it.

'If 1 did that he'd most likely cut me out of higivior sheer spite,’ she
said.



Brown asked softly:

‘And would you really mind, except for Fairmile?téf all, you have
money of your own.'

'l don't mind a row of beans about his money, lait-Fnile—well,
you see, to me Fairmile's always been a kind afhstone. | feel |
belong here. Besides, it's my right, isn't it?'

‘Then you might effect another compromise. The &das you and
the money to—whoever else Sir Harry has in mindid $8rown

lightly, and Christy gave her a curious glance, eetbering her
grandfather's outrageous boast earlier in the ageiias it possible
that quiet, efficient and usually self-effacing Broreally had hopes
of marrying her patient? Well, good luck to herpught Christy
blithely, if it was only the money she was aftdarniight be quite
amusing to have a stepgrandmother not much moretdrayears
older than oneself.

‘You think of the quaintest things,' she said, issing the whole
absurd suggestion from her mind. 'Be a dear an& hw® up, will
you?'

The last hook fastened, she dashed back to thsindgedable, and
began to make up her face with her usual carel@syg.fShe caught
sight of the nurse's expression in the glass amekduswiftly on the
stool.

'‘Brown—you didn't really think what Gramp said wase, did you?
About using you as a lady's maid, | mean?'

‘You've asked me that already,’ Brown replied wathhint of
irritability. Christy suddenly annoyed her. Sitting the stool in her
white dress with her hair falling over her faceg $hoked like a little
girl; the sort of little girl who, all her life, liebeen shielded from hard
facts and demanded tolerance and liking as het. righ



'‘Have 1?' Christy sounded humble. 'It's only thatethat—I wouldn't
like your feelings to be hurt inadvertently, deao®nie. I'm very
fond of you.'

‘Are you, Christy?' Brown sounded abstracted.

She was, in fact, trying to assess the girl's@itra. Not beautiful by
any stretch of imagination, she thought, scarcegnepretty, though
the colouring was arresting— that hair and thoaelbéyebrows over
eyes that were a bright clear hazel when they shoave been blue.
Then the tanfied, rather narrow face lit up withtttvide, ingenuous
smile which was essentially Christy's, and Browl ba smile in
return, despite her own reservations.

'‘We seem to have been talking a great deal of mses&Vill you be
staying long this time?' she said.

Christy turned back to the dressing-table, awaag tifte nurse was
putting up barriers. She had been quite genuiresrrprofession of
liking for Brown, but it was not very comfortable be made subtly
aware that the liking might not be returned.

'‘Not very long,' she said. 'The summer's nearly anel my lease of
the cottage will be up.’

‘Will you come back here, then?'

'‘Perhaps. It rather depends on what bee in hisdt@daramp happens
to have at that time. | expect | shall end by gdiagk to the London
flat. The two girls are always anxious to welcomeas a p.g.'

'Finding out already that money opens most dod@s®vn asked,
and Christy scowled suddenly at their twin reflees in the glass.



‘Naturally one expects to pay one's way, she edplith sudden
coolness. 'Liz and Cara aren't well off and my gbation helps with
the rent. Besides, | wouldn't like it any other way

Brown got up and began to collect the garments a@lessly
scattered on the bed and put them away.

‘Naturally—I wasn't criticizing,' she said. 'l orgpmetimes wonder
why you prefer to racket around instead of setthege, where you
say you belong.’

'‘Racket around?' Christy repeated, her dark eyebridfting in
surprise. 'ls that how you see my life? | havea#rbliving in this
country much more than a year and I've been findnygfeet. We
don't live a wildly gay life in the London flat, yoknow. The girls
work, and when I'm there | keep house for them,@mdt a bit in my
spare time. | also attend art school for the gobdp soul. Why
should | settle down here at the crack of Grampipwhen all these
years he's done nothing for me because | wasn'Dy® IHe
understands that very well.’

'Does he? I've never understood.'

'‘But you must know the old story, Brown. Gramp vealhdons—rows
of stalwart Taveners to carry on the traditionshed youth and
produce more sons, and all he got was a solitangittar. When she
married he made my father change his name to Tavkoping for

grandsons, but all he got was me. Then when myeirfaiied and
Mother married again he thought he could work thmes trick and
there was still time for a grandson, but my stdpatwas quite a
different kettle of fish. He wouldn't change hismeafor a start,
neither would he settle in England, even with Fdendangled as
bait. He and my mother were very happy, but thexgeewmo sons—no
more children at all.’'



Brown glanced at the girl curiously. Had there bbgterness in that
little speech or simply amusement that such oltitased schemes
had failed to come to fruition?

'You mind, Christy?' she asked, tentatively.

‘Not particularly. If I'd been a boy, Gramp woulaMe raised heaven
and earth to get me back long ago. It wasn't liigéime and looked
him up myself that he had second thoughts, buah# dictate and he
knows it—I'm independent financially, thanks to parents. | am, of
course, his last hope for male heirs, but livingpald so much hasn't
conditioned me to an out-dated feudal system.’

How sure she was, thought the nurse with suddeeribéss, how
insulated in her financial independence, how mutleeho of that
feudal system which she saw fit to laugh at.

'‘Don't you care at all about Sir Harry?' she ashkeith sudden
sharpness, and the girl swung back again from tinembher thin

little face alight with affection and that wide denvhich could never
be associated with rancour.

'‘But i adore him—I thought you knew that,' she exclaimigd.only
that I'm not going to be pushed around becausea't dappen to be a
grandson, and Gramp must understand that by noww8at you
will, Brown, he respects my independence. | ddwrik he'd have me
otherwise, despite his disappointment in my sex.'

'He's besotted about you,' the nurse said withdaesu bite to her
voice, and Christy's smile became uncertain.

‘You said that as though you resented it,' shedawdy, aware again
that this quiet, usually reserved woman had privgii@ions which
might not always be pleasant to hear.



Brown turned to look at her, and her face was onaee the familiar,
pleasant mask, disciplined to hide emotion, sclibtbeplease the
providers of her bread and butter.

'‘Why should | resent such a natural phenomenor®'istjuired

pleasantly. 'You're very attractive, Christy, amdtgarry, for all this

rather ridiculous talk of grandsons, hasn't lost éye for a pretty
woman, | don't mind betting.’

'He used to be a terror in his palmy days, soietse|' Christy said,
the grin returning. 'Poor Gramp—he must have besy lonely
when all his schemes went wrong.'

‘Loneliness isn't a thing the young can readily arathnd—nor
should they," Brown said.

‘Are you lonely, sometimes?' Christy asked so#lyd for a moment
the older woman's lips tightened.

'Oh yes,' she said lightly. 'I've never marriedy) gee, and i lonely
living in other people's houses.’

‘Yes, | can imagine so. But you've been happy hesgen't you,
Brownie? Gramp depends a great deal on you, | Know.

'Oh yes, I've been happy. If one must have a hdnse@nd-hand,
Fairmile couldn't be bettered.’

'‘No, it couldn't, could it? A home at second-hangerhaps that's all
either of us has got...'

‘You!' the nurse's voice was suddenly sharp and bifteu tan take
what you want with a flick of a finger if you aretdo pigheaded to
know how! There's the dinner- gong. | must go aatiaut of my
overall.'



Christy sat where she was for a few moments loriggruncertainty
returning. She could not remember having talkethsmately to the
nurse before, nor was she sure that she liked rded ttheir
conversation had taken.

The sun was sinking now behind the great spreattews of the
chestnut avenue, leaving a chill behind. She gavla shiver,
feeling the cool air on her bare neck and arms jamged up swiftly
to run down to the familiar warmth of her grandéathk presence and
the excellent dinner which she knew would awaitrthe

She never knew quite what had precipitated thd §oene between
them, and her own headlong plunge into prepostefansasy.
Perhaps her assurance had been shaken by thglbriptes Brown
had shown her of another point of view, perhapgdke of the old
man's absurd plans for her had gone sour andeient, perhaps it
was simply possible that the nurse's idle suggesti@ounter-attack
had taken root and borne fruit. She only remembgratchfter Brown
had tactfully withdrawn, when dinner was over, ¢ave them to a
pleasant evening, they were suddenly shoutingcht ether.

Like all old bones of contention the validity okteubject had ceasec
to exist, and they hurled abuse at one anotheH&iy went through
the formidable range of his repertoire, sarcasmingrto pathos,
pathos to rage, but he could not move her. Shenatafraid of him
as her mother had been and she possessed his fovior gtubborn
refusal to compromise and of burning her boatshengrand” Scale,
which she now proceeded to do.

'It's no good trying to persuade me any more,'ssbiemed at him. 'l
couldn't marry your beastly candidate, even sumgpdie was
willing, which | don't suppose for a moment hedsjce he hasn't
been consulted. I'm not free.'



‘What in hell do you mean?"

‘What | say. What do you know about me as a pergdmpshouldn't
it have occurred to you that | might already halaag of my own?'

'‘What plans could a chit of your age have that coniderfere with
mine?'

‘The most natural of all. I'm married already,' ihag back at him,
and knew as she spoke that the preposterous lierftathat moment
popped into her head.

For a moment he looked dumbfounded. Then he roared:

'Stuff and nonsense! How could you get married outhmy
sanction?'

‘Very easily. I'm well over the age of consent aimte you've refused
to have anything to do with me until a year ago gan hardly expect
to rank as parent or guardian,' she retorted, ergofpr the instant
that small victory over him.

'l don't believe it!"" he blustered, but he begarstond uncertain.
Wasn't it the sort of stupidity that someone wihdwn hot blood in
their veins might well have perpetrated?

She was too angry to think of retracting, too astoed at the
simplicity with which an intolerable situation cdulbe ended.
Produce a decoy duck, Brown had said. Well, sheldvda better
than that, she would invent amaginary husband, a very final
answer to this importunate grandparent.

‘Are you foxing me by any chance?' he asked, hastbleeginning to
quiver, and for a moment she hesitated. No; té# and stick to it
was the golden rule. If she threw away the prospkEairmile into

the bargain, then it couldn't be helped. At leastould put an end to



this ridiculous situation which had now grown ot@itadi proportion
and sunk to the absurdity of Victorian melodrama.

'‘No,"' she said, and he struggled for a momentsmmeelchair as if
he would rise to his feet, then sank back agam fdie puffed and
choleric.

'l don't believe it,’ he said, then shot her a kuguspicious look.
"That cottage in Cornwall—I always did think thaasvan unnatural
way for a young girl to spend the summer—alone,ntpaj
unsaleable daub®ainting! So you weren't alone, then? You wer
honeymooning with some long-haired artist felléeajour money.'

She was silent from sheer surprise at the easewhibh he had
suddenly accepted the story, but she supposeddhat type of
masculine mind this explanation of the cottage veasier to
understand than the real one.

‘You damned little fool!" he shouted savagely. 'Ragou the sense to
bring your prospective suitor here first? I'd h@e®n sized him up
and sent him packing!'

‘My life is my own affair. | owe you nothing, Gramghe retaliated
hotly. "You disowned us all those years, my motost |, and now
you think you can push me around because you'raradperhaps, a
little sorry, and hang out Fairmile as bait.'

'Sorry, am |? That's where you're wrong, my gimdaas for
Fairmile—you'll not get the place now to pass oartg brats you and
that no-good feller may have.’

'l thought that's what you wanted, brats—grandsonsake up for
the sons you never had.’



'l want Tavener brats, carrying the same namen@hmy fine lady,
you've spiked your own guns there. You should hataged your
hand with more finesse if you wanted to get rourdan that score.’

'I've not been trying to get round you,' she daioking suddenly like

her mother, cool and proud and disdainful. 'I'velenao secret of the
fact that | hoped one day Fair- mite would coment but | wasn't

going to bargain with you. | won't sell my independe for a—for a
mess of pottage.'

He snorted rudely.

‘Mess of pottage, indeed! Fine words, fine wordslear, but they'll
get you nowhere. Go back to this good- for-notliingband of yours
and enjoy your so-called independence. You'll ggting more from
me.'

'‘Don't you want to know where | met him—how—how don
I've—I've been married?' she asked curiously, beggto realize

the significance of her rash statement. He bangeterached fist

down on the arm of his chair.

'‘What should | care? You're ashamed of him, obWous you'd
have brought him here to Fairmile.’

'I'm ashamed of nothing and nobody—except you, soms, when |
remember how you treated my mother.’

'‘Get out, get out!" he shouted. 'lI've finished wité lot of you—and
don't come running back here when you find out yoistake, for
I've no use for humble pie.'

‘And you'll not get it!" she shouted back, now agrg as he, and at
the same moment, Tom, the old manservant who hed leSir
Harry's service for years, came into the room, ilegplshocked and
anxious.



'Sir Harry! Miss Christy! They can hear you all oke house,' he
guavered. 'It's not good for your heart, sir, foifito these passions.
Miss Christy, you should know better."'

'I'm in a passion, too, Tom," she cried, stampiagfbot at him. 'A

great big whale of a passion, fit to burn you ug averyone else, too.
I'm leaving in the morning, so will you ask Noakeshave my car
filled up and bring it round first thing?"

‘Leaving, miss?'

‘Yes, leaving—back to a husband she didn't see fll any of us
about, and good riddance,' said Sir Harry, his dy&ginning to
bulge.

‘Husband? Deary me ... I'd best fetch Miss Brown...

‘Yes, fetch her, and stop repeating everything aye &0 on, get
out—and you, too, Christy! I've finished with you.'

Christy went, with a flutter of white skirts angifig hair, and, after
that, the house seemed to echo for a long timenaiied voices and
running feet.

'He's had a slight heart attack,’ Brown said, logkin on Christy
much later, and the girl sat up in her great f@aster, lifting a face
already marked with weeping, in swift alarm.

‘Should | go to him, Brown? It's—it's aU my fadltn afraid,' she
said, but found no answering reassurance in theefsuexpression.
The earlier intimacy between them had vanishegyeohaps it had
never been. In the shadows of the lamp-lit roonovBr's face was
cold and clinical.

'No, he doesn't want to see you,' she said. 'Didhave to go so far,
Christy?'



'‘What do you mean? It was your idea to produceuatesblast. | can
explain in the morning.'

‘Can you? | should leave things as they are, my. ddter all, you've
made your point, haven't you?'

Christy blinked in the light.

‘But, Brown, you said --' she began a little hedplg, and the nurse
smiled, as one would at a wayward child who hadhlseat to bed in
disgrace.

'If you're referring to our conversation beforerdin | was talking
idly, as | imagined you understood,' she said.eA#tll, | wasn't to
know the ins and outs of your private life. You ltbhave come clean
about this in the first place and saved us alt @idrouble.’

‘But, Brown, you don'believe ---'

‘That you're already married? Why not? As you takl earlier, you
had plenty of admirers. It would only be naturalnkgine, to keep
your marriage secret until you saw which way thedmlew with

your grandfather.'

Christy stared at her. The stormy interview, theuat falsehoods,
had already dwindled to a sense of absurdity aramsh it was
inconceivable that Brown who had, perhaps unwilyingspired the
whole thing, should refuse to co-operate.

'l don't understand,' she muttered, pushing the dwai of her eyes.
'‘What have you to gain from wanting me to stickny story?"

'Only my patient's well-being," Brown answered. "Were peaceful
here before you came, Christy. You've been a diseipnfluence in
an old man's life. Don't you think things are Hefitas they are?'



‘You mean go on letting Gramp think I'm married?'

‘Well, it's true, isn't it? Oh, my dear, I'm soinyas so foolish before
dinner. | should have known that you wouldn't comywith your
grandfather's wishes, because you couldn't. Wadl, decret's out,
though it was a pity you had to hurl it at hwith quite such brutal
suddenness.’

Christy sat staring at her and saying nothing.

"You don't like me, Brown, do you? You've neveelikme,' she said
at last in tones of such naive surprise that theennearly laughed.
She came to sit on the side of the bed. Her eyes seeretive, but her
smile was reassuring and professional.

'‘What nonsense!" she replied briskly. 'Of courskke you, but
naturally my patient's well-being comes first.'

‘Naturally," Christy said. 'l don't think I've evi@rown you, Brown.'

'Have you ever tried to know me?' Brown counteiglotly. 'No, why
should you? I'm just the nurse, an employee of ypandfather's.
Now go to sleep. It's better if you don't try t@ $em before you go in
the morning.'

‘You've got me out of the way very neatly, havgatt?' said Christy
slowly. 'Are you really after my grandfather and imoney? | thought
he was just boasting."'

The nurse's lashes were lowered, but her eyebrtied & fraction.

"You're tired, or you would never make such an asgant
suggestion,’ she said. 'Forget about all this agidgck to that nice
young man in Cornwall. I'll do my best to smootimgs over for you
once you've gone.'



‘Will you, Brown? | rather think you'll go on famg the flames.’

'‘What nonsense! Sir Harry is naturally upset nout, te'll come
round, and one day you must bring your husband dweve and put
everything right'

'l might at that,” said Christy deliberately, andmised a fleeting
quiver of the older woman's lashes.

‘That,' said Rose Brown, getting up and smoothegcreases in her
dress, 'would be the most sensible thing to do.dGoght.'



CHAPTER TWO

ALL this she was remembering as she sat outsiderhsipping her
shandy, and staring moodily at the fishing smacits the coloured
sails which she so much liked to paint.

Back in the little village of St. Bede it had beeasy to forget the
whole thing. Brown had assured her before she tedit her
grandfather's heart attack was not serious, ahdwh the nurse had
rather regretfully confirmed the fact that the oldn had no wish to
see his granddaughter, she in her turn had no tisbee him:
Stubborn, high-handed old reprobate, thinking hddcbuy anyone
and anything, she told herself angrily as sheedaoh the long run
from Sussex to Cornwall. But soon the sheer pleasdirdriving
through the early morning in an open car sent nufstthe
unpleasantness from her mind; only that unexpetdedt of the
nurse's character remained to niggle at her geldtlywn was up to
something, and if it was really true that she hadton of becoming
Lady Tavener, she was very neatly disposing oframamted heiress
by professing to believe that absurd fabricatioosé&kBrown? What
nonsense! It was only natural that she should tdkenintrusion of
an unacknowledged granddaughter into their hith@eoid lives, but
that was no reason to endow her with mischievoherses.

It had not been the end of the matter, howeveretfel had come
from Christy's grandfather, further stressing hispkasure, but
desiring to inspect the young man of her choicgyhich she paid no
attention, for what was there to reply? This wdkweed up by a
telegram which stated simpljReturn at once and bring your mar
with you.The message, she knew, must have occasionedaince
amount of comment, via the village post office, fditen a second
telegram arrived, intimating that if she persistadignoring his
demands he would make the journey himself, shetlwasvn into a
state of indecision, bordering upon panic. Shectoetant, of course,
but that might place her very firmly in his powand a brief note



from Rose Brown, implying neglect and reproach, enadery clear
that whatever the nurse privately believed, sherhade no effort to
disabuse her patient.

What to do? she thought distractedly, having hest friew of the
complexities that could arise from unguarded spaacha too lively
imagination. She wandered into the inn to repletish glass. The
usual crowd of fishermen and tourists were proppipghe bar and
they made way for her absently. But today there wastranger
among them, a dark, silent man in shabby fishesngatb and
several days' growth of stubble on his lean, hatd+bface. He was,
she supposed, one of the crew of the smart litkenccruiser which
had put into the harbour the day before, and waara@awhat he
watched her with idle curiosity as she waited fer glass to be filled.

'‘Who's the blonde?' she heard him ask as she aehttb her seat on
the terrace, and flushed slightly as she caughtahélord's reply:
‘Just one of they mazed artist foreigners—rentsThavone's place
along the hard. More money than sense, I'd sayshweis a decent
enough little maid for all her paint and fancy gnt

The stranger came out on to the terrace a few esnlater, carrying
his tankard of ale.

'‘Are you too decent to pass the time of day witbtlaer foreigner?' he
asked, propping himself against the low balustraghich
surmounted the seawall.

She looked at him coolly, raising polite eyebrows.

'You heard what he said, didn't you?' he obsereewersationally,
and she did not altogether care for the hint of keog in his cool,
rather sleepy eyes.

'l heard you ask who the blonde was, too," shetezto'Perhaps you
had mistaken this pub for one of those low wateitfives.'



The mockery deepened to amusement in his eyes.

‘What would a girl like you know about low watenfitodives?' he
asked. 'This isn't a pick-up, you know. Perhapswould prefer to
come inside again and get the landlord to introdisce

She was aware that he was laughing at her, anceavear, that he
was distracting her from the problem on hand.

‘Not at all,' she replied. '‘One can pass the tifaayp with anyone in a
pub.’

‘Too true. Would you have a cigarette handy?'

She tossed him the open packet lying beside hes glad watched
his hands as he selected one: well-shaped handsalaused and
stained with oil and dirt.

‘Not in my party dress, am 1?' he said, observiagragard, while he
cupped the flame from a lighted match to his cigarel'he flame
highlighted the hollows under his cheekbones formament,

revealing unkindly the speckle of grey in the dsttkbble on his chin.

‘Are you from the cabin cruiser down there?' stke@suriously, and
he nodded.

"Neat little job, isn't she—or wouldn't you know?'
'Oh, | know a bit about boats. Who's the owner?'
His eyebrows lifted a fraction. They were odd ep&s, thick and
untidy and unsymmetrical. When he raised them,stra¢ up higher

than the other.

*You wouldn't know him,' he replied. 'Anyway it vt matter; she
was only chartered, and the cruise is over.'



'Oh." She saw the patches on his rather threadimareers and the
frayed toes of the dirty sneakers which he wordierbare feet. 'Are
you out of a job, then?’

'‘Out of a job?' For a moment he sounded surpribet, he suddenly
grinned and the whole expression on his face @téves, | suppose
you might call it that. You, on the other hand, sedf-supporting, |
understand. Does art pay?'

‘Art?'

‘These pictures you paint, or whatever it is. Gundlord seemed to
think you are a young woman of substance.'

‘Do you want to make a touch?' she inquired witlteqdevastating
frankness, and his eyes narrowed, weighing her up.

‘Why? Would you be willing to be a sucker?'
‘No.'

‘What a very curious young woman you are." Thers wafaint
suggestion of an accent in his speech at timesputd have been
American. 'Are strange men in the habit of tryingduch you?'

'‘Only very rarely. | can usually size them up.’

'‘Can you really?' He swallowed the rest of hisklaha gulp and set
the empty mug down beside her half-finished shandy.

'Sorry | can't offer to treat you,' he said, anthéa the empty pockets
of his disreputable trousers inside out.

‘Would you like me to treatou?' she asked, grateful to be diverted fc
the moment from her unquiet thoughts.



'‘Not today, thank you.' He disengaged his hard) leady from the
wall and stood looking down at her, his hands thint® his jacket
pockets.

"You are a very imprudent and rather high-handedngolady,
Miss --?' he said, and paused suggestively.

‘Tavener," she said, out of sheer surprise.

'‘How very curious," he replied unexpectedly, anchiged back into
the bar.

But next time she saw him he had shaved and hadreuh which
made him look younger, but he was wearing the staneed trousers
and shabby jersey, and the cabin cruiser was aamee berth, so she
concluded he still had employment.

'Hullo!" she greeted him with her wide smile. Slael iorgotten that
he had made her feel uncomfortable, or perhap§&dsly shaven
face had given him an air of reassurance.

‘Good morning, Miss Tavener," he replied formadnd paused to
look over her shoulder. 'Good God! What's that sgpd to be?"

She had set up her easel in the lee of some rockseshore and was
trying to capture on canvas a small ketch anchapedss a path of
sunlight on the water, nets spread across thetdeddy. The colours

were so clear in her mind's eye that she thoughtsld reproduced
them.

'It's not much good, is it?' she said disconsolatils sofrustrating
not to get things right when it looks so easy.'

‘Well --" he began doubtfully, pulling at his lowlg.

'Do you hope to make a living by this?'



'Of course not—I only dabble. | know Fm no goodt blike to do
something.’

'l should have thought there were many other wagaih intelligent
young woman to earn a living."

'‘But | don't need to earn a living. | just liketie doing something,'
she repeated seriously, slightly hurt by the reneye glint of
mockery in his eyes.

'Of course, | was forgetting—you're the poor littleh girl," he said,
and she frowned.

'l don't give myself airs on that score,' she sedpffAnyway, how did
you know?"'

'‘Presumably the whole village knows,' he repliedhwa shrug.
‘You're probably one of St. Bede's minor showpieeir® young
heiress who chooses to rent a fisherman's cottadjivaes the simple
life alone.’

'I'm hardly an heiress,' she protested uncomfortaft least not in
the sense you mean.'

'In what sense, then?"

Fairmile, Gramp, the muddle that was building umfrher lies began
to crowd in on her again.

'‘Oh, you wouldn't understand,' she told him cragsshd he lifted an
eyebrow.

‘Are you in some kind of a jam?' he inquired cosaépnally.

‘No, not exactly—well, yes, in a way.'



‘Well, make your mind up. Some strange remarkscaoailating in
the village.'

‘You've been making inquiries about me, haven'®yshe asked him
accusingly, but he only laughed and began scuffintpe soft sand
with a toe which now protruded through the canvasoshoe.

'‘No need to inquire, what with all these telegramd things. Here's
one now," he said, and tossed a crumpled officige®pe into her
lap.

‘How did you come to have it?' she asked suspilyipssatching it.

‘Understandable error on the part of the postnasfiemagine. Same
name,' he said.

She was hardly listening as she read the teledtamas from Brown
and said:Advise you do not delay. Possibility of changbedrt re
Fairmile should your choice be approved.

'Oh hell, oh helll Oh buckets of blood!" she extiad distractedly.
‘What were you saying about names?"'

'| said the name was the same, which explainedtiaypostmistress
gave the thing to me,' he repeated patiently.

She continued to stare at him, her thoughts codfude had read the
telegram, of course, not that it could have madehaense to him.
The ribbon had slipped off her pony-tail, and thedze blew the pale
cloud of hair across her face.

‘Mech better," he said, approvingly. 'You've gatpyrhair—fine and
light like candy-floss.'

She did not think it odd, then, that he should Hae&eome personal.
The eyes regarding her appeared wholly disintedleste



'‘What is your name?' she asked, forgetting that this wdg the
second time she had met him.

‘Tavener,' he replied with a grin, and walked away.

She stared after him with her mouth wide open. lds making it up,

of course, as an excuse for having opened herteteHe was, she
judged, the sort of man who would enjoy making suddnd

probably untrue statements for the sake of disdonefi Savagely she
slashed a brush across the canvas, making havthie ahorning's

work, and began packing up her gear.

Brown's telegram burnt a hole in her pocket. Sheihaented this
ridiculous situation on the spur of the moment,aredoubting that
she could retreat gracefully when the time caméwes the future of
Fairmile, after all, going to depend on the sudtgsgructure of a
lie?

She dumped her gear in the cottage, noting atahe gime that it

looked due for a thorough clean-up; then, findiihg svas out of

cigarettes, went along to the inn to get some n&ine.felt lonely and

disenchanted. The cottage had been fun to begih amd the

self-imposed chores a novelty, but now with the si@mending and

the empty months stretching ahead, life did noeappgo carefree and
exciting.

As she passed the little general shop on the hledpostmistress
hailed her, proffering yet another telegram.

'‘Seems someone's anxious about you, m'dear, oramég/lyou who
should be worrying,' she remarked a trifle sowahg Christy read the
latest message with a sinking heart.



This time it was from her grandfather, intimating extravagant
length that owing to his doctor's most recent pusroement it would
be suicidal for him to make the journey into Cortiwall might be

forgiven if she and that scoundrel would returntite blessing. He
was an old man and time was short. He and shesmikstheir pride.

'Oh dear, oh lord!" Christy exclaimed, defeatedffisigthe telegram
into the pocket of her jeans. Gramp, she suspeutedld try any
gambit to get what he wanted, but it was just pmssthat the
reference to his health might be true. Had not Brawarned her that
his heart was none too strong?

The little bar was empty when she went in to askhier cigarettes,
and the landlord greeted her with his usual frigmaituriousness.

‘What'll it be, miss? Have one on the house," Ind, sgad to see a
familiar face, for trade was falling off now theutesst season had
nearly ended.

She did not want a drink, but did not like to refuso settled for a
tomato juice.

'You'll be packing up soon, | reckon, miss,' heenbsd, helping
himself to a pint of mild. 'Wanted at home, | urstend.’

'Yes,' she said, not troubling to deny that sheahladme to go to. Her
affairs were obviously becoming public propertyfaisas St. Bede
was concerned.

‘Not bad news, | hope—this last telegram?' he efféentatively, and
she gave him her sudden wide smile.

‘You probably know just as well as | do what wagha telegram,
Joe," she retorted. 'Tell me—that man who's beenene, off the
cabin cruiser in the harbour—is his name reallyshime as mine?'



'So | believe. Coincidence, bain't it? Asked gaitait about you, too.
Would ‘e be a long-lost relative, should you reckon

‘Very unlikely," she replied a little shortly, afldshed as the object of
their speculations pushed open the swing door ftbenstreet.

He took no notice of her, but ordered himself a lvd@ch he carried
to the further end of the bar counter, where h@ped himself and
gazed absently at the smoke- discoloured ceilindgvite drank.

Christy was relieved when two or three of the 'targi joined them
and conversation became general, but she contitoueérch on the
stool in her corner, not wishing to go back to Huditude of the
cottage and her own uneasy thoughts.

Presently she became aware that the dark straragestanding at her
elbow and had pushed his empty tankard suggestaglyss the
counter.

‘Would you care to repeat your offer of yesterdag ieat me, Miss
Tavener?' he inquired lazily.

She ordered a drink for him, but looked at him ggldoping to prick
the assurance with which he so blatantly advertidad
penuriousness, but he only grinned and lifted barfing mug in
salute.

‘Slainte,'he said. 'I'll return the compliment one of thdags.'

‘Slainte?'she repeated, creasing her smooth forehead. Titat&m
was new to her, used as she was to the idiom oé m@msmopolitan
countries.’

‘An Irish form of greeting,' he replied, and shelseemembering the
faint intonation in his speech which had puzzled he



'‘Oh, is that your nationality?'

'‘Only very remotely. There's a lot of mixed bloaddanada—mostly
French—Scots, too—so you can take your pick of myngnel
ancestry.'

'So you're from Canada? Have you worked a passagg or
something?'

He saw her glancing at his calloused hands andé&lig

'‘Well, not in a small cabin cruiser,’ he retorteittiy, and she gave a
little wriggle of discomfiture. For a young man tviho apparent
substance he had a disconcerting knack of distyrbome's

composure.

'l think I will have a proper drink, after all,'slsaid, pushing aside the
tomato juice and ordering a gin and tonic.

The stranger did not offer to pay and she pushetesmins across
the counter, feeling irrationally annoyed.

*You know," he remarked conversationally, 'you wicggem to me to
be rather an intolerant young person. You jumpriaaful lot of
conclusions, don't you?'

'Do 1?' she replied uncertainly. Then a beautifigla popped straight
into her head, and before she could give herse# to think she was
rushing into speech.

'‘Would you be interested in a business propositidn, —Mr.
Tavener?' she asked, and his eyebrows rose.

‘Well, now, that's rather a curious question fgoang lady to putto a
perfect stranger in a public house, isn't it?' &igl,sa slight drawl
betraying more definitely his Canadian origin.



'l said business-strictly business,' she replied with a certain tartnes
and he smiled faintly and said nothing.

‘You're in need of a job. I'm in need of a husbastig said, and his
eyes suddenly lost their laziness.

'l begyour pardon?'

'‘Oh, only temporarily," she continued hastily. 'Yeae, as you
guessed this morning, I'm in a jam. | can pay—I pan well. Five
hundred, would you say, for two or three weeks?% $hauld tide you
over for a bit, shouldn't it? Having the same naimes seem to be a
kind of omen, | mean, and solves a lot of diffimdt—like signing
cheques and things. | do hope it's all quite clear.

‘Not very,' he replied somewhat dryly. 'But perhtps is hardly the
place for such startling revelations.’

'‘Will you come back to the cottage with me?' shedsmpulsively. 'l
can knock up an omelette or something for lunclenlhcan explain
everything.'

'l fancy you'll have to do quite a bit of explaiginyoung lady;' he
said, and she did not altogether care for the n#lection in his
voice.

'‘Well, are you interested?' she snapped impatiemhxious to
acquire the upper hand once more.

'‘One should always be interested in a good busimegsosition,' he
retorted, the drawl reappearing. 'Five hundred deudid you say? |
should naturally require to know exactly what | ue@tsing myself in
for.'



‘Naturally," she replied coldly. 'The arrangemeruld be purely
impersonal and I—I should require a written undenig from you to
that effect.’

The muscles tightened perceptibly about his ratiaed mouth, and
for a moment she thought he looked as though hédwike to slap
her.

‘You have,' he said with deceptive mildness, 'tlestnunmitigated
gall of anyone I've yet met. Let's go.'

