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"He married money...settled his debts."

Vicky overheard the words in anguish. It meant #wed of
everything--her love for Richard and her marriage.

Vicky knew that some sort of business deal had kdemmsacted
between her millionaire father and Richard Sherrt#yd master of
Whitethorn Manor.

But could it be true that Richard had married legrnhoney? In her
heart Vicky wanted to know--but her pride stoodelia shadow
between her and the truth about her marriage!



CHAPTER ONE

THE girl swung around as the door of the elegantlynihed
drawing-room was opened, and a ready smile litdrge, grey-green
eyes. She had been arranging flowers in a silves aad she still held
a deep red rose in her hand.

'‘What a beautiful picture you make, my love." Thanmsmall of
stature but broad and robust, stood in the doomvalyadmired the
dainty, slender girl who was his only child. It wal$ worth while;
you've grown up into a gracious lady, and on theyda marry into
the nobility my cup will be full." He came forwardnd she lowered
her head so that he would miss the frown that medsed her wide,
intelligent forehead. If only he would not dream $0 him nothing
had ever been impossible, but this latest ambittonld never
materialise simply because she would never haveogip®rtunity
which, to her doting father, seemed so very sinpésides, she was
already in love,and with a gentleman of the nobility, though he
father had no idea of this.

‘Have you finished all your work, Father?' Vickyisted the rose by
its stem, holding it to her nose. 'lf so, perhagscan go to town? |
have some shopping to do.’

'‘We shall certainly go to town if you want to, mgtpYou could have
driven in yourself, of course.' He smiled at hé&ert went over to
finger one of the roses she had set in the vadeat'dbes it feel like
to be a driver? My, but | was so proud when yowspds/our test the
first time! Take after your old dad—with nothingaated to beat
you!'

She gave him a lovely smile, watching for a monaere stood back
to admire the flowers.



'l was certainly thrilled when | passed. HowevershHan't feel

confident until I've had some experience. Anchiit have experience
in the Rolls, Father. Please may | have a smal?'CHne voice,

musical and pleading, caused the man to wincéle lit

'‘Darling, you shall have whatever you want. | oughhave known
the Rolls would frighten you, although | did likket idea of your
driving it. It's a status symbol of which your aldd's exceedingly
proud.’

Status symbol ... So many status symbols, thougtkyy but she
only laughed to herself. Her father was like ddibioy and every new
toy delighted him. He had worked so hard all Hes ldeclaring, when
he was no more than fourteen years of age, thabh&&l one day be a
millionaire. The fact that he had been born inghens daunted him
not at all, any more than did his lack of an edocat

His lovely young wife had died in giving birth tadky and Wallace
Fraser had never recovered from his loss. But ftk duwored his
daughter and even though he had been working éwenyhe could,
scraping together the money to build his first leguee had willingly
spared the cash for a nurse for his baby.

‘Just you bring her up right,’ he had said to tleman he had*
eventually chosen from among a dozen or more. dageshe'll be the
daughter of a millionaire!"

The first house was sold long before it was consoleaind the second
and third. Wallace Fraser was even then buildimgme as well as
his houses. He was such a stickler for perfectiat he had been
known to order the complete stripping of a bathramma kitchen if

the fittings had not been put in with the infint@e which he himself
would have used. Success was inevitable, but ajthdlle rewards
came fairly quickly, his ambition to become a roiflaire did not

come to fruition until he was fifty-four, by whidime his daughter



was seventeen. And now, at eighteen, she had tkafrteer father's
latest ambition.

'I'm a self-made man, a raw diamond,' he had $ud my little girl's
been educated properly, and she's a beautiful |ladyady of
quality—No, my precious, don't interrupt me. | hawaly one
ambition left: that my lovely daughter shall maagd become the
mistress of a stately home. If a title should gthwi so much the
better, but | shan't be too disappointed if yondmddressed as "my
lady"”, since not all the upper classes have titl¢'s. of no
consequence so long as you become the wife ofisto@at.’

'‘Father,' protested Vicky, 'please forget such meeal'm only
me—your daughter. The nobility marry their own kimdally they
do.’

‘These days they go for money, and | have monlégkttle a fortune
on you if need be!" He wagged a forefinger at heok how many of
the so-called rich are having to close up theittmgses, or give them
away to the National Trust. One day Vicky, my dreait come
true!’

She gave a sigh, wondering how she could convinee di her
unsuitability to the role of mistress of a statetyne. In any case, she
had no wish to be married for what her father caeltle on her! That
kind of contract was outdated a long time ago! HeeveVicky made
no mention of this as she said,

‘Many of your dreams have come true, | admit, bisténe can't'. Her
thoughts had flown to the man who, almost a year hgd stolen her
heart without knowing it. He did not live far awayst over the hill,

in a lovely house called Whitethorn Manor. Recetttlgre had been
talk of an impending engagement between Richardr&me and

Louisa Austin, a beautiful girl whose lineage wasnable as his,
although it was said that her family's great weal#s a thing of the



past, her father now being forced to sell much isf déstate in
Shropshire. Richard Sherrand's estate was in Dieirfley®ccupying a
major part of the beautiful valley of the Whitethdiver, tributary of
the Derwent. The lovely modern bungalow which Wedl&raser had
built for his daughter and himself was also in\ileitethorn Valley.

Occupying a delightful situation on a rise abowe filver, it stood in
five acres of landscaped gardens with, beyond theseeral

paddocks and a great area of rough woodland. Viekypse

excellent taste had been influential in creating iaterior of

extraordinary beauty without being in any way fhkashm giving the

impression of extreme wealth, was happy in her hane desired
nothing more than that she she should continué&aoesit with her
father for many years to come. She would neverynalre had told
herself even while admitting to a more sensiblewiie that she was
very young and might, with time, come to forget t@dsome but
austere master of Whitethorn Manor.

For the present, though, this man occupied hergihisufor long
periods at a time and she wondered what her arabiparent would
think were he to know how foolish she had beewal$ not as if she
and Richard Sherrand had ever met; she had glinfpsetirst when
she was rambling around, taking stock of the nemtdey into which
she was soon to move, the bungalow being almospleted. She
had been resting a while by the gurgling, silveeat, watching its
sparkling waters rushing over some rapids befoogviig more
sedately towards the confluence where it would jbi Derwent,
when suddenly a movement caught her attention aado®ked up.
Through the trees she saw a man, tall and disshegdi with dark
brown hair and an angular face, bronzed and aradioc Something
strange had stirred within her and she had beliavédst that it was
fear, as undoubtedly she was trespassing, sincdakier's land
ended at the brand new fence made unobtrusivelysiic poles.
Vicky had thought nothing of stooping under theckgnher object
being to take a look at that part of the streantiviawas denied to her
father. Richard Sherrand was the owner of the lamdvhich the



bungalow had been built, and Vicky could only ththlat they had
been very fortunate indeed in procuring the land.

It never for one moment occurred to her that theaegntly wealthy
Richard Sherrand might be in dire financial diffiees; and therefore
had been forced to sell some of his land.

The second occasion on which Vicky saw Richard ataslocal fair,
but again he had not noticed her. There was noneaky he should,
since she was merely one of a crowd who had consaiiport the
cause for which the fair was given: the provisiba gports centre in
the nearby small town of Wellsover. The girl Loulsad been with
Richard, and Vicky told her father afterwards thla had never seen
a more beautiful young woman.

‘Well, | have,' was his instant rejoinder as heegher one of his
familiar fond and appraising looks.. 'There isny@ne around these
parts to beat you, my precious! You've your mogheyes, soft and
tender but able to laugh. You've your mother's isgimusset-gold

hair, her pretty little turned-up noseetrousse the educated call it,
which | suppose is rather more refined than "turngd, isn't it?'

He was laughing with his merry brown eyes, eyes dltan seemed
overshadowed by the extraordinarily bushy . brolaeva them. By
no means could Wallace Fraser be described as draegdyet his
beautiful young wife had adored him, just as he &dakred her. And
all the love which he would have lavished on hisevthrough the
years—Yyears of scheming and struggling to achieseaim—had
been lavished on his daughter instead. Yet she rnea@r been
spoiled; Wallace was ever watchful of - that, wysailvare that a
spoiled child is an unhappy one, simply becausseiftsshness breeds
dislike among its acquaintances. So there had beealement of
strictness in Vicky's upbringing that had resulteder having a great
respect for her father, but also a certain diffmeemwhich, someone



once said, could result in her being 'put on' &glkw older. At this
suggestion Wallace had retorted, in his homelychahire voice,

‘There's no fear of that while I'm around. I'd paatmy girlie with my
life.'

The third time Vicky had seen Richard she knew Heatheart was

affected, and this time her fear was very reaktss knew that her
feelings for him would be sure to bring her paie.ttad been riding, a
beautiful stallion across one of his fields; Vicksas on the edge of
the wood, looking for wild violets for her fathedesk. It was his

birthday, and this was one of those little extractees that had always
seemed so endearing to her father.

Richard Sherrand had stopped, dismounted, and btgastroll
towards the wood, his own land ending where it hegtere there
was no fencing and as she watched his expressiom her
hiding-place among the thick foliage of some buskieky noticed a
sudden frown come to his forehead. Something hadd/éim, but
what? Perhaps, she mused, he was regretting hseidgome of his
land. Vicky thought that she herself would not darsell her land if
she owned an estate as large and compact as thratrsiling
Whitethorn Manor. Richard had remained in her visfor a long
while; he had seemed to be lost in thought, brapdimd upset. Vicky
recalled how concerned she had been, wishing shd go out there,
revealing herself and asking him what was the maBet that was
impossible. In any case, Richard Sherrand washedtind of man to
approach without an introduction. It was known th@tvas haughty,
that he had all the aristocrat's pride in his ainges the fact of his
being one of those favoured people whom the lowatasterm 'them’
as opposed to 'us'.

Vicky, unlike her father, was ever conscious of tségin, of the fact
that her grandmother had been one of those Lameatdgsies
referred to by Richard Hoggart. She had been pbatdrery poor,



had brought up five sons and four daughters iruaffoomed terrace
house where the 'bathroom' was the shallow browechémn sink.

Wallace, though ready to own to his background, iad decided

that money was what counted in these changed amétherefore he
could rise above his past and be respected fosuusess. Vicky
knew this was not so; she had been taught welkEbytrrse, then her
governess, and then she had gone to a good sslaghe was more
conversant with the ways of those people with whan father so

optimistically believed she could be classed askiicky's school

friends had come from higher walks of life than shand they had
often let her see this, despite the fact that doeyd not help but like
her, so charming was her personality.

'‘My child..Wallace's quiet voice came to Vicky ahdr musings
ceased as she smiled at him across the room,gkestitl in her hand.
‘What daydreams are running around in that hegowis?'

'Father," she returned seriously, 'please don'ttigete impossible
ideas about me. | wasn't dreaming of a handsomeegriding over
that hill there and claiming me as his bride.’

The man standing there was silent for a spaceeyes a little
frowning in their deep sockets. At last he look@éedatly at her and
said almost aggressively,

'l've never set my heart on anything, and failethindesire! | shan't
fail now! I've only one ambition left, as you knoand that's to see
my girl as the wife of a nobleman. | want the settior your beauty;
| want what in my opinion you are fitted for! I'wgorked for the

making of money and I'll not deny that I've had enluck than most,
what with being recognised by those with the moneybuild

miniature palaces, and then being given so manyigbhildings.

Yes, I've been lucky, but on the other hand I'veendeen afraid of
work. When you were small, love, | used to work & much as
eighteen hours a day. Well, that's all over ancedeith now; others



do the work while | merely govern from this officédave here.' He
stopped, watching Vicky as she bent over the vageace the last
rose into the arrangement she had so charminglgmadant to see
my girl mixing with the highest in the land! Vickyshall have you
married to someone who really is someone!’

She gave a small sigh, yet her expression was saveesmiling.
What pleasure such a marriage would give her faBwgrwhy did he
not admit, once and for all, that his dream heldsabstance, that
there was no handsome aristocrat just around tmecwho would
suddenly appear, take one look at Vicky, and declzat she was the
girl for him?

She stood for a moment looking at her flower aresngnt, and then,
walking slowly to her father, she slipped a hartd ims and, turning
her head, kissed him on the cheek.

'l love you,' she said simply. "You must be the ihwesnderful father
in the whole world!

‘And you the most wonderful daughter. Do you kntawe, that for
those first few days after your mother had diethost hated you?
My beloved had given her life for that tiny babenty there... and |
thought to myself, "l wish she had died insteadit &ter the funeral,
when you were crying there, so lonely in your tstpod and looked
down, and—and | thought how very helpless you wgteky, my
love, | suddenly knew that | could give you all thavould have
given you dear mother...'

His voice faltered in spite of the smile he haaté&alto his lips. Vicky
twisted around, and put her strong young arms ahouf gently
fingering away the great tear that had rolled uaasdly down his
cheek. Her heart swelled with love for him, and gth@ught how
unfair it was that he had lost his wife after lesban a year of
marriage. 'You're growing more like her every ddg' continued



when presently he collected himself. 'She had sudhinty figure,
and flawless complexion. Her mouth was wide ancegaus, and red
as that rose you just had in your hand.' His vares gruff but his
face had lost its momentary look of grief. Vickytight that all she
would ever want would be his happiness, and if drdywould put
aside that absurd dream of his then there woulchbting of any
great importance that could possibly stand in thg @f his complete
contentment.

A month went by and Vicky was beginning to dreael mhention of
her probable marriage to a man of quality.

She racked her brain to find some way of destroyiag father's
ambition without hurting him too much. She triecetglain that she
was perfectly happy here with him; she pointedtbat she was still
very young for marriage, that he would be lonelyewtshe left the
home he had so recently built for them, but it ath$o no avail. He
seemed obsessed by his desire, but at the samevas@nable to
launch Vicky into that kind of society where sheuleb meet the
people he had in mind. Once or twice he had cadrito gain an
invitation to some special dinner, but he had sedike a square peg
in a round hole, being almost totally ignored bg tbeople he so
wanted to cultivate. Vicky, her heart aching fomhitried again to
make him see sense.

‘Just look at all these beautiful girls,' she haid,§linging out a hand
indicatingly. 'They're the daughters and sisterttlel men; they are
the ones who will be chosen, not anyone like mé waib proper
background.’

'What does background matter?' he had demandedhieth Vicky
had been quick to point out his own admission ithateant a great
deal.



'‘Because otherwise,' she added gently, 'you'desblanxious for me
to marry into the nobility, would you?'

‘You're trying to muddle me,' he had protestedriaggd. 'l know
what | want, child—and I shall get what | want!'

About a week later Vicky went off, to wander ovdretwild
moorlands and into the valleys of tiny mountairains: It was late
spring and the sun was shining on the hills, gtisig on the cascade
that fell from Dimtor down into the river far below painted the
clouds with gold, and the harsh outcrops with & aoifber-yellow.

It was so good to be alive! Vicky, the breeze in In@r and on her
face, strode out, her neck arched, her eyes odistent mountains.
And then, out of the deep silence, there came adand she swung
about, not knowing what to expect Richard Sherrand.

He was walking by the stream, his head bent. Vgtkyd still on the
bank, waiting for him to pass. But he stopped, dn®gant eyes
flickering over her and appearing to take in ev@ngle thing about
her—nher figure, clad in a white pleated skirt apitheck sweater, her
face, glowing with health, her russet-gold haiylesd in a page-boy
bob and gleaming in the sunlight. For the firstdishe saw him at
close quarters, and it was with a little quickenifigurprise that she
saw just how formidable his countenance was. Laah @arkly
bronzed, its lines severely etched as if in stdrggve the impression
of ruthlessness amounting almost to cruelty. Treerdad an aquiline
quality, the mouth seemed far too thin. The javexdld as if
permanently rigid, matched the out- thrust chipéofection, as did
the high, prominent cheekbones with their hollowsderneath.
Vicky was frowning inwardly, for she had not noticthis excessive
austerity before, nor the harshness which seemeoketeade the
man's whole being. He was different... Still hamdsp but not as
handsome as before.



She looked into his eyes and decided they were Gkeygranite and
as hard. His hair was thick and wavy and, at thesgmt moment,
teased by the wind. Vicky's chief emotion was oné
disappointment; she wondered what had happendthtadther full
mouth, which she had had to admit was faintly sehsaand where
was that lazy expression which she had thoughetedattractive?
She had seen his face softened by a laugh wheadheden talking to
Louisa Austin, had noticed the long- lashed eyes+efwht the time
she had believed to be dark blue—look tenderly theoface of the
girl at his side.

‘You're Miss Fraser?' The voice was low and cudtubeit somehow
Vicky detected a discordant note in it, a sortadping tone which
came as a complete surprise to her. She noddeleael, shyness
holding her in its grip for a moment so that she ki#ficulty in
articulating words. But at last she did manageay s, she was
Miss Fraser. "Your father bought some of my laiHd.Seemed to give
a sigh, and his mouth twisted as though he wesemnme sort of pain,
either physical or mental. Vicky strongly suspectieat it was the
latter.

‘Yes, he did. We're very pleased with our house ind/onderful
setting." She was wanting to keep him, but alsotwgnto say
something that would erase that brooding expredsoon his face.