Back in the cottage she set about making prepasafior a meal,
doing her best to ignore him, but uncomfortably mewvaf his lazy
regard as she moved backwards and forwards bettheekitchen
and the tiny living-room. He did not offer to hdipr, neither did he
make any effort to bridge the uneasy silence wheld fallen
between them. When she went to the kitchen to ritekemelette he
followed and watched while she broke eggs angntg a basin to
beat.

'You've forgotten the tablespoonful of cold watdrg observed,
prodding the toast which was starting to burn.

'l don't make them that way,' she replied shorégcuing the toast
too late.

"You should. It makes all the difference. The maritihot enough yet.
The fat should smoke."

'‘Will you please move out of the way so that | gahat the stove?'

She poured the egg mixture into the pan, but iké@and stuck and
came away in blackened pieces instead of a smamtiemrbrown
envelope.



‘See what | mean? No water,' he said with irritatomplacency.

'‘Perhaps you could make one better yourself,' shpped, carrying
the plates into the living-room and banging thentrantable.

'Oh, | could undoubtedly," he replied, 'but | wasgktting I'm your
guest. Would you like me to mix the salad?’

'If you like. | don't bother with a dressing myskelf
‘A crude taste. You might as well be a rabbit.'

He mixed the salad with a practised hand, piledesomto both their
plates and sat down opposite her.

'‘May we begin?' he asked politely. ‘Omelettes gthlery so quickly.’

She looked across at him, aware suddenly that laar \was
disordered and her face unbecomingly flushed froentteat of the
stove and her own ruffled feelings, and catching timexpected
twinkle in his eyes, smiled reluctantly.

‘That's better,' he said in the same tone of agpiorhad used on the
shore when the ribbon had freed her hair in thedwidMou take
yourself very seriously, don't you?'

‘Not really, but you're—you're something a littlewn in my
experience, | suppose.'

'‘Well, you're certainly something new in mine! httasay I've ever
been propositioned before!'

'l didn't mean it as a joke or—or a disreputableppsal,’ she said
stiffly, and he sent her a swift, speculative gi&anc



‘Strictly business, of course. Doesn't anyone ewdiryour leg?' he
retorted mildly and, unexpectedly, she felt at eitie him. He might
be a rolling stone and out of a job, but she wagnmeng to suspect
that he was not entirely the tough opportunist & &llowed her to
think him.

'l don't know many people—intimately, that is. Rggh that's why --'
she began, sounding suddenly shy, and he gavenbénea quick
glance.

'How old are you?' he asked abruptly.
‘Twenty.'

‘That probably accounts for it.'
‘Accounts for what?'

‘That shattering assumption that money gives yeuitjht to crack
the whip. You're a bit young to be gallivanting abalone,
advertising your wealth to all and sundry.'

‘Do | do that?' She sounded humble and he regalethoughtfully.

'‘Perhaps it's unconscious, or you're rather neily to perhaps you
haven't as much wealth as you like to pretendeped a little
dryly. Her resentment returned.

-Tm rich enough to pay you five hundred pounds g$ervices
rendered,' she retorted, trying to sound growr@ipisn't it enough?'

‘That | can't tell you until I've gone into the rtesf' he said. '‘But now,
| beg of you. We shall have indigestion if we dissilbusiness while
we eat. If you have any more eggs I'll go and makea proper
omelette. I'm still hungry.’



She had to admit that his omelette was vastly supierhers, as also
was his technique with the washing up once the maalover.

‘You seem to be quite domesticated,' she told hienathe last piece
of crockery had been put away and the tea- clating lout to dry in
the sun.

'Oh, we learn to be handy in the backwoods," hd, samd she
wondered if he was one of those shiftless hobosread about,
washing dishes in rough eating-bouses for the mifce meal. She
had only a very hazy idea as to how one would lsetiaearning a
living in the backwoods of Canada.

‘Now," he said, 'you can spill the beans, and #itr!'ll tell you if I'm
prepared to take you up on your offer.'

It had never occurred to her that he might refllsee hundred
pounds was, after all, a lot of money to be paicgsimply spending a
week or so in comfort.

'l don't know where to begin,' she said a littlgplessly, aware, now,
that it might not be easy to convince this strangss seemed to have
such contempt for wealth that the whole situatietween herself and
her grandfather was anything but a fanciful abgwrdi

'‘Begin at the beginning,' he said encouraginglyhd¥$ your name
for a start?'

'‘Christy—Christobel, really—only I've always thoughat sounded
prim and old-fashioned.’

'l think it's rather charming, but if you fancyl ishall address you as
Christobel when you annoy me. Proceed, please.’

Suddenly it was quite easy to talk to him. Theystmme tumbling
out in anything but chronological order, but he waagood listener



and seldom interrupted, and at the end he satwhgdrer in silence
for a while.

‘Well now,' he said. ‘Let me get it straight. Yauyandfather is the
old-fashioned villain of the piece who, cheatedsohs and heirs,
wants to marry you off to some man of his choice.’

'He's not," she interrupted, screwing her slim bioty a still smaller
space as her arms tightened about her kneesh@atltain of the
piece, | mean. He just has a thing about the Tagearel the fact that
the name may die out. He's rather a poppet, redyt
stubborn—stubborn as hell!"

‘A poppet with a strange turn of humour, in thisy dand age.
However, let's return to our muttons. He didn'tf#ge acknowledge
you until you returned to England and looked him oyt now that
he's old and crippled, he starts making demands.'

It isn't quite like that, either. —I must havevgnh you a wrong
impression of Gramp. He—he's a quite friendly sdrtyrant who's
always had his own way, but | can be pigheaded, too

'l can well believe it," he retorted dryly. ‘Wehgen, you're-fond of the
old boy, but you're not prepared to give in towilsms, even for the
sake of this doubtful inheritance. I've got thghti have 1?'

‘Yes, only—well, the whole thing's so absurd, redllsed to think it
was a kind of joke—advertising for possible relayl mean, and
then picking one out of the blue and dangling mrfront of my nose
in exchange for Fairmile. | don't want his moneyt Bairmile is my
right. I'm the only one left, she said, and he ardgd her
thoughtfully, aware that for the moment she waséiéran honest,
rather bewildered child, passionately in love vathideal.

‘This place, Fairmile—why is it so important to Ybohe asked gently.



'l don't quite know. | was born there, and thouglas only six when
we left, | never forgot it. In all our years abroafter my mother had
married again, she used to talk of it constanthe Hined a little, |

think, even though she was happy with my stepfath&uppose she
brought me up to believe that Fairmile would ong dé& mine

because | was the last of the line.’

‘Yes, well, that all sounds very nice, if slightychaic; but what
possessed you to suddenly invent a mythical husbafwl must
have known that would ditch the inheritance.’

'l didn't think. I didn't care—I just said the firhing that came into
my head to—to shut him up. Actually, | suppose Brdvad already
sown the seeds, without knowing it.'

'‘Ah yes, the nurse,' he murmured, and his eyes laeyeagain. ‘Were
you suggesting earlier that this Brown female hadirderest in
cutting you out, according to the best traditiohfiation?'

You think I'm making it all up, don't you?' shedsa little angrily.

'‘Not at all—that is, only with reservations,' heuntered smoothly.
'‘But you did imply, | thought, that the nurse midjatve ideas of her
own regarding your grandfather.’

‘Grump boasted that Brown had a mind to marry Hiot, that was
only to goad me, | think.'

‘Then what made you change your opinion?’

'l don't know. The way she behaved that last ewgnirsuppose. |
thought she was trying to get me out of the way pleuhaps it was all
nonsense. Don't think, Mr. Tavener, that | blame ihshe's after
Gramp and his money. She's a good nurse and woaltciply make
him a good wife, but Fairmile --'



'So we come back to Fairmile," he said softly. 'Aedause you've got
yourself tangled in the results of a foolish lieuywant someone to
help you to play the farce out. Really, Miss Clulisl Tavener, |
don't know whether to take you on trust or makadercomment on
the whole ridiculous business.'

'I'm afraid you'll have to take me on trust,’ seplied quite meekly.
‘The only lie I've told was that silly one to Granamd that was only
one of those fantastic statements one flings owt nage. | never
thought he'd believe me.'

‘Then why couldn't you have come clean and said so?

'l don't know. | thought, | suppose, that Brown wgasg to smooth
the way after I'd gone, for | didn't imagirghe believed me,
but—well, I've shown you the letters and telegraarg] | can't be
sure—I can't bsure,you see, whether Gramp is just shooting a lir
or—or whether his health realiy cracking up.’

'l see. You're genuinely fond of him, aren't you?'

'Yes—yes, | am. His autocratic notions infuriate, ie's rude and
selfish and a bully, and has never done anythingafty of us,
but—well, he's the only one I've got, now.'

‘Just a poor little rich girl, after all," he mockeand she felt he had
suddenly withdrawn the sympathy which, perhaps, Ishe only
imagined.

'I'm not so rich as all that—just comfortable," setrted. 'Well, are
you going to help me, Mr. Tavener? Five hundrednpggus quite a
lot of money and, if you don't mind my saying souyook as if you
could use it.'

He crossed one shabbily clad leg over the othdataltely.



'YOH should never assume things about strangers, Gbeist he
observed with a return of the drawl. 'Neither sdogdu judge them
by their attire. Besides, it's not very polite tcaw attention to
someone's obvious lack of means, is it?'

'I'm sorry,' she said, looking away. 'l didn't mdarbe rude. | just
thought --'

‘You just thought that money could buy most thingsu must be a
chip off the old block from all accounts.’

She felt her colour rising and reached hastilyaforgarette.

'If you don't want to earn a bit of easy money thwerd better forget
about it,' she said stiffly, and his eyebrows rase, as always, lifted
higher than the other.

'l didn't say that," he countered calmly. 'Whenyaid propose paying
over this money, might | ask?'

She smoked furiously, avoiding his eyes.

‘Two hundred and fifty down and the other half le¢ £nd of the
contract,' she said promptly. 'I'll write you a gbe now, if you like.'

'‘Well, now, you do just that. If this once bounckgnagine | can
always come down on your granddad,' he said.

She did not trust herself to reply but jumped upummage for her
cheque book and a pen.

‘What initials?' she snapped.

‘J.R.," he replied imperturbably. 'My first naméésiah. It's just as
well to be familiar with your husband's Christicamme.'



Josiah! Oh, no, itcan't be!" She barely repressed an undignifie
giggle and he gave her a glance of reproof.

‘What's wrong with it? It's a perfectly good Bilaimame. Anyway,
I'm generally known as Joss. Get on with fillinghat cheque before
| change my mind.’

She frowned as she wrote her own familiar surnaméhe cheque
and suddenly looked up at him with widening eyes.

‘You don't—it couldn't be that you are one of oague relatives,
after all?' she said on a faint note of horror.gdaned unkindly.

'‘Not a chance,' he replied. 'Tavener isn't evenreay name, so |
believe. | came out of an orphanage near a deadalare little place
called Tavener's Creek and they named me aftel that

For a moment she suspected him of pulling herdegra but his eyes
were quite serious and he took the cheque fronwitara sardonic
little smile, scrutinized it, folded it carefullynd thrust it into a
trouser pocket.

‘Well, you're the boss," he said. 'Where do wergamfhere?'



CHAPTER THREE

IT was decided that they should travel to Sussexall®ving week
and Christy sent a telegram to that effect to mandfather. Joss said
he had one or two matters to attend to first indamand would,
therefore, leave the next day, but when Christgeated they should
drive up together to save him the railway farerdmied:

'l think not. We will arrange a rendezvous in towhen the time
comes. Don't look so suspicious, my dear, | sman'away. Besides,
you can always stop that cheque.’

‘Yes, | suppose | can,' she said doubtfully. Hitiexactly that | don't
trust you, Mr. Tavener, but we are complete stresi\ge

'‘Why should you trust me?' he retorted. 'And hagolt better get
used to calling me Joss—or Josiah, if you prefer it

He could, without the slightest justification, maker feel very
uncomfortable, she thought.

'‘Have you somewhere to go to in London?' she asktading after
politeness.

'Oh yes. Besides, you know, there are always tlss-dmouses—or
even the Embankment at a pinch.’

She smiled uncertainly.
‘Now you're laughing at me.’

"Possibly people haven't laughed at you enough.'r€otather
absurd, you know.'



'‘Am |?' she said a little wistfully. 'l wasn't tng to be nosey. | was—I
was only concerned that you should have somewlmmnéoctable to
stay.'

‘Thank you,' he replied gravely. 'l can see thashall both have to
learn a little tolerance of each other's randomarésy Will you be
going to London, too?"

‘Yes. | must collect some clothes. I've nothing mdown here,' she
said, and blushed as she realized he might be wiogdsow to deal
with the matter of his own wardrobe.

He grinned at her unkindly.

‘Don't worry, I'll get my decent suit out of hodke told her and, from
feeling sorry for him, she immediately wanted tbHim.

Before he left they exchanged addresses where rthghyt get in
touch; his, she saw, was care of a firm of solrsiia the City. When
he had gone and she began packing up to leavetiage, it almost
seemed as if the whole crazy scheme might have dekee@am, but,
oddly enough, she missed him in the little inn of evening and
remembered that, after all, he had never bougha loeink.

‘Joe --' she said to the landlord on her last engriwould you say |
was gullible?’

He frowned, wiping his glasses with methodical care
‘Taken in, would you be meaning?' he asked.
‘Yes, | suppose so. Only --'

'‘Only you thought you was the one with all theksiceh, miss?’



'Yes—and that's true, too. But not tricks as trickse. Legitimate
business.’

The landlord's cheeks creased in fat folds as hledmt her with sly
indulgence.

'‘Don't try tricks with the likes of 'e, m'dear,’ baid with a chuckle.
'‘Up to anyone's games, Mr. Tavener be, | shouldathder. Any
relation of yours, miss?'

'‘Well, he says not.'

‘Then 'e b'ain't. Leave 'e be, miss. 'E's gonauttnbn, anyways, and
you'm leaving tomorrow, so | understand.’

‘Yes. I'll miss St. Bede and the pub and you, Joe.'

'Find a good man, m'dear. T'isn't right or nattwah little nyaid like
you to be trapesing round the country alone. Ttajn@s—but you'm
better than they, | should hope.’

Christy gazed into her empty glass, feeling smadl ehidden. She
liked Joe and wanted his approval. She had nohgielf to be a
tourist, established for the summer in Jim Trevwwgettage, but she
realized now, that once she was gone, althouglvitlagers might
think of her kindly, they would scarcely miss hfar, she had never
been part of their lives.

'‘Good-bye, Joe,' she said, and got up abruptlyto g

'‘Good-bye, m'dear,' he replied with comfortableffedence. "We'll
see you next summer, maybe.'

She walked back along the waterfront, out of humaith her
summer's freedom, and knew a nostalgia for Faile,rmer rightful
anchorage, and even for the doubtful support ofstinenger who



might, by virtue of his name and supposed standiialp, to set a final
seal on her inheritance. Only then did it serioasigur to her that she
had probably said good-bye to two hundred and fibyinds and
would be left to explain the tangle to her grantéatas best she
could.

She drove to London the next day, wryly convinceakt tshe was
unlikely to hear from Mr. Josiah Tavener againvds too late to stop
the cheque and, although he had himself proffenedstiggestion,
that had only been his cleverness. He had, no doabhore believed
her story than he had expected her to believeBven his name,
which he had admitted was not really his own, nheste been
thought of on the spur of the moment to softenupein case a hard
luck tale should be needed.

'‘One born every minute!" she told herself derisivglst as he, no
doubt, had said, and was astonished and suddesuydiy excited to
find a letter from him waiting for her at the fl&te would meet her,
he said, by the Achilles Statue in Hyde Park ire¢hdays' time at
two-thirty precisely. Should she have changed herdmn the

meantime, she was to notify the above firm of stlis immediately,

although, since this would amount to breach of rambt she could
scarcely expect the return of her initial payment.

The intervening days passed in a whirl of appoimisiewith
hairdressers and shops and entertaining the teodsi who shared
the flat. For Christy the excitement mounted; slas wmbarked on
adventure and, if her grandfather was to be dedeivéhe process, it
was his own fault for being so importunate in thatter of her
marriage.

On the appointed day she drove to Hyde Park, kpH&ing that Joss
would not turn up at all. She parked the car neatlg sat for a
moment, enjoying the sunshine and the busy noiseaffic in Park
Lane, then got out and walked leisurely towardsAtleilles Statue.



At first she did not see him, for she had beenilugpkubconsciously
for a shabbily dressed figure, and she jumped when,attention
distracted by two well-worn and much labelled sastes placed tidily
by a park bench, his voice observed with its faaniliinge of
mockery:

'‘Did you think I'd ratted on you?'

She looked up at him and her eyes widened in raivgrise which
she made no effort to conceal. He looked, she thiplige any other
prosperous young businessman taking time off fr@waffairs in the
sunshine. His clothes were good, his well-poliskledes obviously
hand-made and, despite the conventional excellehbes attire, he
looked somehow more formidable that he had whesioléhe rough
fisherman's garb she remembered.

'Oh!" she said, eyeing him with evident surprised &e grinned
unkindly.

'‘My sartorial elegance has shaken you, | can Beesaid. 'l told you
I'd get my best suit out of hock. Your own transfation is
encouraging too, let me add.'

He had, of course, only seen her in jeans. Thelsitmt expensive
little dress, with its equally expensive accessprte smart shoes
and freshly styled hair had given her a feelingugderiority when she
set out, but, under his cool stare, she experieacgdyht ripple of
discomfort, despite the implied compliment.

'Shall we go?' she said, trying to sound dignifieat, he pulled her
unceremoniously on to the bench beside his sugcasd sat down
himself.

'Hadn't you better brief me first?' he asked.

‘Brief you?'



'‘Well, this inheritance you're hoping for and my—egrandparent
by marriage are only very hazy sketches in my raiegle. It would

be a pity if | put both feet in for want of a létinformation, wouldn't
it?'

‘Yes—yes, of course,’ she said, and, because ismdenly pleasant
sitting on a park bench with him in the sunlighte tstory of her
affection for Fairmile, for her grandfather, caraenbling out and, as
she talked, her sense of authority returned, destiecould warn him
quite calmly of possible pitfalls and reassure leimmatters which
could be taken for granted.

'For," she said, 'Gramp knows very little about really, so you can
hardly be tripped up on that score, and you cahyfour own answers
to any questions about yourself—only don't forgetell me what
line you're adopting in case | invent one of my dwn

‘You're pretty good, | imagine, at inventing linese observed
politely, and the trace of that Canadian drawl ask in his voice.

*Well, I've landed myself in a situation, I've dgotgive colour to it,
haven't I?' she retorted, and he smiled.

‘Very true. Lies are bedfellows, you know, Chrigtbb

It wasn't a lie in that sense—not deliberate, bamdt was a sort of
nonsense | got myself mixed up in.’

‘You could have explained.'

'l told you, Brown wouldn't let me see him. Also—Hyé may have
been wrong about Brown.'

‘The scheming little nurse, wanting you out of wee/?"

'Of course she isn't. It's just --'



'It's just that she didn't react as you expectetigat you out of the
mess.'

‘No, she didn't.’

'‘Well," said Joss reasonably, 'why should she®uflyadn't managed
to convince her of the truth, she was scarcellite@interfere, in her
position, was she?’

'‘No, | suppose not, only --'
'‘Only what?'

'‘Oh, nothing. I'd got her wrong, | expect. You sedr.
Tavener'—Christy's eyes widened in naive discovetiwve always
taken Brown for granted. |—I didn't expect her #vé opinions of
her own.'

‘Very short-sighted of you,' he replied dryly. '‘Agdu really must
stop addressing me as Mr. Tavener. | thought Glmistames came
easily to your generation.’

‘What do you mean+y generation?' she asked suspiciously. 'Ho
old areyou,anyway?'

‘Thirty-five, and definitely a square, | imaginewwould say.'

'I'm no cool cat, myself. Wouldn't you—mightn't ybave a wife by
now?'

‘I might, but | haven't. Not that a little detake that would worry you
for present purposes, | imagine.'

‘I've only just thought of it," she said with frasldrprise. "You must
have rather a low opinion of me, Mr.—I mean, Joss.’



'l hardly know you well enough to form an opinidme'replied coolly.

'‘Any more | should know? Well, then, perhaps wehhige going.

Oh, and incidentally, you'd better put.thk on.'d#ed into his breast
pocket and produced a wedding ring.

'Oh, | quite forgot," she exclaimed, and slipped timg on to her
finger with an uneasy sense of superstition.

‘Do« it fit? | had to make a guess.’

‘Near enough—»but it's the genuine thing, isn'tYiw2 could have got
one at Woolworths.'

'‘Oh no," he said with a grin. 'From all you've tahe, your revered
grandpa would be the first to recognize dross fgmhd.'

‘Then you must let me pay,' she said, her nodeei@it. 'l don't want
you to incur any expense on my account.’

'l think not," he replied with a faint twinkle. pirefer to make that
small gesture myself, and | can just afford it. [Siva go?"

As they drove down to Sussex, Christy, for the firee, felt herself
committed to an act of rashness from which thers waw no
drawing back. What did she know of this strangeside her, and
could she successfully carry off this masqueradeleunthe
disapproving eye of her grandfather and the madbdesgpeculations
of Rose Brown? Joss himself, she began to suspastnot going to
prove a mere cipher in the arrangement.

Several times she glanced from his dark profilehts steady,
experienced hands on the wheel. He drove fast gpeltty, and she
wondered again about his private life, what he thake for a living
before coming to England, whether that well-taitbseiit had been



bought with part of her two hundred and fifty poandnd what he
had done with the rest of it.

But soon she had reverted again to Fairmile; tlestciut avenue, the
maze where, as a child, she had once got lostltherag which
nearly a century ago had carried Taveners to chomcBundays and
still stood in the coachhouse, the two white peksodich had once
strutted on the terrace and now stood stuffed andngruous on
either side of the marble staircase.

‘You've made a kind of fairy tale for yourself, katt you?' he said,
and she frowned.

'l don't think so. Fairmile's real. Perhaps wheun yravel about a lot
from place to place you hang on to the idea of sbimg permanent.’

'‘Perhaps. How did you get your schooling if youevaiways moving
around?'

'Oh, they sent me home to England for that. Myfatbpr was half
Italian, but he had very rigid notions about Ergleducation. As a
matter of fact | think | was rather in the way. Viveere very happy,
you see.'

'Did you spend any of your holidays with your greatder?' he asked,
probing more gently, for he thought she might rentehbeen wanted.

'‘No,' she replied, and added without rancour: ‘G@raouldn't forgive

me for not being a boy, neither could he forgive mgther for

marrying what he chose to call a damn dago. He imag¢ been a
mean old cuss till sickness mellowed him.'

‘In my experience, sickness seldom mellows pedpéeieturned with
his usual dryness. 'l suspect that that rather-hagided quality you
seem to possess took him by surprise—or perhapwag a
compliment to himself.'



She lifted a little uneasily in her seat, and thedAblew a long strand
of hair across her eyes, making her blink.

‘Would you call me high-handed?' she asked witlilendneekness,
and saw him smile.

'‘Well, shall we say that wealth and sudden indepeoel has gone a
little to your head,' he replied, swerving to avaidyclist so that she
was momentarily thrown against his shoulder.

‘Don't you think you take rather a lot upon your$éal an employed
person, Josiah?' she countered sharply. This tismgnhile became a
grin.

'‘Oh? | wouldn't say that," he replied equably. 'Taet that you're
employing me doesn't put a stopper on my opinigiso, your
grandfather will expect a certain amount of divexge in a
newly-married couple, | imagine.'

‘Joss; she said, giving him an uncertain glanbés s a strictly
commercial proposition. No funny business, you usidad.'

‘Now why should you think there might be funny mess?' he
inquired mildly, 'Are you so accustomed to assewdisng made upon
your virtue?"'

‘Yes, | am,' she retorted defiantly. 'Most men maksses when
you're reasonably good-looking, and money alwaydsaib the
attraction.'

‘A cynic at twenty? Poor Christobel—poor little hrigjirl,’ he said
without a hint of sympathy, and she felt unaccugtdntears sting her
eyelids.

'You,' she said, 'are an absolute beast, | think!"



‘That's better,’ he observed approvingly, as he dradwo other
occasions. 'You sound more as you're meant to be.'

‘And what's that?'
‘A nice little girl with natural likes and dislikeslow much further?’

‘Not far,’ she said and, forgetting he was a seangagerly pointed
out the familiar places, promising to show him thighat favourite
spot, adding as a rather wistful after-thought perhaps he would
not be interested.

'How young are you," he commented with a brief, atrgnt sigh.
Then he said gently: 'Yes, Christy, | should li@éecome acquainted
with the delights of your childhood—or is it realfypour mother's
childhood?'

‘Mostly hers, | suppose, but it's all got muddlged uwas very little
when | was here, but | seem to remember so mucbk,Loere's
Fairmile! Isn't the avenue splendid? It's almostraight mile, you
know, and when the chestnuts are in flower peopheecfor miles to
look at it.'

‘Very impressive,' he remarked as he turned thencat the lodge
gates, but he observed the moss on the driveotighly trimmed
verges and the gaps in the fencing which sepatheegarkland. Sir
Harry Tavener, for all his reputed wealth, appea®dnable as most
people today to preserve his estate as it oncebbad. The house,
with its tall Tudor chimneys, was not so very kafter all, but it lay
long and rosy in the evening light, and its mangdwws catching the
sun gave the lie to first impressions. Fairmile Imigot be classed as
one of the more famous stately homes, but it was l&mge to
accommodate only one old man and his nurse andsingi
granddaughter.



'l see what you mean,' Joss said, drawing up nbeatfiyre the open
front door.

‘You like it?' Christy asked with naive pleasudou can see it's an
inheritance to be proud of—to fight for?'

'One is prepared to fight for precious little thattangible," he
observed obscurely and with a certain chill, butotee she could
think of something with which to retaliate, old Tdrad hurried out
on to the porch, followed by Mrs. Heap, her fatefanoist with
emotion.

Both exclaimed and fussed and offered congratuiafidooking
expectantly and curiously at Joss, and Christychkarself saying for
the first time:

‘This is my—my husband,' and felt that she blushtguutting the he
at last into words.

She had to admire Joss's cool acceptance of leishrowever. There
may have been a glint of mockery in his eyes, sitntanner was
Impeccable. He shook hands, made the right rejosndad even
professed himself lucky to have won such a charrbmdg.

‘That's going a bit far!" Christy muttered, kickihom surreptitiously
on the shin, but she could see that Mrs. Heap vesspletely
captivated, and her reproachful inquiry as to wigythad all been
kept in the dark about this surprise marriage btfesrquired no
answer.

‘Where's Gramp?' Christy asked, but before sheddoave a reply,
Rose Brown came hurrying down the stairs and adhessall with
hands outstretched.

'Christy, my dear, welcome home!" she cried sofahyg took the girl
in her arms.



Christy could not remember ever having been kigsethe nurse
before; indeed, she thought Brown was putting warg gracious and
convincing impersonation of mistress of the hoe returned the
kiss more warmly than she felt because she wasnchiterself for

uncharitable reflections, then turned hastily tagaioss.

‘This is Nurse Brown, Joss. I've told you about'tere said a little
brusquely, and saw the flicker of surprise, or Wwaalculation, come
into the nurse's eyes.

‘Well," said Brown, holding out a hand, 'you digné¢pare us for this
sort of surprise, Christy! Your grandfather willvieato withdraw
those imagined objections, | think. Why haven't gome down here
before, Mr.—Mr. --?'

‘Tavener," said Joss gently, his lazy eyes regauuen thoughtfully.

Brown's long lashes flickered for an instant; tistre gave a little
laugh.

'‘Oh no—that's too good to be true!' she exclairaad,Christy sensed
Joss's slight withdrawal.

‘Coincidence, isn't it?' he said with his slighawt. '‘But my name still
happens to be Tavener.'

'Oh, | didn't mean to doubt you,' Brown said hgstidut itis curious,
Isn't it? | suppose the very obvious explanatiotinad you are one of
the Tavener relatives Sir Harry has been so anxmtrace.’

‘No.'

Christy grinned. She was beginning to know thiargger's method of
putting you in your place, at the same time givonigyno information,

and she was aware, without much sympathy, of thesefs
discomfiture.



'‘Not? What a strange coincidence. But why didn'u yell us,
Christy? The fact that your—er—husband bears thmesaame
would have gone a long way to propitiating Sir Karr

Brown stood there, gentle and demure in her famdiagsp overall,
her big eyes soft and faintly reproachful in helepatill face, and
Christy was again aware of how little she knew tinisnan. Brown,
her faint smile said, did not believe in coincidenit had never been
really clear whether she had believed the stoth@imarriage in the
first place.

‘Where's Gramp? | want to introduce my new huslaetbiget it over
with," Christy said a little defiantly.

Joss put an unexpected arm round her, pullingdveards him.

‘You mustn't sound as if you're ashamed of your hasband, my
darling,' he said tenderly. But there was no temeles in his eyes,
only the remembered mockery, and the fingers gnigppier shoulder
were not gentle.

She tried to pull away, but became conscious ofwBi® curious
gaze, which was at once puzzled and secretive.

'He's in the library. I'll leave you to make youwro peace, and I'll
bring in the drink-trolley later on," Brown saidhcaturned away to
disappear direcdy into one of the downstairs rooms.

‘Well," said Christy, emitting a sigh that was #dg with
apprehension, 'now for it! The library means Gramsitting in
audience. He never uses the room. And you neegh'obliged to put
on the devoted bridegroom act in front of him, Jdadg's not
sentimental.’



'Still, he might think complete indifference a lgttunnatural,’ he
retorted mildly. '"You haven't, | fear, quite gotarthe skin of your
part, my dear.’

‘Shut up! And leave the talking to me, in case gauyour foot in it,’
she snapped. But she did not altogether care éogxtpression on his
face as she led him across the hall to the library.

It had all gone off surprisingly well, she thoughtretrospect. The
fact that Sir Harry had established himself in littee-used library

rather than his familiar untidy study was not lagbon his

granddaughter, but to Joss it would have no sicamifice. It was all an
act, of course, thought Christy; the old man eshbt in his

wheelchair behind a vast desk piled high with teather-bound
tomes which nobody read, peering between his bagagrows and
his reading glasses at the door, well aware o¥éiseexpanse of floor
that the newcomer must cross before making hinks@ivn.

Christy ran across the space lightly, leaving Josgollow, and
dropped a kiss on her grandfather's head.

‘Well, here we are, you old tyrant,’ she said, ipegc on the arm of
his chair. "You'll give Joss your blessing, | hope.

‘Joss?' Sir Harry barked the name, glaring at kbwelyg advancing
figure of his new grandson-in-law.

‘Josiah—rather sweet, don't you think?'

‘No sauce, please, you incorrigible minx. | takeéhe feller has a
surname?’

'‘Oh yes, darling, and that should soften you up.rtdime is Tavener.'



‘Tavener!'The exclamation was the outraged roar of an ahghy

and his beard quivered with indignation as he swégtis glasses to
bring Joss into better focus. 'What new prank is?tH've been
through the lot of the family offshoots. He'd hagrdbe the
Northumbrian chap, would he?'

Tm no relation, I'm afraid, Sir Harry, but my nasi#l happens to be
Tavener,' Joss said, his voice tinged with amusénigéow do you
do, sir?'

The fierce old eyes travelled over him slowly, &iuristy watched,
with childish pleasure, her grandfather's belligerexpression
changed slowly to one of doubt and perplexity.

'H'm ... not what | expected,' he grunted at I&kit what | expected
at all.’

'You expected some long-haired artist feller aftgrmoney, to quote
your own words,' his granddaughter observed swemtlgt he shook
her impatiently off the arm ofhis chair.

'‘Be quiet!" he snapped. 'Haven't you done enougfagda?'

'She's a little headstrong, isn't she?' said Idssshe's young—she'll
learn.’

‘And you fancy you can teach her?'

'‘Oh, | think so. I'm sorry, though, that you weepkin ignorance of
our marriage. | had, of course, no idea that thiel ehas virtually
eloping with me.'

‘Well* exclaimed Christy, and he sent her a quick igeint smile.

‘You know you deceived me as well as your granéfattharling,' he
said smoothly. '‘But | think we might both forgiverhdon't you, Sir



Harry? Young girls alone in the world at a tendge aften acquire
exaggerated romantic notions.'

‘The chit was not alone, whatever she may haveytlg Sir Harry
barked. 'She's my grandchild, isn't she?'

Joss smiled a little ruefully.

‘Well, of course, but—forgive me, sir—Radbeen led to believe you
took little or no interest in her. That was ratmaughty of you,
Christy, wasn't it?'

The old man looked up suddenly and saw the twohbisgots of
colour on his granddaughter's cheeks and the sgteisdignation in
her eyes, and gave an unexpected chuckle.

'It seems you've met your match, my girl,' he sddit why, in
reason's name, couldn't you have told me at the yoo had married
a Tavener?'

'I—I kept it as a surprise,’ she said, fighting dower chagrin.
'‘Besides, you were in such a rage that evening ytbat would
probably have thought | made it up.'