'You should be."' His grey eyes wandered, to tHeoki#ér which the
bungalow had been built. "Your father has a nieegkhere." "

'We had an excellent architect.'

'So it would appear.' Unexpected bitterness edgeddice. 'There
are just the two of you, I'm told?'

'Yes, that's right.' She smiled up into his fagefqundly conscious
that he attracted her in spite of his austerityerff\nerve in her body



seemed to be tingling, and he” heart was beatingpéaquickly for
comfort. 'My mother died when | was born.’

He looked at her with a little more interest, atief were dwelling
upon her words.

‘That's very sad. Your father brought you up, then?

She nodded, surprised that he should be talkihgttdike this. Vicky
had heard it said that he was a snob, considenmgglf far above the
nouveau richewvho were nowadays managing to live the good Ii
hitherto reserved for the privileged few.

'It was very difficult for him, since he had so rhuwork to do. He
had a nanny for me at first, and then a governess.'

The grey eyes flickered.
'You were fortunate,' he remarked.

‘Yes, indeed. People of our status didn't emplaynies for their
children. | went to school later, of course." Vickyas happy,
inordinately so. Never in her wildest dreams had shvisaged
talking like this to the man who had had such aectfon her
emotions that she felt she would never be ablertpet him—no, not
even when he was married to the beautiful Louisa.

‘And now you just stay at home with your father?'

'l run the house,' answered Vicky demurely. 'Weehssrvants, of
course, but | like to do some of the jobs myseddways choose-what
we shall have for meals,' she went on to confitls.fun, trying out
new things to eat.’

She thought she saw the shade of a smile toudiphjghought his
eyes had softened slightly and his face seemeditiiyi to relax.



Nevertheless, he was cool, speaking to her withftao§ impersonal
detachment as he said,

'You dine at home most of the time, then?'

'‘Sometimes we go out, but | prefer our cosy dinaefsome. Father
still works fairly hard, being in his office for éhgreater part of the
day, and | feel it's relaxing for him to dine anma'

A small silence followed before Richard spoke.
'I'll bid you good day, Miss Fraser. Remember mgaar father.’

'l will." Her beautiful eyes met his, and she waddenly bewildered
by the strange expression she saw there. 'Gooltny@&herrand.' Her
voice was low, and faintly dejected. It had beewanderful few
minutes ... and now it was all over...

'‘Goodbye.' Turning on his heel, he strode awahéndirection from
which he had come. He would keep to the river bahk, knew, and
this would eventually lead him to the back entrantéiis lovely
home, a home which had been declared to be o difetst existing
examples of medieval architecture in England. Iructtire it
resembled Haddon Hall, which was also in DerbysHwg some
distance from Whitethorn Manor. Vicky knew from &bgossip that
the Manor was very old, having been described, &edore the end
of the sixteenth centurgs 'auncientstrong, large and faire'. She ha
learned too of the treasures which abounded witienstout walls-
beautiful antique furniture and porcelain, priceléapestries and
carpets, to say nothing of the renowned colleatioweapons, many
of which adorned the high walls of the main haltre Manor. There
were halberds, battleaxes, pikes, swords, pistads many others.
Suits of armour stood on the floor, their breasgdashining; huge
urns were filled with flowers, just to soften thesterity of the
numerous weapons of war.



When she arrived back at the bungalow Vicky told fagher about
her meeting with their neighbour.

'‘He actually spoke to me,' she told him, her fagehfed and her eyes
sparkling. 'He seems stern and rather distantidwasn't as haughty
with me as | expected.’

'He wasn't?' Wallace Fraser's brown eyes heldaagr expression.
‘Tell me, child, whatid he say to you?'

She looked at him in some surprise, for he appetreoe quite
unnecessarily curious about the meeting she hadvhldhe Lord of
the Manor of Whitethorn.

'‘He asked about us—if we lived alone. He didn'trsé@ know that
Mother had died and that you and | were on our bane.'

‘No ..." A silent moment passed before Wallace dddethis one
softly-spoken word. 'The business of the land wasedmainly

through the agent—and the lawyers, of course. Beltdrd Sherrand
and | did meet on a couple of occasions. | found Bomewhat
arrogant and superior in his dealings with me amehs plain that he
considered my type of Croesus to be far beneath' Mrallace's

mouth curved in a smile, a smile which held no mésent

whatsoever. 'My money was filthy lucre, whereas Wwas the

untarnished inheritance handed down to him thraughccession of
illustrious ancestors.' Again he was silent andkyimade no attempt
to interrupt his thoughts. 'There's a differenceoading to these
people; for myself | fail to see any differenceakht

She looked affectionately at him, noting the wag kmot of his tie
had slipped to one side of his collar, how histsh#s a little rumpled
at the front where it showed between the lapel$isfcoat. The
aristocratic Richard Sherrand would never look the, she decided.



Yet what did it matter? It was what lay beneathdbeering that was
really important.

‘Perhaps the wealthy can't accustom themselvefhedodtamatic
change in our society,' she murmured after a whiikouldn't be fair
to judge them, Father. They've been brought updiffarent world
from the one you were brought up in." Again shé&éabat him, freely
admitting that no matter what he did to himselfpmatter what sort of
clothes he wore, he could never look the gentledmanis own words
he was a rough diamond ... but she loved him dedityheart was in
the right place and always had been, for evenanhftenzied race to
reach his objective he had always been able t@spsaw pounds for
anyone less fortunate than himself.

‘Yes, that's true. But you, my precious, were bhbugp properly.
You're a lady --"I'm your daughter,' she interagphim gently. 'That's
far more important to me than being a lady.'

'‘Well said, my dearest child.' There was no dohat her words had
given him infinite pleasure. 'What a treasure yeween to me! I'm
glad | worked so hard, glad that I've become aionidlire --' He
stopped abruptly, as if deciding that he ought twtkeep on
mentioning this fact. 'Tell me some more about eighbour," he
said invitingly. 'How was he with you?'

‘As | said, he wasn't as haughty as | would hayeeted. You know
how people talk, how we've heard that he's a siwtl, he was very
civil, though cool in his manner of speaking. Inthithose people
usually are cool and—sort of—er—distant towards pbedike
me——

'He's no need to be!" Anger edged Wallace's vaidehgs brown eyes
glinted beneath their absurdly bushy brows. '"Yoychild, are far --'
He broke off, frowning and shaking his head. 'G¢ loa urged. 'You
were saying he was civil to you.'



'He said it was very sad that my mother had died, spoke about
your bringing me up. | explained how difficult iati been for you
because you were working so hard. | told him | hathnny, then a
governess.'

Wallace listened intently, seeming to hang on eweoyd. Vicky,

never having noticed a mood like this before, foumerself
bewildered by it. She had often seen him in a d¢afitlg mood, often
before some big deal he was hoping to pull off,some new
investment he was about to make, but this wasrdifte and in any
case, he had now given up making big deals, had@wided that he
could relax and enjoy to some extent the moneyadenmade.

'‘Did he seem surprised by the fact that you weeablady?'
Vicky's eyes opened wide.
'‘What makes you ask a question like that?' sheegaotknow.

He shrugged, as if to bring the conversation dowarte of a mere
casual interchange, but Vicky knew Mm far too welbe deceived.

Her father was contemplating something ... But ®hat

'l just had the idea that he might be surprised thaa rough

Lancashire man with an accent that would give mayaas soon as |
opened my mouth, should have a daughter as refinddadylike as
you.'

'‘Father,’ said Vicky sternly, 'please stop betigliyourself. | assure
you | wasn't in the least interested in any congmens he might be
making—though | feel sure he had no such thingimdrhshe added,
more for herself than for her father. She hateddka that Richard
Sherrand should look down on her father, a:nd vehtai¢hink he was
far above anything so petty.



'You do?' Wallace, shrewd as always, suddenly bedatarested in
the slight flush that had come to his daughterskhb. -What else did
he say to you, my love?' The brown eyes were wbtservant, but
Vicky, with no notion that he was trying to read klgoughts, freely
related what had passed between her and Richarda8te all
unknowing that the flush had increased, that hesdyad become
dreamy yet tinged with a wistfulness that was mesgealing to the
man sitting there, his mind alert... and dartinghe future.

'He asked to be remembered to you,' ended Vickynleenory taking
her back to the tinge of dejection she had expee@rnwhen those
precious few minutes she had spent with Richare: weer.

'He did? That was thoughtful of him," mused Wallad&es, very
thoughtful of him ..."

Frowning, Vicky asked him why he was so preoccupied

‘You're so strange today,' she chided, but geffithg. never seen you
in a mood like this before.'

He shook his head from side to side.

'I've never been in a mood like this before,' hafessed. 'There hasn't
been an occasion to fit it,’ he added crypticadlyd his daughter's
frown deepened.

'l won't have you keeping secrets,' she told himesady. ‘Come clean
and tell me what's on your mind.’

He laughed, then, and cast her an affectionateglan

'I'm merely talking to myself," he confessed. "Yatould be used to
that by now." He paused a moment in thought befayeng, 'l have a
telephone call to make, love.' His voice was scetdragly casual
that Vicky never even thought of asking him whomwaees calling.



'So if you'll excuse me. Oh, and by the way, go seelthat Amazon
in the kitchen, who terrifies me but is putty inuydnands, and get her
to excel herself with the cooking tonight; we migkthaving a guest.
If we don't then the cooking won't be wasted on god me, my love,
so do see that she produces something rather spAcid before
Vicky could even open her mouth to ask who thetatisias her
father had opened the door and disappeared thitugh

She had to laugh despite her curiosity and bewndet. He was no
different from when he was making momentous degsio
action—immediate action—was all-important to suscdse had
always maintained. But this time it was no busindsal he was
contemplating... or was it?



CHAPTER TWO

THE table had never looked so inviting and as shedstoack
surveying her handiwork Vicky could not help fegliproud of the
artistry which she had employed in the flower agements, the
positioning of the candelabra, the intricate foidirof the
hand-embroidered napkins. The silver was Georgihe, glass
hand-engraved, the porcelain late eighteenth-cgiarby.

‘Well, my child, are you happy with your two houhsird work?'
Wallace had come to stand beside his daughter entdamd slid
about her shoulders. 'It looks too nice to disturb!

She turned, leaning against him, her face creasea irown of
puzzlement.

'l can't think why you should want to invite Mr $rend to our house,
Father, Even less do | understand how he came d¢epag/our
invitation. You won't admit that you're contemphatia business deal
with him, but something tells me that you are.’

To her surprise he laughed at this, as thoughdtdoane connection
with a private joke of his.

'It's a social occasion, my dear,’ he began, bukywiinstantly
interrupted him, pulling away and subjecting him d@olook of
censure.

‘You tell fibs,' she accused. 'Mr Sherrand isrédu® paying friendly
visits to our kind of people.'

'‘Our kind?' For a brief moment Wallace's mouth wight. 'You,

Vicky, have nothing to be ashamed of. Why do youpsise | started
right at the beginning, providing a nanny who'd leagerience with
the wealthy, the nobility? Then your governess—estwarked for an
earl and his wife. And the school | sent you touYnixed with the



elite, the cream of society. No, dear, you musenewnsider yourself
beneath anyoneanyonedo you understand? Richard Sherrand isi
above you, not by any means. In fact, it mightrese you to know
that he, like all his kind, is suffering from théamges which are
taking place in our economy.'

There was a strange pause during which Vicky, kies éixed upon
her father's face, tried to fathom just what walsisnmind. Inevitably
it had occurred to her that he might have settisceipe on Richard
Sherrand as a likely husband for her, but the dehbeen dismissed
instantly. Her father knew that Richard was alnsrgjaged to Louisa
Austin and therefore was not 'eligible’ any more.

'l expect our guest will secretly be envying us secure financial
position,’ Wallace was saying. 'l depend on ingustnile he merely
has the income from the estate. That house must toemendous
drain on his resources and, like so many moree#tistocracy, he's
had to cut down drastically on the number of setwvéi@ employs.
There used to be ten gardeners up at the Manay tibekre are two.
In the house Richard's father had no fewer thantiyvevo servants:
maids, footmen, a butler and a valet. Today thees anly four
servants to keep that vast place in order. WAkg/have three—with
that genius in the kitchen, that is. And we havedlgardeners, and
could have even more --'

'Fattier," Vicky could not help interrupting, 'hoto you come to
know all this?"

He seemed to colour slightly, but Vicky could netdure.

'l heard it at odd times from --' He stopped tp #i careless hand.
‘From one or other of the village gossips.'

She looked suspiciously at him.

'You never talk to the gossips,' she said.



'One hears things, my love.' Wallace eyed the tag#n. 'As | was
saying, it looks far too attractive to spoil. Yoai'excelled yourself
this time and no mistake.'

She said nothing, but glanced at the clock. Riclsrerrand coming
here ... When her father first told her she hachbra¢her stunned,
unable to believe that the exalted owner of WhasetHManor would

condescend to come to diner with her father andetierShe had
asked her father what he was about, whether hesban® special
reason for inviting Richard Sherrand to their hoingt, he had been
evasive, and had even spoken sharply to her onoaoasion,

successfully putting an end to her questions. Sldagone back to the
kitchen, to help Grace with such things as saucdsgarnishings for
the roast duckling which was to be served on @&silkay, after the
starter of smoked salmon. The fish course whichc&maanted to

include had been dispensed with by Vicky, who aswinpught that
too many courses spoiled any meal, whether it baatior merely

lunch. The sweet which Grace had made" was oneepfntany

specialities: strawberry meringue, with the stramube topped by
fresh clotted cream and chopped walnuts.

'l think it's time | went and got ready,' she saio the silence which
had fallen on the dining-room as she and her fasteod there,
admiring the table. 'It'll take me rather longearttusual,’ she added
with a grimace.

'Yes, my dear, do take extra care, won't you? Nat you don't
always look charming, but tonighg rather special, our guest beinc
who he is." Wallace, by avoiding Vicky's eyes, wasg something
he had never done before, and at the same timengaddi her
perplexity.

Well, she decided, she must surely soon know vihaas all about,
since if her father and Mr Sherrand were consideaitbusiness deal
together then they would obviously talk about itregt dinner table.



After taking a bath Vicky put on dainty underweaddhen a dress of
white embroidered tulle with a layered skirt anavdout neckline
bordered with a narrow silver ribbon on which weet, about four
inches apart, star- shaped diamante studs. Anuansidver necklace
fitting tightly around her throat, and a matchiragrpof earrings were
all the jewellery Vicky decided to wear, though dhiterally had
boxes full of jewellery which her father had boudjetr during the
past few years. Both the necklace and earrings weme plain, as
was her hair-style, being set in the pageboy babwith a fringe
rather than the fiipped-up curl which she usuatferred.

A glance in the mirror more than satisfied her, $het added a little
colour to her lips for all that, and of course theras the final use of
the perfume spray, and the tucking of a dainty feedkerchief into
the tightly- buttoned cuff of her dress.

Would Richard like her dress? Would he appreciagedxpensive
perfume? Vicky was soon chiding herself for thesessgjons,

keeping in mind both the difference in their sogtltus and, even
more important, the fact that he was probably dyeangaged to the
beautiful and glamorous Louisa Austin—although noancement
had yet been made so far as Vicky knew.

Wallace, looking well and fit and very smart in digner jacket and
iImmaculate white shirt with its ruching down therft, was waiting
for her in the sitting-room. Dusk was approachimgy, it was not yet
time to put on the lights. Vicky, as always at timse, was interested
in the scene outside—the gardens with their lovedes, many of
which, being part of the estate, were hundredseairy old—the
flowering bushes which had been planted at a sthigaturity and so
were looking as if they had been established fochmonger than
they had. The lawns were like velvet, immaculate aot a blade of
grass out of place. The summer-house nestled snughin a
delightful arbour, the swimming-pool, though sonsahce from the
house, was still a very attractive adjunct to therall scene of beauty



which the grounds offered to those who appreci#tedcombined
handiwork of man and nature.

Vicky sighed contentedly and thought how forturtashe was to be
living in such a lovely setting, a setting whichsazart of an ancient
estate, the demesne lands of a man whose firss@mnsénad come
over with the Conqueror.

‘Let me look at you." Wallace put out his hands #&mathed his
daughter's shoulders, fingering the earrings aed the necklace.

'It was your dear mother's set,' he murmured, ankiysaid nothing
because she knew he was in the distant past, hgtlwtfe he had
adored, the wife who died when she was only twosyesder than
Vicky was now. 'l bought it for her wedding-presand it was very
cheap, really. This sort of thing was cheap in ¢hdays ..." The big
brown-eyes were vacant, and in them Vicky saw & dfirmoisture
that brought a certain mistiness to her own eyes.

‘That's why | wore it tonight.' Vicky spoke as father stepped back,
the better to look upon her slender, white- clgdre. 'Because it was
Mother's. | wear this set only on special occasigos know.'

He nodded slowly.

'It's as it should be ... tonight you should be nvegathis particular
set.’

Vicky gave a sigh but made no comment; questioesned out of
place, somehow, at this time, and in any casefdtleer was still a
long way from her ... with her mother, and even, 8hieky, had no
right to intrude into the memories he was obviowslifing back.