'l thought you'd made the whole thing up, to tellythe truth,” he
retorted, 'but Brown said --'

'‘What did Brown say, darling?'

‘Never you mind. She's a woman, so probably satmduthan | did.
Well, young man, | don't mind admitting you're leetthan I'd hoped
for—older, too. But | won't believe that you cameywur name by
chance. Who were your parents?'

‘But he did, Gramp,’ said Christy, still smartingorh Joss's
outrageous insinuations. 'He came by it quite bgnck. He was



reared in an orphanage and was named after sotpdittle creek in
the backwoods of Canada.’

'Is that true?'

'Oh yes—in essence,’ Joss replied coolly, and SmryHshot him a
speculative glance.

'I'm..." he said. 'Well, I like you for your hongst¥What do you do for
a living? Sit down, sit down! This isn't an intezw for a prospective
job, I trust.'

Joss sat down with leisurely composure and crossedong leg over
the other.

‘Well," he replied, 'at the moment you . might Bayidling. Business
brought me over here in the first place, and in cugse --'

'Business? What business?’

'—and in due course | shall be returning to Canaskd Joss,
ignoring the interruption.

Sir Harry was instantly diverted.

‘Do you imagine you're going to bury my granddaeghbroad when
| have my own plans for her?' he shouted, and theroman's
eyebrows lifted, the one higher than the other.

'It's usual for a wife to accompany her husbarelrdplied, the slight
drawl returning. 'And forgive me again, Sir Harioyt your plans for
your granddaughter's future seemed a little vafyary what she told
me.'

'l suppose you mean Fairmile. Hasn't she madeptaas to you as
she has to me that she hopes to inherit? Well eptasne with a



great-grandson in the course of time, and sindeddeea Tavener at
least in name, you may yet find yourselves hererwime gone.'

Christy began fidgeting uneasily with the pile @ioks on the desk,
dry-as-dust tomes intended to impress the interlofch, together
with the vast, gloomy and rather musty apartmemnt &m Harry's
obvious trappings of authority, had clearly faitedntimidate Joss.

'‘Personally, Sir Harry,' she heard him answer mijltilshouldn't care
to make my home here. My roots are in Canada.’

'‘What!" the old man exploded. "You'd turn down Fairle for some
benighted shack in the backwoods? You'll not doomly grandchild
and her sons out of their inheri- ance for somdaohmotion of your
own, let me tell you.'

‘This would seem to be a subject I'm not prepacedliscuss at
present—and it's not necessary to live in a bea@jishack in the
backwoods, you know," Joss said gently, and Chsistyde mouth
curved up in an appreciative grin. Clever ... cteveshe thought.
Nothing, she knew, made Gramp more determined set &ourse
than opposition, but she caught Joss's sardoniugge her for an
instant and felt less confident.

‘Darling,’ she said hastily, sliding an arm rourel yrandfather's
shoulders, ‘let's not talk of such things now. Thiwmuld be a
welcome-home occasion for the erring grandchild &ed—her
bridegroom. Where's the famous Tavener hospitality?

‘True for you, monkey. Where's that drink-trolléying the bell," Sir

Harry said and, as if on cue, Rose Brown cameti@oom pushing

the trolley. Besides the usual array of bottlesdlveas an ice-packed
bucket holding a magnum of champagne, and Chrisgyped her

hands like a child.



'‘Bubbly!" she cried. 'Beautiful, sparkling, highass bubbly! Now |
know you've forgiven me, Gramp—you only bring outet
champagne on very special occasions.'

‘Don't you be too sure, young woman. This stuff twadrinking
anyhow; it's getting past its prime,' the old mamnged. 'Here, bring
the trolley nearer, Brown, so | can get at it.'

‘Shall I open it for you, sir?' Joss asked, andotdanan shot him an
appraising look.

‘Think you can?'

'Oh, I'm quite civilized," Joss replied, and pratesk to deal very
expertly with the champagne. A toast was givendmdk, and when
the glasses were filled again, Joss raised hiditst and said:

‘May | drink a special toast to my charming brideRaven't got
around to it yet, except in beer," he said, andH&ry chuckled.

'‘Hard pressed for the ready, were you?' he sakll,'Wu won't have
to bother about that as long as you're stoppirigpaimile. What did
you say your business was?'

'l didn't. We will, no doubt, be having the usualktlater on, Sir
Harry?'

'‘Quite right, quite right—only bore the ladies, whaVy little
granddaughter's shown more sense than we gavedut for, I'm
beginning to think, eh, Brown?"'

The nurse murmured something non-committal anddstqaping her
champagne, her eyes gazing thoughtfully from onéhéoother of
them.



'‘What part of Canada are you from, Mr. Tavener@Brasked in her
soft voice, and was unaware that she had been isjgrahis
appearance with scarcely concealed curiosity witd caught the
little quirk of amusement at the corner of his niout

'Oh, | move around. My contacts take me to varipleces,' he
replied evasively, and, whatever his intention, telod it as a snub.

I'm sorry, | was merely interested,' she saidtke Igtiffly, and was
surprised, as Christy had been, at the alteratensudden smile
made to his face.

‘Well now, I'm sure you'd both like to see yourmgcshe said briskly.
'I've put you in the famous bridal chamber, of seyChristy.’

Christy's hand flew in a childish gesture to heuthpand her eyes
met the nurse's with a hint of panic.

'‘We can't sleep there—it only has obed! she exclaimed, and
Brown's eyebrows rose.

'‘Well, it's big enough in all conscience,' shenet. "You might have
remembered, Christy, that Fairmile has never adbfte twin bed
habit.'

'‘But we must have separateomd' Christy protested. 'l never
thought—I mean, shouldhave thought --'

‘What should you have thought?' Brown asked geatig, her eyes
narrowed a fraction.

'‘Never mind what she thought," Sir Harry interragtetably. 'I've no
patience with these new-fangled fads. Separate spdansooth!
What did you want to get married for, | should ltkeknow? Do you
share these modern notions too, young feller?’



'Oh, | have no objections,' Joss said lazily. 'Véhecome from the
good old double bed is a mark of respectability.’

‘Good! Then you'll doubtless knock some sensetmspert young
miss who thinks she knows all the answers."

‘Joss!'Christy wailed, as it dawned on her that he wagprepared to
help her out.

For a long moment he kept her in suspense, whileyes, lazy and
mocking, dwelt speculatively on her flushed fadeei he said to Sir
Harry with a hint of resignation:

'I'm afraid we do find it more harmonious to occiggparate rooms,
sir. You see, she snores.’

'‘Oh/' cried Christy wrathfully. 'I've never snoredny life!'

‘Darting, you do," he said with indulgent rebukmn't you remember
that night when even the couple in the next roomeviaanging on the
wall?'

Brown turned away, hiding a smile.

‘Then you'd better have the little suite in thetwansg. You can close
the door between the adjoining rooms if necesssing 'said. 'I'll go
and tell Mrs. Heap."'

'Stuff and nonsense!" muttered Sir Harry crossigké her to a
specialist, m'boy—probably got adenoids.’

'l have not, then! They were taken out when | wasifd," Christy
retorted, and for a moment looked very near tears.

'‘Probably grown again, and that's why you sleefn wdur mouth
open,' observed Joss unkindly, and she turneddodrdn him.



To make her displeasure plain, she began makingsa 6f her
grandfather, wheedling smiles from him, teasing emaciliatory by
turn, shutting the stranger out; but when Brown edack to say the
fresh rooms were ready, she could do no less dlanJoss upstairs.
She preserved an icy silence as she led the way v gallery and
along a corridor to the west wing, but when therdafotheir little
suite had closed behind them, she turned on hirrefie

'Of all the mean tricks!" she exclaimed. 'lIt wad baough not to back
me up about the bridal chamber, but to make theisex¢hat |
snored --!"

‘Well, | had to think of something, since you hau @bviously
forgotten that a newly married couple might be expe to share a
room," he retorted. 'And for all | know, yooaysnore.'

'‘Don't be such a beast!" she cried, and he sudoheeby taking her
by the shoulders and turning her gently round ¢e taim.

‘You really are an absurd child," he said. 'Digkiter occur to you that
you might be letting yourself in for more than yobbargained when
you suggested this crazy charade?’

She looked up at him uncertainly, aware that ttas the first time he
had touched her, except for that brief moment af/4alcting in the
hall, and what she saw in his face silenced thédishi insults

hovering on her lips. He no longer seemed the tamuteof-work

stranger willing to pick up a little easy money,dashe became
uneasily aware that the impersonal balance of thaationship
during the next week or so lay in his hands andmbers.

'Why should I?' she replied, as he seemed to bewydor an answer.
'I made it plain that our arrangement was stribtiginess.'

'So you did," he said, 'but wasn't that rathettimgsof you?'



‘What do you mean?'

‘You know very well what | mean. | don't imagineuyr@ so naive as
to be blind to your own attractions.’

‘Naturally not. Are you trying to make a pass?'

He let her go then, rather abruptly, as if the sctbhad become
distasteful.

'Oh no," he said. 'Time enough for that, shoulddd@ns become
more propitious. You have quite a conceit of yoliiyaven't you?'

'l don't think so, but I've been around,' she ezhliquite seriously,
and the hard, rather sardonic expression on his yacished in a
smile.

'l was forgetting,’ he said. 'Miss Christobel Tasencomfortably
cushioned against life's importunities, and knowmgst of the
answers. Which room do you want for yourself? Weusth be
getting unpacked.’

‘Someone's done it already—Brown, | expect. Mydhiare in this
room," she said, feeling her colour rise, and wedchim stroll
through the open door to inspect the adjoining room

‘Very nice, very romantic. There's no key in theklbhe observed,
and her self-confidence returned.

'It's quite simple to wedge a chair under the dowb,’ she retorted.

"True—but won't that look rather odd to whoevericais in the
morning?'

'l don't care how odd it looks. Brown usually bsnthe early tea,
anyway. We're very short-staffed these days.'



'‘Oh? You might be unwise to give Nurse Brown furtfeod for
thought,' he remarked casually.

‘What do you mean?’
‘Just a vague notion—probably quite misplaced.

He stood in the doorway, contemplating her dispasdely for a
moment.

‘Don't worry, Christobel, you're quite safe from,he said.
'Why?' she demanded, feeling affronted.

‘Not my type, | expect,' he replied, and shut tberdetween them.



CHAPTER FOUR

As Christy had predicted, Brown brought up the nmgrtea. The
tray was laid for one, with the familiar Minton olai and thin bread
and butter.

'‘Doesn't Joss get any?' Christy asked, yawnindhasssuggled up
against her pillows. She had slept badly, conscibas the door
between their rooms had been firmly shut by himhwin
absent-minded good night, and saw, out of thefdiker eye, that the
door now stood open.

‘Mr. Tavener is already up,' Brown replied demuralyd her manner
seemed to convey that Christy should have known.

'‘Oh! What's he doing at this unearthly hour?'

''ve no idea, but it's a fine morning—he's profabispecting the
grounds. He's hardly the pampered type, would wy@'s

Christy frowned as she poured out the tea.

‘What do you mean, pampered?' she asked, and the gave a little
shrug.

‘Well—early morning tea, the little comforts of age that boasted
servants.'

Christy glanced at her quickly, wondering if shetedéed an
unsuspected resentment.

'You don'tneedto bring up early tea, do you, Brownie? Not to me
anyway,' she said apologetically, and Brown smiled.

'l don't mind,' she said. 'Why should 1? After 8ify paid handsomely
for my services.'



Christy sipped her tea in silence. There was, a@flemo reason to
suppose that Brown was discontented, and evenéefvghis the
remedy was in her own hands.

‘You wouldn't leave Gramp, would you?' Christy akldigesting this
thought, and the nurse raised her eyebrows.

'‘Now why should you ask that?' she said. 'I'm dedcato your
grandfather, as you ought to know—Dbesides, wherggaw Canada,
he will be more than ever dependent on me.'

‘Why on earth should | go to Canada?' Christy ex&d, spilling tea
on the sheet in her astonishment, and Brown sniihed little secret
smile which seemed to match the hidden thoughteireyes.

‘Well, you'll be returning with your husband in dzeurse, | imagine,’
she said, and Christy felt she had been caught out.

'Oh, yes, of course,' she replied vaguely, and tewvnurse give
another little smile. She glanced at the open deondering if Joss
had stood there, watching as she slept, and knencatthat he must
have opened it when he was dressed to satisfy whesty of
whoever should bring up the morning tea.

'‘How's Gramp?' she asked with forced flippancyn&the worse for
the shock of meeting his new grandson-in-law, |d®p

'‘On the contrary. Mr. Tavener, | suspect, will prdg be a man after
Sir Harry's own heart. You've been clever, havgolt, Christy?'
Brown said lightly.

‘Clever?' The old doubt as to whether the nurserballly believed
her story in the first place returned. 'Brown, yeare never sure,
were you?'

'Sure of what?"'



‘Whether I'd invented the whole thing. | mean, yoactically
suggested that solution yourself.'

Brown began moving about the room, automaticaligightening
things, picking up garments thrown carelessly @flbor, managing
to suggest both rebuke and resignation by herratio

'"You really should take more care of your thinghri§ty," she said.
'It's easy to see you haven't had to count theat@shew dress. What
solution are you talking about, and to what proldlem

'You know perfectly well. The last time | was hdrbad a showdown
with Gramp, and --'

‘The last time you were here, you and | talkedt@iamonsense, I've
no doubt,' Brown interrupted calmly. 'l was harthyknow that any
idle suggestion of mine was already a fact, wdsr¥ery happy for
you, Christy. Mr. Tavener would appear to be jusatwou need.’

‘What do you mean?'

'‘Well, he's older and experienced in the mattéewinine vagaries, |
would say.'

‘How do you know?'

'Oh, I've been around too," Brown said sweetlynffyuhis name
should be Tavener, isn't it?'

Christy bounced impatiently in the bed, spilling tlea again.
‘What are you getting at?' she asked uneasily.

‘Nothing. It's not my place to criticize or offepiaions. | just take
things at face value.'



‘Do you? But you must have natural curiosity. Yavdn't even
asked me when | was married.’

'‘Does it matter? The fact that yate married will have satisfied your
grandfather that you can't be expected to makelyoone here, won't
it?' said Brown gently, and went out of the room.

Christy dressed quickly, pulling on the familiaraps and shirt,
screwing her hair into its accustomed pony-taibliiag on powder
and lipstick with scant regard for artistic resalincerned only that
on this first day she should have been Jibing trebrs of Fairmile
and Joss had beaten her to it.

She ran through the house and down the stairs @ndto the warm
promise of a September morning. Dew still shimmeyedhe grass
and the leaves had scarcely begun to turn.

She came upon the old swing hung between two daggae which, in
high summer, could swing one over a meadow lush eatvslips and
buttercups. Someone had pushed her, she rememhgyedyver the
grass so that she could almost snatch the frurh ftoe branches
above her head. So much change since that timethshight, so
many new experiences for a child brought up inifpreplaces. She
moved towards the swing with an instinctive desireecapture the
lost delights of an English childhood.

The old swing creaked as she sat in it, and thesrdgit harsh and
stiff to her hands, but the half-remembered ecstagyned as she
started swinging. The meadow dipped and curveddibrger, and
now she could reach out for the fruit which hung\abher head. Out
of the corner of her eye she saw Joss's tall figtradling back from
the derelict outbuildings, but he had no part vk then. She was a
child again, swinging high, swinging low, supremehier solitude
above the earth.



He stood watching her, thinking that she had nenseim. The
ribbon had slipped from her hair and it flew oulinel her in a flaxen
cloud. Her young body arched and curved to thehrhybf the
swing's movements and she kicked off a sandal wlaat hanging
loosely from one foot.

Even as he watched, there was a rending soundeanaiten with the
years, broke and the swing-tipped sideways, thrgwier on to the
grass. For a moment she lay there without moving, e leapt the
sunken fence which divided them and knelt beside he

‘Christy, are you all right?' he asked sharply, atdied, as she tried to
sit up: 'Don't move for a moment.’

She felt his hands run over her limbs, firm, assurands, the rough
callouses rasping her flesh. When he was satighiat her hurts

would amount to no more than bruises, he got tddat pulling her

with him. One leg gave under her for a moment antéid her close
in support. The lean, dark face touched her halrsdie could see the
tiny lines at thecorners of his eyes and the smaiVe that jerked,

surprisingly, at the side of his mouth. She loolpdat him, diverted

between the pain in her foot and the unexpectederarshe read in
his face.

'l scared you, didn't I?' she said, and saw at @ceturn of the
familiar hard-bitten expression of indifference.

‘Naturally you scared me," he retorted. 'You cddue broken a leg
or an arm, and then where would we have been,yweithaid up and
your doting grandpapa expecting the devoted brmagrto stop on
indefinitely?"

‘Yes, of course. Well, you needn't worry. I'm noren@nxious to
prolong the visit than you are. A week or so arhtive can make our
excuses,' she replied coldly.



'‘And what excuses do you imagine your by no meamsbbg
grandparent is going to accept for his new-fourtatiree by marriage
vanishing into thin air?'

'‘H'm ... | hadn't thought of that.’

'You hadn't thought of very much beyond the neddhe moment,
had you?'

'l suppose not. Still— she brightened visibly—'y@an always have
urgent business recalling you to Canada and |pafse, would be
expected to accompany you.'

‘Good grief!’

‘Naturally |1 shouldn't, so don't go up in the &ve plenty of friends
in other places abroad. After a decent interval waild notify
Gramp from some distant country that things hasalked out and
we'd got a divorce. It's done every day.'

'Is it indeed?' His voice was suddenly a littlengri'And am |
supposed to be the scapegoat in this charming Itbt—the
convenient rolling-stone from Canada disappeardédout trace?'

She was still standing between his hands, but eedhthem seemed
aware of it. The clear hazel eyes she raised tavbi® grave and
innocent and suddenly cool.

'Is it much to expect for five hundred pounds?’ s&id. 'You knew
the terms when you accepted my proposition.’

He let her go then with such suddenness that shed®an
ignominiously at his feet.

'l doubt if you'd thought overmuch about the comnseges,’ he
retorted with a bite to his voice. 'Well, Christil,play ball for a time,



but things may not work out as you planned. | demdw that | very
much care about deceiving your grandfather, nowlW¥amet him.’

'‘Why? You've done worse than that in your chequeegéder, | don't
mind betting!'

'You'd lose your bet on a great many of the opisipou've formed
about me, Christobel,' he replied with deceptividn@ss. 'You're a
spoilt brat, my dear—a spoilt brat whom it wouldrgime much
pleasure to spank.’'

‘You wouldn't dare!" she cried. 'And please help upe since you
threw me down here.’

'l wouldn't be bothered with a spanking,' he retminkindly. '‘And
you're quite able to get up by yourself. I'm goimgo breakfast.’

Breakfast was made no easier by the presence & Rasvn, who,
judging by her curious glances and bright atteniptkeep the
conversation from flagging, suspected a loverfs' tif

‘You were up early, Mr. Tavener,' she volunteel@oking up at him
under her lashes. 'Christy was quite surprisethtbyfou gone when |
brought up the tea.'

'‘Christy knows very well I'm an early riser. Youopably mistook
surprise for relief,' he replied, and her lashekegéer eyes.

'‘Oh! What an odd thing to say.'

'‘Not really. One's scarcely at one's best in thdy eaorning and
women like time to scrape off all that muck they pn at night.’

She sent him a quick look which implied that she wiot take him
seriously and said, with an affectionate glancéhatgirl's young,
tender skin:



'l don't think Christy needs to trouble much abi@aae- creams yet.
By the way, don't you wear your engagement ring?'

Christy looked guiltily down at the plain platinueircle which still
felt strange on her finger and said quickly:

'I'm afraid of losing it.' She should, of coursegvé thought of
something that would pass as an engagement ring.

'What is it?"

'Er—a sapphire,’ she replied vaguely, and Jossnrobdewith a
blatant wink:

'‘Come off it, darling! You know | couldn't affordrang.

However, when times are better, of course --' Hiethee sentence
carelessly in mid-air and the nurse gave Christyryalittle smile of
commiseration.

‘Well, a wedding ring's rather more important, tist?' she said
brightly. 'And Christy will have her mother's jevezly to make up.
Aren't you eating, my dear?"

‘Not hungry,' said Christy.

'‘Probably slimming. She knows | can't stand plungmen,’ said
Joss, and Christy got up from the table and slanooéedf the room.

'‘Why do you tease?' Brown asked with gentle regrodte child
takes these things seriously.'

‘Then it's time she learnt to laugh at herself,'tdpou think?' Joss
observed mildly, and she smiled.



'l imagine when one is in love and first marriewit't easy to laugh at
oneself,’ she said.

'‘Possibly not—still, there's no need to embarrasple by parading
one's affection at every turn, is there?'

She buttered a piece of toast thoughtfully, thenreod herself a
second cup of coffee with the neat, deliberate mmmrdés which
seemed characteristic of her.

‘You're a strange man, Mr. Tavener,' she sai@ dhy just met you
of course, but you don't strike me as the typiogihe-hunter.’

‘Thanks very much,' he replied. 'Is that Sir Harpgpinion of me, or
merely yours?'

'‘Forgive me,' she murmured, with a small, cona@lgasmile. 'No, Sir
Harry likes you—that's what's a little puzzling.'

'‘Why? Am | so unlikeable?'

‘You persist in misunderstanding me. | only mehat twwhen Christy
sprang this sudden marriage on us, we both, ngtubeld doubts.
Where did you meet and when were you married?’

His eyes were still lazy as they dwelt casuallyhenpale, composed
face, but one eyebrow lifted a fraction.

'‘Hasn't Sir Harry told you?' he asked, and for anet she looked
nonplussed.

'He said nothing while | was helping him to dreske replied a little
shortly.

‘Ah well, perhaps he doesn't confide everythingu Yave a rather
personal concern for your patient, | think, Nursev.'



'l don't understand you. Naturally I'm personatipcerned. Sir Harry
has been good to me.' For the first time she saladétle ruffled,
and Joss pushed back his chair and got up.

‘Naturally," he said. 'Had you been here long leefGhristy came
home?'

‘A year or so.’

'Yes, | see. It must have been a little unexpewuteen the prodigal
granddaughter returned to take her place as nsstfedbe house.'

‘There was scarcely any question of that," theewaglied tranquilly.
‘Christy didn't care to make her home here forlangth of time.'

‘But the old man hoped?’

'Sir Harry is very fond of his granddaughter, botwmnthat she is
married, the question, of course, doesn't arise.’

‘And naturally you will stop on and take her place.

‘I will stop, of course, as long as I'm needed.' $t@od looking
reflectively down on her and she gave him a selittfeesmile. "What
are you thinking, Mr. Tavener?'

'l was, in fact, wondering why you haven't told lmeg ago to mind
my own business and stop asking impertinent questigou are a
very interesting woman, Nurse Brown,' he said, aad the two
unaccustomed spots of colour fly to her cheeksdsfhher sitting at
the table, and went out of the room.

The first days of the visit slipped so easily om® ianother that it was
with a feeling of surprise that Christy realizedtthhey had been



there a week, and then a fortnight, and already dad become part
of the familiar background, and there was no ugenbve on. Sir

Harry seemed to have taken to the idea of the agm&rias

wholeheartedly as he had opposed it, and only Bosen appeared
to have reservations which might or might not be ¢ttu what she

considered a seemly attitude.

'‘Don't you like him?' Christy asked her, wonderidly what tastes
Brown might have in the matter of men, and the euveplied, with a
faint smile:

'l hardly know him. In any case, my personal opinc@an scarcely
matter, can it?'

'Of course it matters, dear Brownie. You're alnoyst of the family,
after all. Does Gramp talk to you about Joss?"

‘You're very curious, Christy. | should have thoughwas fairly
obvious that your grandfather has—accepted yourdng'

‘Yes, it's all been too easy, hasn't it?'
‘Too easy? What an odd thing to say.'

'I—I meant knowing how stubborn he can be. |—we bagected
more opposition.’

Brown looked at her thoughtfully.

‘You should be grateful things have turned ouhay have,' she said.
"You mighthave found yourself cut out of his will altogethmr this
sort of defiance. As it is—well, | should be catefu were you.'

‘What do you mean?’



‘Nothing, probably, but Sir Harry wouldn't take #in to finding
himself deceived.’

Christy frowned, uneasily aware that the nurse seefond of
talking in riddles.

'‘My affairs are my own concern,’ she said with srddoolness.
‘Were you hinting at something, Brown?'

Brown's lashes hid her eyes in two demure crescents

'Of course not,' she replied serenely. 'As you selfiare hinting, my
dear, it's not my place to speculate—or criticize.'

The girl's mouth curved into that sudden disarngng.

'‘Don't be prickly, Brownie dear," she said affectitely. 'Why
shouldn't you have your opinions? Anyway, we dagither of us,
know what's in Gramp's will, do we?'

Brown smiled back automatically and left the rooithaut replying.

If Christy knew a passing disquiet on these occesibwas soon
forgotten in the pleasure of introducing her faw@uhaunts to Joss,
showing off a little to impress him with Fairmilet®rth and her own
good fortune until, quite good-naturedly, he wosldp her down,
calling her a spoilt brat. Even then she would badgtle more with

innocent solemnity, or hurl childish abuse at hitmck only made

him laugh.

'l was right," he would say. 'This sudden indepandéhas gone to
your head. You think money can buy most things,tdamu?’

‘And so it can,' she would retort, and then tumidgmly humble.

‘Do you really think I'm a spoilt brat, Joss?'



‘Would you care if | did?"
'Yes, | think so.'
His dark eyebrows rose in sceptical surprise.

'‘Out of character,' he replied with his slight draMiss Christobel
Tavener cares little for any man, to say nothinga afown-at-heel
stranger hired for convenience.'

'You don'tlook down-at-heel,' she said, eyeing his well- cut tlgee
suspiciously. 'You seem, in fact, to have quiteaadnobe.’

‘Well, | hope you think your two hundred and fiftsas well spent.’

‘Your clothes aren't new,' she said shrewdly, aadytinned at her
with irritating mockery.

‘You're becoming observant, Christobel. Watch outi ylon't cut
yourself with your own sharpness, as my nanny tsedy.'

‘You never had a nanny! You told me yourself youenmised in an
orphanage.’

'‘Only until the age of seven. After that | had aamalike other
well-brought-up little boys.'

She forgot her perpetual desire to bicker with himsurprised
curiosity.

'Did someone adopt you?' she asked. 'Are you a kindnale
Cinderella, fairy godmother and all?"

'Fairy godfather, if you want to be exact,' he iehland there was a
hint of provocation in his suddenly lazy eyes. 'Blé pumpkin



scarcely turned into a fairy coach. He was a mddrcodger and
something of an eccentric. He kept tame snakesibhddroom.'

'l don't believe a word of it!" she exclaimed ingtly, then gave
him a sidelong glance which was suddenly tender.

'l expect you were sent out as hired labour to @lecaancher
something as soon as you were old enough to earihthat usually
what happens to orphans?’

'If you prefer that version. You seem to have maglgour mind that
I'm a rolling stone—a kind of hobo. | wonder why.'

‘Your hands,' she said. 'It's plain you've worketth wour hands.'

They were strolling across the deserted stable gartheir way to
look at the old drag in the coach-house, and Jelkkdut his hands,
inspecting the callouses and hard, roughened skin.

‘Very observant,' he said again, this time a ldtigy. 'It didn't occur
to you, | suppose, that messing about with boataipaet the best of
manicures? One doesn't just sit back and clap baa®s for minions
to appear to do the dirty jobs.'

'Oh!" She remembered that of course he had crewvatié owner of
the cabin cruiser, which had put into the harbduBta Bede, and
wondered if she had been presuming altogether tadhrabout him.

'l didn't mean to be impertinent,’ she said eelisthyly, and he looked
surprised.

'‘Didn't you? Well, Christy, it's nice to know yoarchave flashes of
humility, despite your great wealth.'

She gave him another sidelong glance, caught teepacted twinkle
in his eye, and grinned.



‘You shouldn't laugh at me, and I'm not as richlbthat,' she said.
‘Why shouldn't I laugh at you?'

'‘Because it's disrespectful to a temporary empldjéren our—our
contract is finished, you can laugh to your headistent.'

‘I may take you up on that," he retorted, and sbkdd up, puzzled by
the note of gravity in his voice, but the mockergsvstill there in his
eyes and she ran ahead of him into the coach-hdeséing
disconcerted.

'Isn't this a splendid equipage?' she said, pgntinthe drag and
talking rather fast. 'l used to hide in it when asnittle and play at
highwaymen with the chauffeur's son. Do you knoat thy mother
could remember driving to church in it when she wagery little
girl? She said it used to be one of the famoudsigftthe district, like
the chest-nut avenue. It was ages before Grampttoalcar.'

She tugged at one of the brass door handles arainiling inside,
bounced on the ancient springs, sending up a dbddst. Joss stood
and watched her, smiling with sudden indulgencehes peered at
him out of the gloom. The fair hair fell forwardevher bare, tanned
shoulders above a strapless sun-frock, and theseavgreak of dirt
on one cheekbone.

‘Come inside with me," she invited, and he obliing/imbed in
beside her.

It smelt very damp and musty, and mice had madés nasthe
stuffing of the seats. Christy's face was suddeluye to his and she
rubbed one bare shoulder against his, pleasedyashdd playing at
make-believe. He took her chin in one hand andetdirher face
gently towards him.



‘A good place for a tryst as well as for childregesnes, perhaps,' he
said, and smiled as he saw her eyes widen. 'Najdingoing to kiss
you. Is that what you were expecting?"

'‘Possibly,' she answered calmly, but her coloue.ro&fter all, I'm
reasonably attractive. Oh, of course. | remember sad | wasn't
your type.'

His smile was quite kindly.
'Did that sting? You are a little obvious, my dear.

'l didn't bring you here for that!" she said, tryito pull away from
him. "You're hateful ... hateful! | thought you'dderstand --'

'‘Good grief!' he exclaimed softly, seeing the telnght on her
lashes. 'Of course | understood.’

‘Then why do you suddenly turn it into somethingeajm and
.shoddy?'

'‘Why do you take it for granted that a man will rak pass at you
with the slightest provocation, and then feel gkghif he doesn't?’ he
countered gently, and her head droopedta littleriyeagainst his
shoulder.

'l don't as a rule, bubeydo, and—and | don't think | understand yo
very well, Joss,' she said, and felt the harsh skims fingers as he
brushed them across her wet lashes.

'‘No, | don't think you do,' he replied. 'Come on—edheetter get back
to the house. It must be nearly lunch-time.'

He got out of the drag and reached up to lift heewa Holding her
with one hand he produced a clean pocket- handiefrehth the
other and bade her spit.



‘Nursery drill. Your face is dirty," he said, andgeeded to clean her
up.

'Did you really have a nanny?' she asked irreldyast they walked
out into the sunlight.

'Yes, | really did," he answered with faint amusetnand began to
whistle. He whistled well, soft, pure notes likbied's, and always, it
seemed, the same elusive, rather melancholy &ttleChristy was
just going to ask him what it was when they saw eR&sown
hurrying towards them across the stable yard.

'l've been looking for you everywhere,' she s&in't you hear me
calling? Your grandfather's had another slightckttdhe doctor has
just gone.'

Christy went white.

‘A real attack, or is he foxing?' she said sharphd started to run as
the nurse shook her head, but Brown called her.back

'It's Mr. Tavener he wants to see, not you, my dshe said. Her eyes
were more curious than sympathetic as they restedhe girl's
alarmed face, seeing only the ruffled hair and tfaar of
dishevelment which, she thought, told their ownnstof the
morning's activities. 'Will you go at once, pleasdy. Tavener?
We've put him to bed and you know where his roobyisow.'

'‘But | must go, too," Christy cried, and Joss'sdsmdgrip on her
shoulder was firm and none too gentle.

‘Stay with Nurse Brown. If you're wanted I'll fetglou," he said
curtly, and walked quickly away to the house.



Luncheon was an uncomfortable meal. Joss appeared sharing
Sir Harry's tray in his bedroom, and Christy andvan were left in
uneasy solitude.

‘What brought on the attack?' Christy asked, pigkm differently at
her food.

'"You'd been talking of leaving, | think," the nurselied, and Christy
frowned. She had made no mention of their departoeeause,
perhaps, the thought had not occurred to her \Wwetetsy passage of
time, but possibly Joss...

'‘We only came for a week or so,' she said lamelg,was aware of
Brown's veiled attentiveness.

‘Yes—well, of course | understand you have your tives to lead,'
Brown replied. '‘But Sir Harry is an old man anchgh to what he
knows.'

'He didn't know Joss until a fortnight ago. He hador the matter of
that, knownmefor very long," Christy retorted. The nurse smiled

‘You don't need to feel guilty, my dear,' she sdidvas sufficient
company for your grandfather before you came aredrib doubt I'll
be sufficient when you've gone. Eat something, Sywi-there's no
need for alarm at present.’

Christy pushed away her plate impatiently. Wasdlzehidden threat
in Brown's soft reply, or had she merely been tjytmput matters on
a sensible basis?

‘Why did he want to see Joss—why not me?' she askel] for an
instant, the other woman's flash of uncertaintycmad her own.



'l don't know,' she said slowly. 'They talk togethad it's plain that,
whatever the truth of the matter, Sir Harry accgpts husband as a
Tavener.'

‘What do you mean—the truth of the matter?' Chssiynded on the
defensive, and the nurse merely raised her eyelaiod/smiled.

'Dicjp't you both say the name was only his by aido@"' she replied
gently. 'Your grandfather, | imagine, considers tloéncidence too
much of a good thing and prefers to regard yourband as a
blood-relation of sorts.’

‘And you, Brown?'

'1? Well, there's only one other conclusion, ifmre? You made the
whole thing up.’

‘What do you mean?'

‘The name, of course. Knowing Sir Harry's fixatitnwyould be quite
clever to call yourselves Tavener and soften tlelsbf your sudden
marriage, wouldn't it? Don't think | would blame uyoChristy

dear—what name you were married in and what yows#do call

yourselves here is no concern of mine. When will e returning to
Canada?'

'You'd better ask my husband,' Christy snappedeyes defiant and
very bright, and Joss walked into the room.

‘What should Nurse Brown ask me?' he inquired,roegg them both
with a quizzical expression, and smiled faintly wi@&hristy thumped
two clenched fists on the table like a thwarteddchi

'She wants to know when we're returning to Canatla,said as Joss
turned to look at the nurse with a reflective eye.



'‘Well, now," he said conversationally, 'that's a&egjion | haven't
considered yet. What makes you so sure | don'hdhte settle in
England?'

For the first time Brown looked disconcerted.

'‘Well, | suppose | took it for granted,’ she sawlpuring slightly. 'It
was only a casual and quite natural inquiry on ey, Mr. Tavener. |
didn't mean to be impertinent.'

'I'm sure you didn't," he replied courteously. '‘Bat shouldn't take
things for granted, Nurse—it can be a great midtake

Two faint spots of colour stained the nurse's cheékit, if she
recognized the polite snub, she refused to actephere are many
things that can be a mistake, Mr. Tavener. We lhilienan, | think
you'll agree,' she said, and Christy watched wiithden interest the
provocative tilt of Brown's head as she looked tgass, and the
veiled and fleeting invitation in her eyes. Whyg'shflirting with
him! she thought, completely diverted for the motnethen
experienced a most unfamiliar reaction as she dsvamused
comprehension on Joss's face.

'Isn't it time my grandfather asked foe?'she demanded truculently.
‘You might reassure us, Joss, instead of—instead of

'Instead of what?' he replied with irritating caliviou can go and see
him now, if you like. I'm sure Nurse Brown has ablg explained that
there's no cause for alarm.’

‘But he asked foyou—you who are a stranger—and a doubtful one
that!'

'‘Dear me! What a way to talk to your husband," k#d with a
reproving shake of the head. But there was a Himtaoning in his



voice. 'Run along and satisfy yourself that | havegplaced you in
his affections. We were merely talking business.’

'‘Business? What business could you have with Gramp?

'‘Well, there are natural adjustments to be madenwhesh blood
comes into the family. You'd better ask him youtsaly dear.’

She ran out of the room, glad to get away from theth. Between
them, Joss and Brown succeeded in making herikeehltiresome
child; she wanted her grandfather's reassuranae,tlan familiar
bickering between them which, unlike that which sl@es forced into
with Joss, left her feeling she was adult and famain

‘Darling!" she cried, flinging herself down besithe bed. '‘Are you
really all right? Why didn't you send for me? WHat you want with
Joss? What did the doctor say? Do you know whaigatfyou've
given us?'

'Hey, one thing at a time!" Sir Harry protestedbraiiting rather
peevishly to her demonstrations of affection. Tieeck, still youthful
eyes were as bright as ever, and the well-clearskdesl on his
discarded luncheon tray bore evidence that his tappeas still
excellent.

‘You old humbug!" she scolded. 'l believe you wameing after
all—like the time you wrote me pathetic lettersgiet me to come
home.'

'Well, | succeeded, didn't I?' he retorted. "Ydwede cheated me out
of meeting my grandson-in-law otherwise.'

‘You didn't want to meet him. You didn't want torBanything to do
with him—or me—Ilast time | was here."

‘But you came.’



He closed his eyes and for a moment he looked ainelcbld and what
he was, the handsome wreck of a man who had liigelddntoo well
and been denied in the end his dearest wish. Ritg bf a new
maturity touched Christy's young face with fleetimgauty, and her
hands were gentle on his.

'l couldn't take a chance on whether you were fgaaie on or not,
could 1? I love you very much, Gramp,' she saidlgotind his
wrinkled eyelids lifted.

'H'm..." he grunted. 'Me or Fairmile?'

‘To hell with Fairmile!" she exclaimed impatientlyou are my flesh
and blood.’

'l believe you mean that—pity you weren't a boyill,Sgou can
change that now for me, can't you?'

'‘What do you mean?' she faltered, and he winkéerablatantly.

"You know very well, monkey. All this nonsense abseparate
rooms and such-like modern balderdash! You've gid¢a@ent man,
Christy—better than I'd given you credit for. Idikhe chap; won't
stand the backchat | have to take from you, eithelon't mind
betting. Feller of substance, too. More than I'gdtbfor with a chit
like you dangling your money and supposed expectatin front of
the greedy eyes of every Tom, Dick and Harry --tdied off,
sounding suddenly sleepy, and Christy had diffycirt refraining
from blurting out the whole sorry story. How darkabs lead the old
man up the garden, pretending to a background cdheati possess?
How dared he, for the matter of that, worm his wap a person's
affections when, his five hundred pounds safelynedr he would
disappear from their lives and never be heard ain&y

‘Joss hasn't any money—at least let me be honest #iat, Gramp,’
she said, but he closed his eyes again.



‘What are you talking about? Go away, m'dear, ahchk sleep. I'm
tired, and my head aches. Tell Brown to come aingith me.'

‘Brown? I'll sit with you while you sleep,' she égairying in some
small measure to make amends, but he gave a drdwskle and
turned over in his bed with his back to her.

'‘Not the same thing," he said. 'Brown flatters ngp.eDamn fine
woman, Brown ... knows her onions ... might obliige yet with a
title if it makes her happy. Rim away, my girl --'

She went back to the dining-room, angry and digdirand dimly

afraid. Brown was no longer there, but Joss <dilleg the deserted
luncheon table, idly flicking pellets of bread assothe polished
surface. Christy gleefully and without further tigbti set about
picking a quarrel with him.

‘What have you been up to with Gramp?' she demaraiedi he
flicked another pellet across the table withouthleaihg to look at
her.

‘Nowwhat's the trouble?' he asked, but did not soeng mterested.

‘Leading him up the garden—Ietting him think youaeman of
substance, when all the time you're a—you're a --'

'Well, what am 1?'

‘A layabout—a—a tramp taking easy money from d ¢fithe knew
the truth --'

'If he knew the truth, do you imagine you'd be incim of a position,

yourself, to fling mud around?' he asked quite pjlthen, with a

suddenness that took her by surprise, sprang tfedisand grasped
her by the shoulders.



'I'll take so much from you, Christy, since | apptabe in your debt,
but layabout, tramp—I could think of harsher wot@spply to you.'

She stared up at him, not at all liking the expoesen his dark face,
but she was still ready to do battle.

'I've no doubt your vocabulary is rich in rude bpts,' she retorted.
'‘But the fact remains that you took on my propoasitivith your eyes
open, so what have you to complain of?'

'l doubt if you'd understand my complaints,’ hedsagiving her a
shake. 'lt's the old story, my dear; money candnything—»but you
won't buy me, for all that.'

'l hired you, didn't I?' she said, and he let leeag suddenly as he hac
seized her, and turned away towards the windovwmsegall at once
indifferent and relaxed.

‘Yes, you hired me,' he said. 'But that doesn#& giwu rights over me.
What, after all, do you know about me? What hauegwer troubled
to find out?'

‘Why should | trouble to find out anything? When i{gave here,
we're not likely to meet again.'

‘True—but in the meantime we each have a part &y.pYour
grandfather is a sick man, you know.'

The anger drained out of her. However hostile hghinappear, she
still wanted assurance that Gramp was only foxing.

'‘How sick?' she asked, and at the humble, pleatbigin her voice,
he turned to look at her with unexpected kindness.



'‘Well, not mortally, as far as we know," he sailt'he's old and
choleric and has lived his life too well. Hearaakts, however slight,
can't be ignored at his age. Do you really careiabion?’

"You know | do.'

'Yes, | think | do. Well, you started this, Christyou'll have to play
it out to the end.’

'And what is the end?’

The softness went from his face and the old, hatdrbexpression
returned.

‘That's your worry, isn't it?' he said, the sligbanadian accent
lending his speech the familiar drawl. ‘Myselfhbsld say we'd been
here long enough. A week or two, you told me atldbginning. It's
getting on for three.’

Yes, it was, she thought with surprise, obserimgugh the window
how deeply the leaves had turned in the parklamds@ous that the
strapless sun-frock she wore was already out closea

‘We can't go till Gramp is better,' she said, dmdesed a little.

‘Naturally, but that won't be long, and there'saalsvNurse Brown to
take over.'

'‘Brown? Oh, of course. Joss—would you think Browaswp to
something?'

He smiled. She was very naive in the ease with hviite could
switch from aggression to confiding ingenuousness.

'l think Nurse Brown is an astute young woman, whows what she
wants and means to get it,' he replied ambiguously.



‘What does that mean?' she asked, frowning, astifugged.

‘How should | know? But be careful, Christy—you @/@r danger of
ousting her before that convenient marriage.'

‘Meaning?'
'Meaning that if she suspected the truth, she nmgike trouble.’

'She's no proof—anyway, if she wants to hook Grangd he's
willing, why should | care?'

‘As long as Fairmile's safe, | imagine,' he suggedtyly, and before
she could reply, Rose Brown came into the room.Ha@rwas neatly
subdued again and her overall buttoned and comgcedihe gave a
soft little exclamation of disapproval as she syeek the still
uncleared table and rang the bell for Tom.

‘Things have become rather disorganized today, afraid,’ she
observed with the automatic apology of the experdnhostess. 'l
shall have to speak to Tom; he's getting a litHst, poor dear. Did
you see your grandfather, Christy?'

Christy had joined Joss by the window, trying moloiok, as she felt,
like a sulky child.

'Yes,' she replied. 'And he asked if you wouldnsth him. He was
complaining again of a headache, but he's asléeami.'

‘That will do him good. Yes, | will certainly sitith him. What will
you two do with yourselves for the rest of the aft®n?' The nurse's
intonation was so exactly that of the lady of tloeidge that Christy's
too-recent ill temper returned to assert itself.

Before she could speak, however, Joss suddenlyt $igepp into his
arms and planted a kiss full on her lips.



'Oh, we shall amuse ourselves. A newly married apen't too
hard put to it to pass the time, you know," he ,saml Brown, with
slightly compressed lips, left the room withoutlyemg.

‘What on earth made you do that?' Christy demaraieously as,
none too gently, he set her on her feet again.

‘To allay the suspicions she obviously harbours #tlais not well
between us, also to stop you picking a quarrel Wweh' he replied
cheerfully. 'Pity you had to struggle so obviously.

‘You,' said Christy, 'are the most exasperating thanever met!
Don't try any more of those capers for Brown's liemme anyone
else's!



CHAPTER FIVE

BuT of course he did. He might have been quite logrchis excuses,
but Christy suspected that he took a slightly nalis pleasure in
disconcerting her with sudden demonstrations adcaifbn. In time,
however, she came rather to enjoy paying him badks own coin.
For her grandfather's benefit, and even for Browslse would
trustingly lift up her face, demanding a kiss whiehcould not very
well refuse, but the first time she, of her ownad¢ put her arms
round him in a lingering embrace, she surprisedegy \curious
expression on his face.

'‘Didn't you like it?' she asked innocently whenytiaeere alone, and
he gave her a long and rather peculiar stare.

‘You'd better watch your step,” was all he said] ahe smiled
happily.

‘You're quite safe. I'm not your type—remember? shplied
sedately, and he grinned.

‘Very brave when there's company around, aren'?'yioe retorted.
'‘Our rooms have a communicating door with no kethenlock, don't
forget.'

You wouldn't dare! Why, I'd scream the place ddwn!

'Which might look rather odd, don't you think? Asband has a
perfect right in his wife's bedroom."

But she was not so bold as her words and actioqdiedy he

observed with amusement when, that night, he Heargrop a chair
under the handle of the door between their roorasvbhdered if she
would remember to remove it in the morning beforeviax brought

up the early tea.



But as the days slipped imperceptibly by, Christgognized a
change in herself. Although Joss could still goad to childish
retaliation, she had come to depend on him. Wheshbaved her a
brief unexpected tenderness, as on the occasion siteehad fallen
out of the swing, her hostility was stilled, andrh@gps it was no
longer hostility she felt for him, for, in some @us fashion, he had
become part of Fairmile, which meant that in somalbmeasure he
must also have become part of herself.

'Have you ever been made love to?' he asked her asdhey sat in
the sun on the old mounting block in the stableyar

‘Naturally," she replied, looking surprised. 'l knquite a few young
men.’

‘Naturally," he mimicked her gravely. 'But you'vever been in love.'

She sighed. 'I've tried, but | usually end up wita giggles, which
rather shocks them. My suitors are rather young @altbw, I'm
afraid. | prefer older men.'

‘Do you indeed? And do you know any?"
'‘No. Only the bottom-pinching type—and you, of cmur
‘Thanks very much!'

She grinned with mock apology, and the sunlightvi@rmly on her
skin, revealing the faint, rather touching suggestiof down
belonging to the very young.

‘Now it's my turn to be nosey,' she said. 'Hapoeever been in love?'

‘My dear child, I'm thirty-five—nearly thirty-sixfm hardly without
experience!’



'Oh, | don't mean tarts and the obliging wives afsibess
acquaintances. All men go through that.'

She really was rather charmingly naive.

'What a curious generalization of the male sex!bbgerved. 'Have
you lost your illusions at twenty?'

'l haven't illusions of that kind,' she said. '@a Continent one learns
to take that sort of thing in one's stride. It'$ ingportant. Aren't you
going to tell me?'

'‘No. You talk a great deal of nonsense, Christbbel.

‘Now you're annoyed with me. You said you'd addressas
Christobel when | annoyed you. | wasn't prying, yawow—only

curious. | think you'd make rather an exciting Igwes a matter of
fact.’

‘Do you, now? Would you like me to give you a destoation?' He
made a move towards her with rather a menacing aad, she
withdrew in sudden alarm, then caught the twinklenis eye and
gave him that wide, endearing smile.

'‘What a clot | am!" she exclaimed, crinkling up bges at him.
'‘Good!" he said approvingly. 'You're learning togh at yourself.'
You think | take myself too seriously?'

'‘Perhaps—or not seriously enough. You're a bitroégotist, aren't
you? But a sense of humour isn't an attribute efvétry young. That
comes with the years and the vulgar kick or twthapants life's apt
to deal you. Then it becomes a necessity."'



Her eyes held a shy, unfamiliar tenderness as thegit on his
hard-bitten profile, remembering the orphanagethadough, rough
life of the backwoods.

‘You've had a good few kicks, haven't you, Jods®'said, and he
grinned.

'‘Oh, I've had my share, but | don't doubt | askeddm!'

'l,' she told him, after due consideration, 'qtnéguently want to kick
you myself, so perhaps you do ask for it.'

He laughed. 'l know you do! Well, dear Christoliey,ou ever do, |
shall administer that spanking we've spoken ofthere will be
satisfaction on both sides. You have been warned!

‘You," she said, suddenly on her dignity, 'quiteeoftell me to grow
up, but you persist in treating me as a child. oy consistent, is it?'

‘Touche.." he murmured, turning down his mouth. 'l musinch my
ways. You're so refreshing to tease, Christy,aps to become a
habit.’

‘Then it's a habit you should get out of,' shertetbseverely.
'‘Why? Do you mind?'
'‘No,' she said, sounding surprised, 'l don't beliledo.'

And in some measure that became true. It was famnalnd right to
see him pushing her grandfather's chair aboutrihengls, to listen to
his suggestions for renovating the place, to hieaf om refer to him
as one of the family. Only the nurse seemed tadsagart, quiet and
watchful, with that little secret smile on her lifgdut every so often
Christy would surprise a hungry look in her eyeshey dwelt on



Joss, even while her tongue was replying with atéss decorum to
his casual remarks.

She wanted Joss, Christy discovered with surpiisedest. Brown,
she knew now, would become Lady Tavener, giverofiportunity,
but she wanted Joss as well. The realization whathijrst, had
brought only curiosity and faint amusement now Inetra inspire
other emotions. She did not care for the expergnmegard with
which he sometimes studied the nurse and, withaderstanding
why, she frequently found it difficult to be citd either of them.

'‘What's biting you, monkey?' Sir Harry would askg &hen roar with
laughter. 'Jealous, are you?'

‘Jealous! If Joss fancies Brown why should | cash® exclaimed
unguardedly, and the old man's beard bristled wstidden
impatience.

'‘Queer remark to make about your bridegroom, | naast!' he
snorted. 'Don't understand this modem generatromyl young day
we kept our wives and mistresses decently aparieNd this share
and share alike business to prove how civilizedwsee.'

'I'm notthatcivilized. I'm not sharing any man with anothemaam,'
Christy retorted, and he grinned approvingly.

‘That's my girl. Jealous, as | said, and quite natwoo, but don't
waste your spleen on poor Brown. She's a good, etanpwoman
who knows her place.’

That's allyouknow,' Christy snapped. 'For two pins she'd mgoty
and have an affair right under your nose with mgtdand.'

'‘Good God, girl' Are you off your rocker?' he exgidal. '‘Don't say
much for your opinion of either of 'em, if thateetway you think.’



Christy looked a little abashed. She had, she seuhdeen talking at
random; it was so easy to whip up half- truths mimnstrous facts.

'l don't suppose | really do," she said, grinnidgtie ruefully. ‘Joss
calls me a spoilt brat. Would you agree?'

'He's not far out at that, but | didn't do the $§pgi— never had the
chance.’

"You never wanted the chance—you cut us all out!

But for once he had not rise to the familiar chadle, and his face
merely expressed the irritability which seemedealowing on him.

‘That old bone of contention's grown whiskers saiel. 'Go and pick
a quarrel with your husband if you want a fight!IHze a match for
you.'

She smiled at him affectionately, the desire tk @cquarrel with
anyone already dead.

‘You like him, don't you, Gramp?' she said, andjirened.

'‘He'll do. Run away, Christy, you're too adolesdenine at times. It
exhausts me. Go and find Brown.'

‘Would you marry her, Gramp, or were you just bogst she asked a
little wistfully.

‘Well, now, mightn't it be the sensible thing td?tbe replied with a
rather wicked twinkle. 'No guarantee she'd stayefar once you've
gone. She's told me so. Tie her down, wouldn't it?'

‘Yes, | suppose so, only—I wouldn't like to thinkescould snatch
Fairmile from me so easily,' she said, and his pesiebrows rose.



'‘And what use will Fairmile be to you, may | askyaou're to make
your home in Canada?' he retorted slyly.

She went away to look for Joss, hopeful that hentrsgiggest some
way out of the impasse, but as she wandered thrthughouse,
peering into empty rooms, it was as if Fairmilelt®ad also suffered
a sea-change. Why had she never realized how slitdidny become,
how many rooms were closed, and the furniture stedun dust
sheets? For the first time she noticed damp patahdscrumbling
cornices; the stuffed peacocks had the moth andlghmve been
discarded long ago, and curtains and rugs weredfade frayed.
Fairmile, for her, could never quite lose its madpat she suddenly
saw it as Joss clearly had, a place out-dated wiadhbeen allowed
to drop into gentle decay, and she wondered whe@Gemp,
confined to his wheelchair, had not noticed suétly to put things
to rights, or if he no longer cared.

Upstairs, she wandered from her own room into gpsslly
examining his scattered belongings. His few possessvere good,
If not new, she discovered curiously; suits buyltabfairly exclusive
tailor, shoes hand-made and the ivory-backed bsudiwre the
entwined initials, R.L.C. So Tavener, as she hapacted all along,
was not his real name. His duplicity in taking adhage of her
grandfather's credulity seemed, in that illogicalment, to be on a
par with her own for passing him off for what heswebt.

She stared broodingly at the bed. It was the twWihes own, with
identical posts and drapes. It seemed odd to tiirtkm occupying
such a blatantly marital couch, and she wondengdfitie sprawled
across it, taking up the whole with masculine ease,slept
decorously to one side, as she did in hers. Shedfbium eventually at
work on the topiary, and stood and watched witlpisse the rough
skill with which he was trimming the yews to thenginal shapes.



'‘Where did you learn this' kind of work?' she askediously. 'l
thought it was rather specialized.’

'‘Oh, one picks up various trades as a rolling sttveereplied. She did
not retort, as usual, but sat down on the grasgadmg her skirt
carefully around her.

'It's very neglected, isn't it? | hadn't noticediobe,’ she said, and he
gave her a quick glance over his shoulder.

‘A topiary soon gets out of hand,' he replied. 'Blodugh gardeners
for the size of the place.’

'l didn't mean just the topiary—I| mean all of itvd just been
prowling round the house. It's funny, but I've neweticed until
now.'

'You never knew it, | understand, in more spactouss when labour
was cheap and plentiful.'

'Only when | was very little, and a child doesrdtice such things.
My mother made the magic for me outhedr memories, | suppose,
and | had nothing to compare.'

‘And now you're disappointed—even feel a bit chdfite

'‘No, of course not. Nothing can really alter Falemibut | can't
understand why Gramp, with all his money, hask#tanore care of
it.

Joss clipped away in silence for a while, and shtked the strong
muscles of his back which were discernible throtighthin material
of his shirt.

‘Your grandfather has been living on capital fansoyears,' he said,
after a pause. 'He's probably not as well off asigmagine.’



."How do you know? Does he discuss his affairs yah?'
'Oh yes, but that's quite natural, don't you think?

‘No, | don't. I'm his granddaughter and you, a#t#y are only a
stranger.'

‘Well, he comes of a generation which kept maéfsusiness from
the ears of the ladies. And who but his supposaddgon-in-law is
more suitable as a confidant, now?’

"Your brushes have different initials from yous)e said abruptly.
‘What's your real name?'

'‘Been having a gentle snoop?' he inquired witltaking composure.
‘Never be misled by deceptive appearances, Chektoid you think
I'd pinched them?"'

She did not trouble to answer, but sat staringaoudss the parkland.

The little property, still isolated from the spreagl ugliness of

housing development and the creeping tentacleaabry-ridden

new towns, had seemed traditionally beautiful to dteaccustomed
eyes, but now she could see the neglect in fenmmbbaundaries, the
sad spirit of capitulation to the harsher demaridsage which had
no room for the impoverished landowner. ImpovemghBut Gramp

was rich! El-health and disappointment at the abseri a male heir
must have made him indifferent or, perhaps, simplgbservant.

Joss was so surprised at not receiving the expeeted that he
stopped his work and turned to look at her.

'What is it?' he asked, with a change of voice, finding down his
shears, he knelt in the grass beside her.



'Oh Joss ..."' she said, sounding suddenly tremuémashe put a hand
under her chin, turning her face up to his.

'‘What's upset you? Been having words with NursevBfR

'‘Brown? No. It's just that everything's going wrorng- I've got
myself into a mess by this silly game, and now Graawys what use
will Fairmile be to me anyway if I'm to make my henm Canada?’

'‘What use, indeed?' he remarked calmly, and sdash bf the old
hostility come into the eyes that had seemed atioresto be filling
with tears.

'‘Why do you encourage him to think I'm going withuyto Canada?’
she demanded. '"You could at least pretend you toesaitle here. He
likes you, and he wants great- grandsons.'

'‘What an improper suggestion, considering we're matried," he
retorted. 'As a matter of fact I've hardly mentidn€anada. It's
helpful Nurse Brown who has our future all nicelggpped out for us.’

‘Brownie? Well, naturally she's angling to get efdme so that she
can bring Gramp up to scratch, and | can't blanmddrevanting to
secure her own future, only --'

'Only what?'
'l won't have her making sheep's eyes at my husasaneell.’

He sat back on his heels and gave her a long toakeyebrow rising
a little higher than the other.

‘Very flattering of you, my dear, but may | remigdu that you
haven't got a husband—yet?' he drawled, and sawadillber mount
under her skin.



'‘What do you mean by yet?' she asked, still wigt timcharacteristic
reasonableness.

‘Never mind for now. You know, Christy, you're vdgminine in
your lack of logic. You've convinced yourself thairmile is yours
by right, and you've almost convinced yourself thvat really are
married.'

'I've done nothing of the sort!" she protestedngigo the bait at last.
‘Do you think | could tolerate you for a moment—yaverbearing
ways, your conceit, your—your pretence of beingtwioa're not!" --'

‘All those things?' he said gently, and pulled sigddenly into his
arms. 'Why not stop fighting me?' he asked soéhd kissed her,
feeling her lips move involuntarily under his, exbough she tried to
pull away.

‘There's no need for that now. No one's aboutdaisg she protested,
but he only held her more firmly.

'‘And that's a very good reason, don't you think?s&id, and kissed
her again.

Her anger melted away and she felt herself becohamtpand
receptive, things that no man had made her feerbefhe found she
knew instinctively the way to yield, the way todeawith shy desire
the bones of his face with tender fingers.

'‘Well now..." he said, releasing her,"... you dgsese me, Christobel.
Who taught you to make love so charmingly?'

'No one taught me --' she began with honesty, #uleled hastily: ‘At
least, unless you count --'



'‘Spare me the imaginary list of suitors,’ he inteted. "You don't
need to play-act with me, my dear. You're quitpegienced, aren't
you?'

‘What are you trying to do, Joss?' she said, rygpthe back of her
hand across her mouth. 'Aren't you content withingala hit with
Gramp and Tom and Mrs. Heap—even Brown? Must yaliray
scalp, too, to all the others?'

His smile was tender as he got to his feet, pulhagafter him and
remarking that the grass was damp.

‘You talk a great deal of nonsense,' he said. 'Nmwaway and let me
get on with my job."'

"You—you haven't,’ she began, feeling suddenly siiyhim,
'suggested any way out of the mess.’

‘The mess was of your making. You must find younavay out,' he
retorted, picking up the shears. 'And by the waesth't it occur to
you that we're overstaying our welcome? It's thst fof October
tomorrow and | was hired, as you put it, for a weekwo at the
most.’

'l couldn't foresee—well, lots of things. Grampgsek and—and his
taking to you as he has.'

‘True, but | have a living to think of. Putting itilgis on a more sordid
basis, I've done nearly a fortnight's overtime.'

His back was towards her and he had begun clippgain. Christy
was not sure at that moment whether she wanted tonh or burst
into tears:If it's more money you want, then I'm prepared tq'[sine
said, her nose in the air.

‘Can you afford it?' he asked, and she repliefilysti



'l see that | can.'

He turned then, just for a moment, to give her da look over his
shoulder.

'‘We'll settle for the other two-fifty. I'll take geent for overtime in
another fashion,' he said, and she turned and @aliey without
another word.

All the way back to the house she could hear thmdof the shears
and his careless whistling, and the tears filled éyes at last and
spilled over.

Nothing seemed quite so carefree after that dayistghto restore
confidence in herself, was rude to Joss, givenofh@ortunity, but,
uncharacteristically, she began to worry: aboutrkig's ultimate
fate, about her grandfather's health, about Broplatse in their lives,
and the unknown quantity which was Joss, and ahlbveway out of
her own light-hearted deception least calculatdauid Sir Harry.

She waylaid the doctor on one of his visits, demamnéa straight
answer as to the seriousness of the heart atfagkenly received an
encouraging pat on the head. The doctor was olddasd and
accustomed to giving evasive replies to awkwardstjoles, and, if
pressed, became vague and avuncular. He refermretb @rown

whom he admired discreetly, stating firmly that Barry could not
be in better hands.

'Fine woman, that," he said, puffing out his pirileeks. 'Selfless
devotion, my dear, selfless devotion. Never a day.@nly hope she
gets her reward.’

‘Silly old fool!" thought Christy, wondering whahsinuations of
self-sacrifice Brown had let fall during the pasiwf months. Of
course she had time off, but what she did witin@d here she went,
no one had troubled to inquire.



'‘Why don't you join us in the dining-room as uséigbu're not going
out?' Christy asked her once, and the nurse ghitkeamile.

'‘One's employers need a break just as one doeslhrd®e replied. 'l
wouldn't like Sir Harry to feel he was stuck witkenust because |
prefer to remain here when Fm off duty.’

Very praiseworthy, thought Christy, unimpressedreto carrying
her trays up and down stairs and probably waslieglishes to save
the servants extra work. But lately she had takelodking in on
them before going to bed, stopping to drink a ragptwith her
patient, aware, no doubt, that out of her unifoweralls, with her
hair loose and the slightly disturbing alteratidm@ake-up, the men,
at least, were made aware of her as a woman.

About this time Joss went to London once or twigethe day on
some unspecified business, taking Christy's cal,omnone occasion
he offered Brown a lift since it was her day off.

Christy watched them drive away with mixed feelingisere was no
reason why they should not travel together, tohgir tseparate ways
In town and meet again for the return journey, thé& nurse's
expression was smug and faintly proprietorial as stttled herself
beside Joss in the car, her hat much too smarthenidok she gave
Christy as she waved good-bye held a little gle&mumph.

‘Brown is really very good-looking when she's allleld up,’ Christy,
trying to be generous, observed to her grandfa#imet he grinned.

‘Always told you so,' he retorted. '"You don't likeem going off
together, do you my girl?'

'‘Why on earth should | care? Poor Brown doesn'thauch fun,
stuck down here."'

'So you won't grudge her a little attention fronuybusband?"



'If you can call a lift to London and back attentiovhy should 1?'

‘You sound too tolerant, m'dear. What's the bethiagstands her a
nice little luncheon somewhere quiet and discread aot too
expensive?'

Christy shook her hair back impatiently. He wag khew from past
experience, only trying to get a rise out of he, her temper began
to simmer for all that.

'l couldn't care less if he does,' she snappedat\lbss chooses to dc
with his time is none of my business. He's a figgena'

Sir Harry gave an irritable sigh.

'You young marrieds!" he exclaimed. 'No wonderghpers are full
of divorces. Your husbanshouldbe your business unless you war
to head for a crack-up.'

She began to push his chair along the terracegtsagrin her mind
for words. Despite her annoyance that Joss hactaolioffer Brown
a lift without once having suggested that Christyself might like a
day in London, she had welcomed the opportunitgaalone with
her grandfather and find by gentle probing a wayobthe tangle.

'‘Our—our marriage was very much a thing of impulske began,
glad that she was walking behind him and he coatdsae the rather
wretched embarrassment in her face. 'You may say don't
understand my generation, Gramp, but surely itdebedo part
company if a marriage doesn't work out and—an@gsgin?'

‘What in hell do you mean?' he suddenly roaredu'™émot trying to
tell me, | hope, that after a couple of months gealready sick of the
feller!’



'‘No—no, of course not, only—well, if we found wesmgn't right for
each other, you wouldn't expect us to stick ittouhe grave just for
the look of things, would you?'

‘Yes, | would. Stop pushing this damned chair amtie round here
where | can see you.'

She turned the chair to face his favourite viewossrthe parkland,
and perched herself with a little sigh on the stbakistrade which
bordered the terrace.

‘Now then, young woman," he said, fixing his fieate eyes on her
unhappy face. 'What bee in your bonnet have yourggour head
this time? Talking of parting company just becailsss has taken the
nurse for a joy-ride instead of you!'

'Of course not,' she said impatiently. 'I'm afrgodi don't understand,
Gramp, and what I'm going to tell you will comeaabit of a shock.
|I—I didn't really mean to deceive, but | was angmng—well you see,
Joss and | aren't really --'

'If you're going to tell me again you aren't sujtedon't listen!" he
shouted, and brought both hands down on the arimis chair in the
familiar gesture of anger and exasperation.

‘Now listen to me, Christy. You married on impulsersaid you
did—to pay me out. Very well, | accept that, butatvhwon't accept
IS any attempt to wriggle out of a commitment tlsyeway. The
Taveners have their faults, but not sticking byrtbargains isn't one
of them. There's been no divorce in our family askfack as | can
remember, and further, and | won't have it, do yoderstand?'

She looked at him helplessly. This was not Grampne of his
familiar hectoring moods, but an old, tired man s&aonvictions
could not be overruled by wheedling.



‘You wouldn't be able to stop it,’ she said adittlearily.
'‘No, not in law, but if you want Fairmile, you'liey married.'
‘What do you mean?'

‘You know very well. I'm not, mind you, making apgomises, but if
| do alter my existing will, it will have conditian and | think I've
made it plain what they would be.’