It was the bell that brought him back from his meHe looked his
daughter over again, as if assuring himself thatygtiing about her
was perfect.



One of the maids went to the door,-with Wallace mgnto the hall.

Vicky, standing just inside the living-room, hedwel father's cordial
greeting, and the quieter, more cultured voiceisfguest. Vicky's
heart gave a little jerk, and it seemed that emerye was rioting. Her
feelings became mixed; she wondered one momehieifetzening

would be an ordeal, yet the next moment her wheladgwas filled

with pleasurable anticipation. She would have Ridlsacompany for
several hours ... Her eyes glowed suddenly, anddfelips quivered
tremulously. And it was at this moment that Richartdered the
room, to see her standing there, very unsure cklfeyet alluringly

attractive in her white dress, the simple necklaoel earrings
catching the light which had now been switched on.

'‘Good evening,' he said graciously. 'We meet agaig soon, Miss
Fraser.’

'‘Good evening,' she murmured. 'Please sit dowr.' fatber was
watching her and she knew she must not let him d@ecause he
had gone to so much trouble to ensure her becomitigdy' he
naturally expected her to know all there was tovkabout etiquette.
However, he himself asked Richard what he woulel idkdrink, then
went over to the cocktail cabinet to get it. Richaat down, taking
the chair indicated to him by Vicky. His grey eyested on her face
for a long moment before moving to the lovely cuov@er neck, and
then to her breasts, small, firm, immature. Sheeled her lashes,
embarrassed by his stare and the fact that it atafiyt unsmiling.
That austerity which she had decided amountedtiarshness she
had not noticed at first was strongly in evidenoe/nand she knew a
tinge of dejection, wishing she could say sometthivag would erase
it from his otherwise handsome features.

The two men chatted, but with a reserve that madkywvonder if
her father had specifically requested Richard madligcuss the object
of his visit in front of his daughter. Vicky, comteto listen, and to
watch Richard's every change of expression, satartebly in her



chair, sipping her drink. Richard was saying, isvaer to a question
her father had put to him,

'l suppose yowoulduse the word "venerable" to describe the Manc
The guide books always do.'

'It must be gratifying to have a home which is ki which has been
passed from father to son over so many centuries.'

'‘One becomes so used to the idea that it slipsnfraory. You just
live your life like anyone else.’

"You must have a certain pride, though,' persigtadlace. 'l believe
you have the actual suit of armour which one ofryancestors wore
at the Battle of Rowton Moor?'

Faintly Richard smiled; it was plainly a smile dftérness. .
‘Yes, | have.'

'It's to be hoped that all your treasures can rermdact | always
consider it a tragedy when homes like yours ard spl and their
precious contents taken off by foreigners—for thawhat's
happening today. We're losing all our antiquesoltectors abroad.'

Vicky, not at all pleased by what her father wagrgg since it was
tactless to say the least, could not help but ctiterspasm of pain
that crossed their visitor's face. Surely his havas not in danger ?
Her father had been saying that many wealthy laméosvwere in
difficulty, and had even suggested that Richardtasame, making
a point of the major reduction in his staff. Even ¥icky could not

Imagine an estate like Whitethorn ever coming unideructioneer's
hammer. Apart from owning three villages and otpeoperty,

Richard owned about fifty farms in the county, dnsl own home
farm covered something like a thousand acres. Meteard him say
that few estates of the size of Whitethorn remaingatt these days.



Then he stopped abruptly, as if he considered Hime®ove
discussing his home with a man like Wallace Fraser.

He lifted his glass, turning it slowly as he watdhehe

amber-coloured liquid catching and reflecting tightl from the

subtly shaded wall lamps above his head. Vicky ¢out take her
eyes off his profile, so distinguished it was, vitltbse clear-cut lines,
that thoroughly masculine mouth and chin, that laggiinose and
clear forehead above which his hair shone, cleah appearing
lighter than it was owing to the angle of the lamg®se glow was
cast upon it. She thought of Louisa Austin andgh siscaped her.
How lucky the girl was, winning the love of a makel Richard

Sherrand. Vicky hoped that Louisa was a 'nice’, gitait she was
deserving of a man as handsome and rich as ther @iviéhitethorn

Manor. At the thought that Louisa might not be \wgrof Richard

Vicky's blood seemed to become chilled, as if aigsbf ice had
formed in her veins.

She supposed she had paled a little, for her fagfemncing sideways
at her, said swiftly, and with anxiety in his vagice

‘Are you all right, dear? You don't look quite yseif.'
She smiled at once, throwing off her absurd minadregings.

'Of course. I'll go and see how dinner's getting ltve an idea we
ought to be moving into the dining-room." She tdrt@ Richard as
she rose from the chair. 'Please excuse me," gh@rseiously, and
left the room. No sooner had she closed the daor sihe heard her
father say, a briskness in his voice that statikd so different was it
from the tones he had used up till now,

'Well, seeing that I've sent out feelers to youeoorctwice, there's no
need for any wasted words. If you can take todkai..' Vicky heard
no more, as she had moved on. But she frownedesvsht to the



kitchen, her mind on her father's words. That et dwmme scheme in
mind was certain, and she was frustrated at bespg ik the dark as
to what it was. Wallace had never deliberately bmesive as he was
at present; in fact, he had often discussed higgowith her, so his
attitude now was extremely baffling, to say thestea

The dinner was served a short while later, thda fiaurse being
brought in by one of the maids. Richard, obvioustgrested in the
way the girl served him at the table, seemed tailemg her full
marks. Wallace beamed with satisfaction as she rhadexit from
the room, silently and with a smile for Wallacesas closed the door
behind her.

''ve been mighty lucky with my servants, eh?' lagds'Nothing
slovenly about any of them as you see today. Ofssguhe secret's to
pay well—over the odds. Then you get the creamllat&picked up
his glass and took a drink of his wine. As he mdrthe glass to its
coaster he touched one of the orchids that forrhedirtdividual
flower decoration that Vicky had placed at the sifleeach cover.
One of the gardeners, an expert at orchid growirayl already
produced some delightful blooms and he was expaiting with
some new strains he had had sent in from the Fsir Ea

Richard made no comment on what his host had &aidtaervants,
but concentrated on his food, appearing to be amgoy, but at the
same time Vicky had the conviction that he was kjyibecoming
bored both with her father and herself. She kneat trer father
should not be talking about the quality of his s&te, and declaring
that the only way to be sure of efficiency was &y igher wages
than what was usual. But Richard should be toletae@ring with the
man whose background was so inferior to his ownh&id had had
everything since birth; Wallace had fought andeiind sweated for
what he had managed to acquire in the way of wed#kk, Richard
should be understanding ... and Vicky felt sure doald be



understanding if only he would give a little thotighwhat her father
had been through.

When the meal was over Richard politely expressedppreciation,
and even congratulated Wallace on his cook. Thisrally gratified
Wallace and he beamed upon his guest.

'I'm happy that you've enjoyed it,;' he said. 'Wkdle coffee and
liqueurs in the lounge—and a cigarette if you wiskdon't smoke
myself and neither does Vicky, but we never objextothers
indulging." He led the way to the high-ceilingedbmo to which
Richard had at first been shown. Vicky, glancingnd, wondered
how Richard was comparing it with some room or pbthehis own
home. Here, the modern influence prevailed forrtiwst part, but
Vicky, with a flair for decor and an eye for balantad created a
room of unusual taste and beauty. The tall lampee vemtiques,
having once held candles; the two standard lamis atso held
candles originally. Vicky had had them convertedetectricity,
although she still burned many candles, and attloisient the room
was lit by candles alone—candles in silver candalain individual
candlesticks, in coloured glass funnels placed anmous pieces of
furniture about the room. They glowed red, greember and rose,
lending a fairytale-like quality to the graciousadpent. All the
other rooms in the house were the same, havingvezta lavish
amount of care both in decor and in furnishing.kyis bedroom was
in coral and white, with satinwood doors and skgtiHer father's
room was in deep purple with lilac carpet and dsap had wanted
darker walls than Vicky's, suggesting he have bravafipaper. She
would hot have it, and so they compromised withghmple.

It's not a man's room!" he had protested, yet [fiadered

appreciatively the lilac bedspread with its exgeigmbroidery. 'In
any case, purple's a royal colour, and I'm only @ne rag-tag and
bobtail!'



She had laughed merrily, then hugged him and totdHe was no
such thing.

‘You're the best builder in England! The king ofldébers, so what's
wrong with purple?’

'You have an answer for everything, my love. Adiht, if it pleases
you I'll endure it!"

‘You'll enjoyit, you mean! I've known you too long to be takeiy
that expression!

And so every room in the house had received itsesba Vicky's
planning and now, as she watched Richard, tryingeiave some
information from his grey eyes as they glanced agioghe could not
help feeling an access of pride at the achievem&nbrilliant
architect whom her father had employed many timef®re, her
father's most skilled employees, the infinite caigh which the
interior had been planned ... all these compoutaedoduce a home
that was as near perfect as any home could benAdi landscape
gardeners were at work immediately the buildingplevere passed,
so there was no loss in growing time. The housdl@adardens were
both completed more or less at the same time.

Richard sat down without commenting on the prettyat which the
candles gave, but Vicky somehow knew that he heshta great deal
of notice of everything in the room. He smiled at s she looked at
him from her comfortable place on the couch, andcg was full
even before he said,

'What a pleasant evening this has been. It's sioiresre. No wonder
you said, Miss Fraser, that you and your fatherewary pleased
with your house and its wonderful setting.'

'‘We have you to thank for selling us the land,’ Méd was generous
enough to remind him.



'l admit | was troubled at the idea of selling. Yeuhe first people to
be allowed to build on the estate.' Was there dfibitterness again?
Vicky wondered. Also, she was puzzled by the wobdsu're the
first..." Was he contemplating selling more land?

The evening came to an end all too soon for Viekyy had received
several more smiles from their guest. And when ke lgaving she
heard him say,

‘You must both come and dine at the Manor. I'legyou a ring, Mr
Fraser, and make a definite date.’

'‘Well --' Wallace rubbed his hands together juss@sn as the front
door closed upon Richard. 'What a success that Wwa§!me, my
love, do you like our new friend?"

'l wouldn't go so far as to assume he'll be ouenfiti' she said
warningly. 'l must say, though, I'm pleasantly sisgd that he'd
invite us to the Manor.'

‘Do you like him?' asked her father again.

‘Yes, | do.' She looked away, aware of the touchoddur that had
come to her cheeks. Wallace looked at her longhand, waiting for
her to raise her head. This she did eventually, smided at him
faintly, and tremulously. The evening had been gpkiaone for her
and she would treasure every moment, and espethnabe smiles
which Richard had bestowed upon her. She was avidoeking her
best, of carrying off her role of hostess with @& famount of
confidence and a full amount of success. Theredcbel no fault
found with anything she did or said. Richard musien been
favourably impressed, she thought ... but as yedsaihnot know just
how favourably impressed...



It was only three days later that Richard telepldidanvite Wallace
and Vicky to the Manor. They were to dine with Hine following
evening, and Wallace insisted that Vicky should buyew dress for
the occasion.

'‘But | have dozens of dresses,' she protested.t'Wvhearth do | need
another one for?'

‘A special occasion, love," he said, and as she Kreem experience
just how far she could go in an argument with hethdr Vicky
capitulated and they went together in the car tffgd where, for a
sum which made even Vicky gasp, a dress of Chisdkewas
bought. Of a delicate shade of green, with orangd sailver
embroidery, and with a mandarin collar and verystieeves, it was
decidedly a model of perfection.

'l shall wear Mother's set again,' she decided,kaueglv that nothing
could have pleased her father more. He bought heessand an
evening bag to match the dress. She had her hsivadaand set while
they were in Sheffield because, her father samlhethvasn't a really
good salon either in their village or in the townwhich they usually
did their shopping.

She was excited all day and when at last the temsedfor her and her
father to leave the bungalow in the car she coatdunderstand how
she had allowed herself to get in such a state.

‘How do you feel, love?' asked her father as thieyalalong the wide
avenue of trees leading to the front forecourthef Manor. ‘Do you
realise that at last we are accepted by the arastype'

'‘By Mr Sherrand,' she corrected, 'not by the acistoy as a whole.'

'‘But you will be," he stated, and there was a bfndlefiance in his
voice which seemed alien to the confidence withclwiie continued,



'You'll be a great lady, looked up to by the ndbiliThey'll respect
you, admire you, accept you as one of them!'

She shook her head, sighing a little.

'You don't seem to understand, Father. I'm peféetppy as we are.
| have no ambition to be accepted by the nobidisyyou term them.’

'‘Perfectly happy? But no woman reaches the peakmbiness until
she marries the man she loves.’

'‘One day that might come,’ she told him gently, lrexdhoughts were
mainly with Richard, and the hopelessness of tiie that had come
to her without her even being aware of it. 'Untién, Father,-I'm
content to be with you, in our pretty home, witlesithing a girl can
ever want.’

'‘No! A girl wants marriage and a husband who ldvers She wants a
family to care for --'

‘And where do you come into this?' Vicky was askasghe brought
the car to a standstill on the well-lighted forexdou

I'll be around, never fear.'

Vicky made no answer; in any case, the door wasgbepened by
Richard himself who, tall and distinguished in engndress, smiled
down at Vicky before looking at her father. Her ihhegave a great
lurch and she found herself tongue-tied for a mdmenable to
return his greeting.

The meal was eaten in a very different setting fricvat of the

bungalow, the dining-room of the Manor being aglglul apartment
hung with tapestries and rare paintings. The nmélebwindows were
draped with blue velvet trimmed with gold braide fireplace was of
marble, with a huge Etruscan vase at either sidarathe centre the



coat of arms of the Sherrand family. A Buhl tab&dnhtureens of
silver and priceless porcelain from which the fooas served by a
manservant whose face was an expressionless mask-gifferent
from the smiling maid who served the dinner atlibhegalow! Vicky
appreciatively took in such delights as the ormases on a table at
the side of the fireplace, the bronzes, and mdrb#ts, the exquisite
Limosin enamels and many other rare and preciotigues.

Richard, watching Vicky closely, had an odd expi@ssn his face,

and suddenly a frown appeared, as if some distastesught had

crossed his mind. Vicky, glancing at him, thoudh sletected a hint
of sadness about his eyes, and she could have ghairrhe was
sighing inwardly. Within seconds the frown was gand he became
the gracious host, anxious that his guests shaoltl éverything

entirely to their satisfaction.

During the meal the two men talked and Vicky, caht® remain

quiet, fell to wondering about Richard, about Hildhood and his
early youth. She knew, from various snippets oformfation

mentioned by one of the gardeners, or one of thdsnthat his father
had died two years ago, that he had a stepmothernall been so
extravagant that quarrels between her and her hdsbacame
frequent and in the end they separated, Richaattef having to
settle a large sum of money on her as an inducefoeher to agree
to leave the Manor. Richard had left a few monfter ahe marriage,
as he and his stepmother were unable to get atgaghter. After the
departure of his stepmother Richard had returnaking on the
management of the estate—which had apparently beaoh

neglected in Richard's absence— when his fatheg#thhbegan to
fail.

‘Miss Fraser, you're not eating your fish. Is it t@ your liking?'
Richard's voice, low and cultured and, to Vickyordinately
attractive, broke into her reverie and she smilkelira, saying yes,
the fish was delicious. '‘Good. | apologise for neglect; your father



and | were engrossed in something which obviousin'tlinterest
you.'

‘That's all right,' returned Vicky. 'l like my owthoughts at times.
Please don't trouble about toe.’

'‘But | must,’ he smiled. 'Let's change the topicarfversation.’ He
glanced at Wallace, who nodded instantly. 'Teliwhat you think of
the Manor, Miss Fraser. You haven't seen muchoofse, so | shall
invite you over one afternoon and show you round.’

She gave him a look of surprise, her pulses ra€inghis expression
was no longer one of mere friendliness ... No,ghleas much more in
it than that! He asked again what she thought®hbme; she was so
shy all at once that she could manage only a siagbl

'It's—very—beautiful, Mr Sherrand. The—the antiquasist be
priceless.’

‘Not quite," he returned with a hint of amusem&ut most of them
have a history, which | must relate to you somestim

Some time ... What did it mean? And why should Ridhoffer to

show her round his home? Not unnaturally Vickytahts bounded
on to the possibility of his being interested im,Haut immediately
there emerged the picture of Louisa Austin, ankygbright road to
happiness was completely blotted out. She decitdRichard was
at last being friendly with his neighbours, thatvis@s beginning to
see that the aloof and distant attitude he hadtaddpwards them for
the past year was not quite the thing these dags, that was the
explanation, decided Vicky ... but as the evenimgyenon and she
basked in the sunshine of Richard's smiles andatatgmess, the
explanation did not satisfy her at all.



CHAPTER THREE

THEY had been married for just over a fortnight andkyjder new
life obviously suiting her, had already blossomei ia girl of such
beauty that even her father remarked on it.

'l always thought there could be no improvemerst,tdid her in his
gruff Lancashire voice. 'But, my love, marriage hmade a rare
beauty of you. It obviously agrees with you.'

She laughed, a happy girlish laugh.