'‘Oh, Gramp..." she said, and suddenly began toHow could she
explain now that the whole situation was false?dd&ed a little blue
about the lips and she remembered Brown's quiés bvat a shock
could do fatal damage. It had all seemed so eastheory to

disappear abroad and pretend to a divorce, butatheot understood
until now how strongly he felt about such things iodeed, how
much she had probably shocked him.

'If only | could tell you without hurting you,' sh&aid, longing for
confession, and he looked at the fair drooping headlike her
mother's, and his anger and disappointment begseeio away.

'‘Now, don't cry,' he growled, irritated becausesresow, a woman's
tears could upset him. "You're jealous, m'dear,thats all it boils

down to—very natural, too, and shows you arenha@ifferent to that

man of yours as you'd like to make out. You're yypu@hristy, and |

think you've picked a chap too old and experiencetiave much

time for adolescent vapours, but don't go throwargrums because
he can look with an appreciative eye on anotherar®o you want

a stuffed dummy for a husband?’

She looked up then and gave him the tremulous bewgja of the
wide smile he loved. How could she argue with hownhow deliver
one shock greater than the other?



'It isn't jealousy,' she said. 'At least, | dohihk so. I—I don't really
know what Joss's taste in women might be, but ¢er&ainly no
stuffed dummy.'

‘He married you, didn't he? You're not, | hopesisaple as to think a
man of his age would be without experience of waP@row up, my
girl, and get down to the fundamentals of life. det the bit of
money that's given you independence make you tuuokknow all
the answers. You have a lot to learn yet, Christy.’

‘Yes...' she said, 'yes..." and because it wasngel possible to make
confession, she asked humbly for forgiveness forgofoolish.

‘That's better," Sir Harry said, relaxing more contably in his chair.
'‘We'll make a small occasion of it when they coraekixhis evening,
shall we? Champagne, and you in your prettieskfroc

'Why?' she demanded suspiciously.

'‘No particular reason, unless you feel like wipBigpwn's eye,' he
replied innocently, and as he watched the softtdtesn creep into
her young face, he gave his familiar wicked chuckéear the white
thing you had on that night you told me you wererrrad. You
haven't treated us to much more than those hideamis you seem to
like so much. Were you married in that?'

'In what?' she asked vaguely, trying to sort ou tharious
implications in his remarks.

‘That white garment that makes you look like youtmer.'

'‘No,' she answered truthfully enough, and he sadnding suddenly
tired :

'Wheel me back to the house, will you? I'll restddoit in my room.
Tom will help me.'



She turned the chair and pushed it slowly backcnline terrace,
sharply aware of the autumn sadness which hadfapen the land.
The drifts of leaves, the branches of trees showiag first skeleton
bareness, the withering grass, and the old marsiohair, his white
head sunk on his chest, spoke in mute tones ofydetwhfinality, and
Christy shivered. How could things change so mustabse of one
moment of folly? she wondered. Why should she beceuddenly
aware of so much that had been taken for granteddie

She looked down at the network of lines and wriskighich

puckered her grandfather's neck, and felt the sgareg to her eyes
again. He must be seventy ... eighty... she didknow; but she
thought with sharp regret of the years of her mddhexile, when he,
a stubborn, lonely old man, had lived in unyieldisgjitude in a
corner of this great house which was falling slowilyp decay about
him.

‘Those peacocks have the moth," she observed admadsmiled
tenderly as she saw his head jerk back. "You waezp, Gramp.'

'‘Asleep? Nonsense! I'm not in my dotage,’ he gdinté&/hat
peacocks?'

‘The stuffed ones at the foot of the stairs. Whyaoo keep them?'

‘Your mother liked them—when they were alive, tisatShe used to
feed them when she was a little girl.'

They had reached the house and Tom came out tavitelghe chair.

‘And well | remember, Sir Harry, sir,' he said watlspecial smile for
Christy, whom, as a small child, he had obliginglyshed in the
swing for hours, just as he had probably done aaler date for her
mother. 'Used to screech and peck at her legs,per—funny, isn't
it, when you look back all those years?'



'Stuff and nonsense!' barked Sir Harry. "Never lbakk—doesn't
do. Get me on to my bed, Tom. I'm tired— and | wamtmpagne
brought up tonight, and the Georgian glasses.'

'Is it a celebration, sir?' the old servant askeaking surprised.
‘Perhaps—eh, Christy? And don't forget that whiesd.'

Christy's composure returned as she saw her grthed&familiar
twinkle. Whatever he might be up to, he was, sheenked, his old
self again and she stooped to kiss him.

‘Very well, Gramp,' she said, anxious to gratifyatdver whim he
might have because she had so nearly shattergoeace of mind.
But as she went upstairs to inspect the white crvapeh had not
been worn since the summer, she thought with wiecabn that the
average male fancy for a garment had little to d@b the suitability
of the season.

She heard the car return while she was still dngsdiut she did not
hurry. She owed it to Gramp at least to make araeoé, and indeed
she was finding herself possessed of a certaitegrent, pinning the
hair high on her crown to effect a change, beingicul®us and
cunning with cosmetics and scent, inspecting alificany small
blemish that might mar the carefully contrived wahdtor what? For
Gramp, who had issued the idle challenge? For Brawiose eye she
might care to wipe? For Joss, who could offer & @nd unlikely
compliment but who seldom thought of her as adult?

On this last reflection, she revolved slowly befotlge long

old-fashioned pier-glass, trying to see herselfiis eyes. Would he
find her charming, possibly a little exciting, oowd his lazy regard
tell her that she was still only playacting and rotbe taken
seriously?



"'l make him!" she said aloud to her reflectitdren held her breath as
she heard him enter the room next door. His movésnarre
familiar to her now, the sound of his shoes beicgdd off, the creak
of the cupboard door when he hung up his coatsthall muffled
noises of objects picked up and replaced on thesarg-table. There
was still no key in the lock of their communicatidgor, but he
seldom opened it, even to call out good night, iamehs somewhat
disappointing that the only occasion when she hragped a chair
under the door handle had drawn no comment from him

She frowned, wondering what had taken him to Lonaa@ndering,

too, whether he had really given Brown lunch, womdgwhat his

background really was and how much of her two heddmd fifty

pounds he had left. She should, she supposedeaulittomfortably,
write him a cheque for the rest, since, as he loautgd out, he had
already far exceeded the terms of their contractt &he was
beginning to experience a reluctance to discussesnavith him,

which, of course, was absurd since he had madeté glain that he
lived by his wits.

She heard him leave his room, gave him a few moneites to get
settled with her grandfather, then went downstaisin them.

After that first evening they had never used themlibrary for their
aperitifs, but had reverted to the familiar focusAp of Sir Harry's
study, which was shabby and invariably littered hwiincient
newspapers and journals and the strange assorth@mk which
had accumulated through the years. It was, thoGghisty, pausing
for a moment in the doorway, the heart of the hoblege you could
forget about the scores of shrouded rooms, theieegst and dust
and the waste of gracious beauty. For perhapsitsetime she
recognized the truth of her grandfather's wordsnwieehad told her,
back in the summer, that she could never affoikk&p up Fairmile
on the income she had at presémon't want your moneyhe had
retorted many times, so ignorant, in her new-foumligpendence, of



the cost which a big estate must entail; but Browust have known
when she had hinted so idly that a compromise cbeleffected
between the place and the money. But if it wasttnaeBrown meant
to marry Gramp, then she meant to have Fairmile too

'‘What on earth are you staring at? You look asifye seen a ghost!
Come in and let's have a look at you,' Sir Harmkéd irritably, and
Christy, whose spectre had, for the moment, seequeid real,
became aware of them all, Joss rising politelylipsstouched with a
fleeting smile of amusement, Rose Brown lying batka chair,
elegant and a little disturbing in her smart Londtmthes. Illogically
she had not expected Brown to join them since st®eoff duty, then,
her eyes going from her grandfather's suddenly hmesous
expression to the iced bucket of champagne onrdttieyt, her heart
gave an unpleasant little jerk. A small celebratioa had said, and
she had taken it arrogantly as a compliment todifetsut was it not
possible that he had a surprise of his own to gpaumd, for all she
knew, Joss as well as Brown might be in the secret?

She walked lightly across the room to kiss her dfaher, smiled
serenely at the nurse, and gave Joss a quick obalte look from
under her lashes which made him smile again.

‘Well..." he observed with a faint accentuationCainhadian accent,
'here's a thing, and a very pretty thing ... Homglalid that hair-style
take you, my poppet?'

'l just bundled it up, and | am not a poppet," sf@died somewhat
coldly, and his smile became a grin.

'‘Does me credit, eh, Joss—eh, Brown?' chuckledH&nry. Joss
made no reply, but the nurse said with a softeliitiflection of
amusement:



‘Very charming—uvery bridal,’ and Christy coloureaintly. Were
they trying to put ideas into Joss's head? she w&edd then
remembered that as far as they were concerned ah@nesumed to
be already married to him, but as she felt Josa'sgo round her
drawing her firmly down on to the arm of his chaing suspected the
same notion had occurred to him, and she wrigghezsily.

'‘Not comfortable?' he inquired with innocent comceéPerhaps my
knee might be better.’

'I'm perfectly comfortable, thanks,' she said, vegllare that he was
quite capable of pulling her on to his knee whe#er liked it or not.

'‘Well, you can leave the billing and cooing tiltda and open the
champagne,' grinned Sir Harry, and, as Joss rosenply, Christy
slipped neatly into his vacated chair and sat tietie feet together
and demurely folded hands.

‘Well now," Sir Harry said, when their glasses welnarged, ‘what
shall the toast be tonight? To your happinesspofse, Christy—and
to your husband's, but | think we have drunk tHegaaly. Brown,
have | ever expressed my appreciation of your sesw-and
devotion? We'll drink to Brown, | think.'

This was it, Christy thought, as she raised hessyend watched, with
interest, the expressions which chased themsetressathe nurse's
face; surprise, expectancy and at last complac&ituy was, thought
Christy with impartial honesty, a very personabdeilyy woman in

her quiet fashion, and it was surprising that dheukl have been
taken for granted. She smiled upon them with eaagigusness and
raised her own glass to Sir Harry in a return galut

‘To my favourite patient,' she said, and he grinned

‘And to our future partnership, | hope," he replidthen Christy
leaves us we will become Darby and Joan again,3vhat



Brown's eyebrows lifted inquiringly as she sipped bhampagne,
but she said nothing, and the old man added, wétlslly delight in
angling for a rise:

‘Not that | can hope to keep such a charming ladshains for ever.
It's a sad thing to be old and crippled and unwdhte

Christy gave a brief grin at such blatant hypocrisyt the nurse,
lowering her lashes for a moment in the familiaokiaf secrecy,
replied with composure.

'You do yourself an injustice, Sir Harry, as | thigou very well
know. And women are not averse to chains, as ybuthean, if they
bring their own rewards.'

Well, that was a plain enough hint, anyway, Chribiyught, almost
expecting her grandfather to propose then and tlherteSir Harry,
whatever his ultimate intention, liked, she knew keep everyone
guessing.

‘Well, now!" he exclaimed, opening his bright bleyes very wide.
‘What can you mean by that, Brown?'

'l think you know very well, Sir Harry,' the nurseplied demurely,
and Christy, not liking this cat-and-mouse gamalktspilt a little
champagne on her dress.

'Oh, what a shame!" Brown exclaimed softly. 'Suphedty dress, and
so suitable for a young bride.’

Was there mockery in her calm voice? Christy woedgflinging up
her head to retaliate, but Joss was already bemdiagher, dabbing
at the stain with a clean pocket handkerchief.

‘Easy now,' he murmured. 'Don't let them stampede' y



His eyes held kindness as well as amusement, antekrabsurdly
grateful to him, though for what, she had littlead

Itis, isn't it?' she said sweetly. 'Joss chaose it

'l thought you told me you weren't married in i Harry said
sharply.

'l wasn't,' she replied with more calmness thatfehe'But that's no
reason why Joss shouldn't choose it, is it?"

'‘None at all," said Brown soothingly. 'Only you Hadt dress when
you were here in the summer—remember?’

'‘We were married quite early in the summer, NursewB,' Joss
observed, returning the handkerchief to his brpasket with care,
and Sir Harry gave a sudden and unexpected belitaughter.

'‘Good for you, me boy!" he exclaimed with ratheexplicable
enjoyment, and Brown moved a little restlesslyén thair.

'Of course,’ she said, then added with innocentirgg'Did you think
we were doubting you, Mr. Tavener?'

'l think," Christy interposed with an edge to herce, 'that we've all
had enough double talk. May | have some more chgn®alease?'

When Joss had refilled the glasses he did notrrétuhis position
beside Christy's chair, but propped himself aganstarry's littered
desk to observe her with greater ease. She hadla piquancy with
her flaxen hair piled high; the surprising contrastlark eyebrows
seemed more marked with the sharp, clear outlihesracheekbones
exposed, and he saw, as he observed her summeratanapidly
fading, that her skin would be as white as the sisk®e wore. He
became conscious that the old man's eyes were bponwith
quizzical amusement and removed his own regard €onsty.



'‘Well?' barked Sir Harry with teasing malice. 'Havegood day in
town? Bet you didn't waste too much time on busiresh, Brown?'

'l wouldn't know, Sir Harry,' Brown replied, withligtle smile.

'Wouldn't you! Well, Christy and | had our own idealidn't we,
monkey?' He winked unblushingly at his granddaughteho
managed to smile upon him with charming toleradoss said:

'‘Business, as it happened, occupied most of my Bgythe way,
Christy, | bought you a present.’

'‘O-hoi" Sir Harry chuckled, delighted. 'It's always sugpis when
the husband comes bearing gifts!'

‘Gramp, you're impossible!" Christy retorted, andsJwas surprised
to see that her cheeks had suddenly flushed ldteld's. "What is it,

Joss? Let me see! You've never brought me a presémte...' She
tailed off uncertainly, aware of Joss's sudden framd the raised
eyebrows of the other two.

'l mean ---' she began inconclusively, but Jossthated away.
‘Later," he said. 'l hope it's what you like. Rokese it.'
'‘Rose?’

If he was disconcerted, Christy saw no signs of it.

‘Nurse Brown prefers to be called by her Chrishame when she's
off duty. She says it makes her feel more humanteplied, and Sir
Harry cocked a speculative eye at the nurse.

'Rose—that's a pretty name. It suits you,' he said,Brown took a
meditative sip from her glass.



'l don't care much for flower names, myself," sibsesved with
composure. 'But | confess it's pleasant to be rdmeeead sometimes
as a person and not a uniform.’

Christy remembered with humility the many times wishe had
taken Brown for granted, accepting small servigesng carelessly
of her gratitude in the form of small presents. Tbstility which she
had recently felt for the nurse vanished in sgiroach and she said
generously:

'Would you like us to call you Rose? Would it makel feel better?’

'If it pleases you,' Brown replied indifferentlygut | doubt if you
could break the habit now.'

Christy felt chilled and looked down into her emgfhass without
speaking, but Sir Harry murmured with a ratherdtin@stalgia:

'In my youth flower names were all the rage. Rasklily... Violet...
Pansy...'

‘Not Pansy, Gramp—that would be too much!" exclaifGéristy on
a faintly hysterical note, and held out her glasddss, but he put it
down on the trolley without refilling it.

'Please,' she said with sudden coolness, but Hedsamd shook his
head.

‘Two's enough,' he said. 'Remember that night. &8&te when | had
to put you to bed?'

'‘Well."He was, she supposed, at his old game of tryiagraer her in
front of the others, but it wasn't fair, she thotighat he could
alternate so quickly between that and a mood o tenderness.



‘That's the stuff—begin as you mean to go on,Hairy applauded,
but it was only perfunctory teasing and the vigoad gone out of his
voice.

Rose Brown, after a quick look at him, became imatety
professional and familiar.

‘You've been overdoing it, Sir Harry," she chidedfomatically
feeling for his pulse. "You're tired, aren't you?"

‘A little, my dear, a little—and that headache'skbagain.’

'‘Would you like me to get you to bed and have @ sent to your
room?' - 'No, no—you're off duty, anyway.'

But she had already begun to turn his chair roaridde the door and
now she bent over him, her face softened to gezdleiand a brief,
personal concern.

'I'm never off duty where a patient is concernathg told him
reprovingly. 'And you, dear Sir Harry, are ratherethan a patient.
Come along—I'm going to tuck you up.'

‘Two-faced bitch!" Christy remarked conversationalls the door
closed behind them, and reached for a cigarettges Jaised his
eyebrows.

'‘Really, Christobel, such language!" he observatipbured out half
a glass of champagne as compensation for his casmugp

‘Thank you,' she said, snatching it from him, aetligg smoke in her
eyes at the same time. 'And you needn't look sogsniasiah
Tavener—you haven't contributed much to the evenigaiety.'

‘Aren't you being a little harsh, darling? Aftel, &lhavebrought you
a present.'



‘You needn't bring that up—I don't want to seeCitlosen by Rose,
indeed! And don't call me darling when we're albne.

'‘Can it be that you're jealous, dar --1 beg youdpa, Christobel?'

It was too much ... first Gramp, and now the instdble Joss
himself! Tears of goaded endurance, and of ineaple
disappointment as well, began to run down her chemtd she
choked over her champagne and threw the half-iaisiigarette into
the grate.

Suddenly he was kneeling beside her as he hadabral@ly she had
fallen from the swing, and she read the same cannédris face.

‘Christy..." he said with gentleness, 'don't takdeasing so seriously.
Haven't | told you to learn to laugh at yourself®ds beginning to
think you'd made a start.’

'Oh, Joss..." she wept, and spilt the rest of llaenpagne on her dress
again as she bowed her head on his shoulder, ¢uabiast to him for
comfort.



CHAPTER SIX

THE days passed quietly enough after that evenindd&iry seemed
tired and unconcerned with any of them; Brown rackrto her
accustomed role of nurse-companion in the backgroamd Joss, for
the moment, dropped his inclination to tease. @hrisvho, in
desultory moments, had taken up her painting ag&ier) persuaded
him to sit for her.

'I've never tried my hand at portraits,' she saidu ought to make a
good study, don't you think?'

‘A most unpromising subject, | should have thoudi#, retorted, but
he submitted with a good grace, more because hwmyezhjtheir
amicable sparring than that he imagined he coukisiasn the
furtherance of a talent she clearly did not possess

They would repair to the dusty library becausesdid the light was
good, and he patiently held the many poses shatelttfor the

pleasure of watching her bent with solemn concéotreover her

work. She liked, he observed with amusement, tecati Chelsea air
on these occasions, tight black jeans and sarelalmrately careless
kerchiefs and hair scraped back into a pony-tdne Biformed him

seriously that she attended art school regularigmwdhe was living at
the flat in London.

'‘And do you walk about dressed like that?' he ask#dinterest.
'Of course, everyone does—the art students, | mean.

‘And that's half the fun, isn't it? You're not @ie by any chance,
Christy?'

‘No, they're scruffy. What do you meant—it's hat fun?'

'‘Play-acting, dressing up. Do you take your classe®usly?'



'Of course,’ she said again. 'One must do something
*You could work.'
'‘Why? | don't need money.'

‘Of course, | was forgetting—the little rich giritv dollars to burn,’
he said gravely. 'And where does art school ge?you

'‘Nowhere much, | suppose,’ she answered cheerfdjymasters say
| haven't any talent, but | learn a lot from watahother people, and |
adore messing with paints— they're so gloriouslyeyo

'H'm ... you could get the same satisfaction framiisg up mud in
the potholes in the avenue, | imagine.’

'You have no soul, Joss,' she told him with milbute. 'There
wouldn't be any colour.'

He laughed and got up to walk round behind heqrigny her plea for
five minutes longer.

'‘Can | look?' he asked, but his eyes dwelt absemtlyer, rather than
on the portrait. Today she had abandoned her pmhwbd had

pinned her hair on top of her head as she had wdnat evening of

Sir Harry's not very successful little celebratiand he noticed with
interest the tender look of the hollow in the napler neck.

'‘What an innocent neck you have,' he remarked,saedexclaimed
impatiently:

‘You aren't evefooking It's not very like you, I'm afraid, is it?'

He transferred his attention to the portrait wihuctance.



'H'm..." he observed. 'l hope not! My nose suraly'icbe as long as
that...'

'‘Not quite, perhaps, butig your nose—kind of bossy.'
‘Bossy?'
'Yes, bossy. Let's go out.’

She enjoyed very much taking him to her favouriéegs; Wet Wood
where the pines stood like tall sentinels and nagweet-smelling
carpet of needles; Fishpond Shaw, already dampramnshy with the
approach of autumn, and the mossy wastes of Cpadaited now by
the first excavations of the new housing estateciwhvould soon
obliterate it.

'It's changed even since | first came here,' Gheatd, gazing with
angry dismay at the mushroom growth of bungalovessamall, ugly
houses which seemed to be springing up everywlhéfey does
progress have to be so hideous?'

‘You're a reactionary, Christy," Joss told her \ggintle irony. 'Rather
surprising really, when you've lived abroad so maieti haven't been
brought up here.’

'‘Perhaps that's why,' she said. 'lI've always inexbthis place as it
used to be when my mother was young. She told nmeasty stories
and | never thought it could change—I| suppose cérlddon't.

Fairmile is almost the last citadel in these pasist it? Gramp, of
course, hasn't an idea how things have encroa¢tedhasn't been
outside the grounds for years.'

‘Your grandpapa hardly shares your sentimentalaigat for all
that," he retorted. 'He told me that before hetgdnow you he was
often tempted to sell the place. He would haveaggbod price as
building land.’



'‘Building land—Fairmile!" she exclaimed, horrifieRows of council
houses in the park and the house turned into daks/ f. but, Joss, he
never would—say he never would!

'l don't suppose it's likely now, though he prolahlght-to. | wonder
why you have such a fixation on the place.’

‘Don'tyouthink it's something special?’

‘Not, | imagine, in the way you do. It's after allyery minor relation
of one of the Stately Homes, and has been allowesihk into bad
repair. Do you really imagine you'll be able tooadf to live here,
supposing the old man leaves it to you?'

'l don't know. | suppose not, on the money I've, dnit it could
become a hotel, or something, to pay for its upkeepldn't it?'

‘And would you like that?'

‘Not much, but at least it would be spared houdexelopment, and
it would be better than losing it. Did you knowtk&ramp is sending
for his lawyer? That looks like a new will, doest®t

‘Yes, so | understand. | hope you won't be disagpdi by the
outcome.’

She regarded him with sudden misgiving.

‘Do you mean you know what he has in mind?' shedasésentfully.
'It's hardly fair, do you think, to be all man-tman with the old
poppet when you're deceiving him up to the eyebPows

His regard was a mixture of amusement and gravity.

'l haven't deceived your grandfather at all,' hptied. 'I'm merely the
recipient of a few confidences. Have you forgottemse Brown?'



‘Brown? What's she got to do with it?'

'‘Possibly nothing, but you yourself told me she hedions of
marrying Sir Harry—or was it the other way about?"

She frowned.

‘Well, I wouldn't hold it against either of them.hwshould 1?' she
said.

'Even if Fairmile was involved?"

'‘Why should she care about Fairmile? She oncent@ldhat since it
was the place | wanted and not the money, thatdviogila very good
compromise—Fairmile for me, and Gramp and his mdioeyany
possible candidates. Don't you think that would ®egood
compromise, JOss?'

He watched her leaning against the trunk of a yolingee, her
hands exploring the smooth bark of the tree, peedies caught in
her hair.

'‘Oh, Christy!" he exclaimed a little impatientlyou are so suspicious
when you have no cause, and take so much on thest wou should
be cautious. When will you grow up?’

She met his eye, aware of an unexpected stirringhaf same
excitement she had experienced when he kissedinimmediately
looked away again.

'l don't know that | want to,' she said doubtfullt least—I'm not
quite sure what you mean.’

‘Aren't you? Well, then, let's play this charmingnte for a little
longer.’



'‘Game?' she faltered, and he carefully removegitieeneedles from
her hair.

‘Well, let's call it that," he said. 'Perhaps yeeda little longer to get
my measure.’

'You confuse me," she said, and knew to her chapehshe was
disappointed that he had not attempted to followhigptantalizing
suggestions by kissing her.

He had mended the swing for her, making professikmats with

new rope and reinforcing the weather-beaten sdhttive practised
efficiency which had intrigued her while watchinignhat work on lie
topiary.

'‘Why do you bother?' she asked him curiously, eutdplied that it
was for his own pleasure as much as hers.

'l like to watch you swing and imagine what you &/&ke as a little
girl,’ he said. 'There's something very innocerd ample about
swinging.'

'‘What a strange man you are,' she said, but shet theemended
swing with frank enjoyment. Sometimes he just staod watched
her, lazily appreciative of the slender grace af ihedy, the flying

cloud of her hair, and sometimes he would push $emding the
swing so high that she would know an instant's@msof fear that she
would lose her grip of the ropes and fall out.

'‘Oneway,' he told her, 'your children will swingré@end the pattern
will come full circle.'

‘What do you mean? And how do you know that Faile mill come
to me?'



'l don't, but it's the next generation your gratitéa has in mind, |
think.'

'Of course. But | want children—Gramp knows that.'

'‘But what he doesn't know is that you have notaggbtisband," Joss
said gently.

She had been swinging idly while they talked andhiglast remark,
she pushed off with too violent an impetus, angp&d from the
swing. He caught her neatly and this time he &g kier as she clung
to him in support for a moment. Noakes had lightedbonfire
somewhere, and the bittersweet scent of burningefeahe tang of
autumn in the air and the faint taste of salt om lips mingled
together in sharp delight.

‘Joss..." she murmured pleadingly, 'l—I couldn'tféleng for you,
could I?'

He held her at arm's length and his smile wagla &tooked.

‘Well, now—only you can decide that," he said vgéntle mockery.
Would | be so bad to cut your teeth on? Lesser maht take
advantage, you know.'

'‘Lessemen!’ she exclaimed, trying to push him away. "Yiaue the
most devastating knack of spoiling a—a lovely momen

'‘Have 1? And don't you think, you perverse litt@ocent, that | have
an end to keep up myself? You lay yourself opemurexpected

consequences when you pick on a perfect strangeasguerade as
your husband, you know.'

'I'm not your type—you told me so,' she retortddwhs the only
retaliation she could think of. He kissed her agdightly and
inconsequently on the tip of her nose, and legloer



'‘Propinquity does much to change one's preconcenatidns—or
haven't you noticed?' he said, and began to whistle

‘What is that tune?' she demanded impatiently. "You're ywdwa
whistling it.'

'‘Something remembered from my youth—French-Canadian
imagine. | forget the name, and only remember inesl'

'‘What are they?'
His smile was a little strange.

'"Love is the only charity.
Pride is the only sin ..."

Worth remembering, wouldn't you think?'

‘Yes,' she said, faltering a little at the unexpdcteriousness of his
observation, and almost at once the casual moaletuyned to his
eyes. 'Run along back to the house,' he saidvd4 kame thinking to
do.'

She walked to the house slowly, aware that he watshing her,
aware, too, without turning round, of the exact mamwhen he
turned on his heel and walked away.

'‘Oh hell, oh hell, otnell" she muttered under her breath. If she w:
losing her heart to a penniless stranger of whoenkstew nothing,
her plight would be worse than before. It wasntlt iaat he should
offer himself so casually as a subject on whichcaid her teeth;
neither was it fair that, by implication, he hadintention of taking
advantage of her.

'‘And swallow that for a tale!" she told herself mocheerfully,
remembering certain other occasions and remarkisplaserved with



satisfaction as she reached her bedroom that ttle dm their
communicating door was still without a key.

It was early yet, but she set about changing fer dliening with

leisurely pleasure, selecting with a critical eyedr@ss that she
thought might please him, wondering if, when he eaipstairs, she
could casually open the door between their roontscmat without

being misunderstood. But he did not come, and ptbsghe got tired

of waiting and went downstairs to see if he hachbeaylaid by her

grandfather.

'‘Where's everyone?' she asked, finding Sir Haoyegland he looked
up vaguely from th&imescrossword puzzle, and peered over the t
of his reading spectacles.

‘Don't know about your good man, but Brown's offydthe said.
'Oh, I'd forgotten. Hasn't Joss come in?'

'‘Not that | know of. Perhaps he's borrowed yourarat taken the
charming Rose for a spin.’

But she was in no mood for the old man's ratherontsvdigs.

'Rubbish!" she said quite sharply. 'He said he geasg to walk and
do some thinking. I'll go and find him.’

'‘Put something round your shoulders, then, theiagsrare getting
chilly,’ he said without much interest. She wenbtigh the hall,
snhatching up a woollen stole which Brown must heefehanging
over the back of a chair, and ran out on to theter

It was the hour when all things are grey; the ianll colours of leaves
and creeper had vanished in the misty stillnesisechutumn evening,
and little pockets of vapour were rising from tregkpand.



Christy was glad the nurse was off duty. She woslfe supposed,
dine in her room as was her habit, and Christy c¢dalve the two
men to herself and be gay and charming and very,adult for Joss's
benefit. She walked across lawns drenched with ddeng the
twisted paths of the dutch garden, past the topemg even peered
inside the dusty drag, but she did not find hime Sfas returning,
skirting the maze, when she thought she heard dsmvaice. He
must, she decided with childish satisfaction, hgaee exploring the
overgrown maze and got lost; she would indulge edain mild
pleasure in tracking him down and jeering at thapée failure of that
irritating self-sufficiency.

The maze had been so neglected that the intrioats &and twists
were difficult to follow, but, like Ariadne of oldChristy followed the
thread of her own recollection, remembering herlraos tale of the
labyrinth of Crete. Suddenly she heard voices.l&itk she realized,
reached the heart of the maze, and she stood foroment,
uncertainly, with damp seeping through her thippsdrs.

‘Joss..." a soft voice said quite distinctly, can't we arrive at a
compromise?'

His reply was inaudible, but Brown's little sighméasure was quite
distinct. She must have moved, probably closerhrg@rms, Christy
thought, for a flash of pale material showed thtodige dividing
hedge. Was he kissing her? But of course he wés tmat same, sure
treatment which she herself had experienced ordy #fternoon.
After a pause, Brown's voice, still gentle and timg, observed
provocatively:

‘You're very strong, aren't you? Strong and sileike the
old-fashioned heroes of fiction, only we all havar dreaking
point—what's that?'



Christy had turned to run, blundering blindly intcanches which
caught and tore at the woollen stole she had bauow

She must have found her way out of the maze byrshstnct, for
she had no recollection of remembering the halffitedated
landmarks. The stole must have been caught upedingdmewhere
on a branch, for as she ran across the lawns aheegther shoulders
were bare. She almost collided with Tom as shereditthe house
and, as she fled up the stairs, heard his faimfyaachful voice
informing her that drinks were waiting in the stuahd Sir Harry was
getting impatient.

She flopped breathlessly on to her dressing-taiolel,skicking off
her wet shoes, and regarded her own shocked reflantthe mirror
with frank distaste.

'‘Why should | care?' she demanded aloud of hersetfthe bitter
tears came just the same. For how long had the beae a trysting
place? For how long had Brown called him Joss ivepe? And how
dared he make casual love to herself in the afterramd go straight
to the nurse's arms for a more mature responseaasas her back
was turned?

She dabbed more powder on her face, careless oéshé, angrily
blinked away the tears, and applied unaccustomestamna which
smarted, and, while she was angrily grimacing &ddi€in the glass,
heard Joss go into his room. While she was wildlytimg for another
pair of slippers, he unexpectedly opened the conating door and
stood there looking at her.

‘What are you doing?' he asked conversationally.

She did not answer but sat down again to put orfrdsh pair of
slippers.

'Your feet appear to be rather wet,' he obserttaleé you been out?’



She shot him a glance of fury, then rememberedneliéf that it was
unlikely he had been aware of her presence in teem

'Yes,' she replied laconically, and he took anosiep into the room.

'What have you been doing to your eyes?' he induaed ran a
finger over her lashes before she could draw babtley're wet.'

'Spit,' she snapped, and the corners of his mautbhied in a smile.

'‘Oh—mascara,’ he said. 'You don't need it, you knvveu have the
most astonishing dark brows and lashes in contvéktyour hair.
Hasn't anyone ever told you?'

'‘Plenty of people. I'm not unused to compliments) ¥now," she
replied, and was glad to find that armour agaimstwas only a trick.
She had merely to go on feeling angry enough amieagptuous
enough to give nothing of possible heartache away.

'So you've frequently told me. | prefer you witkhas that aren't all
stuck together, all the same.’

‘But coming from the backwoods you are, perhapaccustomed to
sophisticated make-up. Did you want anything?'

She thought he looked as though he was restramdesire to laugh,
but he only said mildly:

‘Not particularly. Why?'
‘You don't come into my bedroom as a ride—and yido'tdknock.'

'| beg your pardon,' he replied with becoming gsaviell, shall we
go down? Your grandpapa is getting somewhat annat/eeing kept
waiting.'



'‘Brown will keep him happy,' she observed, shakiagher full skirt
and giving the waistline an impatient tug.