"You were so right, Father, when you said a wonwesd't reach the
peak of happiness until she's married. Oh, butsbnvery much in

love!—and so deliriously happy that | sometimesdmee afraid it

can't last.'

‘Tell me, child, how long have you been in lovehaiRichard?’
‘You guessed?'

‘My dear, you and | have been so close that wetle &ble to read
one another's minds. Yes, of course | guessed.’

"Il bet you didn't guess when it all began?' shallenged roguishly.
'‘Don't tell me it was love at first sight?'

‘Truly.' But she paused a moment. ‘Well, almokg' amended.
‘Just like your mother! Well, who'd have thougHht it

'l never dreamed he'd ever love me. You see, thasethe girl he
used to go about with, Louisa Austin.’



For some strange reason her father avoided herasyles said, 'She
was unimportant in his life. A mere flirtation, npgt. You mustn't

ever worry that pretty head of yours that Richaitl @ver bother

with her again.'

Vicky's smile faded; she could not have explaind®y w tiny cloud
had appeared on her sunny horizon. There had beeotea of
grimness in her father's voice as he spoke theséagence. She had
heard it before, but only when some threat was ntadme of his
carefully planned schemes.

'l must be off,’ she declared, looking at the cldRkchard hates me to
be a second late for meals.’

‘The stern husband, is he?'

She laughed, her vista cloudless again.
'He is... but [ like it!"

It was her father's turn to laugh.

'So long as you like it then it's all right. Butrdicallow him to become
too masterful, pet. You're not to let yourself b
domineered—-besides, anyone who treats you wromijjijpave me
to deal with!"

Again Vicky lost a little of her buoyancy. Her fathhad asserted that
he and she could read one another's minds, bu¢ thad been
numerous times recently when she had not only beable to read
his mind, but had been totally baffled by both mmanner and his
cryptic way of speaking.

'l can't conceive of Richard's treating me anyedléhtly from what he
treats me now. He's so in love, and | still woralehnis choosing me,



out of all the lovely, wealthy society girls he ébWbviously have
had had he wished.'

Again her father's expression was hidden from kdreasaid,

'l always told you, love, that you were a gracitaagy/, as good as any
in the land. Richard saw this, and fell in love hhwitou. And now

you're settled for life in a lovely stately homedanith a husband
who'ssomebody.’

'It turned out just as you wanted it to, didn't it?
‘Yes, my love, it did.'

‘And after all your scheming, your search for waysvhich | could
meet people like Richard, it happened quite ndtural the
end—without your scheming!" She couldn't help tbhat, softened it
with a hug and a kiss. 'l really must be off,’ shil. "We're to see you
about seven this evening?'

‘Yes. Vicky...'
She drew away, puzzled by his tone.
'Yes?'

'If you and Richard want to be on your own... | mgadon't want to
intrude. I'm only a rough sort of bloke and migbt seem to fit in at
the Manor --' He got no further. Vicky, adoptingsaverity of
expression that was totally new to her father, hohd in no uncertain
terms that aker fatherhe would always fit in at the Manor.

'Richard thinks a lot of you,' she added. 'He abvgyeaks highly of
your business acumen—in fact, he says the othetlhddayhe wished
he possessed the same gift for making money.’



'He did?' Wallace appeared to be gratified by this.

‘Yes, but | don't really know why he should wantiake money; he
has all that anyone could need.’

Wallace said nothing and a moment later he wasnaganying his

daughter as she crossed the lawn fronting the lhonvgat the end of
which was a small gate leading to the more napasdlof the grounds
and then to the foot of the low hill over which tlanor was situated.

'I'm so glad you're not too far away," he said.
'l wouldn't have gone too far away.'
‘You'd have gone where your husband wanted yoo.to g

'I'd not have left you, Father. As things are | saa you every day if
| want, and you can come regularly to our home. &' perfect
arrangement in every single way.'

'So itis, my precious.' He kissed her cheek, stidbe gate until she
was out of sight,’ then turned back on to the lawad walked briskly
towards the house.

It was five minutes to one when Vicky arrived horRéghard was in
the hall and his eyes slid to the clock.

"Il just wash my face and hands and be down o tmnutes,' she
promised,' giving him a smile of glancing tendemeBather's fine
and we had a nice little chat in the garden. the'tweather lovely!

'Very good indeed, but is early summer, so we should be havin
good weather.’

Vicky went up on tiptoe and kissed him on the lipee expected his
hands to come to her waist and span it, as th@ften did, but this



time they remained at his sides and, after an tasioeglance at his
expressionless face she ran from him, to mount dbeving
balustraded staircase. Her bedroom, with its cammgedoor to her
husband's room, was known as the Blue Room on ataduthe
walls being covered with a delicate shade of bilke ambossed with
flowers, trees and birds. The coved ceiling wasatgdito represent a
night sky, with numerous stars against a backgrardue. At first
Vicky was not sure whether or not she liked it; hedroom at the
bungalow had been so light in comparison. Howeler, husband
said it would 'grow on her’, and this had provetédrue. In only a
fortnight she had come to love her room... esplgcaa her husband
came to her every night, sharing the great tegtdmhich was hung
with dainty blue drapes of silk lace.

She was a little longer than she expected, havamipdd to change
her dress, putting on a light apple-green sun-drgissa flared skirt
and straps for the bodice support.

'How do | look?' she asked as she came down thie agin. Richard
was still there, haying just replaced the teleph@aeiver on its rest.
His face was taut, and two little grey lines hadesred at the sides of
his mouth. 'Is anything wrong?' Vicky forgot hersfi question as
anxiety darkened her eyes. 'Bad news or somethteyjlance slid
quite naturally to the telephone.

He shook his head.
'‘No—nothing you would understand, Vicky.'

She put her hand in his, felt his fingers curl way that had become
familiar, and she turned her head to slant hirnddelook.

'l shall be going out after lunch,' he told her wiieey were half way
through the meal. 'So we shall have to cancel mquirtto town, I'm
afraid.'



'Oh ..." A wave of disappointment flooded over Heéan't | come with
you?'

‘No, darling, I'm afraid not.’

'Is it business?' she asked, thinking of the tedaphtall.

He made no answer for a moment and then,

‘Not entirely, dear. It's a private matter, thoug] must go alone.’

She looked at his face across the table and wondeiewere her

iImagination or whether he really did look ratheawn and haggard.
Vicky's concern increased, but she was prudentgintausee that her
husband was in no mood for answering questions.afpetite had
gone and she put down her knife and fork. Rich&odyning at the

action, told her almost abruptly to eat her lunch.

'I'm not hungry any more,' she said without thigkin
‘Any more? You mean that you were hungry but nowrgonot?’
She nodded dumbly, hurt by his tone.

He ate in silence after that, absorbed in his dwoughts—which
were definitely not happy ones, decided Vicky, b@ncern for him
increasing all the time. What was wrong? If onlyvinauld tell her
then she might be able to comfort him in some v@&gncing up at
length, he told her again to eat her lunch.

' don't --'

‘Eat it,’ he said, and she obeyed, though everytmfduseemed to
choke her. She was relieved when at last the meal fimished.
Richard wasted no time in getting away and as sitehed the car



slide smoothly from the forecourt she felt so depeel that she could
have cried.

She went out to the garden, found a seat beneathrdhs and sat
there, thinking about the events leading up torharriage ... the
events and the swiftness with which they had prsgeé to that
wonderful day when, clad in white, and with the tJittle
granddaughters of Mrs Basset—a very old friend aflsd¢e—as her
bridesmaids, Vicky had become the wife of Richandr&and.

She recalled the day when Richard had shown hedrbis home. He
had asked her many times if she liked this or thahe would change
anything had she the chance. He had told herla dibbout himself;

she had read much between the lines and realisg¢chéhand his
stepmother were sworn enemies. She still drewlawahce from the
estate. She was an incurable alcoholic and ganilémanaged to
live in a large house and keep three servantghidicame from the
Whitethorn estate, and although Richard had skippech regarding
his stepmother Vicky realised that the drain onhRrd's income
must be almost crippling. It seemed, from whatVi¢lad gathered
from something her father had said, that this stgpaer, if she

wished, could by law claim a great deal more thewvgas doing. But
when Vicky tried to draw her father out a little radne shut up like a
clam and Vicky gave up, deciding that it was not basiness
anyway. But she did wonder how her father knew smhmabout

Richard's private affairs.

After , the visit that afternoon Vicky was a comgétaompanion of
Richard, who showed quite plainly that he was ntban a little

interested in her. He came often to the bungalodviariurn Vicky

and her father were regular visitors to Whitethitanor. Then, one
evening after they had dined, Richard asked Walfdte and Vicky

would like to walk in the gardens, as it was sudiabny evening.
Wallace declined but urged Vicky to take the stwath Richard.



"You might have had some inkling,' she said tofattrer afterwards.
For Richard had kissed her that night and immelgiasked her to
marry him. She recalled how calm he had been, hosymotional.
Yet he had taken her into his arms when, shyly hsltkesaid yes, she
would marry him, and he had kissed her with a gbréverence, but
there had been no passion in his manner with her.had admired
him for his control, which lasted until the night their wedding
when, coming in to her and seeing her standingethier a filmy
nightgown that revealed every line and curve ofdudtr young body,
he had taken her to him with an ardour that hadgpsWwer to heights
of ecstasy she had never dreamed existed. Andrsmlibeen since,
but now ... For the first time Richard had spokiearply to her, and
he had gone off without her after promising to tkeinto Sheffield
to do some shopping.

However, Vicky soon put her disappointment behiaddnd saw the
situation from her husband's angle. He had pribatness to attend
to, so he did not want her with him. There was mgtho become
upset about, she told herself, and straightwawtloféthat little tinge
of dejection which still remained.

She called to Kaliph, Richard's Labrador with whame had
immediately made friends on the afternoon when &itihad shown
her over the house. And each morning she was neetept by the
dog as soon as she came from her bedroom.

'‘We're going for a long walk," she told him, 'schdpe you're
prepared.’

She strode through the gardens to the woodlands,dhbt on to the
tree-lined road leading to the village. All aroumdre the moorlands,
wild and mysterious when shrouded in mist, as thfégn were, but
tranquil and attractive when basking in the sunshas they were
today. In the valley the stream danced merrily dher stones and
moss then dropped down to form a beautiful cascade an abrupt



shelving of rock which, having been harder than tloeks

surrounding it, had resisted the stream's destrudtiut which would
sooner or later succumb and then the river's baddv&mooth out.
To Vicky's right were several quarries, disused ramg overgrown
with ferns and foxgloves, with tall grasses andbing plants, and
even with colourful rhododendrons and the like. Tloarries were
picturesque in their soft -clothing of greeneryt Btione time they
had been harsh blots on the lovely Derbyshire leeyus.

Vicky whistled to the dog, who had strayed on @ioors in search
of anything that moved. He came bounding towardsihd she kept
him at her side, a little anxious in case of cariher vehicles
coming along the road. One did come eventually, gneddriver

stopped.

‘Want a lift?' he inquired, winding down the window
‘No, thank you, I'm out for a walk.'

‘You've a long way to go.' The young man was laughbut his eyes
were taking in the most attractive picture of Vickgnding there, her
hair teased by the breeze, her gay sun-dressmjjrigiher figure as
the breeze played tricks with this too. The dogdkxtto bark, as if
warning the motorist that he would guard his megreith his life.

‘How do you know I've a long way to go?' Vicky adulot resist
asking.

'‘Because you're miles from anywhere.'
'l like walking. This is no distance at all.’
‘Why, where do you live?'

She paused before answering, fully aware that $t med the thing to
be talking to a stranger like this, and on suabneelly stretch of road.



But he was nice, she decided, examining his slighgckled face, his
full generous mouth, his light blue eyes and fair Bwept back from
a clear wide forehead.

'l live at Whitethorn Manor," she told him at lengt

He gave a start and for a while there was sileretevden them.
Vicky, faintly puzzled by the man's attitude, wotldve moved on,
but she was stopped by his voice saying,

'‘Whitethorn Manor, eh? | just happen to be goiregel

Vicky blinked at him.

You are? What for?'

Again there was silence.

‘Who are you?' he said eventually, eyeing her wpdanvn again.

She coloured, a tinge of anger rising because ®fghestion and
because of the rather businesslike expressionhhaterased the
laughter from his eyes.

‘What's that to you?. If you'll excuse me I'll beray way.'

'Hi, wait a minute,' he called as she strode awagnfthe car. 'I'm

sorry if | seemed rude ..." Vicky carried on; the soon drew up
alongside her again and she stopped. The dog geitees bark, but
it was not the threatening kind; vaguely it registewith Vicky that

Kaliph had not taken a dislike to the driver of tdae. 'I'm to see a Mr
Sherrand up at Whitethorn Manor. He'll be in, | zoge?"

Automatically she shook her head.



‘No, he isn't. He went out after lunch and won'tblaek for some
time.'

The young man frowned and looked down at a foldeickvlay on
the passenger seat of the car.

‘A wasted journey,' he muttered to himself. And, ilowder voice,
'I've an appointment with him for three o'clockelcome all the way
from Manchester.'

'It's a quarter to three now.'

'l know. | had my timing correct.' He paused, louwkvexed. 'l don't
suppose you can help me?'

Vicky shook her head.

'‘No, | don't know anything about your visit. My asd didn't
mention that he had an appointment this afterndorfact, if he
hadn't gone out on his own we'd both have goneShtdfield, so you
wouldn't have found him in. Are you sure you haweday right?' she
added, looking at the folder.

"Your husband...' The young man seemed not to heasd anything
else of what Vicky had said. 'You're Mr Sherrandife?' His tone
had become distinctly respectful, but his expressmas one of
disbelief. "You don't look old enough to be marsatiyou'll forgive
my saying so.'

She laughed, noting that his face relaxed as shsddi

'I'm not very old,' she said. '‘About this appointine-I feel worried
that you've wasted your time. If | could help | vahtbut as I've said,
| know nothing about your visit.'



For a long moment the young man seemed undecidexd, &s if on
impulse, he said,

' think that perhaps you can help me. I've been @t by my firm to

survey some land your husband's selling. | have niag® here
showing the area and location of the land, bubofse | can't just go
roaming all over a person's land when he isn'tethar at least,
without the authority of someone able to give it Wdbyou come

back with me and take me around?'

'‘My husband has land for sale?' Vicky shook hedh&ahink you

must be mistaken.' Yet he had sold land to herefatthe thought.
Washe in financial difficulties, as her father hadygasted? It would
seem like it, for otherwise he wouldn't be thinkiofyselling land
which had formed part of the estate for hundredsyeérs.

'l have all the particulars here.' He tapped tleeds he spoke. 'You
didn't know he was selling his land?'

‘No, | didn't, but it must be right, of course, ysu have all the
particulars relating to it." Vicky paused in indgon. The man had
come a long way and it seemed quite unnecessagnit him away
without doing what he bad- been sent to do. Besidethard would

obviously be glad that his wife had used her coms®mse and let
the man take a look at the land. But she did aaknaghether he had
the date right.

‘Yes;* | can show it to you.' He made to open ke but Vicky said
no, it did not matter. 'Will you come with me, ti¥én

She still hesitated, and the man did then insisigeming the file. She
was shown the instructions-which the man had fraaemployers, a
firm of builders whose name Vicky already knew, a gave a
little gasp. This particular firm had been her &tk competitor for



years, and many were the times when they had putender which
had undercut that of Wallace with the result tteahhd lost the work.

‘They can't be making any profit to speak of!' el loften said
angrily. 'l never aim for high returns, so | knowy nfigure's
reasonable. They're determined to put me out oinbas but, by
heaven, they'll not do it while I've breath in nody!

And now Richard was considering selling land ts tompany.

She got into the car after putting Kaliph in thelkahe young man
saying he did not mind at all. It was the firm's iceany case.

‘This land,' she said once they were on their .\Wwalyat is your firm
going to do with it?'

‘Build an estate, providing they can get plannieghpssion, which
they're fairly confident of doing.'

'‘An estate?' she gasped. 'What kind of an estate?'
‘A housing estate. You don't take to the idea, &vig:'

She said nothing; her mind was in chaos. Somethiag surely
wrong, for Richard would never sell land for theldhug of a housing
estate. Why, there would then be shops and offioesls and schools
and works—

'‘How much land is my husband selling?' she askeap#lp.

‘At first, four hundred acres, but we can have nhater if we want it,
which | believe we shall—Here, take a look at thenpof the land
which is for sale.' Reaching to the shelf underdhgh, he brought out
the file which he had removed when Vicky enteresl¢har. "You do
understand maps?’



'Yes,' she answered, not without a little hintasfriess. 'My father's a
builder.' 'He is? What's the name of his firm@'rither not say,' she
returned, and at the curt finality of her voice ffseing man lapsed
into silence which lasted until they reached thendtaand alighted
from the car. Kaliph bounded off to the back coarty where he
knew he could get a drink; Vicky invited the maroirthe house,
asking him to open up the map fully so that shédcsee the extent of
the land being offered for sale. This he did, ai#ing her his name.

Tm John Bailey—I should have introduced myself befdSorry
about that. You're Mrs Richard Sherrand, of course?

Vicky merely nodded, wondering if she should go rote the

bungalow and fetch her father. He would be busgugh, in his

office. Besides, to go over and fetch him would t@dsne and, for
some reason she could not explain, Vicky wantedelam more about
this land deal before her husband's return.