‘Nurse Brown will be dining in her room. She'sadty,' he reminded
her.

'Oh, is she?' Christy said with devious innocelace, ran out of the
room, leaving him to follow.

The evening passed more easily than she had atgdipShe was
aware that Joss thought she rather overdid thectaffate
granddaughter soothing an old man's irritabilitynbgking a blatant
fuss of him, but Sir Harry played up as though las aware that Joss
was out of favour and, to Christy at least, it wa®lief that Brown
absented herself from dinner. She made her exeaslys and left the
two men talking. Tom would come as usual to helpgnandfather to
bed, but by then Christy would be safely in her d&d with no light
showing under the door.

She did not sleep well, all the same, and it seearledg time before

she heard Joss moving about next door. Her indmmathe armour

which, like a brittle shell, had successfully cldsgound the greater
hurt, had left her, and she knew only a great ddsircall to Joss for
comfort, to hear him affirm an allegiance which $iael no right to

expect of him. His light went out very quickly astle lay tossing

disconsolately in the big tester bed which hadsosed him that first

evening.

It was raining when she woke late from troubled; tefreshing
shatches of sleep; not the steady gentle rain wihielcountry was
said to need, but the first half-gale of autumnalihivas already
stripping the leaves from the trees and tearintstod creeper from
the walls.



'‘We must start fires,' Brown said, smiling acrdsstireakfast table at
Christy, who experienced such a revulsion of feghor the nurse
that she crammed her mouth full of toast and maadw®ato stifle the
unconsidered words which might spring to her lips.

Smug, treacherous bitch! she thought, at the sanednvying the

correct composure with which Brown could address & if nothing

lay between them. Only that little trick of suddewkiling the secret
thoughts in her eyes gave her away. There was @adagleam of

mockery, too, as she looked at Christy and, agitiie silence grew,

her soft voice took on the indulgent tones which siight have used
to humour a sulky child.

‘You won't find Fairmile very entertaining if thigeather lasts, I'm
afraid,' she said, addressing them both, with bseiat apology of an
attentive hostess. "You should take Christy to tdvn Tavener, and
show her a good time. She'll get mopy here.'

‘You forget, Brown, that Fairmile happens to be mayne," Christy
said with coolness, but the nurse only smiled wuthruffled
tranquillity.

'Only in the last year, my dear,' she replied. "Yiaare really more of
a stranger here than | was myself—and now, of @weur home is
with your husband. When will you be thinking of nnay on, Mr,
Tavener?'

Joss's lazy eyes rested on her in a long, enigmmazte for a moment.

'When I've concluded such business as I've comehre to settle,’
he replied suavely, and Christy knew an almost leljastility for
them both; Brown being politely social as if sheswadifferent to the
ending of an affair with another woman's husbaass pretending to
conduct business which did not exist.



'‘We'll leave when I'm ready. Are you in such a hagorget rid of us?'
Christy said with innocent inquiry, and Brown'sefieyebrows rose
just a fraction, as if rebuking an impertinence.

‘What an odd thing to say. It's scarcely my placdittate, whatever
my wishes, is it?' she replied smoothly.

'No, it isn't,” Christy said, and sent Joss a ledkch she hoped
implied that she was very capable of keeping thexth ln their
appropriate places.

‘You sound on edge, Christobel," Joss remarkedawi¢éhof his more
irritating marital assumptions. 'Perhaps you cauwmlhill getting
your feet so wet on the lawn last night. You wdran'all a restful
bedfellow.'

But the old pretence of connubial unity could neger draw a lively
retort from her, and she turned her face away bdiercould see the
pain in her eyes. But Brown saw. She stretchedsacdhe table to pat
the girl's hand and said lightly:

'‘Cheer up, Christy! Mr. Fellows is coming for luntmorrow; that
might mean good news for you, mightn't it?'

‘Gramp's lawyer?'

'Yes. Let's hope he won't enrage your grandfathein all his
pedantic legal jargon; he's very long-winded. Wethust see about
getting my patient up. Ring for more coffee, wya'ts, if this has got
cold?’

‘She-behaves as if she was already mistress sa&iceChristy crossly
as the door gently closed. 'Ring for more coffedeed—as if | was a
mere guest! Besides, she knows very well that plabfom is run off
his feet as it is. Don't they always say that isireake trouble with
servants because they won't do a hand's turn tlnas8é



She buried her face in her cup of coffee, so didsee Joss's grin as
he replied indulgently:

‘Now you mustn't be a snob, Christobel dear. That'srery
old-fashioned slur on the nursing profession amdllifairness to our
Rose, she's not fussy what she turns her hand to.'

'She certainly isn't!" Christy said with meaningdaanged her cup
back into the saucer. 'And speaking of Christiames how long has
she been calling you by yours when no one's around?

‘What do you mean?' he asked casually, but hisregmeewed.

‘Nothing,' she said, and averted her own eyes frismNothing was
to be gained by blurting out her knowledge of tlasisignation in the
maze when, in point of fact, she herself had nbalaan on him.

'You do seem to have got out of bed the wrong tilemorning,' he
observed conversationally, but there was a newnesslin his voice.
'‘Will you take a hint from me? Don't antagonize d&iBrown. | think
I've told you that before.’

‘Why should | be careful of her feelings? She'satwways careful of
mine.'

'‘Possibly not, but she's in a more difficult pasitthan you are.’
‘Naturally you would stand up for her!'

‘That's childish. | was merely dropping a friendigt. You don't want
things to go wrong before this lawyer chap comesotwow, do you?'

‘What should go wrong?'

‘Well, dear Rose probably has expectations heraetf,she has the
old man's ear, remember.’



'You mean she'd do me down if she could? Well,dlbasn't surprise
me.'

‘No, | didn't mean that, but | think she means &smnyour grandpapa
if she can. You always said you didn't care. Bdtkthem, after all,
would accept it as a business arrangement.’

'It's different now," Christy said, stretching @uthand in mute appeal
for a cigarette. 'Snakes are snakes, after allshad want to hang on
to Fairmile.'

‘Not if you're prepared to compromise, as you csaid you were.
What's made you so bitter, Christy?"

He had ignored the message of her irritably snappngers, but he
spoke with kindness. She felt she could no longst bim, however,
if, indeed, she ever had.

‘Don't you know?' she retorted, looking him straighthe eye, and
saw his mouth tighten.

'l only know that you're behaving like a cross aatther ill-mannered
little girl, and | think you must have got a cHilbm those wet feet
after all,’ he said, and got up and left the room.

For the rest of that stormy day Christy moonedlessly about the
house, leaving a trail of cigarette ash in her w&l{se would have
taken her car and driven out to seek more congeaiapany if she
had known where to go, but she realized, for pestiag first time,

what a recluse her grandfather had become. Noallezlcexcept the
doctor and an occasional local visitor toutingdasubscription. The
days had gone when social calls and little dinretigs were an
accepted way of life, and a new community springipgwith their



busy lives and endless domestic complicationspleatdme for an old
man who dwelt in the past and was confined to agldhaiir.

She paused for further reflection in the long, atégroom which
once had been the drawing-room. Here, her mothest rhave
presided over charming little At Homes, playing tess for her
father; here, Christy could almost remember beingugpht down
herself by a nanny to be shown off to the visitas,was she
confusing that too with her mother's own childhood?

Joss has spoilt it—Joss and Brovahe thought, going back to the
hall to pluck irritably at the moulting featherstbé stuffed peacocks.
But Joss was hers, for all the ambiguity of theillationship, and
Brown, if she was really scheming to become Ladyenar, was not
going to have him as well.

On this thought she ran up the stairs without fntheflection,
determined upon action. The weather and her redmgbveries
combined to show her that plain speaking was pabferto the
nursing of grievances, and, after all, was she erditled to a
showdown which would clear the air?

The nurse always rested in the afternoons, she kaad as she
knocked on Brown's door, she realized with faimpase that she had
seldom been into the room. A voice bade her eatet,as she closed
the door behind her she observed with curiositycth@nges which
had been made. Some of the best pieces of furrhaddeen moved
here, radio and television occupied their respeatorners, and the
first of the autumn fires already burned in thetgrdt was all very
comfortable and rather luxurious. Rose Brown lagkben a deep
armchair, looking entirely unlike herself in a darcoloured silk
housecoat which Christy had once given her, herlbase about her
shoulders, her feet shod with elegant and abswsdigll mules,
resting on a low stool.



'‘Come in,' she said, laying a book face downwardfi@ knee. 'lt
isn't often you pay me a visit, Christy. Can | ahything for you?'

Christy stood irresolutely for a moment in the nieddf the room,
conscious of her own casual slacks and rough jeBeywn, she
supposed, was only relaxing in her off- duty hobtg,she presented
an unexpected illusion of feminine indolence.

‘Can | do anything for you?' she asked again, &ee £xpressing a
tolerant tinge of mockery, and Christy's resentn@rércame her
sense of disadvantage.

‘Yes, you can, as a matter of fact,’ she said. d@ustop trying to
have an affair with my husband.'

The nurse lowered her lashes for a moment in teates look of
evasion, then she smiled.

‘My dear child, how abrupt you are,' she saidaitdn't an idea what
you mean.'

'Oh yes, you have! And to save further beating abieibush | may
as well tell you that | came upon the two of youthe maze
yesterday.'

Brown gave a little yawn.

'Did you? Well, that accounts for my stole. | suppgou borrowed
it.

'Yes, | did, but --'

‘Joss found it caught on a branch. He must havelered. It's not a
very nice habit, spying, Christy.’



Christy replied with an unconscious echo of herndfather's
manner:

'l was not spying, Brown. You should have realiteat since this is
my home | have the freedom of the place, and takemecessary
precautions. Do you and Joss often meet there?"

'‘My dear girl,' Brown said, a tinge of boredom &r koice, 'why can't
you be your age? | understood you prided yourself your
iIndependence and the modern outlook. A mild extasHad pass or
two shouldn't worry you.'

Christy's dislike of the nurse could now be plaisgen in the cool
contempt in her clear eyes, and she shook backaweimpatiently.

'I'm notthat modern,' she retorted. 'And | won't stand for gug of
thing under my own roof.'

'It's not your roof—yet, my dear,"' Brown said waitky gentleness.

'‘Perhaps not, but it's my grandfather's and ydusemploy. Gramp
may be casual and given to crude humour at timgshé, no more
than I, would stand for any funny business betwasmurse and my
husband. You don't want me to give him a hint, do%

'l shouldn't think you would, since Joss isn't ybusband,' Brown
replied calmly, and smiled a little cruelly as daav the unguarded
look of alarm flash over the girl's face.

‘You aren't really in a very strong position totdte, are you?' she
added sofdy.

Christy stood very straight and slender, her cleddiands thrust into
the pockets of her slacks.



'‘Why do you say that?' she demanded coldly in genattempt to
brazen things out, but the nurse only laughed.

'‘Oh, come now!" she said. 'You don't really thinkdlieved that
ridiculous story from the start, do you?'

'You fostered the story very prettily—even to gejtiGramp to
accept the situation.’

‘Well, it was your way out of a difficulty, wasiit? It may have been
a foolish impulse, but | couldn't altogether blayo&. Besides, | had
fish of my own to fry.’

Christy turned to the window and watched the raireasning
ceaselessly down the panes. The park looked desahat sodden,
and the untended potholes in the long avenue Ineteshdless chain of
puddles.

‘You thought with me out of the way you'd catch iGpamore easily,
didn't you?' she said, and although her back wastushe could
picture the politely raised eyebrows as the nugped rather coolly:

'Isn't that a little vulgar? I'm not out to catayane— neither your
grandfather nor your so-called husband.’

Christy swung round, her temper out of control. Hdared this
woman patronize her and treat her like an ill- need child! She
was too young and inexperienced, for all her bogsto fence with
words; she could only retaliate with adolesceneness, which fact
Joss had very early on discovered.

‘You needn't play the lady of the manor with mes&®&rown," she
shapped. 'You're not mistress here yet, and whergragdfather
discovers what kind of woman you are, | doubt ifiyver will be.’



‘And what should he discover? That Joss has begngome a little
more attention than was proper? Your grandfattensan of the
world, my dear. | hardly think that would be helghanst me.'

Her calm complacency was infinitely galling, andriSty knew a
most uncharacteristic desire to hurt and hurt gruel

'‘What he wouldn't hold against an employee whowadla guest to
amuse himself with her, he'd scarcely toleratesriuture wife,' she
said, and this time the shaft went home. Brownsseyarrowed
unpleasantly and her mouth tightened at the corners

‘Very well,' she said, 'if you want to play it thaay then we know
where we stand. If you care to tell tales thenvehane of my own
that will soon put the sly little granddaughtethe soup. How do you
think Sir Harry will feel when he finds out you'weade a fool of him?
What chance do you imagine you will ever have dtigg your
precious Fairmile once he knows he's been tricked?'

She had broken her studied pose of indolence noavieant forward
in the chair, her hands clenched on her knee; gthamds, ruthless
hands, which Christy watched helplessly, knowing/ ibe strength
and determination which lay beneath the other wosrsoft, demure
demeanour.

‘That sounds like blackmail,' Christy said, hernchp. 'My secret
kept in exchange for yours.'

'‘Blackmail's an ugly word,' Rose Brown said. 'Arfiitaall, my poor
little misdemeanour is scarcely comparable to yoliigen if you
should be so rash as to tell tales, there's no Harma by having a few
moments of dalliance with an attractive strangemdrom neither
you nor your grandfather has any claim. Think ag@hristy—you're
the only one who stands to lose.'



The room was growing darker as the light outsidgabeto fade.
Firelight patterned the walls with a cosy intimathat seemed
entirely false; there was no warmth, no certaiafyin the day.

‘And do you imagine my grandfather wouldn't demaad
explanation as to why you had connived at the dem&y Christy
asked.

'l should deny it, of course. There's no possibleopthat | ever
doubted your marriage. | paved the way for you miachwell for
that.'

‘And have you told Joss you know the truth?'
Brown gave a little shrug.

‘My dear girl, in my profession, discreetness i @f the first
maxims one has to learn,' she replied. 'Have yowour turn, taxed
him with being unfaithful?'

‘No.'

'‘Wise girl. Don't do it. You're rather fond of hiamen't you? Funny if
this little prank of yours is going to boomerang.'

'l don't know what you mean.’
'‘Don't you? | think you've fallen for him.'

'You can think what you damn well please!" Chrigtialiated, driven
to plain rudeness. The nurse smiled and leant &gakn in her chair.

'‘Poor Christy!" she said. "You've picked a tougbppsition for your
first experiment in romance, haven't you& lour first?'

‘Why should you imagine that?'



'You're so transparent. This pose you had of sHdffesency,
independence, modern frankness—it didn't deceivePaehaps you
don't realize you've changed. It's a pity you hagitk your hired
assassin to cut your teeth on.'

Cutting her teeth, the innocent milk-teeth of inesence ... hadn't
Joss himself suggested, with gentle mockery, thaiduld be a good
subject on which to experiment because lesser migitntake
advantage?

'‘Why?' she asked, because the simple question daemertant and
she was too honest to save her face by denial.

'‘Because, my dear, he is Scarcely a man with habair intentions.
You should make the most of those adjoining roorngoar—or
perhaps you already have.'

‘You're disgusting!" Christy cried, longing to sldpat smooth,
mocking face. 'Disgusting and cheap! You may betaranwith a
tumble in the hay with a man you know nothing about I'm not.
Don't, please, judge me by your own standards—&s'do

The nurse sprang to her feet and swiftly admingsteéhe slap which
Christy had itched to deliver.

You think I'm cheap and disgusting, do you?' shbdxk, losing her
self-control at last. "What do you know about theywhe other half
lives? How do you imagine it feels to accept withaw of gratitude
gifts of cast-off clothing, perfume—any unwantedadinuxury that
costs nothing to give? Oh, you're generous, magbeisty, in a
careless, patronising fashion, but you are, afteomy a rather silly
little chit of a girl who's allowed a bit of moneyd independence to
go to her head. Did you think you | could buy Jbse?'

As Brown's bitter venom spilled out, Christy faldslenly emptied of
anger. She could never like this woman or forgiwer for her



treachery, but she was genuinely shocked that &wn
well-intentioned actions had only resulted in bitess.

‘Brownie," she said, reverting unconsciously to Hhermer
affectionate mode of address, 'l never meant tmpie. I'm sorry if
| hurt you, but—but | liked you once.’

'‘As__you'd like any sycophant who humbly admired aas willing
to perform small services. I've met your kind befoBrown said with
rough contempt, and Christy flushed.

'l wasn't to know what you thought of me, was H& seplied with

gentle dignity. 'Neither does the fact that youikiisme excuse your
present attitude. It will be very much better foeg/one if | make a
clean breast of things to my grandfather.’

‘Will it? Think again, my dear. Who's going to comé of this best?
My own part in this affair will only be vindicatebdy the absurd
accusations of a jealous little girl. Sir Harrysarcely likely to run
me off because I, like him, was grossly deceived.'

It was unanswerable, of course. Christy had, inuathinking
moment of folly, made her own bed, and now the lrag sprung. No
good going to Gramp to sort out the mess, no goodiding in Joss
who, for all she knew, might have more than a pasfincy for Rose
Brown.

‘Very well,' she said. 'What is it you want of me?’

'Simply to go on playing your part. After tomorroal our ways may
be clear.'

'You mean to marry Gramp, don't you?'



‘And if | do, why should you care? Things would go exactly as
before, the only difference being that | would hawse
position—security for the future. Do you grudge tinat?"

'No. But what of Fairmile?'

'‘Ah—Fairmile ..." Brown muttered, turning away tdump up
cushions, empty ashtrays, all the little automa#ioszices which had
been natural to her for so long. 'l don't want fde, if my
settlement’'s good enough. This place would be ennebrance and a
tomb for a widow. No, Christy, you can keep Faiemif that's in Sir
Harry's mind for the future, but remember—if yoy to spoil my
game, I'll spoil yours. Now, hadn't we better @altuce?’

A truce, thought Christy, after all the things thatl been said!

'‘What did you mean by buying Joss?' she askelinstiiat uncertain
state of wanting her i's dotted and her t's crassed

'‘Only that you've picked the wrong man. He doesetmoney.’

Christy remembered that he had given her grandfatiee same
Impression, and said sharply:

‘Joss hasn't any money. He lives by his wits, sotdon away with
the idea that he'll be good for a spot of your kiaail.'

The nurse threw another log on the fire and watthedlame leap up
with a little smile.

'‘Really?' she said. 'Well, his wits must have b&®arp enough to see
him through Charterhouse and a university. Donitkm@ow anything
about him, my dear?’

‘Less than you, presumably,’ Christy replied, agldaith innocent
pleasure, 'But perhaps he's led you up the garslevelh as Gramp.



Don't believe all the tales Joss spins, will yorgén? | wouldn't like
to think you were labouring under a misapprehension

The nurse looked at her and, for a moment, theeened to be a
conflict of exasperation and pity in her expression

'Oh, go away,’” she said impatiently. 'Go and finthis
come-by-chance of yours and treat him to someehtimsense I've
been hearing. You won't find him a very sympatheticience,
though, | warn you.'



CHAPTER SEVEN

CHRISTY ran down the stairs and out of the house, onlysipguto
shatch a raincoat from the big press in the haflheswent. The rain
beat in her face as she struggled against the wishe had passing
thoughts of wood fires and crumpets for tea, anel pheasant
indolence of an afternoon confined to the houséhbyweather. But
anything was better than being boxed up with tipeaple none of
whom she could any longer depend on for suppogsditly the very
wildness of the day seemed a fitting accompanineenér mood and,
although soon she was not only buffeted but soatkexipitterness
and anger and bewilderment began to die out of her.

Go on playing your partBrown had said. Well, there was nothin
else to do, but the thought of her grandfatherltied her. She had
known him barely a year and their relationship gade no deeper
than the surface value of daily bickering and mudipg@reciation, but
she had come to love him, despite their differenaad she did not
care any more for the deception which she had ggutheartedly
practised on him. Of Joss she refused to thinklaHa had been
willing to be hired on terms which she now realizbé average
decent man would have thought twice about befoce@mg; if he
chose to amuse himself elsewhere in the meantimeds scarcely
to be blamed. It was a pity that she herself shinaide become
emotionally involved, for, as Brown had pointed ,obé seemed
hardly a man of honourable intentions. Still, ongshtake the rough
with the smooth, Christy argued with herself selyeréhen sat
suddenly down on a nearby fallen tree to weep.

She sat for a long time, crying and cursing by tamd wet and slime
from the saturated log seeped through to her vkiry, svhile the

shoes she had not thought to change were watedagye the thin
leather reduced to pulp. It began to get dark &edyst up to start for
home, aware that she was stiff in every limb atideracold. Well, the
nurse had certainly won the first round, she admito herself rather



grimly, and when finally she reached the grounds lamew herself
reluctant to go in and face them all, she slipped the coach-house
and climbed into the old drag where, as a chil@ lshd not only
played at highwaymen, but hidden from the just vrait a much-
tried nanny. ,

The rotting upholstery smelt fustier than ever vifth damp, but she
curled up gratefully on the ancient cushions, aerit that no one
would find her, and fell asleep.

It was quite dark when she woke, thinking she haardh someone
calling her, and almost at once a door of the dragwrenched open
and a man's head and shoulders appeared out gibthra.

'For crying out loud!" Joss's voice exclaimed dggitHave you been
here all the afternoon? I've been looking for yeergwhere.'

'‘No," she said, feeling she had been caught asaddintage, her
thoughts still confused. 'lI've been walking.'

He groped for her in the darkness, feeling the esndthmpness of her
slacks, and then climbed in beside her to run argdl over her wet
head.

'‘Good grief, child! What possessed you to stay lvenen you're
soaked to the skin?' he exclaimed and, when sheatidnswer, took
her face between his hands, warm and reassurimgy tohilled flesh.

'Hiding, weren't you—like when you were a littlalgl he said, and
for all her bitter disillusionment, she still wadt® rest her head on
his breast and be comforted.

‘Yes,' she whispered. 'Brown and | had words. [-awpset.’



'‘Brown?' he echoed a little sharply, and she thbhghwithdrew a
little. Of course, it was hardly tactful, or wide, mention the nurse.
'‘What did you have words about?'

‘Nothing,' she murmured, and he gave a short ldatigh which held
no amusement.

'One can scarcely have words about nothing," hereed, ‘though
possibly two women can. However, that's of litttgprtance. You're
shivering.'

Indeed, her teeth were beginning to chatter, atitowt more ado, he
bundled her unceremoniously out of the drag andhemrback to the
house. Tom had lighted a great fire of logs in ltlhél. She looked
longingly at the leaping flames, but Joss draggadrélentlessly up
the staircase and into her room.

‘Get out of those wet things at once. I'll run yohbath,' he said, but
she was still standing in the middle of the roomiigg down at her
drowned reflection in the glass when he returned.

'For heaven's sake!' he exclaimed, and startethgeak wet clothes
off her. She made one feeble protest, but he paidtiention, and
soon she was standing naked and shivering whileuhted through
her wardrobe for a dressing-gown.

'‘Don't let me embarrass you,' he remarked as hepedit round her.
‘A husband has a perfect right to remove his wilgthes.’

'‘Oh," she cried, immediately touched on the rawl, l@ygan to cry.

‘Christy..." He sounded concerned, and his fingenrgwgentle as he
tited her face up to his. 'What's upset you? I'tcalways resist
teasing, but you may weep on my manly chest wigaglire if it will
bring any comfort.'



She would like to have done just that, but she mebexed Brown,
and remembered, too, that he had offered himsetf) wareless
indifference, as a willing subject on which to bet teeth.

‘No, thank you," she replied, wriggling out of gimsp. 'I'll have that
bath if it's ready for me.'

He accompanied her firmly to the bathroom and tesie water
carefully.

'‘Perhaps I'd better stay. You seem to be in a @@athte and might
drown,' he said, and she pushed him towards the idaaarm. He
was, she knew, quite capable of carrying out thesath

'l certainly won't drown,' she snapped, and sneeaadulsively.

'l turn my back,"' he promised gravely, and, late, she caught the
familiar grin he employed when he had got a rige Sarted to reply,
but was interrupted by another sneeze, and he kexhaeverely

before he closed the door behind him:

‘Tiresome brat! Now | suppose you'll have me ug bat night
administering hot possets and soothing poultid¢esias only when
she was soaking blissfully in the warm water tha¢ svondered
whether it was from tact or more personal reasdws he had
refrained from suggesting Rose Brown as the obvpauson to offer
professional attention, if required.

He came back as she was finishing dressing, wsthoag hot toddy,
and remained sitting on the side of the bed watcher comb out her
still damp hair. She was scarcely looking her bebe thought
crossly, aware that despite her mixed feelingsag pleasant to have
him occupying the room as if he belonged there. ®hs, she
realized wryly, in for a really stinking cold.



‘That'll have to do,' she observed, favouring kéection with a final
disgusted look. 'Joss, were you really at Chartese®@'

His eyebrows lifted in quizzical inquiry.
‘Yes. Does that surprise you?'

'It does rather. Why didn't you tell me?"
‘You never asked.'

'‘But you told Brown.'

‘Nurse Brown has shown rather more interest in agk@round than
you.'

'‘Why don't you call her Rose?"

'‘Rose, then, if you like. Were you quarrelling abote, by any
chance?'

‘Certainly not!" she replied sharply, and wishedhwdisconsolate
forlornness that he had not made it impossiblénérto tell him the
whole sorry story.

'What a pity," he countered calmly. 'l should likehink | could rouse
a little jealousy in you.'

‘That, of course, would be typical,’ she snappéali're probably the
sort of man who would enjoy having two women figlgtiover you.'

'‘How do you know what sort of man | am?' he inqilirenmoved,
and suddenly grinned. 'Fine! I've made you good amgty again.
That's better than wallowing in a mess of self-pign't it? Let's go
down.’



'l do notwallow in self-pity!" she exclaimed, hasteningwalacrity
across the room. 'What have | got to be sorry glamythow?'

‘What indeed," he replied innocently, and gaveldaind a gentle
slap as she whisked past him through the door.

She did her best to appear as usual throughoutetl@ming,
determined to give Rose Brown no cause for satisfacbut it
proved to be a losing battle. She felt feverish ahtvery, could
scarcely touch the food put down before her arapssd, finally, into
a most unusual silence.

'‘Cat got your tongue?' Sir Harry inquired rather imbly, and only
frowned impatiently when she tried to reply witle tiamiliar flippant
nonsense. He, it seemed, was also feeling undew#ather and
complained frequently of the headaches which hadbted him
lately with greater frequency. Every so often these gave him a
quick, professional glance, a little frown creasihgr smooth
forehead, but when Joss suggested casually thagitt be a good
idea to postpone the lawyer's visit the next day slid not
Immediately second the proposal.

'l think Sir Harry will feel happier once his affaiare settled,' she
said carefully, intercepting, with a faint smileetlook which Christy
sent her which said plainly enough that it was Braviho would feel
happier once her own future was assured.

‘You look as if you're running a temperature, Glrrishe said. 'Have
you caught cold?'

'It seems fairly obvious that I've caught coldammed Christy, who
had been sneezing for the best part of the eveamyBrown rose at
once, saying she would fetch her thermometer.

In common with a great many other people, Chrissliksbd having
her temperature taken under the curious eyes daratiShe felt



helpless and rather foolish with the thermometackstn her mouth
while Brown took her pulse and studied the secdmaisd of her
watch.

‘A hundred and one,' she pronounced. 'You'd ggéeto bed. What
made you go out and get soaking wet on a day hiis&'t

‘As if you didn't know!" Christy replied, scarcelpove a whisper, but
Joss heard and she thought he exchanged a flektolg of
commiseration with the nurse.

‘You're both of you --' she began on a rising rodthysteria, but he
interrupted her to say firmly:

‘Now, darling, think before you burst into uncoresield speech.
Temperatures of a hundred and one are apt to diktoreason. Off
to bed. In due course I'll bring up the hot pogsetvhich | was
already resigned.’

"'l see to that, Mr. Tavener. There's no need/far to have a broken
night,’” Brown said, and merely raised reprovingbege/s when
Christy protested with a violent ‘No/'

‘You have your own patient to attend to, Nurse Browm quite
competent to deal with my wife's requirements,’'

Joss interposed with unexpected partisanship, ant¢ saw the
quick look of surprise in the nurse's eyes.

‘As you wish,' she replied a little shortly. "Youetter keep her in bed
tomorrow. She's evidently got a thorough chill. N&ir Harry, what
about saying good night? Your head's botheringagain, isn't it?'

'Yes, it bloody wellis!" the old man snapped with the indignar
rudeness of a child who has been left out of thelight too long.
‘All this fuss about a common or garden cold! FadG sake take



Brown's advice and stay in bed tomorrow, Christyd @on't go
spreading germs all over the house!

‘No one,' said Christy, trying at the last to gatheund her the
scattered remnants of cool indifference, 'needoleabout my cold.
| have aspirin, and a hot-water bottle and my bedadl | want. I'll

lock my door, Joss, so you won't be disturbed. Gught.'

‘It has no key," he reminded her innocently, areltebught she saw
Brown give a wry little smile which held no amuserne

Christy dragged herself wearily up to bed. Her haelaed violently
and she longed for the relief of an irrationabfitcrying. The marble
staircase struck cold to her feet and the windfbadd hidden cracks
and inlets in the old house to send unwelcome dhtsugyhistling
down the corridors. She shivered, dwelling on #dtaer gloomy chill
of her bedroom, but when she reached it an unexgegtlcome
awaited her. Someone had lighted the fire sinceatirtwo hot water
bottles were in the bed and a thermos flask and@set ready on a
tray beside it.

Tom ... Mrs. Heap ... Brown? But the servants h@dknown she had
a cold and Brown would scarcely have troubled &fteir scene of
the afternoon. Joss, then? Almost at once she bhawslieet of
notepaper propped against the thermos. He hacewritéarm your
poor little bones and don't prop a chair under twor-handle. I'll be
alonglater with a cup of cold poison.

She began to cry then, with a mixture of fever graditude, realizing
that despite the polite attentions which money @@llvays buy, this
was the first time since her mother had died tlaheone had
gratuitously thought of the small, personal expoessof solace for
her comfort.



Her temperature must have risen, for Joss founddter, tossing and
still weeping in the big bed, the blankets pushackb

‘Hey, there..." he said softly. "This won't do. €oyourself up, child,
and sweat it out. Why are you crying?"

' don't know ... | feel ill ... and you lightedehire and put b-bottles in
my bed, didn't you? It was so k- kind...."

'‘Well, no one else seemed to have had the notidry. $ould that
upset you?'

'‘Because it was a—a spontaneous gesture and wiofiopai

'‘My poor Christy ... has no one ever shown yourigvkindness
without hope of reward?' he asked with a mixturamtisement and
tenderness, and firmly put the bedclothes backiigahem tightly

around her.

'l suppose so, only—well, there hasn't been anylwly minded
much in the last year. You don't really mind, do'yd'm so hot,' she
said, trying, without much avail, to push the betloks off again.

'If you thought | didn't mind then there was nosmato weep.'

'‘Wasn't there? But perhaps | wanted you to. Eitfasrit could-make
one cry, couldn't it?'

'l wouldn't know," he replied a little brusquelpddaid a cool hand on
her forehead, gently pushing back the damp hairo, "N
Christy—you're to keep wrapped up, however hot yay feel. I'l
go and get that cup of cold poison now. It willfgyiyour temperature
down.’

It seemed to Christy that for most of the nightvaes in and out of her
room. He must have acquired a spirit lamp from seheze, for he



brought a succession of hot drinks, pushed pillsrdber throat and
even changed her nightdress when it became wetswigat. It was
extraordinarily comforting to find him standing bthe bed,

unfamiliar but homely in pyjamas and dressing-govim. the

confusing distortions of fever she could almostdwe that he really
was her husband, someone in whom it would be Hatucanfide the
distressing events of the day; but if he had mdrher and was
conducting an affair with another woman, then theas nothing to
be gained by accusing that same woman and layiegetiopen to a
snub.

'‘Oh dear ... what a muddle it all is..." she muedudistractedly, and
felt his hand on her forehead again, smoothingthsog. The
callouses on his fingers had almost vanished with weeks of
idleness, she noticed with faint surprise, and w@s tired to
complain when he slipped an arm round her shoulgeopping her
up for yet another draught of medicine.

'Did you pinch all this stuff from Brown?' she adkand he grinned
down at her.

'‘Oh no. We have to carry our own first-aid kit e tbackwoods. It's a
rough life and no amenities.'

'l don't believe you ever roughed it in the backd®at all,’ she said.
'‘Don't you? But it was your idea in the first place
‘Yes, but—the orphanage part. Was that true?"

'‘Oh yes, that was true,' he replied a little grimiNow stop asking
guestions and try to get some sleep. | could db some myself.'

She reached up a hand to touch his chin whichhenstmall hours,
was beginning to look in need of a shave. As theplaght caught a



faint gleam in the stubble she remembered notittiagday they had
first met that were he to grow a beard it wouldjbey.