‘This is the land?' she was saying a few momem¢s l@hen John
Bailey, having opened out the map on a large tabléhe hall,
indicated a ringed area on the eastern side dfltver. Vicky caught
her breath.

‘This takes in land on the other side of the tshg¢ said in choking
accents. 'A great area of land.’

'Yes? that's right. It won't interfere with thewiérom the Manor—If
you look at the contours you'll see this.

On the other side of the hill there's only a buogal-'

He stopped to point this out. 'They'll eventually surrounded by
property, but that's the luck of the draw, isfPtNlo one's view is safe
these days, not with building going on all over piece.'

‘They don't usually build on estates like this.'



'Oh, I wouldn't say that! It's the so-called richanare being forced to
sell their land—Oh, lord! I'm awfully sorry, Mrs 8hrand, What an
unthinking fool | am— and you not knowing that yduusband's
selling anyway. Please forgive me; | do apologide.'stared at her
anxiously, at a face that was a mask, stiff and,dide the rest of her
body.

"You want to go over and look at this land?' shd aalast, and the
man nodded eagerly.

'l've got to survey it, and form an opinion as foether its purchase
for building would be a viable proposition or not'

They went in silence, John Bailey suddenly graspiegfact that the
lady by his side was exceedingly upset, to sayidhast He told her
where the borders were, but she examined the midpefself. Yes,
the bungalow would be somewhere in the middle ©f pinoposed
housing estate.

‘That's the bungalow—but of course you must knowHi¢ pointed
for all that 'A beautiful place judging by what wan see from here.
Must be a wealthy man whao's built it You know hivirs Sherrand?’

'Yes, | do know him."' Her voice was not like hermgwhe thought It
was choked and stiff and it was with difficulty thehe spoke at all.
'‘Four hundred acres, you said?’

‘Correct' He wandered away from her, gazing ardhbed referring to
his map again. 'l'd like to take some soil samglemay. One never
knows, buyers of properties might want to staridgkilike nurseries. |
daresay a few acres of glass would pay off hermalo growing and
other pricey commodities ...' He trailed off, notg how pale she
was. 'I'm sorry ... you don't care for the ideasavfs and rows of
greenhouses? [s over the hill, you know, Mrs Sherrand, so yol
won't have your view spoiled, as | said.' He seeamtterned about



her, but at the same time he obviously had an @ybudsiness. 'It'll
take me some time to do what I've come for, s@if'¢y rather leave
me ...?'

‘Yes, | would." And without another word she wheedgvay and went
back to the Manor.

How could Richard sell land which would ruin hethir's view
?—not only that, but the value of the bungalow wlowrop
tremendously. It would not be worth half what itlhaost.

It was over an hour before John Bailey returnedkyi/i giving him
no encouragement to stay, merely offered him aofuea, but at the
same time told him that she had not much time &vesp

'You must get in touch with my husband,' she add#idtell him
you've called, of course, and that you have dome gorveying.'

‘Thank you. Er—I'm very sorry --'

'It's not your fault, Mr Bailey. And now, I'm afdiyou must excuse
me ...’

She stood by the window and watched his car draayatken speed
smoothly along the tree-lined drive to the bend neh®e was soon
hidden from view. She closed her eyes, wondering &loe was to
tell her father the dreadful news. Richard mughlare straits to sell
his land in such quantities. But if he did haveséd surely he could
have sold from another part of the estate, noteclas and
surrounding, the bungalow.

She waited with growing impatience for his retuviet when she
eventually did see the car coming along the drive felt all she
wanted to do was run away. However, she remainedevéhe was,
forcing a smile to her lips as Richard came int® dnawing-room
and, returning her smile, kissed her lightly onltps.



‘A man's been here,' she told him without preambiethe name of
John Bailey. He was from a firm of builders called—

‘John Bailey! He's been here?' Anger brought tHeucocreeping
along Richard's mouth. 'What right— What was heng®i

'Surveying the land you have to sell, Richard—t®'s for a housing
estate, he told me, and it'll take every bit ofdlaurrounding my
father's land.'

Richard, looking down into her white face, sudddolgot his anger
in his concern for her. He held out his arms aral rsim into them,
resting her head against his breast.

‘My darling,' he said softly, 'your fears are grdless. | did intend
selling some land, but I've changed my mind. Thiate remains
intact.’

'‘Changed your mind?' she said, drawing away from. HOh,
Richard, do you mean it?'

'l certainly do, my dear. How unpleasant that maisg must have
been for you. | don't know what went wrong, buéihcelled his visit
more than a month ago. The inefficiency of someheise firms

appals me. They've obviously lost the letter | semt rather, that my
lawyer sent.' He felt her body sag in his arms,\sig relief, but the

strain had told on her and in spite of her efftotsestrain them, the
tears came to her eyes. 'Hush, my love, you mugstn'tit's all for

nothing. Your father's bungalow is quite safe.’

'‘But you were originally intending to sell the |&nhd
'Yes,' he said with a sigh, 'l was, Vicky.'

'‘And you would have sold that particular land—sunding our
bungalow?'



He seemed pained, but only for a moment or two.

‘At the time | first contemplated selling, my lovehadn't come to
know your father properly, and | hadn't even mat.yo

'l see.' Relief swept over her as she thought atbagit'l suppose it
takes some time for a deal like that to be put operation. Father
used to become so annoyed at delays in obtainmy' la

Her husband nodded his head.

'l began negotiations with the building firm notryéong after you
and your father moved into the bungalow.'

‘You must have been—short of money.' Vicky spoksithetly,
fearing her husband might be vexed at the ide@o$peaking about
his private affairs. But to her surprise he actuaihiled down at her
and said yes, he was in difficulties at that time.

'However,' he went on, drawing her close to higthagain, 'it's all
over now. | managed to—to put things right.'

She looked up, only vaguely conscious of the sligdsitation he had
made. She was too happy to think of anything batféict that John
Bailey's visit was all a mistake, that the land wasbeing sold and
therefore her father's bungalow was safe. She $eaiggore closely
Into her husband's arms, and they stood for a\amtg, both silent,
both deep in thought.

'‘Did you manage to do the business you went odd® she asked at
last, raising her head to look into his face.

'L did." Abrupt his voice, and his arms about heersed to have
stiffened. 'lIt wasn't exactly business, as | mem@'



Vicky said nothing; she was faintly uneasy withkioibwing why this
should be. Her husband, suddenly appearing to ¢lkisseneasiness,
bent his head and kissed her tenderly on the lips.

'l love you," she whispered, almost before he hadd his lips away.
'How has it come about that I'm so very very lucky® her surprise
he seemed to wince. 'It's | who am lucky, my dddrdss eyes were
brooding, though, and Tie appeared to have sonweiiafoundly
troublesome on his mind. 'Yes, indeed, it's J windwcky.' He held
her close; she felt his long lithe body quiver faatithe nearness of
hers. 'What a darling you are! Sweet, unsophigte;dbving ... what
else could any man want in a wife?' She laugheitie@ $hakily, and
said he would surely spoil her with such flattév¥jpu're as bad as my
father," she told him,

'He adores you. | wish I'd had a little affectioarh my father.’
'I'm sorry for anyone who hasn't a father like niine

‘And | for anyone who hasn't a wife like mine,'umted Richard
gallantly and, encircling her in his arms again,hetd her close,
protectively, so that all her fears were dissolwveithe knowledge that
her husband loved her and always would love her.



CHAPTER FOUR

SeEVERAL idyllic days sped by, with Vicky spending her tinre
rearranging some of the furniture, after asking hessband's
permission and then discussing the changes with &he had
certainly a wonderful flair for interior design, dRiard was soon
admitting, and went on to say that whatever shendisl bound to be
an improvement.

‘You must get Snowy to help you,' he told her ocag when, coming
in unexpectedly, he found her trying to move a lyesacretaire of
black lacquer decorated with gold on the doors@ediment. 'Don't
let me find you struggling like this again.' Hisie® was stern, his
eyes glinting with anger. She knew at once thavaethinking that a
wife of his ought not to be engaged in so menitdsk as moving
furniture without help from one or more of the senis. In fact, she
was to supervise, that was all, he said.

'I'm sorry.' She straightened up, her face flusheddress not nearly
as immaculate as usual. His grey eyes slid overbdutrhe made no
comment on her appearance, a fact for which sheewesedingly
relieved. 'Is Snowy at liberty? He was mending laateacal iron for
Lildy when | last saw him.'

'So you were in the kitchen?'
She nodded.

‘At home | liked being in the kitchen, seeing te tmeals—I don't
mean cooking them," she hastened to add. '‘Gracepol, wouldn't
even have allowed me to do any of the importankicaop'

‘You shouldn't be in the kitchen, Vicky,' said Racth, though not
unkindly. 'Surely you can find some more pleasdateto spend
your time?'



'l shall probably help you," she said, laughing.
‘Me? In what way?'

'You have accounts appertaining to the estatetehodid Father's
accounts for him. He was so tired at night whertdn®e home that
sometimes he'd just flop into a chair and fall @gle.' Vicky let her
voice fade as she noticed the change in her husbexpression. 'ls
anything wrong?'

'l was just trying to imagine Wallace as you ddseriim, coming
home dead beat and dropping off to sleep. He'dftegain the next
morning, working hard again.' He stopped, his fegféective. 'To
think that he's worked so hard for his money and né deep sigh,
and a quivering of his mouth. Vicky went to him angking her arm
in his, looked up into his dark face and said,

‘Sometimes, Richard, you're so puzzling to me. ¥oas bad as
Father when you use such unfathomable expressions.’

‘Your father? What unfathomable expressions doesa@'

'l can't remember specific ones.' Vicky wrinklea hese as she tried
to concentrate. 'lt was before we were married Iynoste said
strange things which | couldn't understand. | stdinder what made
him send you that first invitation. | thought hesatainking he might
do some sort of business deal with you, but thaanwahe reason
obviously, because you haven't done a businesstalgather, have
you?' To her amazement he turned from her abruptbking no
answer but changing the subject, telling her om@grathat she must
not move anything heavy. She looked at her hand¢chwh, few
seconds ago had been tucked into his. Her moutherpd; she
wanted to go to him, to lift her lips in an offegiof her love. But
Richard seemed so far away ... so very far away.



'l won't do any more for the present,' she saalfiat little voice. 'Do
you mind if | go over and see Father?'

He turned, his eyes inquiring.
‘Have | ever minded, Vicky?'
'‘No, but | might stay for lunch.’
'‘Why?' he asked briefly.

'l don't really know why | want to stay for luncllaybe | feel the
need for com- --' She broke off, staggered thatcshubd have been
going to say a thing like that.

'‘Comfort?' Richard's voice was sharp yet anxiodigky, what on
earth do you mean?'

She shook her head, impatient with herself.
'It was silly—a slip of the tongue."'
‘You ought not to be in need of comfort, my dear.'

'‘No --' A shaky laugh escaped her. 'l can't expRiohard, so please
don't ask me.' She thought of these past few @daybthe sheer bliss
that each one had brought her. Richard had workethgl the
mornings in his study, while Vicky had wandered rote@ see her
father for a short while. On her return she hadupead herself in the
pleasurable task of making certain alterationsomes of the rooms,
taking out items of furniture which she consideigzbnsistent with
the general layout and putting other items in th&ce. At lunch she
would be with her husband and afterwards they weiikter go out in
the car or wander, hand in hand, over the moorlamik valleys.
Dinner later, in the warm romantic setting of catight and flowers,
then perhaps another stroll, shorter this timahagarden, then to



their*rrooms. Vicky would wait, her heart throbbimgldly, for the
central door to swing inwards, and her husband avdod there,
smiling tenderly, his arms wide and inviting. Yeéisere had been
nothing to mar the happiness, yet now, for somecuresreason,
Vicky knew a return of that uneasiness she hadrexpeed on a
couple of previous occasions:

'You can't explain?'. Richard's voice repeatingwerds broke into
her reflections. "You've just accuseédof being cryptic,' he reminded
her with a dry inflection.

'l know—->but it's different,’ she said lamely. 'Asdid, | can't explain.’

'You must be able to explain why you have this needin to your
father for comfort, Vicky.'

‘Take no notice. | don't know myself why | said jtHe was not
satisfied, but made no further attempt to extracexplanation from
her.

‘Are you staying at the bungalow for lunch, thér®@wanted to know.

'l --* She paused, undecided. 'l love having luwth you, Richard.'
Her voice had dropped to a whisper and so theipléavas missed
by her husband.

'‘And | enjoy having mine with you, Vicky. Howevef,you really
want a change, then by all means go to your father

'l don't want a change,' she protested, her eyssngiup, dimming
her vision. 'You and | always have lunch together.’

‘Then what is this all about?' Gently he took hertliee shoulders,
drawing her to him. 'We shall have our lunch togetmy darling,
just as we're used to doing.'



Vicky managed a smile, her world bright and sunggiia.
'I'm very silly,' she owned deprecatingly. 'l imagithings.'

'I'm in complete agreement with you,' her husbaetdrned with a
hint of amusement, 'and for that reason | shaslsiron knowing
what those things are that you imagine.'

'‘Because they're unimportant?'
'Precisely.’

She looked up at him, her lips quivering tremulgugtichard, his

attention fixed, seemed for a long while to bergkin all he saw,

taking it in deeply, absorbing it just as if it veesomething entirely
new that was there before his eyes. She blinkgdast tensed, her
whole being effected by his nearness, by the taidiis hands, by
the expression on his face when, bending slowhprieesed his lips
to her in a kiss of mastery and possession.

'‘How very lovely you are, Vicky.'

A long while later she was thinking of those worgsile she sat
before her dressing-table, brushing her hair. I8 waonderful to
know that the beauty of which her father so ofteoke was giving
her husband so much pleasure. For the first timekywiwas
examining herself with intense interest—noticing éges with their
long curling lashes, her 'turned-up' nose, as hénef so often
referred to it—mostly when he was reminiscing aboeit mother.
She looked at her mouth, which Richard obvioushetbto kiss. And
a smile broke. Life was good!

Not that it had been anything else for Vicky, bsither father had so
wisely maintained, a woman does not reach the pédlappiness
until she is married to the man she loves, and laties her. It was
providential, she mused, that she should marry ia oharistocratic



birth, since this was her father's dream, his famabition in life. Yet

it had happened naturally, and not aided by hiemsatg at all, just as
she had laughingly reminded him a few days ago. Niswdream had
materialised he was content, appearing to havéedatown to a
tranquil, uncomplicated existence which must sakenHeaven after
the zealous activity of the past forty years orkdad his dream not
come to fruition, then undoubtedly he would havespeered until it

did, simply because he never allowed anything & Mam, just as he
had so vehemently declared so many times.

Glancing at the clock, Vicky noticed that it wasnabkt half past
seven, and as Richard liked to have an aperitiiendrawing-room
before dinner she hastened to get dressed, puattirsglong gown of
flowered black nylon, full-skirted and with the wsual feature of
having a white insert to the bodice which was sf@ivn the front and
then laced with black silk cord. The high neckhmas frilled, as were
the cuffs and the hem of the skirt. The undersks Wull, being made
up of several layers of white nylon, and the resal$ that the skirt of
the dress flowed out, swaying as Vicky walked.

She came down the wide staircase to see her hugfmangl to the
telephone at the far end of the hall. What an angéigure he made!
So tail and straight and slim. So many times slietbla herself she
was lucky to have such a superlative man for admgband she was
telling herself again as, stopping before she redithe last stair, she
watched Mm pick up the receiver and dial a numtesccurred to
her that she ought to make her presence knowrg §tichard, with
Ms back to her, had no idea that she was there. titneght of
revealing herself was vague, though, Vicky's eniiterest being
with her husband. Absurdly she felt she would b#egcontent to
remain here, just looking at Ms back for half amithor more.

He was speaking; she listened without fully reafisshe was doing
So.



"... your letter this morning. I'd prefer you tdreen from this direct
communication and leave everything to the solisitoRichard's
voice was brittle, and frigidly austere. 'Yes,\Wees saying, obviously
In answer to a brief question just put to him, 'voa entitled to half
this --' His voice was cut, obviously by an intgrion on the other
end of the line. 'l have to accept it-hveaccepted it, but these
things take time. It's quite impossible for me atdy your --' Again
there seemed to be an interruption and this tineky/noticed the
dark and angry frown that settled on her husbdod=head. He was
listening; the frown gradually deepened to a saufvgheer hatred. At
last he himself broke in to say that he would nagkr tolerate ‘these
letters of abuse!’

The telephone receiver was about to be replaced/akg, guiltily

aware that she should not have remained thereniigj to something
that had nothing to do with her, stepped back $&wifhanaging to
negotiate several stairs before coming to a stoRielsard turned.
She then continued down the stairs—slowly, as ifrfpress on him
that this had been her speed all the time—a siuifefing to her lips.

She saw no answering smile but instead a stermjaestioning look
upon her husband's face.

'How long have you been there?' he demanded almaostly.
‘Not—not 1-long. Why do you ask?’

He was standing at the foot of the stairs, lookipcat her, and for a
fleeting moment his thoughts were diverted as luavald his eyes to
wander over her lovely figure before coming to m@sther face. She
was flustered, aware that she had eavesdroppedfeamnithg her
husband knew she had. How angry he would be! Arel\she would
despise her!



'Did you hear any part of what | was saying?' Therkgrey eyes
seemed to be probing far beneath the negative &sipreshe had
forced herself to assume.

Almost without knowing it Vicky was shaking her loeand it was
with a sort of wondering disbelief that she heagtsklf say,

'‘No, Richard, I didn't hear anything. I've onlytjgeme down ..." and
she began to descend the final few stairs untilreaehed the last
one. 'Do you like my dress?' She took hold of tlhlesand pulled
them out. Richard, plainly relieved, held out hand for her to slip
hers into it, which she did, her heartbeats retwyto normal after the
racing which had been induced by fear.

They dined cosily and intimately, by the light ony candles. Vicky
kept up a bright front, chatting happily to her lbaisd, but it was
inevitable that his words over the telephone sh&atp coming back
to her, and in consequence several questions davtad in her mind.
To whom had Richard been speaking? He had certdebn
furiously angry—but no wonder, if he had been reogi letters of
abuse! Vicky could not imagine anyone having theaety to write
letters of abuse to a man like Richard. Was som#woeatening him?
It had seemed like it, yetvho would want to threaten him? she
wondered.

'Vicky, what are you thinking about?' Richard's o&i low and

cultured, reached her across the table, breakingelerie. She met
his keen grey eyes and wondered what lay behind dipparently

amused expression. 'You're not with me, my darkamgl that doesn't
suit me at all.’

'I'm sorry. Nothing important,’ she hastened to, adst in case he
should begin a series of questions that might chasé make a slip
and reveal the fact that she had overheard soméaif he had been
saying. 'Isn't this steak delicious? You know, Rich until | tasted



your cook's meals I'd have argued that our cooktivadest in the
country.'

He seemed gratified by her praise of the cook.

'l won't take credit for her being here, thougle'daid. 'My father
found her—or rather, stole her from one of his Hesnds. He
offered to double her wages and this she couldrist, so she came
to us.’

‘That wasn't very fair of your father --' Vicky gtmed. Then
apologised.

‘You've no need to,' laughed Richard. 'Everyondadegd my father's
action. Needless to say, it was the end of thadiskip.'

After a silent moment Vicky said, a little hesitgntYour father ...
you haven't spoken about him very much at all.'

'You'd like to know more about him?' Suddenly thk mouth was
thin, just as Vicky had seen it on the day she firatl spoken to
Richard, and now, as then, she sensed that heithias recalling an
unpleasant memory, or regretting something. 'Wen'tithave
anything in common, so there's not much to tell. yéeft home when
he married my stepmother, as you already know.'

‘That was a shame. After all, it wasurhome."'

‘Yes, | missed it very much.' His expression wasodmg as he
added, 'l often used to wonder if | would ever cdraek at all.'

'Oh, but you were bound to! As soon as your fatied you would be
the owner.' Vicky was cutting her steak and migkecharsh twist of
her husband's lips.

'Yes," he murmured expressionlessly. 'l would leeattvned.’



'It's said that your stepmother was extravaganicky/ looked
uncertainly at him. '‘Ought | not to talk about stigimgs, Richard?’

‘They're unprofitable, my dear. However, you are wife and it's
only natural that you should be interested in mgkigeound.' 'Yes.
You see,’ she went on naively, 'you know everythafgput my
background, don't you ?'

'l believe so—unless you have a skeleton in thécapl,’ he added
teasingly.

'‘We haven't anything to be ashamed of. My fathrenser committed
a dishonest act, in spite of his being a keen legsiman. And | --'
Vicky spread her hands and laughed with her eyean't recollect
having done anything more reprehensible than pagchigirl on the
nose.'

'You ... what?' Richard's eyes opened wide. 'Really

'‘She spoke disparagingly about my father. | wenanoexpensive
school, as you know, and the girls there were alligtters of
the—er—people like you." She looked apologetically him, a

circumstance that seemed to afford him considerablesement.
'‘Well, she talked about my father being a commadoklayer—he

was, at first, but then he had his own businessuldn't stand by and
listen to that, could 1?'

'Indeed, no," agreed her husband, lips twitching.

'So | gave her a punch on the nose, and madesid bMicky glanced
down to her plate and picked up a choice piecéeakso pop into her
mouth. 'By the way,' she went on when Richard nremleomment,
'please don't mention this to Father. He would dneecghocked if he
knew I'd acted in such an unladylike fashion. Hetually feel he'd
failed in some way.'



'Yes,' musingly, 'l can imagine he would. A periagcist with high
ideals and even higher ambitions.’

'Yes, you've read him perfectly.’

'I'd better beware,' he said presently, veeringsthgect a little. 'l can
see | must take care.’

‘Take care?'
‘Not to upset you in any way. | might find myselthva black eye!

She looked up and laughed at him across the t&bteas he watched
her in the glow from the candles, a strange exmessossed his
face. But then his mouth moved convulsively, ansl dney eyes
shadowed so that Vicky's smile faded as a feelirgniety erased
the lightness of spirit she had just revealed byglay laughter.

'l could never hurt you, Richard." The words carslewly, the
automatic answer to what he had said. She addecdnately, 'Is
anything wrong, Richard?'

‘Wrong, dear?"
'You looked—sad ...."

'I'm not sad, darling,' he hastened to reassurehigeface clearing on
the instant 'What made you say a thing like that?'

She shook her head vaguely. She had a strong srsthat Richard
was deceiving her, that he really was sad over songe She bit her
Up, realising—not for the first time—that there waemething
missing as regards the intimacy which should haystexl between
her husband and herself. It was nompleteShe supposed this must
be owing to her own sensitivity regarding the d#fece in her
background and Richard's. She had, from the bestn keenly aware



of this difference and had in consequence congideeeself inferior

to her husband. She knew now that unless she abs&@rd this

inferiority complex she and Richard would never eoas close as
she wished them to do. If they had been closest"tiltme then she
could have insisted that he tell her what was tilagkhim; as things

were, she felt she had not the right to do so.

'l don't know why | said it,' she lied when, glamgiat her husband,
she saw that he was waiting patiently for her tewaer him: ‘It was
just that you looked—different'

'I'm sorry, my love. | assure you I'm very happy &ave nothing on
my mind.' He looked down at his plate as he spaie athough
Vicky kept her eyes on him he did not glance upstame time. When
he did he was plainly amused about something.

‘Tell me more, about this girl you decided to bagat You weren't
expelled, obviously, but you must have been punisfue your
behaviour?'

‘She didn't report it. She knew she'd done wrongdtieby saying
those things about my father.'

'S0 you got away with it?'

‘Yes, thank goodness. | hate to think what my fattmuld have said
if I'd had that on my report at the end of term."

'‘He was strict with you at times, then?'
‘Yes, very strict. He was afraid, you see, thabé&dspoiled.'

Her husband smiled at this and said softly, 'Hedn&dnave feared;
you're not the girl to become spoiled.' There wasréain tenderness
in his voice that immediately brought back her iggss of spirit.



‘Thank you," she returned demurely. And then, Ketafter my
mother, so I'm very lucky indeed.’

‘Your father speaks about your mother a great teal?

‘Not a great deal, but I'm sure she's never lotgbhis thoughts.’
'What a tragedy that she died so young.'

Vicky nodded.

'For myself—well, 1 don't feel the loss simply basa | never knew
her, but Father feels it all the time and it ofteakes me feel sad.’

Richard's gaze was fixed on his wife's face, hipression an
unreadable mask.

‘You're a very sweet child," he murmured unexpdgtédou deserve
more --' Abruptly he stopped and Vicky shot himiaterrogating

glance. 'l was going to say that you deserve niwag just a father's
love; you deserve a mother's love as well." Riclegian to toy with
the mushrooms on his plate, but pushed them asuiésant back in
his chair. He had finished, and Vicky laid down kaife and fork.

She was puzzled, yet admonished herself for susgethat her

husband, when he began to speak, had not interrgatgsvhat he

had subsequently said.

'l had both a mother's love and a father's,' sk lion quietly at
length. ‘My father gave me both.' Richard said mgtland she added,
‘Now | have your love, and this magnificent hometie-spread a
hand expressively. —'so what more could any gimt®aShe lifted
her napkin to dab her lips, and so missed compl#tel swift action
of Richard as for a second he shut his eyes tighlyif a spasm of
excruciating pain had shot through him.



But she did notice the tightness of his mouth, wadted only to say
something that would make him relax, to forget thatid telephone
conversation he had had. Her sweet and tender gmoleed to be
more than sufficient; he reached across the talikgke the small and
dainty hand she so eagerly put out to him.

'Oh, but I'm so happy! she exclaimed. 'l often demat what's
happened to me, and feel it's all a dream! Aftérvaho am | to
be—be ...?' She allowed her voice to trail awayinge of colour
bringing an adorable glow to her cheeks. Richarsl,expression
grave but tender, finished softly for her,

‘My wife?'
She swallowed, emotion preventing speech for a mbome

'l was really going to say, who am | to be the vaf@ man like you?'
She had lost her shyness and she met his gazeingothe slight
frown that had come to his brow. She added thewy don't like my

looking up to you in the way | do, but, Richaran the kind of girl

who must look up to my husband. I've always knowwat tmy

husband must be honourable in every way..." Agaeatlowed her
voice to trail off, this time owing to the way inhweh his eyes had
shadowed ... almost as if he were ashamed of sorgeth 'Is

anything the matter?' she asked again, puzzled.

He shook his head; the impression she had had tad#dte instant as
his reassuring smile broke.

They talked on as the meal progressed, not touchmygbut light
subjects. Sometimes Wallace would come into the@mation and
Vicky's expression would become tender. Richardicinag her,
seemed to brood now and then, or become preoccupigidhe
listened, learning more and more about her fatis&iggle to attain
his goal. He learned that Vicky had for the greasat of her young



life been used to comfort and, later, luxury, foaN&ce's success hac
come early, growing and building until that day wheushing home
to the lovely house which he had built a few ygaes/iously on the
edge of the delightful village of Pressley in Chesihe had waved a
paper in the air and announced,

'I've made it! I'm a millionaire!'

‘It must be very gratifying," said Richard, breakimto his wife's
story at this point, 'to achieve one's ambitiomtigh one's own hard
work.'

'He always meant to achieve it, and would have gonand on until
he did achieve it. I'm glad he's stopped work nbe/;should have
many years yet in which to enjoy the fruits of lailsours.'

A strange unfathomable silence followed during WwhiRichard
seemed to withdraw into himself. But presently h&lshis voice
quiet and finely-modulated, as always,'l sincetedpe he will have
many more years, Vicky. No one in this world dessrit more than
he does.'

'He's never thought of marriage,' she said a hetdgetfully. 'l do have
the feeling, sometimes, that he could find someaoce to spend his
life with now that I'm married and have left hirShe looked up, her
eyes faintly sad. 'He must be lonely, Richard, edenigh he would
deny it if | suggested such a thing.'

'| agree that he must be lonely, and as you sayopuild be nice for
him if he could find a woman who would be a comparfor him." -
‘There's Mrs Basset," mused Vicky, going on to nehiRichard that
he had met her at their wedding. 'She's nice, sbig'?’

'Yes,' he agreed, 'she is. Has your father knowoing?'



'‘Some years. She once came on holiday with ugebld because she
played on the sands with me. She's been a widoyefars.'

‘And yet she's never remarried. She's so attrattiasteshe must have
had many opportunities of marrying again.'

‘Yes; and she's only young—not yet fifty.'

'‘She has children, obviously," said Richard, tmgkiof the two
bridesmaids who were her grandchildren.

'One son, but she doesn't want to live with him hisdwife, so she
lives on her own in a flat in Macclesfield.'

‘Not all that far from here," mused Richard. 'Haxgedy seems to
have been very similar to that of your father.'

‘Yes, she was widowed young and left with a cloléting up.'
Richard paused, again becoming thoughtful.
' take it that your father doesn't see much of Blasset?’

‘No, she goes out to work, you see, in an offideelieve she works
longer hours than usual in order to earn a litttrermoney. It must
be hard for her, having to keep up an establishnkamrything is so
expensive these days and people living alone naustby hard hit.’
She was so serious, so mature in her conclusibas, Richard's
whole attention was arrested. His expression clthrigeone of
infinite tenderness and a swift smile leapt tolhpe.

'l love you,' she said softly, surprising herseé® more than him. He
made no answer, but merely feasted his eyes olovely face. She
said after a moment of shyness, 'Do you love meh&d?' There was
no sign of coquetry in her pose, but a hint of aeds, mingled with
the childish candour in her eyes—which said plaihit her question



had really been a statement—was most appealindRexidrd found
himself swallowing something in his throat, someghihat was more
than mere emotion. He soon collected himself, thoaad lifted a
quizzical eyebrow as he said,

'‘Now what, my lave, made you ask a question lilk¢*He rose as he
spoke, for they had finished their meal over fiveutes ago, and,
taking her hand, he brought her to her f&tequivered inhis arms
as he took her to his breast, tilting her chin waithentle finger so that
he could kiss her softly-parted lips. 'My beloved He seemed
suddenly to change in some unfathomable way, angdher to him
as if he would never let her go. And the kiss heegaer was by no
means as gentle as the first—although it thrilled just as much!
'‘Well, you haven't answered my question,’ he séer a while.
Vicky managed a shaky laugh and said, 'l don'tydalow what
made me ask it." 'Fibber! ' Richard gave her ke Ighake. "You were
flirting with me, you tantalising little wretch!'

'Oh, what a horrid thing to say to me!'
"'l be more horrid if you ever ask me again ibve you!'

'l expect,' mused Vicky not in the least affectgdh® mock-grimness
in his eyes, 'Justwanted to hear you say it'

Again he shook her, but his lips were seeking heutimat the same
time. She surrendered, carried on the tide of assipn, thrilling to
the tenderness of his hands as they came roungbtber firmyoung
breasts.

How lucky she was! And how deliriously happy—so pwpshe had
told her father, that she was frightened. Vickynteaway from her
husband, looked into his eyes and saw the lovamiltteir depths ...
and she wondered why, at a time like this, shelghmeirecalling the
words she had uttered to her father.



CHAPTER FIVE

WALLACE sat on the lawn watching his daughter as she digdbe

herbaceous border admiring the glorious show obwothat the
weeks of late June and early July had produced.ejles were
narrowed, his thoughts not too happy. Vicky turrsediled and lifted
a hand to him. He beckoned and she came speediygsathe velvet
carpet that was the pride and joy of Stan, theiquaar gardener
whose task it was to care for it.

‘Everything looks so lovely, Father!" Vicky had idea of the wistful
note that edged her voice, but it did not escapédtieer's keen ears.
‘And those trees—I know we had them planted beftedhouse was
built, but they look as if they've been there faefor six years!

'Plenty of good food,' said Wallace, easing him&ek fully upright
position on his lounger. 'Tell me, love, how are Y&ing it, being a
great lady?'

She looked down, appearing to become interestdabibuckle of her
sandal.

'It's rather wonderful—the house, | mean. As for neyng a great
lady --' she spread her hands deprecatingly,llthaver be possible. |
am what | am.'

'l had you brought up in the right way, knowingttixau'd one day be
the daughter of a rich man. That was far-seeinge&fbut | don't take
full credit for it. I've a special gift for lookintgp the future and that's
how | was able to reach my goal.' His shrewd egekdd up into her
face, a face that was pale yet should not have Batat's wrong, my
precious?'

She sighed, lost for a moment in thought.

'l don't know,' she answered at last. 'l really'tdimow.’



The big brown eyes under their bushy brows becam®wed again.

'‘Richard,' he said, 'he hasn't been able to spendiah time with you
lately as he used to, has he?"

'‘No, he has to work in his study. He does almdsthal paperwork
himself, as you do.’

'It's a time-consuming task, Vicky. You must tryaocept that your
husband can't possibly spend all day and everyitayyou.'

She nodded her head, thinking of the several cmeadately when
Richard had dined out, without taking his wife whim. It was
business, he had told Vicky, and therefore she avoot be happy
sitting there while he and his friend talked bussi&he had naturally
asked what kind of business it was, but Richard mashaged to
evade giving her an answer. Vicky had not mentiotiesl to her
father; he believed that although Richard was afn@y her all day
he did at least spend all his evenings with her.

'l do understand that he has work to do," she dgekength.

"You could take up some sort of a hobby," he suggeakoughtfully.
There Ws a moment's silence as she pondered this.

‘What sort of a hobby, though?'

‘You learned to ride exceedingly well at schooluY@aven't done any
riding at all since coming here. I'll tell you whaty pet, I'll get you a
nice little mare which you can ride in the showswHwill you like
that?'

Her eyes brightened.

‘That would be nice, Father. Yes, | would like itervery much.’



'‘And now we shall have afternoon tea on the veraadal it'll be like
old times, won't it?" Wallace's voice was lighs hig eyes twinkling.
'‘Home-baked scones, fresh butter, jam and creammieGm, Vicky,
we'll have that brought to us in a jiffy !"