'‘How odd,' she murmured drowsily. 'There's no gneyour hair.'

'l dye my hair. The beard's a giveaway,' he tolddgnavely, and she
gave a weak giggle.

Towards dawn the fever broke and she did sleepreavas she
slipped into unconsciousness, that the door betwikeim rooms
stood open for the first time and that she only toachll to bring Joss
back. It was a comforting thought on which to enasbréne dreamless
sleep of exhaustion.

It was past midday when she woke to find the ralifgating against
the window and Brown standing beside the bed, thareter in
hand.

'‘Well,' the nurse said with a hint of irony, 'ydwosild have worked it
out of your system by now.’

Christy was about to inquire whether there wasubiomeaning in
that remark, but Brown thrust the thermometer iht&y mouth,
rendering her temporarily speechless.

'‘Not very thoughtful of you, was it, to go courtipgeumonia out of

sheer ill temper?' Brown observed pleasantly. 'H®wret was one

way of drawing attention to yourself, | supposé@ope Joss rose to
the occasion.'

Christy uttered wordless sounds of indignation aab about to
remove the thermometer when the nurse lightly sdpper hand
down.

'‘Another half-minute, please. Poor Christy—he disapted you, did
he? | could have told you that he merely regardsaga spoilt little



ninny whose game he was prepared to play for the tieing because
it happened to suit his book.'

‘What do you mean by happening to suit his bookRtis§y
"demanded as soon as she could speak again.

'‘Work it out for yourself. Didn't you once tell e lived by his wits?'
the nurse replied calmly. 'l hope you were disciegbu had any
lightheaded moments in the might, Christy, | warged he wasn't
the type to spill love's awakening all over thecplaHe likes his
women more mature. Your temperature's down, butlgok rather
washed out. You'd better stay where you are forekeof the day.'

She had dropped her hints in exactly the Samedbweice in which
she had proffered her professional opinion, andsGhwatched her
calm face as she took down the thermometer and evedduneasily
just how much she might have confided to Joss duha night. She
had only a vague impression of his frequent comarg$ goings, of
half-remembered tenderness and her own desireofofoct. But he
had not kissed her, nor had he encouraged confiderar
explanations. For all his amusement that she shadiit to being
grateful because his attentions had been offeredout hope of
reward, did not his unexpected consideration spaxrgctly from
that? If one is being paid five hundred poundsaftew weeks of easy
living, a small amount of simulated concern is handuch to expect.

'Oh hell, oh hell, oh buckets bfood' she exclaimed, thumping her
pillows with violence as Brown went away, gentlpsihg the door.
The solace of the night had gone, the tangle ofoler creating no
nearer solution, and Joss and Brown... Joss anc MBoswn,
whatever their respective feelings for each othegre working
against her for their own ends --

He looked in to see her just before luncheon, lmopdper a glass of
champagne. The lawyer had already arrived, he aa Sir Harry



had grudgingly produced a vintage wine to fortifgnkelf against a
tedious afternoon.

‘Funny little dried-up blighter, not approving,dtiner gather, of his
client's change of heart. Gave me a thoroughlyfadttioned look on
being introduced.’ Joss said.

‘That should hardly surprise you," Christy replmmdly. She had
forgotten about Mr. Fellows. 'Gramp has had fortboeters on the
brain ever since he took me back into the fold.'

'So you've frequently told me. Well, we shall hawewait and see
whether the fact that | seem to be approved othlefzed your little
scheme.'

‘It wasn't only Fairmile that made me tell sucls fishe said a little
pleadingly. 'He wanted to marry me off to some ¢jigaslation he'd
never met just because his name was Tavener.'

'‘Ah yes, the Northumbrian gentleman. Still, if Idm you, Christy,
you wouldn't have allowed yourself to be forcea intarriage unless
your passion for acquiring Fair- mile was such &session that
you'd stop at nothing.'

She thought she detected a hint of asperity behimtightness of his
words, and said sharply:

'l've told you—I didn't think! | just said the first thingahcame into
my head, and you shouldn't judge others by yourdeHs Tavener.
Youmay be the kind that would stop at nothing, bbbve—have
certain standards.’

‘Have you, indeed? Ah well, our positions aretkeldifferent. You've
been raised soft while I've had to battle for myaBsuccesses—with
or without standards.'



'‘What do you mean—your small successes? And yoartiaasked
me how | am this morning.'

One eyebrow lifted quizzically.

'‘No need,' he said. 'l can see you're quite yoiregtept for an
unbecoming cold.’

‘That's not very gallant. | dare say my nose is st my eyes
watering.'

'‘Not red—just slightly pink at the tip. Don't drinlkat champagne so
fast; it will make you hiccup.’

'l hope,' she said, sounding suddenly tearfult itipass my stinking
cold on to you! You won't be so superior and pldasgh yourself
when you're all bunged up and sneezing every m-&inu

Even as she spoke she sneezed again herself, aapliee, shaking
his head reproachfully:

‘There's gratitude for you, after tending to yoaeds half the night
and losing my beauty sleep!

She gave him a little wavering smile of apologyarde the last
mouthful of champagne, and held out the empty glass

'I'm sorry," she said. '"You were very kind and—aodsiderate. |
could have told you things then.’

'‘Perhaps you did," he replied, taking the glassfher, and her dark
lashes flew up in a look of alarm.

‘What things?' she asked quickly, thinking not o6& Brown and the
trouble she had made, but of her own weak surrdndes attentions.
Had she, in her lightheaded moments, embarrassedyh¢confessing



again to her suspicions as to the state of het,hsad, if not, could
she keep up the familiar bickering until their gat expired so that
he should never guess?

The long sigh she gave was more heartfelt tharksbe. He stood
for a moment looking down at her in silence, whike twirled the
glass idly round in his fingers.

‘Nothing that mattered—nothing that, perhaps, hdikhow already,’
he said then. 'How small you look in that vast besla pity that two
such aggressively connubial couches such as yodrsnane should
be wasting their potentialities, isn't it? I'll back later, when the
lawyer chap has gone.'

Mrs. Heap came up presently with a tray and stagday and light
the fire, and enjoy a gossip at the same time.Rdliows' visit was
clearly a matter of some moment in the kitchen, #gr@dcook was
filled with excited curiosity and an air of beingthe know.

‘Tom and me is in the will, and Noakes too, whibmly right seeing
how long we've all been in the old gentleman'sisenbut you never
know, do you?' she said.

‘And how do you know now?'

"'Cos we're none of us called to witness. Thiag¢daw, miss; legatees
can't witness the will. Hie two daily girls are viad after lunch, so
that means Nurse Brown can expect something, agaes without

saying that you, as the only grandchild, will comdor a fair share.

Exciting, isn't it?'

‘Not very," Christy replied, experiencing a suddkstaste for the
whole business. It was natural enough, she supptsethere to be
speculation below stairs, and old Tom and Mrs. Haagh Noakes
were entitled to expectations, but Brown hoping fooney and
position, and she herself scheming for Fairmilgdweto sicken her.



Mrs. Heap, making a great clatter with coal ane-firons, paused to
rest her large behind on her heels.

‘Well, not for you, maybe, miss,' she said, sougdnlittie huffy.
‘Your prospects are a certainty, as you might aag, a fine man to
support you into the bargain.’

'‘Nothing's a certainty, Mrs. Heap. Things can gongr;,' Christy said,
sounding suddenly tired, and the fat cook lookedarseful.

‘There! What am | thinking of, talking like this thi the old
gentleman still alive and all, and you with thastyacold enough to
give anyone thoughts of the grave. | don't likeylaxg in the house
and that's a fact—smell of death they do. Thapse#ty bed-jacket
you're wearing, Miss Christy—is it the one Mr. Jissught you
from London?'

Christy glanced down at the rather bedraggled gairnveith
disfavour. It was, indeed, the present Joss haatder, chosen, he
said, by Brown. It was, Christy had thought, jus¢ sort of thing
Brown would choose for someone else—thin and che:
machine-knitted and of an unbecoming colour.

'It isn't really very nice. Nurse Brown chose shie said, and .Mrs.
Heap chuckled.

‘Trust a man to get his shopping down by anothenard Still and
all, Nurse Brown wasn't to know she could have apieerself. She
couldn't have afforded better for herself,’ shed,sand Christy
regarded her with faint surprise. She herself hath & very different
picture of Rose Brown that it was strange to redlimt the servants
accepted her at face value, affording her respedt a possible
tolerance because she saved them work and didveohgrself airs.



'‘No, | suppose not," Christy said, and added slovidiys. Heap,
would you and Tom be surprised if—if Nurse Browrosld ever
become mistress here?'

The cook lighted the fire and paused to blow atftames before
answering, then she struggled to her feet, herkshesarlet with the
effort.

'‘Why, bless you, no, miss,' she said. 'Quite tih@gthold gentlemen
marrying their nurses, I'm told. Well, it's sensildboth sides, isn't it?
Once your nurse is your wife, she can't up anddsew for another
job, can she? Sir Harry's often said that veryghin

‘My grandfather's said it to you?'

'Only joking-like, of course. We've often discussenh the kitchen.
Tom don't hold with the notion much—calls the nuasecheming
hussy, but he's a man. Doesn't understand whemamws not getting
any younger she has to look after her future.’

‘Then you'd stop on?' Christy said, her heart wagnto the more
uncharitable Tom.

'‘Why not? Too old to make a change now. Besidexgstwouldn't be
no different.’

Oh, wouldn't they! Christy said to herself. Browadnhbeen clever
never giving cause for friction where the servamée concerned,
but Christy thought she wouldn't mind betting thiate the new Lady
Tavener had control of the reins, she would n@&raik for very long
the scamped work of old servants who had too moiciot

When the cook had taken away the tray, Christy @i€igarette, but
it did not taste very nice and she stubbed it 8be dozed for a little,
but she could not rest for long. Her thoughts wikreused too
uncomfortably on this momentous signing of the wiirown's



machinations could not really hurt her grandfatheren if she
succeeded in marrying him, for he was too toughraggsition to
become wax in the hands of any woman, but Chrisiyis deceit,
and Joss's, were another matter. She could noFakemile under
false pretences, even had he decided to leaveldlce o her, but
neither could she confess, now things had gonarsddr, much as
she distrusted the nurse, she could not afforgrtore those hints and
warnings and risk the shock which might prove fatal

'‘But | can stop it—I can reject the whole idea¥ said aloud, and
already had both legs over the side of the bedy ®sludden vision of
the lawyer's outraged face should she follow het fmpulse and
appear among them in her nightdress kept her fromgdust that.
Instead she ran down the corridor which led to dgladlery and,
leaning far out over the balustrade, called loddtyJoss.

Her hoarse voice echoed round the gallery, anddsthenot stop
shouting until she saw him come running across#ie looking up
at her with a startled expression.

'For heaven's sake, what's the matter?' he demasdesireached her
at the top of the stairs. 'You look as white ahasg—couldn't you
have rung a bell?’

'‘Perhaps I've been seeing ghosts,’ she said @ssithl'Nothing's the
matter—well, yes, there is, really. Joss, | haveelioyou something.
It's very important.’

'‘For heaven's sake!' he exclaimed, observing hee lbeet and
transparent nightdress and his despised presechwias her only
other covering. '"You weren't thinking of coming dwstairs like that,
were you?'

'Yes;-1 was, then | thought I'd better call youtazsl.'



'l should hope so! Do you want to catch pneumomiaap of that
chill?' he said, and picked her up without more add carried her
back to her room.

‘Now,' he said, having deposited her none too gedntlthe bed,
'what's this vital information that you couldn'tiv@nother minute to
impart?'

'l had to catch you before they signed the will.aWH've told you,
you can tell them and then it'll be all right," st@éd, not very lucidly.

He saw the two high spots of colour in her cheeklsoand the
brightness of her eyes, and sat down on the sitteedded, taking her
hands in a firm, reassuring grasp.

‘You're running up that temperature again,' he.sawy to think
calmly and tell me what you want to, then I'll giy@u something to
put you to sleep.'

'‘Have you been a doctor among all your other traddse asked, and
give a small, rather nervous giggle.

'‘No.'
‘Well, perhaps a vet?'

'‘No,' he said, and smiled reassuringly. 'I'm waiti@hristy. What do
you want to tell me?'

But it was not easy to begin, to lead up logic&lythe decision she
had come to, so, characteristically, she plungddiyom at the end.

'l don't want Fairmile,’ she said a little fevehshl want you to go
downstairs and tell Gramp not to make any changéssiwill. Tell
him—tell him it was all a mistake. Tell him I'll b&ving in
Canada—tell him anything— make something up.'



His eyes held a curious expression. For a momeavdstalmost as if
he had expected to hear something else and waspdiséed, but
disappointment, if indeed it was that, gave placgrave inquiry.

‘You don't want Fairmile?' he repeated slowly. 'Basn't that been
the object of all this play-acting nonsense?'

'Yes, of course, but don't you see, Joss, it dstait out as—as a
deliberate deception. [—I never expected Grampetiee the story
once he'd had time to think about it, and if Brdvaan't --'

'If Brown hadn't what?'

His question had a sudden sharpness and she remsghtbhat she
had no means of knowing how much or how little hd the nurse
might be in each other's confidence.

'‘Nothing, really," she said quickly. 'But she paed him to accept
my—my mythical husband before | had time to tethhi wasn't true,
and | was stuck with the story. Since we've beea,libings have got
worse and worse. Gramp won't stand for divorce.'

His smile was a little ironical.

'So you've discussed that already, have you? Yallyr@o rush your
fences, don't you, Christy? You could scarcely ekfiee old boy to
take a favourable view of divorce when you're sigaoicto be a bride
of only a month or two's standing!'

She rummaged under her pillows for a handkerchelf lalew her
nose with violence.

'It was a misunderstanding, actually,’ she saadlb#en sounding him
out, you see, and when | saw I'd put my foot ih suddenly got
sickened of the whole thing and was going to makkean breast of



everything, but he wouldn't listen, thinking | wstgl talking about a
divorce. He just flew into a passion and said | yeasous.'

‘Jealous?'
‘It was the day you had taken Brown to London.'
'Oh, | see. And were you jealous?’

‘That," she said, withdrawing coldly, ‘is neith@rdr nor there. The
point is I—I don't want Fairmile under false preateg, and | want you
to go down and tell them so.’

He sat with his arms folded and regarded her ensg for a moment
or two. She did not altogether care for the wayhe looking at her,
nor did she understand the expression in his eyes.

‘You can do that, Joss, can't you?' she asked a littleocaski.
"You—you can tell him | will explain, myself, whdim well again.
[I—I'll make things all right for you, too. I'll tehim | persuaded you
and you needed the money but everything was ghdeeaboard.’

'Friendly persuasion?' he said gently. ‘Do youkhirat's the way he
will look at it?'

'Of course, once I've explained.aim persuasive, you know—he
might even give you an extra bonus for—for beingeae.'

He got up abruptly and walked over to the windovotuk out at the
driving rain. The view of his back and the set & $houlders was
discouraging, and she wondered if, once again, hslte said the
wrong thing. Apparently she had, for he spoke witdden anger.

‘I may be short of money in your view, but | dae'tjuire paying for
behaving with decency,' he said.



‘Joss, | didn't mean—oh dear, | must be rather s§tinshe said
helplessly.

‘You are a little," he replied dispassionately, amded round to face
her. "Your good intentions have come too late,dfmaid, my dear.
The will is already signed."

She stared at him speechlessly, her fingers plgakémvously at the
sheet.

'‘But it can't be," she said then. '"You've only jusshed lunch.'

'‘Over an hour ago. The lawyer chap wanted to get tmtown and
Sir Harry wanted his afternoon nap. They didn't tevasme on
formalities.'

‘Were you present?’
'Yes.'
'S0 you know what was in the will?' He nodded.

'‘Oh hell, ohhell | What shall | do now?' she muttered feebly, ar
burrowed down in the pillows.

He came slowly back to stand beside the bed. Sietbsmall and
defeated and rather like a repentant little girthwhe pillow meeting
uncomfortably in two pointed ears above her heae. gazed up at
him in mute apology for hurting his feelings in fivst place, and for
having involved him in an impossible situation e tsecond.

'I'm sorry,' she whispered. 'I'm so very sorry &vdlanded us all in
such a mess.'

He sat down again on the bed, and the anger seterhegde left him.



‘There's an obvious way out, you know,' he saim. surprised your
formidable ingenuity hasn't already grasped it.'

‘What do you mean?’

'‘Well, if we legitimized the story there would be need for all this
soul-searching and remorse.’

The room was growing dark and it was not easydd fes face. She
struggled up against her pillows, blinking furigusl

'You mean get marriedreally get married?' she asked slowly.
'It's one way out, isn't it?'

'‘Easy living?' she said, on the defensive agairalmz he had
thoroughly disconcerted her, and his mouth twitchithe corners.

‘You may, of course, think the suggestion sprireggdly from a
desire to cash in on a good thing and settle down| happen to be
quite fond of you, too,' he replied equably.

She did not know how to answer. She only knew thet own
resistance had weakened so frightfully that laghnhshe could have
agreed; but now it was too late. The tears hungfamoment on her
lashes and she said unhappily:

‘Why couldn't you have asked me yesterday?'
He looked surprised.
'‘Would yesterday have made any difference to yoswar?'

‘Yes.—yes, it would. You didn't know then about tné.'



'Oh, | see. Well, Christy, the will may not be weddquite as you
expect. You had better accept my offer in the spiriwhich it was
meant.’

She frowned. 'You mean he hasn't left me Fairnafeer all? He
hasn't—he hasn't left it 8rown,has he?"

He smoothed down the corners of the pillows, agjggheir position
to make her more comfortable.

‘You'll have to ask the old man that. It's not nfgce to give away
secrets, is it?' he asked, and she retorted, widtho of her old, more
hostile self:

'It's hardly a secret if you, a stranger, known¢ady.'

‘And how long am | to remain a stranger?' he askgalgently. 'Until
you've grown up a little more?'

'I'm not a child.’
'‘No, you're not, but you frequently behave like.bne

'If you still think of me as a spoilt brat, why gou want to marry
me?'

'l didn't say | wanted to. | simply offered the gegtion as a way out
of the mess. Most likely it would be merely a maté out of the
frying pan into the fire.'

'For me?"

‘More probably for me. You might, | fancy, turn datbe a bit of a
shrew.'



'Oh!" she exclaimed wrathfully, resisting the unected temptation
to wheedle a more tender avowal from him. 'And ylogauppose,
fancy yourself as a sort of backwoods Petruchi@ & good mind to
pay you out by accepting you!

'‘And accompany me to my rough shack with no ameiénd the
temperature often below zero?'

‘There's no need to laugh at me,' she said craastihe gave a little
sigh of impatience.

'‘Oh, Christy, how often have | told you to learridogh at yourself?’
he said, and she felt confused and uncertain asakesily humble.

'I—I wouldn't mind roughing things with—with some®n loved,’
she told him shyly. 'l wish | understood you, Joss.

"You will when you know me better,' he replied KindNow, would
it cheer you up to see what | really bought you tfzy in London?'

Her head was beginning to ache again and she Haculdy in
following him.

‘This was your present—this thing Brown chose," séid, pulling
distastefully at the strings of her bed-jacket.

"Your disappointment was very evident! | will cos$eour Rose didn't
show much imagination.’

'‘Or perhaps too much,' she countered shrewdly,hesmeyebrows
rose.

'‘Could be," he said laconically, and got up andtwea his room next
door. He returned almost at once, tossing a sraakame into her lap,
and stood, watching the wave of colour wash overfaee as she
opened it.



Whatever she had expected it was certainly notfithe single
sapphire stone which winked up at her from a smealkller's box.
She took the ring out speechlessly and slippedat ber finger next
to her wedding ring. It fitted perfectly.

‘Nurse Brown certainly didn't choose that,’ Josseoled, and
suddenly sounded a little shy himself. 'I've beaiiting for a suitable
moment to produce the engagement ring we both forgo

'‘But, Joss, there was no need. It—it must have adsttune!’' she
stammered. 'How were you able --'

‘No, it didn't come out of your two-fifty," he saideither did | pinch
it.”

She looked up at him not knowing what to say, &edears filled her
eyes. This totally unexpected gesture seemed diftiyng climax to
the whole incongruous day.

‘Were you—were you already thinking about marriagesn you
bought it, then?' she asked.

'It had crossed my mind.'
‘Then you were serious just now?'

'‘Perfectly. Think it over, won't you? The idea htss points, you
know, and would save a whole lot of tiresome exapii@ms.'

'‘No more than that?' she asked wistfully, and sawlitesitate.

'‘No more than that at present. You must learnuist tne as well as to
know me, Christy," he said then, and stooped t® s



It would, of course, she thought disgustedly, havdoe the very
moment when Rose Brown saw fit to put her head thedoor to
inquire how the invalid was.

'‘Oh, | beg your pardon,' she said with an exaggdrabugh of
embarrassment. 'l didn't realize you were here,dvener. I'll go.'

But it was Joss who went, exchanging an enigmaliicdd with the
nurse, and the other woman's taunts and hints eofddy before
crowded back upon Christy.

'‘My goodness!" Brown exclaimed, her eyes on thg fDear Josbas
been spreading himself! | wonder where he finds feney—or
perhaps you bought it yourself to bolster up yaans'

'If you've simply come to be unpleasant, | wish 'gogo. My head
aches,' said Christy wearily, and thrust her haid the ring under
the bedclothes.

''ve no wish to be unpleasant,’ the nurse re@ecerely. I wouldn't
like to think, though, that you were being takenhi® won't marry
you.'

‘And will my grandfather marryou, or have you hopes of Joss
yourself?' snapped Christy, and Brown's long lasHatered
demurely on her cheeks.

'Oh, | can't afford the luxury of turning down ateeén future for an
uncertain romance; but it's possible to have tis¢ dfeboth worlds, if
one's clever,' she said. 'You look flushed, my ddhgo and get my
thermometer.’

‘You can take your damn thermometer and --' shoGlardisty, but
Brown's soft laugh drowned the rest of the sentence



'‘Really, Christy, | don't know where you learn sasipressions,' she
said, and left the room.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE bad weather continued for several days and, ajtmayp and
about again, Christy was forced to remain in theskoto avoid
another chill.

The inactivity began to get on her nerves. Browd hahabit of

suddenly appearing, her footsteps deadened byubiteer soles she
wore about the house, giving no warning of appro@ttristy, on the

other hand, took great trouble to clatter througg ¢mpty rooms,
nervously apprehensive of catching Joss and thesenum a

compromising situation, for it was plain they watkaffected by the
weather, and Joss himself appeared bored.

It was a relief to everyone when the rain finatlygped and Sir Harry
could get out again in his chair, but to Christgrinwas a sudden
sadness over the land. The gale had nearly stripedrees and
everywhere underfoot there was a sodden masstwfgetgetation,
enormous puddles and the damp smell of decay.

‘The grounds reallgre in rather a dreadful state. Do you never ha
repairs done, Gramp?' she said, walking besidehas while Joss
pushed it.

‘It would cost a mint to put this place right,' berked crossly. 'Why
should | care? I'm at the end of my days."

'‘How do you know you are? Aren't you proud of Famile any
longer?'

‘Proud, proud! Pride has been my downfall in thet,pand if You're
not careful it'll be yours, too.'

'I'm not proud, Gramp,' she said, dancing a fepssta the wet grass,
but he replied with sudden weariness:



'Oh yes, you are—you're not my granddaughter fehing, young
woman. You're just the sort to cut off your nosepide your face.'

She walked soberly again and sent Joss a wary teoknded of the
snatch of song he so often whistled.

'‘Hashebeen putting you up to something?' she asked.
'Who, for heaven's sake ? Talk sense!'
‘Joss, of course.'

'l wouldn't dream of putting Sir Harry up to anytgi He knows you
better than | do," Joss replied with a faint twekhnd the old man
gave a chuckle, mysteriously, restored to good hurmo

‘Silly young idiot, aren't you?' he said, addregdirs granddaughter.
‘You remember what | said. Don't cut off your ntwsspite your face.'

‘What did he mean about cutting off my nose?' stlked Joss
uneasily, when they were alone together in the dous

‘A timely warning, perhaps, that pride goes betofell.’
‘Now you're doing it, too—talking in riddles."'
'‘Not really riddles. Have you thought any more gbuoarrying me?"'

'‘No," she said untruthfully, and wondered why hd beought the
subject up now.

'Pity," he said absently. 'Don't delay too long.’

'‘Why not? It can't make any difference. Graspp to something and
| bet you're at the bottom erf it! I'll go and dskn now.'

'‘Better not. He's having a private session witheRohink.'



'Is he asking her to marry him at last?' she jeavitd an effort at
flippancy which she was far from feeling. 'Wellathi be a weight off
her mind!'

Brown had indeed been summoned to the study adddahut the
door, and at Sir Harry's opening remarks, sheesgkil a chair with a
little sigh of satisfaction.

''ve been wanting to have a talk with you, my desyout your
future,’ he said. 'You've been very patient witbaatankerous old
man, and I'd like you to know you haven't beendten in my will.'

‘That's very generous of you, Sir Harry,' she muadyher lashes
demurely cast down. 'But | think you know very wdétat our

relationship—mine at any rate—has been a littleentban that of
patient and nurse.'

'Has it, b'jove!" He gave a rather coarse chucWell, if I'd been a
whole man that might have been true, old thougml dou're an
attractive wench, Rose, when you forget your pramesprisms.’

'I'm past the age when | want gadding and romdimeerery happy in
the companionship of a mature mind. I'm a woman wbold be
content with that and nothing more— in certain wnstances,' she
said, thinking with well-disguised exasperationt thtae couldn't give
the old fool a plainer opening.

‘Don't you believe it!" he scoffed, then sudderdptoa piercing regard
on her.

‘You'd have married me, wouldn't you?' he said,aminued before
she could answer. 'And at one time I'd have askedlyut not now. It
wouldn't do.’

'Why not?' she asked softly, aware that he mightlf his arrogance,
need assurance that he still had something to affesman.



'‘Because my dear, | don't think you'd care to bainal mistress of
Fairmile if Joss and Christy are going to makertheme here. She'd
always take precedence, you know.'

She felt herself flushing, that rare, hard blusdt thas not becoming
to her.

'‘But they are going back to Canada, surely," sltk g§ing to speak
with polite surprise.

'l think not. Joss always intended settling in E&ngl, he tells me. He
has some good notions about the running of thisepltoo. | must
confess it's a weight off my mind.'

She restrained herself with an effort from hurlihg truth at him and
watching that arrogant complacence dwindle likeiekpd balloon,
but the time was not yet. Her wits were sharpen tGaristy's, and
Joss, she thought, could be easily dealt with dmeeknew his
masquerade wam longer a secret.

‘Mr. Tavener, of course, would naturally be co-agpige over any
plans you might have for Fairmile, Sir Harry,' shel a little dryly.
'He was, after all, rather fortunate in securingr@aspective heiress
for his—er—wife.'

He gave her a long, reflective look and sighedtl inexplicably.

'You've had your eye on him, haven't you?' he sendxpectedly, and
she half rose from her chair in protest.

'Sit down, sit down!" he said testily. '| don'taglether blame you. It's
been dull for you here. I'm a man of the world, aeyar, and never did
put too much importance on a little illicit amusereYou and Joss
are two mature adults who know what you're abauititile Christy
isn't, and | want this marriage to have a reas@abbnce. She
wouldn't be wise enough to shut her eyes to herbdnds



philandering, however innocent, and | don't want hart. She
doesn't understand him at all at the moment, aed simly just begun
to realize she's in love with him.’

‘And don't you consider it's important that he dtidae in love with
her?'

‘Yes... yes... but it doesn't matter quite so much.

‘Joss evidently shares your view, since, contrarydur not very
flattering suggestion, it was he who made the mugnvith me," she
said waspishly, and he sighed again.

'‘Now don't take my observations amiss,' he saidndiog suddenly
tired. 'But you must see for yourself that the presarrangement just
wouldn't do. You're a young woman still. You midike to see a bit
more of the world.'

'‘Are you giving me notice, Sir Harry?' she askeil,ia a carefully
controlled voice.

‘Nothing definite, of course,' he replied vaguelyst a hint that in
your own good time --' He left the rest of his e in mid-air, and
his beard brushed his waistcoat as his head felWaia in a
surreptitious little snatch of sleep.

'‘And supposing their plans change?' she askedygériung people
do tend to make sudden alterations in the earlg.d&jouldn't you
need me then, Sir Harry?'

He shut his eyes, seeming already indifferent éagbue.

‘Certainly | should need you—or someone like ybe teplied. 'Now
go away like a good girl and let me sleep."



She sat for a moment, longing to scream out ttta &tuhim, to have
him grateful in that moment of revelation, that sheuld stop on as
his wife, but her professional instinct was stilot strong to
administer a deliberate shock. There must be othgs. She slipped
out of the room without saying anything furtherdament to find
Christy.

It was not, however, until late afternoon that $lael a chance of
getting the girl alone. By then her anxiety had nted to such a pitch
that she was unable to lead up to the interviewhkydevious ways
she had employed before. On meeting Christy irctinedor outside
her room, she whisked her inside the door with sexcuse and
began without preamble:

'l think it's time we had a showdown, Christy.'

'‘What, again?' asked Christy wearily, her thougtils on her last
little talk with Joss.

'l thought you would be sensible, since you've sechmto lose,’
Brown said. 'What did you want to go bleating taygrandfather
for? | thought I'd made it clear that | would keepur secret if you
kept mine.'

'I've told him nothing,' Christy said. 'What do ymean?'

‘Well, Joss scarcely would have in the circumstan€h no, my
dear, I'm afraid you've been dropping sly littlatsiabout Joss and
me. Making your home here, too! Did you put Jossoufhat?'

'l don't know what you mean.'

‘Don't you? Wasn't it your idea of putting a spokeny wheel? Your
grandfather would have married me once you werebtlite way.'



Christy pushed the hair back from her foreheadlaakled with an
absent sense of compassion at the nurse.

‘Why do you make it out my fault?' she asked. 'Hawemade it clear
to him you were willing, Brownie?'

‘Clear enough! But you had to go suggesting theas something
between me and Joss.'

'l suggested nothing. Gramp, | suppose, could sedimself that
you'd both—been amusing yourselves. What can booitzt?

'You can get yourselves out of here,” Brown saidgpty. 'Joss, of

course, has been very clever in worming his way the old man's

regard—it wouldn't surprise me if he, too, hasorhs interest in the
will. But whatever the true facts, I'll give you@more chance. Get
out of here before | spill the beans. If you cavensuch for your

grandfather's good opinion, save him the shockiofakng he's been
deceived.'

Christy did not immediately answer. Her face in thding light of
late afternoon took on the delicate charm and stigtdlain which had
always annoyed the nurse.

'If Joss and | were really married, there'd be eednfor any of this,
would there?' she said gently, and Brown's comdathouth curled in
a rather cruel little smile.

'‘But you're not, my dear,' she replied silkily. tAne's scarcely likely
to oblige to save your face—unless there's somgthiit for him. It's
time you got wise to yourself, Christy. We all hagdearn lessons in
love by experience —it's a pity you should havekgic such
uncompromising material for your first experimdrdon't want to be
hard on you, my dear, but | have my own futurédntok of. You, with
your youth and your little bit of money, can stagain. Just get



yourself and Joss out of here and leave me toypokhere | left off
before you came.'

'l see,' said Christy, making absently for the ddtirthink about it.’

She thought about it for the rest of the day amdnf@ the night, her
mind in a mild state of shock, but when morning eamvith the
long-delayed promise of a sunny day, she awokesamiched her
long young limbs in grateful salutation to the mogy Was not the
unravelling of the tangle there for the taking? Kdhad not only to sink
her pride a little and gamble on an off-chance?

She made a hearty breakfast, watched with a sHazleznlement by
Brown, who had been ready with soft condolencesadiss of
appetite, and as she slipped past Joss's chairdben to whisper:

‘Come to the drag in half an hour.’

'‘An assignation?' the nurse queried a little arcady the door
slammed. 'The maze will be very damp after all that.'

‘Very probably,’ he replied, helping himself to motoast and
marmalade. 'What are you up to now, dear Rose?'

She sat demurely behind the coffee pot and milksjagmering on
the copper hot-plate, and sent him a provocatiaaag.

‘What areyou up to, dear Joss?' she countered. 'l thought gdu a
understood one another.’

'Did you? But then it's never easy—or wise—to takstuation for
granted, is it?' he said pleasantly, and got uplefihthe room.

He sauntered unhurriedly through the grounds anasadhe stable
yard to the coach-house. He could see Christyss fath its flaxen



curtain of hair, peering anxiously from a windowtbé drag, and
smiled at the unconscious lapse into the habithibdhood.

‘Come in—come in,' she said, opening a door andhedamiliar

smell of must and mice greeted him when he climimstte, he

knew, with tenderness, that for a moment he shew#d her that

half-forgotten childhood and the importance of secrevealed in a
special hiding place.