She smiled at him with her lovely eyes, tucked dwn in his and
together they strolled across the lawn towards/érandah fronting
the bungalow. It was hung with flowers, and set with white
garden furniture of the most expensive kind. Viskytled in a chair,
her eyes pensive as she recalled the happy time$ whe and her
father had spent here. The Manor was beautiful, ai$iquity
appealing to her aesthetically, but of late she leglin to find, the
very magnitude of the place rather overpowering.

She supposed that, had Richard been with herealiitie, then she
would never even have noticed that there was amyttlispleasing
about her new home. But as her father had so rabBopointed out,
Richard could not be with her every hour of eveay.dt would not

be a satisfactory arrangement anyway, simply bec#uke were

dancing attendance on his wife all the time thenwwaild be

neglecting something else. The Whitethorn estate imaredibly

large and in consequence must re- require a gesdtad attention.
Richard supervised work on the home farm, he saw tthe rents
came in for the other farms and various propeh&swned. He had
servants' wages to see to, the ordering of the rmumecommodities
which were necessary for its smooth running.

He had explained all this to Vicky and she had bgaitk to

understand. It was just those evenings which haeétuper since she
could not really accept his explanations as satisfg. She saw no
reason why he could not invite these business eges®f his to the
Manor or, alternatively, ask them to bring theives to the hotel or
wherever the talks took place. Vicky would then able to

accompany him. Also, she could not understand whigd®d was so
reticent about his absences. The last time sheghadtioned him



about it he had turned a pair of stern cold eyemuper and in an
inexorable tone of voice had said that she wouldbeointerested.
That was that. Vicky had not dared to question fuirther, so severe
was his attitude towards her.

Vicky glanced up as her father, having been int hbuse for the
latest copy gfHorse and Houndsat down opposite to her.

'I've told Grace we want our tea at once ...' He aleeady turning the
pages of the magazine and Vicky, her lovely eyradfion those
rather plump hands of his, thought about the yefinard work they
had done until, in the end, they had done a greailtid making the
million pounds which Wallace maintained he woulde aray own.

'‘Here, how does this sound to you? "Thoroughbrecentan years.
Both parents British National Champions. Regulanner in the

show ring. Most attractive pony. Four white sockhjte blaze and
white mane and tail. Cutey is for sale only becausaer is going

abroad. Sensitive horse so good kind home essertialv about

that?'

Vicky's eyes were sparkling.
'It sounds perfect for me. How much is it?'
'Oh, that's immaterial——

‘Nothing of the kind," she interrupted. 'How muEhther?' And when
he hesitated, 'l have only to look in the magazyoe, know.'

‘And if | hide it?' he teased.
'l can go out to Wellsover and buy one.'

'‘And you would, too! All right: it's one thousanéven hundred
pounds.’



'Too much.'

‘A fleabite! Besides, you've to think about thed®iShe's got to have
a good home. If we don't buy her she might nobget'

Vicky had to laugh.

‘You have a way of getting round anything!' shdaxaeed. 'All right,
Father, we'll have a look at the pony. Where cée iviewed?'

‘At a place in Cheshire—Here, take the address ddway haven't
given a telephone number; probably don't want pedpbing up all
the time. | must say, it can be darned annoying.hbhded her a pen
from his pocket and she wrote down the address.

'Shall | write off?' she asked, but Wallace shoakHead. 'I'll do it
Let's surprise Richard, shall we?'

‘Yes, all right.’
'‘Does he know you can ride?"

'‘No, as a matter of fact he doesn't. We've nevkedaabout riding,
though | know he did ride because | saw him. Thesdagsn't there
now, though. There aren't any horses in the staltlaB.'

'I'm aware of that," he said. 'l shouldn't be bgwou the pony if there
was a suitable mount in the stables.'

Vicky fell silent for a space, then said with avirg 'Isn't it strange
that a man like Richard hasn't any horses?'

'He didn't need any. One, perhaps,’” amended Wallbae if he
doesn't ride much then it's an unnecessary expense.

She darted him a glance of surprise.



"That's a funny thing to say. Richard isn't shéthat sort of money.'

‘No, | don't suppose he is. However, many big lavder's are having
to cut their expenses, as | believe | pointed ouydu some little
while ago.'

She nodded, but nothing more was said on the dufgedGrace
appeared with the tea tray, which she placed ortable between
Wallace and his daughter.

‘Anything else, Mr Fraser?’
"No, thank you, Grace.'

'If there is, then don't hesitate to ring. I'm mtlbusy with your
dinner, but not that busy." Off she went; Vicky gjed while her
father grimaced and said,

'‘She still terrifies me, that one. | feel that "TAeazon of the
Cooking Stove" is rather mild. | ought to find a maditting title for
her.'

'l can't really believe she terrifies you, FatHéyou thought you'd
give her a month's notice then you wouldn't hesitat

‘Wouldn't 1? Let me confess, my child, that I'd ejilker notice by
letter and go away for a month --'

'Rubbish! You haven't got where you are by havioig éeet!

'Oh, well, as I'm not thinking of sacking such acetlent cook let's
say no more about it. Just take a sniff at thesepesd Fresh from the
oven! How does she do it?'

'‘Cooks them and then puts them back in the ovea few minutes.'



'‘Really? | never knew. Bit of a let-down, in a wasn't it?'

‘She could hardly cook fresh scones every timewant them, could
she?'

'‘No, | suppose not. | called for some at one-olcthés morning, and
they came just like this.’

'‘What were you doing up at that time?' she scolded.

'‘Working, love.' He stopped rather abruptly andrehtollowed a
momentary silence. Vicky, sensing something straageut his
manner, subjected him taa penetrating stare, lawat mething from
his fixed expression. 'I've a great deal of tidyung to do—with
regard to the business, of course.’

‘You're not giving up?'

‘Well ... | have thought about it. Now that yolsedtled in that stately
home I've always had in mind for you | haven't emore ambitions of
any great importance. So | might round it all ugd agtire.'

'l can't believe it. You're only young, Father—raotywhere near
Sixty yet.'

He smiled faintly at that and reminded her thatMas on the wrong
side of fifty.

'I'd like a few years of retirement, just to enggme of what I've
made.'

"You should be enjoyingll of what you've made. Why not go on on
of these fantastic world cruises we read about?"

‘You wouldn't miss me?' Something strange here,dloe thought. It
was almost as if he were fishing for informatios h& himself would



have put it, almost as if he were seeking for ne@sge that she was
so contented and happy in her new life that shddwoot miss him.

‘That," she said chidingly, 'is a silly questiom gou know it.’
He gave a deep sigh.

‘Vicky, my precious child, | want nothing more th#drat you are
perfectly happy. Are you, dear?’

The anxiety was plain to see; Vicky blamed hergaifthe rather
depressed way she had behaved on these last tveervisits. She
must not cause her father anxiety again.

'I'm as happy as it's possible to be, Father.’
Truly?'

‘Truly. And now if you don't tackle those sconesmte they'll have
to go into the oven yet again—unless you want talesm cold, of
course!’

Vicky and Wallace both fell in love with Cutey, aad she seemed to
take to them everyone was satisfied. Vicky rode foemd no faults
with her, though of course she did not try her diaerjumps.

.'She's lovely!" exclaimed Vicky, feeling excitetithe prospect of
owning her. She was excited too at the thought b&twRichard

would say. He would be bound to like the pony andgprove of the
purchase. In all probability, mused Vicky, he wolddy himself

another horse so that he and she could ride tagéther the estate
lands and perhaps across the moors.



The pony was delivered to the bungalow where itaieed in one of
the paddocks, as Vicky did not know which field hesband would
want to have it put in. There were paddocks, ofseubut these had
cows in them at present.

She watched Richard striding across the fields, déaitement
growing with every step that brought him nearehnéo.

'I've a surprise for you!' she exclaimed when ewvaihy he was with
her as she stood framed in the front doorway.

‘Have you, my love?' Richard bent to kiss her, tlsent her a
guestioning glance. 'What is this surprise? If yeu'been
transforming my study into a cosy sitting- roomrtHél warn you
here and now that | shan't be pleased about it.'

She laughed lightly, aware as always of his magrprsonality, of
the way his presence heightened her emotionsherodeep love for
him but also of a yearning which she had long sgieen up trying to
understand.

‘Father's bought me a horse!"

‘A ...?" Instead of the look of approval and insékehich she expected
Vicky was shocked to see her husband's face tightisnmouth
compress. And even his voice shocked her, so lzarditold was it
as he said, 'A horse? What sort? If | know youlhdait won't be a
fifty-pound hack he's bought.’

Vicky stepped back, pressing her hands to her br8as knew her
face had paled, that her eyes had misted up.

‘Father wouldn't buy a hack, no, of course he watld

. 'How much did he pay for this horse?"



'‘'One thousand seven hundred,' she faltered, avsas®@n as she
spoke that she should have hesitated.

'‘Flaunting his money!" Two streaks of crimson craping the sides
of his mouth, a mouth that had become so thin & ware than a
cruel line. He seemed to be quivering with fury abewildered by
this dramatic and terrifying change in her husbaMicky
automatically took another step backwards, an ac¢hat seemed to
incense him even more than he was incensed alrésjollowed
her, slamming the front door to behind him. "Wherthis horse?' he
demanded, towering above her in a menacing attitMdeere is it, |
say!'

Vicky swallowed, the tears filling her eyes andmpbmg on to her
white cheeks.

‘At the b-bungalow—in one of the—the p-paddocks.’

‘Then that's where it stays! I've endured more #raough of your
father's --' He stopped abruptly, turning awayn 'sorry," he said
hoarsely. 'Forgive me, Vicky ..." He came roundlecting himself,
but she sensed that anger still smouldered betieaturface.

'I'm sorry, dear,' he said again. 'I'll go overhwybu afterwards and
take a look at your pony.'

Vicky stared up at him through a mist of tears.

'‘Richard ... what have | done? | th-thought yoledplb-pleased—-'
Her head dropped into her hands and she sobbébexrdieart would
break. Richard, hesitating for a moment, a lookmjry resignation
on his face, stared down at her bent head. Hey flading on either
side of her face, left the back of her neck baeepilit out a hand and
covered it, murmuring to her in tones that seentedbreak with
despair.



‘My dear, don't cry. | shouldn't have hurt you --'
‘Why did you?' she cried. 'Why were you so angry?"

For a moment he could not answer, and when hé dids merely to
say, on a deep, sigh,

"You wouldn't understand, Vicky dear," and he tdrher round, took
a handkerchief from his pocket and gently drieddineks. Her sobs
continued, racking hei slender body so that itgdrspasmodically
against him 'My dear, don't upset yourself likesthHe paused a
moment as if trying to find something to say by vedéyan excuse for
his earlier conduct. 'lI've had a trying day, mydpgo do please
forgive me.'

‘A trying day?' She looked up, her eyes still @illwith tears. 'Oh, I'm
sorry. Did something go wrong?'

He nodded his head.

‘Yes, dear, it did, but that was no reason whyousth have lost my
temper with you.' His gaze was tender as he lookedher eyes; she
was reassured, but only to some extent, and a fkowtis brow. He
bent and kissed her, tenderly, passionately ...shatstill was not
fully reassured. 'Would you like us to go overtie bungalow before
"Sinner, or afterwards? It will still be daylightven if we go
afterwards.'

'l don't mind,' she answered dully, all the pleasafrowning the pony
blotted out by the scene just enacted. Doubts fesh lyradually
creeping into her mind, doubts that had begun a® nieeads of
uneasiness, and for which she had been unablentcafcause, but
now her doubts were growing,-gaining strength, ¢fioshe was still
mystified as to their origin. 'l think,' she murradrpresently, ‘we'd
better go after dinner. | couldn't let my fathee figat I'd been crying.'



'‘No, we definitely mustn't let him see that!" Ridhaspoke with
emphasis, shaking his head. 'We'll go over aftemeh, then. Are you
going to phone him?'

‘Yes.' Vicky paused, examining his face, notinggheyness about it,
the dark and brooding expression in his eyes. &ah.'

‘Yes, darling?'

‘Do you really want to go? | mean, if you've hadaa day, a tiring
one, then please don't feel you must go over tk &dhe pony. We
can go tomorrow evening.'

But Richard was already shaking his head.

‘You're wanting to show it to me, which is only uval. Besides,' he
added, turning slightly so that his expression taslen from her,
'l've to go out tomorrow evening—in fact, | sha#l but for most of
the day.'

'l see ..." Vicky spoke after a long, profoundrstie. 'It's a—a business
matter, of course.' Her heart had sunk right iiofaet. 'Will you not
be—be --' She stopped, swallowing convulsively madtempt to
clear the blockage in her throat. 'Will you not imefor lunch,
then?' --.' ~

'‘No, Vicky, I'm afraid not." She said nothing; iagvtaking her all her
time to prevent herself from bursting into a renéwiood of
weeping. 'Perhaps you'd like to spend the day yatir father ?"

She nodded listlessly.

'Yes, | think | shall do that.' She looked up ahha core of misery at
her heart. 'I'll leave you now, Richard, so you oest before dinner.’
She spoke mechanically, turning away, only to sterak she began
to walk towards the stairs. Richard's voice seemkxhg way off as



he asked her if she was all right. She made no emand he, was
suddenly beside her, but she raised a hand, watdmgoff even

before he had touched her. 'Yes, I'm quite alltrifchard. I'll see
you at dinner.’

It was only to be expected that the meal was eatan atmosphere of
strain. Several times Richard, plainly regretting éingry outburst,
attempted to draw his wife into conversation, ksihar contribution
was nothing more than monosyllabic responses taumestions, he
soon abandoned his efforts and lapsed into silddwaewhen at last
the meal was over and it was time for them to gthebungalow
Vicky brightened up, determined not to let Wallapeess that she
was unhappy.

'‘Ah!" he greeted them jovially as they got out lo¢ tcar, Richard
having decided that, as the sky was overcast amd mgght be
expected, they had better not risk walking, sincevas about a
quarter of a mile between the bungalow and the V¥aself. '‘Come
to give your opinion on the pony, eh; Richard?haligh he spoke to
his son-in-law Wallace's eyes were on Ms daughfeeés. She smiled
brightly and tucked her hand into her husband's.

'Yes, Father,' she answered before Richard coelaksfHas she been
good?'

‘She could scarcely be anything else, there inpédock all by
herself. I've been out to her once or twice; shdéteendly animal but
wants companionship. How about buying a nice Atallien to keep
her company,- Richard?"

‘Not at present,’ curtly and with an inexorabléeation to Richard's
voice. 'Later, maybe.’



'You could have one,' persisted Wallace. 'You kvany well you
could. What's the objection?'

Richard turned to him, his grey eyes narrowed alrtwslits.
‘No objection, Wallace, merely caution.’

Caution ... Vicky glanced from her husband to Walathen back
again. What could Richard mean by that? she wodd&vallace had
lowered his eyes, and he gave a gentle kick atobrike tyres, as
though he had suddenly noticed something thereharic moved
away from the car and the other two followed.

‘Which paddock is the horse in?' he wanted to krgpancing around
and taking in the immaculate vista of smooth lawvesedless flower
borders and a shrubbery bright with colour. Awaythe distance
ranged the mountains, dappled with gold as the @y of the
lowering sun spread their translucent glory oveirtsummits. His
eyes returned to the scene immediately around hidnhee gave a
small sigh, a sigh which his wife heard and whi@ntwstraight to her
heart. Richard was unhappy—desperately so. Instelgtshe knew
it... and she had known it for some time ...

Distressed, she looked up into his dark face, wigkeven yet again
that she could come to regard herself as his eguaas no fault of
his that she had this inferiority complex; he hastar, either by word
or look, given her one little hint that he cons&btehimself above her.
If she couldrid herself of this feeling of inferiority then stwould
automatically break the barrier that kept her finsisting on sharing
his troubles with him. But she possessed thesditidns and at
times they tended to, warp her vision, which waatwtappened now
as she said to herself,

'I'm not good enough for him; I'm a nobody whiléshen aristocrat.'
The admission only strengthened the doubts thabkad increasing



in her mind. Richard, admitting that she was bdaluthad been
carried away by that beauty, but now he could seenfstake, could
see that his wife was far beneath him. That, dec\deky, was the
reason why he had not invited his business asgsciatdine at the
Manor, and why he had never allowed Vicky to accanyphim

when he went out to dine.

'She's in the far paddock, Richard." Wallace's es@nswering her
husband's question interrupted Vicky's unhappy ngssiand she
lifted her head, producing a bright expression josther father's
benefit. His dream, his burning ambition, his fiaahn in life, had
been to see her married to a gentleman of qudity.dream had
come true and Vicky vowed that nothing she hermsedfr did would
shatter that dream for him.

And so she actually tripped along in front of th@ tmen as they all
made their way to the far paddock, a lush greetosare in which
Cutey was cropping the grass. She called and thg pame with a
trot to the fence.

‘You darling!" She patted her neck, turning to réman the
distinctive effect of the pony's colouring. ‘Wetllarling,' she said,
shining up at her husband, 'what do you think e?Phe

Instead of answering immediately Richard appeacedeé fully
absorbed by the miraculous change in his wife's edgmour. At
dinner she had been definitely morose; on the warg lshe had
become a little more cheerful in preparation fa mheeting with her
father, but now she was undeniably gay, and aswsliehed his
expression Vicky knew that he was more than @ Iktffled by the
change in her.