‘What is it?' he asked, and felt her shrink aelittervously into her
corner of the drag.

‘Joss—how long does it take to get married?' skedasomewhat
breathlessly, and he turned to look at her.

'‘With a special licence, almost at once,' he repid/hy?'
'‘Could you get one? Does it cost an awful lot?'
‘Are you in a hurry to get married, then?’

‘Yes—yes, | am—before | have time to think about ihean. You
see, Brown says --'

The story came tumbling out, with hasty but tactolissions as to
the personal relations between Joss and the nuBsawn's
knowledge of the truth, her threats to divulg®itir Harry, the dire
necessity to nail the lie, if possible, and tie tioese's hands.

'‘Dear me!" said Joss, when she had finished hberabcoherent
explanation. 'You are a glutton for burning youlatsy aren't you?
You jump precipitately into a pretended marriaggéd yourself out
of a mess, and are apparently anxious to leap utithought into the
real thing.'

'‘Not without thought—and you did ask me," she said.



'So | did. But you won't be able to get out of thie so easily. | share
your grandfather's views, you know, and don't hwitth divorce. Is
this your final bid to secure Fairmile?’

‘No,' she said coldly. 'You know quite well | wasady to give up
Fairmile that day Mr. Fellows canoe, but | was tat. I've—I've
grown very fond of Gramp. | wouldn't like him to dw about this
deception.’

‘And is that your only reason for being willing tlarow in your lot
with a stranger?’

She had tucked her feet under her, curling up enltisty cushions as
far away from him as she could get, but now shetdted out a
tentative hand to touch him.

'‘No,' she said honestly. 'l—I have rather fallenyou, I'm afraid,
Joss. | don't want to embarrass you, but I—I deatt you to go out
of my life. It would be one in the eye for Brownpt'

He caught die hand she was already withdrawinghatdlit firmly in
his own warm grasp.

‘A curious combination of reasons,' he said, angl tllought she
detected laughter in his voice. 'Tell me, have lyeen imagining I've
been having an affair with our Rose?'

'l heard you in the maze,' she said.
' know.'

'You knew?' she exclaimed, sounding startled. Dibimk | blame

you, Joss,' she hurried on, striving for adultratee. 'After all, she's
quite attractive when she's all dolled up and ghei® of an age with
you than | am. One must be civilized about thesg#) mustn't one?



Sneaky little bitch!" she added, spoiling the whibiag, and then he
did laugh.

‘You're very refreshing,’ he said. 'Would you bediane if | told
you—not very gallantly—that our Rose was makingaaspat me in
the maze, not | at her?'

She moved towards him happily, rubbing her cheekiresg his
shoulder.

'‘Of course—how very silly of me,' she said on saclong sigh of
trust and relief that he smiled a little sadly.

‘Keep your illusions as long as you can, my chhe,'said. "There's
too little trust in the world—too many misunderstanys.'

'l suppose so. Did Brown try a bit of blackmailywu, too?'

'‘Oh yes—but she found me a tougher proposition ylwan my poor
sweet. Well, do you still want to get married?'

‘Yes,' she said. 'lIf what Brown said was true and yeally told
Gramp you wanted to make your home here, we'drhéten't we?
How do we set about it?"

His fingers twined in her hair.
‘Such soft hair—like candy-floss," he murmured.

'You said that when we first met. You must havedikne a little,
mustn't you?' she said. '"How do we set about gettiarried?"

'I've had a special licence for some days,’ herinéd her
unexpectedly. 'There's nothing to stop us goingtofthe nearest
registrar's office today.'



She drew away from him abruptly, the old antagonretarning,
despite herself.

‘You were banking on a certainty, then!" she exotal, sounding a
little outraged, but he slipped a restraining aoomid her shoulders.

'‘No, my darling—just on a profound hope,' he repligrou were
always unpredictable and | took a chance.'

‘"You called me my darling as if you meant it,’ shed slowly.
‘And why wouldn't I?'

'l don't know, except that endearments were pathefgame and
meant nothing.’

'‘But perhaps it isn't a game any longer. Are y&intame on trust at
last, Christy?'

'Yes, Joss,' she said simply, and asked hersdik &ssed her, what
else there was for her to do but take him on tisisé did not expect
him to tell her then that he loved her, for perhapdid not, but he
had shown fondness for her, and tenderness, amel Was simply

making sure of an easy future she no longer c&teelonly knew that
she was ready to throw in her lot with his.

'‘Well," he said, 'I'd better get on the telephomel @&linch the
arrangements. Can you be ready after lunch?"

'Y-yes,' she faltered, looking considerably stdkrtle

'‘Good. Let's get out of here, then—this old bareushnks like a
sewer!'



Christy did not feel married at all when they reea from the little
market town where the ceremony had been performéu such
meaningless speed. The Registrar had been a brus
dyspeptic-looking little man, his office bare amther dusty, and the
two strange witnesses, procured hastily from negobgymises,
uttered trite and mechanized cliches in the forrgadd wishes as if
they were well accustomed to this demand on tlesuices.

'It was all rather awful—kind of shoddy, wasn't #Re said to Joss as
they drove home, and he put a reassuring hand ohkree for a
moment.

‘Not in the best romantic tradition, certainly, krgal and binding, all
the same. Don't forget that, will you?' he replied.

'‘No,' she said, and glanced a little dubiouslyhet tamiliar dark
profile. She was really committed now, she thoughgeasily, no
game of pretence any longer but a reality bounthlvy He was now
her husband in fact, and she still knew nothinguaban. 'Give me a
cigarette, please.'

'Feeling cheated?' he asked, passing her his'Baggetting the frills
and fuss of a white wedding—nbridesmaids, champagm#etti and
the bride looking radiant?’

'‘No,' she said, not liking the mockery underlying Wwords. 'l don't
associate you with that kind of thing at all.’

'‘Perhaps the regrets should be mine, then. Youdvoave made a
delightful bride in the conventional tradition,” heeplied
unexpectedly. 'We can still have the champagnegioand drink to
your health. I'll have a word with your grandpapa.’

‘Tell him, you mean?

"Tell him what?'



‘The truth, | suppose.'

‘Maybe ... maybe ... but truth itself is so decsgtisn't it?' he said
ambiguously. She had no answer to such an enigistatiement, so
puffed at her cigarette in silence.

Back at Fairmile, the sensation of strangenessedasSir Harry,
defeated by his crossword puzzle, irritably demantelp from
everyone. Rose Brown presided demurely, as usuay the
tea-table, and Mrs. Heap had toasted the first patsnof the season.
It was impossible, Christy thought, to believe ttrahgs were any
different, but later, when she went to her roorstiange for dinner,
she was not so sure. Joss left their communicatow open and
wandered in and out without embarrassment whilenssedressing
and, when she told him a little coolly that she wwasustomed to
privacy in her bedroom, observed conversationally:

‘You'll have to get used to seeing me here, darlimg afraid. A
husband has rights, you know.'

'‘Husband?'
‘Yes. Had you forgotten already?"'

‘No, | hadn't forgotten,' she answered. 'But wplaged at this for so
long that --'

'It's hard to realize it's the real thing, isrX it

'l suppose so." She did not add that the made d@asger for her to
appreciate their change in relationship by beingcdy as she had
always known him, but he probably did not carehferin any deeper
sense, and the demonstrative assurance of affectimh she needed
did not occur to him.



‘Joss,’ she said on a brave note of indifferericeywe you two
hundred and fifty pounds. I'll write you a chequswi

She jumped up and began rummaging in her handbadgdo
cheque-book, conscious that he had not moved fnendaor.

'l should have thought that was cancelled," he said

'‘Oh no. Our contract only ended today—and you wast insistent
that you were doing overtime,' she replied, ancabheg make out a
cheque.

He stood watching her with lazy attention. In Hemgpy slip with her
pale hair bobbing on her bare shoulders, she lobked little girl

again, a little girl determined to present her goess with the
finished exercise.

‘There—now we're square,’ she said, holding outliegue to him.

'l supposed to support you from now on,' he rendritkr gently, and
she saw his mouth tighten as she snapped backuwitihaught.

‘Can you?'

‘That was a legitimate crack in the circumstancssppose,' he said.
‘You think I've married you for your money and ests, don't you?'

She stood there looking up at him a little heldigsswvisting the

cheque between nervous fingers. She had hurt hinsoime

unexpected fashion, she could see, but he hadjnto be hurt. Had
she not married him, careless of the motives Brbaah attributed to
him? Did he not know that this final precipitate at hers sprang
only from the fact that she wanted him and no loregeed whether
he was a fortune-hunter or not?



'l don't know—I don't think | mind any more,' sh@aremered. 'I'm
sorry if I hurt you, Joss, but you—you aren't mgkiinings very easy.
Please—accept my cheque. | owe it to you, anyway.'

'For services rendered?' he asked, his mouth hgisti a wry little
smile.

Tes, of course—but—think of it as a wedding predeydu'd rather,'
she replied, and he took the piece of paper fromgiacing it in his
breast pocket without glancing at it and laid rasdis lightly on her
bare shoulders.

'‘And don't you expect a wedding present?' he asketias she shook
her head without replying, he stooped and kissedidjatly on the
forehead.

‘Dear Christy," he said. 'Thank you for your preésent it isnlt this
cheque, you know.'

'‘Not? What then?'
"Your blind trust in the end. That's rather presitm me, you know.'
‘Joss...." she said, lifting up her face. 'Do yow-ydu care a tiny bit?'

'‘Don't you know?' he murmured quizzically, and aibsut to kiss her
again when there was a knock on the door.

‘Damn!' he exclaimed, letting her go, and Rose Broame into the
room without waiting for permission to enter.

'l beg your pardon,' she said with mock apology, l®r eyes were
bitter as she saw the state of Christy's undredsla@ made no effort
to retire.



'l see,' she said with surprising directness, ‘thatsuggestion that
you both made good use of your adjoining rooms Wwar&tessary.
How long has this been going on?'

‘Are you out of your mind, Brown?' Christy exclathe&something
other than finding them together had clearly uplsetnurse in the
first place, but surely she was not going to retteir private, rather
nasty little feud in front of Joss.

‘Now listen," Brown said, her eyes feverish. ‘'ljust had a little
altercation with Sir Harry in which he made somihea unpleasant
suggestions. There's still time for me to woo hawloto his old state
of mind if you two will get out. Christy, I've giveyou rope
enough—if you don't make it plain to your grandétkonight that
you have other plans for the future and intenditeaby the end of
the week, | shall be forced to tell him the truth.’

‘More blackmail?' said Christy coldly. '"You're el late, Brown. We
were married this afternoon.’

As she spoke she sent Joss a swift look for supipotthe had gone
back to the door between their rooms and merelppged himself
there, his hands in his pockets, watching them.both

For a moment the nurse faltered, then her head wgeahd two spots
of colour appeared on her cheeks.

'l don't believe it!" she said. 'Just another fastute invention to put
me off the scent. Well, I'm not so gullible —anceevf it were true,
do you imagine Sir Harry is going to feel any hapfiecause he was
tricked into changing his will?"

'l don't,’ replied Christy wearily, '‘even know wisah the will.'

'But Joss does. He was there.'



'You have to have witnesses for a will and Josstivasewest comer
to the house. Do stop working yourself into theeraf the
dispossessed heroine. Gramp's left you somethigguod have been
called as witness yourself.’

'l know very well I've been left something, buttteascarcely all |
want,' the nurse spat back.

'l know. You want to be Lady Tavener. Well, I'maaét | can't help
you there, even if | wanted to,' said Christy, weralg why on earth
Joss just stood there saying nothing.

'‘Oh yes, you can—by going away. I'll soon get th gentleman
back to where | had him before you came upsethiegapple-cart.'

Joss spoke at last.

'l think," he said, his Canadian drawl rather proma®zd, 'you can't be
very well, Nurse Brown, or the old gentleman, aa yefer to him,
has upset you unduly, And | think my wife woulddiko finish
dressing, if you don't mind.'

Brown wheeled round to face him. She really didodk well,
Christy thought uneasily, and there was no reahtgivhat years of
repression might do to an apparently well- balangeohan.

Your wife!" Brown flung at him scornfully. ‘Do yoeally expect me
to believe that?'

'‘Would you like to see our marriage lines?' he ireguipolitely, but
she did not trouble to accept a challenge whichtiable to be only a
goad.

'l know your sort!" she went on with a recklessnaation quite
foreign to her. "You'll cash in while the goingtsogl, but show a clean
pair of heels once you're caught out. | warned shatid little ninny



not to lose her heart to you, but of course shedra$ | can't say it's
going to break my heart to see her suffer in hst fintimely essay
into love.

Take her down a peg or two.'

There was a little silence. Christy felt the hotocw rush to her
cheeks, but Joss did not look at her. He contistiedlying the nurse's
contorted face with a thoughtful expression, aresently he said:

‘Now that's very interesting. | was never sure—alflristy, you
know—but hearing it from such an unfavourably bthealooker, |
must believe it, mustn't I? Incidentally, you rathesled the poor girl
on the score of our own relations, didn't you? \tYias, perhaps, one
of the unpleasant suggestions Sir Harry made tojystunow? You
will, of course, already have paved the way foreakup by hinting
that his grandson-in-law was not averse to yourrababut the old
boy's shrewder than you think, you know. Now, ydu please allow
my wife to finish dressing?’

'Stop acting out this farce with me," she criedowsly. "You know
very well I've been aware of the truth all along.’

'‘And bolstered up the lie in the first place whiearé was still time to
come clean, because it suited your own ends,' pliede 'We've all

been playing games, it seems, but yours hasn'tagipretty, has it,
Rose? Will you please go now? I'm quite capableuwifing you

outside the door, you know.'

She stood there looking at him blindly, then sudigdrer whole
demeanour altered with confusing unexpectedness.

'I'm sorry,' she said, 'I'm not well. I've beenisgythings | should
have kept to myself. I'm not well. | shall excusgseif for dinner to
Sir Harry.'



She turned and left the room, closing the doorysb&hind her, and
Christy burst into tears.

‘Hey, my poor darling, don't do that! You'll have\aollen face for
Grandpa's celebration,’ he chided, but he tookrtierhis arms just
the same and pressed the fair head against hiflsinou

‘Poor B-Brownie ... do you think she's mad?' shibed.

‘A little, perhaps. Personally, | suspect she'seradinal assault on
the old boy and been rejected in no unmeasuredstesime knows
she's shot her bolt. This little exhibition was thospleen.’

'‘Poor Brownie..."' she said again. 'l never knewlsdted me because
she wanted all the things | had—money, positioninkile—even
you.'

‘Well, it was you who got your man, wasn't it?'daed with laughter
in his voice. 'Or perhaps it would be more accuaatécertainly more
gallant to say that it was | who won a long, haadtlb. All those
bickerings and slapping- downs !

‘It was mostly you who did the slapping down," sizenplained,
beginning to smile.

‘Well, there were times when you needed it. You lkawever have
fallen for a complacent lover—spoilt brat!'

'‘But you've never been a lover—mine, | mean," dlmeepted, her
tears ceasing.

'‘Well, I've only just married you, so it's earlydgomplain. Besides, |
wanted to be sure.’

'Of yourself?'



‘What do you think? | made up my own mind long befgou made
up yours.'

'‘Did you, Joss? Then --'

‘Later," he interrupted, giving her a little pusinass the room. 'We've
wasted enough time as it is. Fix your face andrgetthat white thing
I'm supposed to have chosen for you. Even if wa'tlithve wedding
bells you'll have your white dress and champagmery-Hip, now.'

When she was ready they went downstairs togetiveidesry hailed
them somewhat irritably and looked pointedly at tteck. The
trolley stood at his elbow with the champagne amel Georgian
glasses, and Christy was relieved to find thag touher word, Rose
Brown was absent.

‘Come on, come on!' the old man barked impatiettlgan't take you

all this time to get dolled up, Christy. H'm .. athvhite dress again, |
see—most appropriate. What have you been doingoto gyes,

monkey? Crying?"

‘Certainly not! | got soap in them,"” she repliechd asaw her
grandfather give Joss one of his blatant winks.

‘What are you up to, Gramp?' she asked him susigiobending
over him to kiss him.

‘What should | be up to?' he replied innocenttis Your good man
who's up to something, if anyone is, demanding &8t shampagne
and getting it, what's more. Come on, young fellgetthe stuff
open!'

The pop the cork made coming out of the bottle wdseartening
sound, and as Christy watched the wine foam antlesdéts myriad
bubbles as it rose in the glasses, she felt herspivits rise in unison,



This was her wedding day, however unreal it seeidess watching
her across the room, his glass held in readinesa foast, was no
longer the hired stranger chosen at random togfaart, and the lazy
eyes which dwelt on her lingeringly were, perhagsveying the

message she most wanted to hear.

She looked away. There had been time, hadn't thefere Brown
burst in on them, even after she had gone? Pegtapbad read too
much into his cryptic remarks; perhaps the nurskden right when
she had said he was only after her money.

'‘Brown not coming down?' she asked carelessly.

'‘No—aqgot a pain in her belly or something,' her gifather grunted.

'‘Badly adjusted female, that—not at all what I'ea}s thought her.

Now, what's the toast to be? To the pair of yaugdpose. | shall have
to drink it alone.' He raised his glass to theranttrained it at almost
a swallow and helped himself to more.

‘Sacrilegious—no palate, what?' he grinned. 'l ede@d good
pipe-opener—now I'll drink with proper respect e twine.'

'‘And we must drink to you, Gramp, you old reproba@risty said,
toasting him in her turn, and his fierce blue eyested over.

'‘How like your mother you sounded then,' he sai] his voice
sounded suddenly old. 'She's very like her altagethoss—same
colouring, same small bones—but more spunk thanlpesa—much
more spunk. Gets that from me, of course. She'kemau a good
wife yet if you have the patience, and | think yaye. Here's to you
both again, and hurry along with my first greatrgtson. Too much
time's been wasted—too much time...'

‘You're not likely to get your great-grandson, ISarry, unless you're
prepared to accept a bastard,' observed Rose Browice from the
doorway.



None of them had heard her come in. She stood tineee soft
clinging dress which must have been new or put doyspecial
occasions; jewels, or what passed for them, weheirears, and her
hair fell loosely about her smiling, composed face.

'l see you are all staring at me," she said,istilhat calm, measured
voice. 'l can dress up, too, when it's an occasind,for me, you see,
this is an occasion. | must save you from yours®if, Harry, for
you've been so beautifully taken in, poor dear.’

'‘Come in if you want a drink, but stop talking nense," Sir Harry
barked, and gestured to Joss to fill another glass.

'‘Oh, I'm not talking nonsense, Sir Harry. | wilirdk a toast, if that's
what you want, but | think you should know the piosi,' Brown
said, and, advancing into the room, took a glassnfdoss and
surveyed them all deliberately before taking a sip.

Christy, with a swift movement, had placed herdshind her

grandfather's chair in readiness for the revelatba knew must
come, but Joss merely propped himself againstébk dnd appeared
uninterested.

‘You're not well, Brown. Drink your champagne ahdrt go and lie
down," Sir Harry said, and Brown gave a little laug

'‘Not before I've said what | have to say,' sheiedpl'What are you
celebrating this time, Sir Harry?'

‘My granddaughter's marriage, if you must know. élagwou any
objection?'

‘Naturally not—but that, surely, was celebrated sdime ago. Are
they taking you for a ride again?’



‘Brown..." said Christy pleadingly, 'please doretkeatrouble now.'

‘Trouble? You're the one who's made the trouble degr—Ilying,
pretending—all for your precious Fairmile!" Bronaid. 'They're not
married, Sir Harry—at least you should know that.’

Sir Harry swallowed the rest of his champagne@ilp and held his
glass out to Joss for a refill.

'On the contrary,’ he said with remarkable selfuadn'They were
married today—hence this little celebration. Peshyapu would like
to drink to their happiness, Brown?'

Christy's startled gaze flew to Joss, but his oygsagemained fixed
absently on a far corner of the room. He was atrsa, indifferent to
the terrible disclosures that the nurse was deteaiio make.

For a moment Brown faltered, her confidence shaldm®en she
swallowed another mouthful of wine with indecensteaand said
waspishly:

‘Then don't you care that you've been deceivethalltime? Don't
you understand that the fact that they say they warried today is
only another lie to get them out of a hole—or, attb a rather
necessary expedient to bolster up the first lie?'

To Christy it seemed like a nightmare. She twinezt larms
protectively round her grandfather's neck, andsodr hair brushed
his cheek. 'Gramp,' she said, 'it's all true. |-&dh Joss to pretend
because you'd got me in a corner—but later—wellais all a silly
game that | wanted to end long ago.’

He lifted an unsteady hand to touch her hair, iheshed her away a
little impatiently.



‘Do you think | didn't know?' he shouted suddetidp you think the
chap you picked so casually had no sense of de@dvests aware of
the whole blasted, idiotic set-up from the begigniHe told me.’

It would have been difficult to say which of theawomen looked
the more astonished, but of them both the nursetinasguicker to
recover.

‘Very clever!" she said, her feverish eyes on J&ss.all your cards
on the table and gamble on a bold move paying¥t told Sir

Harry, too, | presume that your financial prospestsid scarcely
match Christy's?’

Joss did not reply, but the old man's beard bdstlarmingly as he
raised his head.

'Oh, for God's sake, Brown! Joss could buy me upotoow twice

over!' he exclaimed. 'Have you never heard of GaBank of the
Dominion of Canada? No, | suppose you wouldn't—g@s

old-fashioned private concern, and has only jusined a branch in
this country. Well, that's him.'

'You mean—he's a—banker—respectable and sound and—an
bowler-hatted?'Christy's voice sounded outraged, and at last J
turned to look at her, his dark eyebrows lifting tlee familiar,
asymmetrical expression of amusement.

'‘Rather a let-down, isn't it?' he observed. 'Noghmog it in the
backwoods, no benighted shack, and a disgustinggitiy bank
balance into the bargain. Poor Christy—I| was plgyingame too,
you see.'

'Oh!" she exclaimed, and felt the tears tremblimgher lashes. 'J
might haveknownyou'd turn out to be a fake! I—I should like taki
you—hard!



His eyes dwelt on her tenderly, seeing, perhaps, sispicious
brightness on her lashes and the nervous restiksshder narrow
hands, but he made no retort and a brief silenteipen them all.
Christy's eyes focused with difficulty on Brown asite wished the

nurse would leave them; but Brown just stood theeme,her own eyes

seemed to be focussing badly.

'So all's well that ends well, that is it?' shedsailittle shrilly. "The
leisured classes sticking together, no matter whatilight have
known! | might have known there was no place forhraee. Do you
think | cared about your damp, crumbling, archaiberitance,
Christy? Do you think, Joss, that | couldn't hae¢ what | wanted
from you if I'd really set my mind to it? And yo8ir Harry— would
it have hurt you to lend me your name as a laduge® Your time
won't be long, you know, and when you've gone --'

‘Nurse Brown!" Joss's voice cut across her speech hard
authoritative like a lash. She turned to look at.hi

'It was Rose that evening in the maze, wasn'lit?'said. "You threw
my offer back in my face and then told Sir Harratthtried to seduce
you. Well, what if | did? | wanted position anditdéet but | wanted a
litttle more than the companionship of an old manowhpast
gratifying a woman's needs.’

'‘Brown!" warned Christy sharply, and at the samenewat Sir Harry
gave a little choking gasp and fell back in hisicha

-
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‘Gramp!" Christy cried, flinging herself on her ksebeside him, and

there was anguish in her voice. The old man wasatlbirey
stertorously, his hand to his heart, and Jossaslicgarm round his
shoulders, propping him up.

'‘Easy now, sir, easy,' he said quietly, then wildns swiftness, the
nurse pushed them aside.



'‘Leave him to me,' she said, and became in a besnlgl instant the
cool, competent Rose Brown they had always knowhtis§y

watched while the nurse went through the familiaotions of

relieving her patient; pulse, medicine, the loosgruf his collar, the
quiet words of assurance. It seemed astonishing gha could
become transformed so completely from the bittesstfated woman
of a moment ago.

At last she straightened up and glanced a littigreatically from
Joss to Christy.

'‘He'll do,' she said. 'l won't embarrass you bypmgsence at dinner. |
shall be leaving as soon as a replacement is flamae—a matter
which I'm sure Mr.—er— Tavener already has in h&olod night.'

'‘But, Brownie, won't you get him to bed—ring thecttwn?' said
Christy, helpless and confused. But the door haeadly closed
behind the nurse, and Sir Harry cautiously opemeslya and winked.

‘Gramp—you old humbug!" his granddaughter cried a littl
hysterically, tears from a mixture of relief and asgeration
beginning to run down her cheeks. 'You were foxggin!'

'‘Best way to get rid of the termagant, wasn't it@ne another glass
of champagne,' he said.

Joss handed him a glass, but his face was grave.

'She's a sick woman," he said. 'Try to think kinofiyher, Sir Harry.
She won't trouble you any more.'

'‘Oh, | don't grudge her efforts to become Lady have the old man
said. 'l was even willing to gratify her wish ateotime. But | can't
stomach the mischief she's made between you twas hery blind, |
suppose—very blind and rather presumptuous in fugatéto see.'



Chosty slipped a hand through Joss's arm.

‘You can't blame yourself, or even poor Brown," shil gently. 'l
was really the presumptuous one—stirring everyopebecause |
wanted Fairmile. Well, | don't any more, Grampriked to stop you
from changing your will, but | was too late. | dowant Fairmile.'

Her grandfather shot her a calculating look andrelé his throat.
'You don't get it, either. I've left it to your thand,' he said.

She caught her breath sharply and her eyes gres/witth surprise.
‘To Joss!'

'In trust for your sons. Bless me, Christy! Hets ¢imly one of us who
could afford to keep the place up—besides, he'sidgds about
orphans. This bank of his endows kids' homes a @anada. He
wants to start 'em here as well.'

'Is thatwhy you came over?' she asked Joss slowly, andiasenot
altogether sure he liked the look in her eyes.

‘Well, that and getting the London branch of th@lBgoing.'
'‘But why couldn't you have told me?'

'‘My dear Christy,' he retorted with a little shrigu were so plainly
convinced that | was a ne'er-do-well in need of eyt seemed a
shame to disillusion you. Besides --'

'Besides what?'

‘Later,’ he said with tantalizing finality, just Bs had upstairs.



‘Later ... later ... it's always later!" she muwgterand, for the first time,
thought of the approaching night. Albeit with mogkehe had
respected that keyless door between their two rpbotsnow there
was no need for forbearance, neither would she theeveght to deny
him.

She looked away from him hastily, remembering kvaard knack
of reading her thoughts, and asked quietly:

'‘And the orphanage? Was that an invention, too?'

'‘Oh no,' he replied calmly. 'My origin's still olose and | reallyvas
named after that dirty little creek in the backweo®Ild man Cave
adopted me when | was seven—itwas his initials gnbmushes,
incidentally, Christy. He put me into the Bank uneccourse and left it
to me when he died—nobody quite knew, why, unlesgriang from
his passion for endowing orphanages. | told you wes an
eccentric—but the least | felt | could do in retétwnmy good fortune
was to carry on his life's work. Would you mind leaps enjoying the
privileges of Fairmile?'

'‘No,' she said, sounding a little dazed. 'No—I dibmhk so.’'
‘Always said this place needed kids—Iots of ‘enn!Harry chuckled.

Dinner was served as usual, and as usual coffeebvdaght to the
study and later the accustomed nightcaps. Sir Haeyned tired and
took several surreptitious naps, and presently ¢ame in to get him
to bed.

It was the moment Christy had been dreading, fes,Joaving been
stripped of the disguise she herself had thrushupm, seemed a
stranger again. She had come to know him througitanception
and the self-betrayal of her own heart; must sive start afresh and
find that she had married a totally different pafddde had been



watching her for a long time and his voice brokdlgdnto her
troubled thoughts.

'‘Get to bed,' he said with gentleness. "Tomorroanisther day...'

Upstairs in her room she poked the dying fire Ifeoand squatted in
front of it, feeling suddenly cold. The crowded eigeof the day had
exhausted her, and the dingy Registrar's officewits horrifying
behaviour, Gramp's outrageous jest and Joss's ec&d
revelations, jumbled together in her mind like afogsed nightmare.
She could think of Brown with compassion now, bludass she did
not want to think at all, knowing that this timestk would be no
mock marriage, that she had forfeited her rigldaibthe tune?

She did not know he had come up, so deep in comdimpwas she,
until she felt herself gently lifted to her feet.

'You may kick me now if you like. I won't retaliateith that

spanking,' he said, and suddenly he was no longtraager. She
clung to him a little desperately, seeking in hiérge humility and

charity that love must demand, the passionateal&sgrow, in time,
to his stature.

'‘Why, my darling,' he said with concern, 'do youndhso much about
Fairmile?'

'l wasn't thinking of Fairmile," she said. 'Justyoi and—and how
small you must have thought me. You've always skenworst of
me—the spoilt brat.'

‘There have been other moments, too,' he toldragety, 'moments |
had to let go by because you weren't ready for me.’

'‘Will I have to begin all over again, Joss?' sHeedsand he smiled.



| don't think so. I'm still the same old Joss—tran@yabout—any
unflattering thing you like to call me. | couldielp playing up to
your fixed conception of me, but | never really imisyou.’

‘No, | suppose you didn't. Did you—did you know &svfalling in
love with you?'

'l sincerely hoped you were.'

'‘But you never once said --'

'Yes?'

She fidgeted, suddenly uneasy.

‘Well, I—I've been waiting for you to tell mguloved me.'
''ve been waiting for you to ask me.'

'‘One doesn't ask a man that sort of thing,' shek $&ging to sound
disdainful.

'‘Doesn't it? How old-fashioned! | haven't found yloackward in
coming forward over anything else you wanted tovkné/hy do you
suppose | agreed in the first place to this riciaslcharade of yours?'

Oddly enough, it had not yet occurred to her to adewn

'‘Why did you?' she asked, adding with a flash af dld spirit:
‘Taking my money when you didn't need it—even mettme buy
your beer in the pub!

He released her long enough to delve in his breasket for his
wallet. He took out her two cheques, carefully éaldand tore them
across.



'l never cashed the first one, you see,' he said.
‘Then why --'

‘Well, the proposition was novel enough to be guimg —also, |
think, | wanted to teach you a lesson. You werevary sure of
yourself, my dear, and so foolishly trusting.'

‘And then?' she faltered, wanting an admission sohmbut willing,
now, to accept a deserved rebuff so long as he evelttoking at her
like that.

‘And then, of course, | fell in love with you, aswought to have
guessed,' he replied with a certain asperity, aokl her back into his
arms. 'Oh, Christy, you were so blind, so readyagito think the
worst of me. You know so little of the world, degpyour boasting.
Did you ever stop to consider what the consequamagst have been
had you really picked on a stranger who lived hits?’

'l suppose not,' she said, and inexplicably begameep. 'l know so
little of anything, Joss. Can you be patient with2n

He gave her a little shake.

'‘What do you think I've been all these weeks?eberted. 'Anyway,
you married me, still thinking the worst of me, afiod that | must
forgive you much, mustn't I? Do you grudge me Faendarling?
There was no arguing with your grandfather, youkho

'I'm sure there wasn't. No—how can | grudge youtlang now,
Joss? | was so stingy with you in the first plagasn't 1? Fairmile
was just a dream, anyway. What would | have dorta all those
empty rooms, and no one to share them with?

'‘We'll share it all together," he said, his lipaditing her hair. 'And if
some poor homeless little blighters can sharetit us too, and, later,



with our children, then the place will come alivgaan and fulfil a
purpose in life. Can you look at it that way? Toigthanage way back
in Canada taught me a lot of things, my dearest,remv I've found
you | can get on with living.'

"What a strange thing to say,' she replied wondéyrin'You had
everything, really—money, position and an unlimitedoice of
wives, | should have said.’'

‘Well, life plays you tricks, as you are beginntngind out," he said,
and his eyes were suddenly grave. 'The one tmegdr had, Christy,
was affection, and perhaps that's what I've alwassn seeking;
affection, love, the only charity—remember? My dac®r hadn't
learnt that, and the women who came my way solchseéves very
charmingly and very readily for what they could gat of me. As to
wives'—he finished on a lighter note—'well, maybeelgot my
desserts after all these years!

‘Then that may pay you back for all the smug satitsfn you've had
at my expense, Josiah Tavener!" she retorted,thtold resolve to
have the last word, and his smile held an indulgemierness as he
smacked her gently on the behind.

‘Time will show," he said. 'Christy, you once tohé you thought |
would make an excellent lover. Have you forgotten?'

'‘No.'
‘And this is our wedding night. Have you forgotteat, too?"

‘No,' she said again, her eyes on the door stamgliag between their
rooms. 'No one ever did produce a key, did they?'

He let her go, running his hands along her bareldieos and down
the smooth, soft folds of the white dress. Therdugght her fingers
and brought them swiftly to his lips.



‘A key won't be necessary any longer—nor a chaipped under the
door knob,' he said. 'Get to bed, my love— it's\gng late.’