'She's a real beauty,' he admitted, patting the@'shailky neck. 'You
were lucky, Wallace. This horse will be excellembteed from.'



'I'm not breeding from her," put in Vicky at ontten intending to ride
her in shows—just locally, of course.’

‘You never told me you were an experienced ridecky/ said her
husband in surprise.

'l learnt at school. I'm not very good, really, b@njoy riding and |
believe | can do some eventing with Cutey here.’

Richard seemed to become inordinately interestedhan for a
moment, his grey eyes darting from her to the hdhsn back again,
as if he were mentally assessing their worth asriat winners.

'So you don't see any major faults in her?' Wallaes asking. 'l
didn't think you would.'

"You know about horses, then?"

‘A little, so don't look so surprised, lad. | wasrguaded to buy a
racehorse once, but as the venture very swiftlabeg make a loss |
withdrew. It wasn't my intention to become invohiadanything that
wasn't going to show me a profit.'

Vicky, a little perturbed by her father's callingcRard 'lad’, looked
rather anxiously at her husband, but if he wereged by it he gave
no sign as he remarked dryly,

'‘No, | don't suppose you would become involved niything that
didn't show a profit ... either financially or otigse.'

'‘Otherwise?' echoed Vicky. 'What do you mean, RuthaProfits
always refer to money, surely.’

'‘Not always, my dear,” her husband argued, his evoas
expressionless as his face. 'lt's quite possibfgdbt in other ways
than by the increase of one's capital.'



‘Shall we go into the house?' suggested Wallade witat seemed
unnecessary abruptness. ‘We'll have a drink.

before you leave. Vicky, shall you come over toraariand collect
Cutey?'

'Yes—er—I'd like to spend the day with you if yeurot going to be
too busy. Richard has to go somewhere on busimessvan't be at
home for lunch." Her voice was light; she knew tRathard had
guessed why she had not included dinner when talalout his
absence form home.

'So you'll be dining alone?' he was saying in thieas he drove her
home about an hour later.

‘Yes, | couldn't let Father know that you were dgout.'
'I've dined out before. Doesn't he know about tlozs@asions?'
Vicky shook her head in the darkness.

'‘No; | shan't ever tell him, either." Somethinglldhi her voice made
him turn and slant her a questioning glance. 'tl fmo profit in
worrying him with such things.'

'l see ..." A silence fell. Vicky stared in front leer, only vaguely
aware of the beauty of the mountains as, with Weght having
faded, the peaks were now softened by subtle stadasrple and
grey, with the sheen of pearl reflecting on theomfra crescent moon
that had escaped from the rolling clouds which yvew and then
would mask its light. The high moorlands were drpwalent and
primitive, lonely as they had been before the cghahman.

'Vicky dear ..." Richard's voice came softly to bars as he turned the
car into the long avenue leading to the Manormrigthing troubling
you?'



Why did he ask, and in such a strained and guwlty tof voice.

‘No, nothing,' she answered, injecting a note aprsse into her
voice. 'What a strange thing to say, Richard.’

'Is it, my darling, after I've been so unreasonainliind to you?'

Her lip quivered as the memory of his unkindnessught it all
vividly back to her. She said, suddenly determineder to let him
see just how much she had been hurt,

'It was nothing. You explained that you'd had alitesome day, so it
was excusable --'

'On the contrary,' he interrupted shortly, ‘it vsa$ excusable. Vicky,
my love, say you forgive me.'

There was, no humility in his voice, she realigdd, rather was it
faintly arrogant, as if he were demanding an apgldgmanding it as
his right! A little wearily she said yes, she fovgahim.

Half an hour later she was in his arms, her bodgeko his as they
stood in her bedroom, where she had waited bresdllylea rising,
choking desolate fear slowly engulfing her as, \eiech moment that
passed, she became more and more convinced thatusband
would not come to her. And then the door had opemetlher heart
seemed to lurch right up into her throat befordlisgtagain to a
calmness that seemed like heaven after the emotstraan of the
past five minutes or so. She ran to him, her dairgiitgown flowing
out, then back again to cling fleetingly to herdenform. With a
little catch of his breath Richard caught her is &afrms and crushed
her to him. Every fear dissolved under the passeodamination of
his kisses, for they were tender too, and his veves infinitely
reassuring as he said, his lips close to her hreast



‘My love... my darling little wife... I'll never hitiyou again.' She was
swung into his arms and carried to the big fourtgmosed, her strong
young arms about his neck, her eager lips .awaltisgjust as every
nerve in her body awaited the fire of his lovemagkinat would take

her to the very heights of ecstasy.

'l love you so,' she murmured happily. 'Oh, Rich&ndas so afraid
you wouldn't come to me!'

‘Beloved!" His voice, vibrant and masterful, wag gentle and
tender, as was the way he dropped one shouldgr atich took her
breast in his hand. His lips found hers, sensgpal tlhat, unlike the
touch of his hand, knew no mercy as they crushedsb& and
yielding mouth in a kiss that bruised even whilbribught a glow of
happiness to her eyes. 'You must never be afraohamy darling,'
he murmured hoarsely when at last he took hisftgra hers. 'l shall
always come to you! How could | keep away from sseHuctive
beauty as yours?' His hands moved,; the nightgovabr@ught down
to her waist, then further. Richard put out a htantthe bed light, and
the room was plunged into darkness, except foatgent glow of the
crescent moon entering through a small partingentindow drapes.



CHAPTER SIX

Two weeks went by, weeks of such undiluted happgiries Vicky
that she often wondered if she had imagined thoséqus doubts,
for they were now as remote as the sun in a cl@uklethed sky. She
had been practising on Cutey; Richard had had gomps erected
for her in a large flat field. He had had the gra#sshort, to make the
conditions ideal for her.

'You deserve it, my darling,’ he had said when tfamked him.
‘Nothing is too good for you.' He was still busyridg the daytime
and Vicky often rode over to the bungalow.

I'm so happy that I'm frightened,’ she told hethdéa, who
immediately reminded her that she had said songtbirthe kind
before. But he added before she could comment,

‘There was a time, about a fortnight ago, wherspsuated you were
not feeling as happy as you ought. | was wrongjaisly.'

‘Yes,' she lied, 'you were.'

The small car she had asked for had been ordefedelddere was
any question of her marriage to Richard, and aljhoshe and her
father had mentioned this to Richard, Vicky ratiweught that it had
not really registered in his mind, and he had selepneoccupied on
both occasions. There was a wait for delivery afrapnths but it

arrived at last and Vicky went with her father wllect it from a

garage in Buxton. Although small, it was expensivigh sporty lines

and a bright exterior finish of gold metallic paint

‘You look as if you were born in that seat,’ demdathe salesman
laughingly. 'l don't think I've ever seen anyonekl@o comfortable
when handling a new car for the first time.'



'l certainly feel very much more comfortable thahind the wheel of
that," she said, pointing to the Rolls in which ta¢her had driven her
into town. The salesman grimaced, and prudently keepimself the
thought that it was just like a woman to show totdifference to the
superlative engineering qualities of the Rolls-Royar. 'Is it all
ready to drive away?' she asked after making anskeadjustment to
the seat. She had been out in it, just for a fenmubass, and she was
now eager to drive it to the Manor and let her lansbsee it.

‘Yes, it's all okay.'
"Il follow you, Father.’

They stopped at the bungalow for afternoon teay Wieky drove
home. Richard was in the forecourt when she arrigeeé saw his
eyes darken in a sudden frown after the first ahitilash of
puzzlement.

‘My car!" she cried, as she jumped out. 'What do tfonk of it,

Richard? Isn't it a lovely colour?' Her hair wasitée untidy, sent
awry by the breeze blowing through the open windbthe car; her
cheeks were flushed, her eyes sparkling with pleasund with
anticipation. She wanted Richard to say at oncehtdavould like to
try it out. Instead, he just stood for a long motsetaring in silence
at the shining new model which his wife had so dipparked on the
forecourt.

‘Very nice,' he said tautly at last. That was\ltky, his indifference

a most efficient damper on her spirits, stood keefom, looking up at
a pair of hard cold eyes, a mouth that was compdesdo a thin

harsh line. Like a flash another scene came badietpthe scene
when she had told him about the pony. She hearth &jahard's

furious words, 'I've endured more than enough of yather's --'



He had stopped; Vicky in her state of bleak unhagss had not
given this any depth of thought until later, anédm®then she refrained
from asking Richard what he had meant. Far bettdedve it, she
decided, especially as she and Richard were sefidlis happy.
Now, however, as the words came to her, she foondifficulty in
finishing off the sentence which had been cut.e@st she knew the
gist of what had been left out, since it tied uphwvhat he had said
initially. Richard had endured more than enoughhef father's
flaunting of his wealth. But did that make sense? fdther had never
flaunted his wealth. The pony was not as experssvie could have
been, so why had Richard taken exception to hangdke pony as a
present from her father? Did Richard consider #isaVicky was his
wife then it ought to have been he who had thalpge of buying the
more costly presents for her? Yes, that certairdyld be the
explanation, decided Vicky.

‘Should Father not have bought this car for meh&d?'

A cold unfriendly silence and then, 'He has a rightbuy you
anything he wants to buy you.'

‘The car was ordered even before you and | had shet said gently
and, when he maintained his austere silence, tigifioyou would be
as happy as |—and want to go for a run in it rigivay.' Her eyes
misted up; it was fast being borne in upon her tieathusband was a
man of moods... and some of those moods could chese
excruciating pain. 'We'll go for a run in it latemge promised, and
although his voice had softened slightly, there waw a hint of
bitterness to be detected in it.

The following day Vicky decided to go to Buxton tho some
shopping. She drove in, parked her “"car, theny &iting all the
items for which she came, she decided to have aotupa, and



walked up the main street to her favourite cafesbloner had she sat
down than a voice she recognised hailed her antlisied to look up
into the frank and smiling face of John Bailey.

'So we meet again, Mrs Sherrand! May | join you?oticed you
haven't ordered yet.'

'Yes, of course.' Vicky indicated the chair opp®sit her. 'Join me by
all means.' He sat down, beckoning to the. waitress

'‘What are you having. Tea and sticky buns?’

‘Tea and scones, please.’

'l expect,’ he said when the waitress had gored, ytbu're wondering
why I'm up in these parts again?' Vicky merely remicand he
continued, 'l've some other land to look at—notvé@mgre near yours,
so don't panic about your view or anything likettha

'‘Which land is it?" inquired Vicky curiously.

'‘Belongs to an old lady by the name of Mrs Saralstisu Do you
know her?'

Vicky blinked, shaking her head mechanically. Sihd heard that
Louisa Austin, Richard's old flame, had an agedt a@mewhere
around these parts.

' "Thaven't ever met her,' she answered.

'‘No? Well, she's getting on in years and has dddidesell out and
make her money over to a niece—or was it a nepliave3n't matter;
all we're interested in is the land.’

"You still intend to build an estate?'



'That's the idea.’

‘There's no work around these parts. It's mainlig wininhabited
moorland supporting sheep.'

‘Then we shall have to build a trading estate.gldaced up, leaning
back as the waitress came up with the tray. 'lIt av&sny business
about your land, wasn't it? Some mix-up, appareh#gause the land
definitely was for sale, but quite unexpectedlywis withdrawn.
Your husband came into money—so the boss told ‘thbet you're
most relieved, Mrs Sherrand, that your estate'sigg@o remain
intact?’

Vicky said nothing; she was thoughtfully going ottee information
which had just been imparted to her. It was plaet Richard had
been under severe financial difficulties, aiid Fe&llput up a large
amount of land for sale. It seemed to Vicky as pbedered the
matter that the sale of the land which formed l#ndr's estate had
been a preliminary to a much larger sale. Had Rechaped that this
first sale could extricate him from his difficué@ This certainly
seemed a feasible explanation for the sale offittsatparcel of land.
Obviously it had not done for Richard's financesatte had hoped,
hence the putting up of more land for sale. Theostrepportunely
indeed, Richard had come into money. Had he irgeiif? Vicky
wondered, again fervently wishing that her relaldp with her
husband were such that she could ask him to takenb@ his
confidence. But their relationship in that respeas still not intimate
and Vicky continued to blame herself, since, desthie fact that she
and Richard were blissfully happy together, shdl &i@d that
inferiority complex regarding his background andr fwavn. In
consequence, she had never marshalled the cowragestion him
too closely about his private affairs.

John Bailey was speaking again, saying somethingutalhis
colleague not turning up.



‘Your colleague?' blinked Vicky, brought from he&verie. 'Er—I
didn't catch what you said? I'm sorry; | was mdesy.'

‘There are two of us this time. Danny left me aptewf hours ago
saying he'd better get some information from thev&yor's Office
here in Buxton. Said he'd meet me at half-pasethyat | waited till
four at the appointed place. | suppose this cafeldvbave been a
more sensible rendezvous.’

'How will you contact him, then? Did you come ineccar or two?'

'One. | expect he'll be in the car when | get adke car park. | did
say I'd park on the one by the hotel, and as lo¢'a gey he'll be all
right.’

Twenty minutes later Vicky, having said goodbye¢he young man,
was making her way to the park on which she hadlkef own car.

Now and then she stopped to window-gaze, since thas no hurry
for her to get home. And it was while she was lagkin the window

of a dress shop in a rather crowded part of thenrseet that she
heard John's voice again.

‘Danny—so there you are! | was just going to se@if were in the
car.' Vicky soon realised that the men had botpmtd on coming
upon one another and she was just about to turrhéad when
Danny's voice came to her.

'I've done all | set out to do. And by the wayot the full explanation
for the withdrawal of that Sherrand land. He malrimoney,
apparently! Did it all in a great hurry; the gidather's a millionaire
and he settled all Sherrand's debts ..." The mee wm®ving on;
Danny's voice was lost in the press of people,iaritie increasing
distance between him and Vicky who, rooted to {hat,scould not
have turned now had she wanted to.



Married money ... The two words hammered in Vickglad, louder
and louder until she actually put her hands tcelaes. Married money
... S0 much explained. She closed her eyes tigttiyified by the
knowledge that she had been used—by Richard to dgnhés
financial difficulties and by Wallace to realisestdream. How had
Wallace engineered it, though?

The answer was not long in coming; Vicky remembeveth
growing bitterness how he had invited Richard owedine with
them, evading the questions which Vicky in her asity had put to
him regarding his reason for the invitation. Wadlaust have known
of Richard's desperate situation—but looking atnaw Vicky
wondered why she herself had not grasped the iattsbomething
must be wrong when, in the first place, Richard bald land to her
father. At the time she had not given the mattechmthhought at all,
since she was so used to her father negotiatingfal buying land;
his business depended on his ability to avail hilddand. All she
had considered at the time was that the situatortife proposed
bungalow was idyllic, and that they were fortuniatéeed to have the
privilege of living, in effect, on the Whitethorrstate, which was
known to be one of the largest and most beautiftihé county.

At last Vicky managed to move, automatically makingr way

through the scurry of people who were now comignfoffices and
shops, impatient to get home. She was unable itk ttlearly any
more; it seemed as if she were suspended in an@rabtacuum, as
if nature were affording her a respite from theragof mind which

had come to her as a result of what she had ouerhea

How she got to her car she never knew; she mecelgd herself
there, unlocking the door, getting in, switchingtba ignition.

Married money ... Did it in a great hurry --herhfat's a millionaire
and he settled all Sherrand's debts...



Yes, thought Vicky with a shuddering sigh that exdtker whole
body, so much explained, and without the leastadlilfy at all.

She drove home, lost in the vacuum again. She bathe mental
skill to bring her thoughts to function properlinesdid not wish them
to function, for in this dazed state no real paesvielt, just a dull
ache germinated by despair.

Reaching home at last, she put the car away igdrege Richard had
given her, then walked into the hall and climbeel $tairs. It was all
mechanical, as if some clockwork device were dingcher every
action. But, once in her lovely bedroom, with itgeisite antique
furniture, its Sevres dressing-table set... itsr{oaster bed, all
restraint left her and she put her face in her kaadd wept
convulsively.

Her husband did not love her—had never loved het h€ could take
her money for his comfort and her body for his plea. Vicky

shuddered at this latter idea, cringing with shatthe memory of
her own eager surrender to the mastery of his ar&he felt tainted,
unclean because she had been made love to withaut\WWhat kind

of a man was he? That he was totally without ppilecor pride was
an undisputed fact. Her idol had feet of clay...

Naturally, after a moment, Vicky's thoughts switttte her father,
whose ambition had become an obsession which shiigd in vain

to destroy. That he could marry her off to somewhe did not love

her was something She could scarcely believe, ardwsandered
around the matter, her thoughts becoming so mudbdktdkshe found
no logic in them at all until, resignedly, she hadaccept that her
father had in fact sacrificed her for the realsatf his dream.

At last she dragged herself from the deluge of mpifleat engulfed
her; she could not weep for ever, life must goAamd, strangely, her
first thought was for her father. She rememberkthalyears of love



he had lavished on her, his unsparing outlay oeeggure for her
well- being and her education. He must never guéss$ his
machinations had been made known to her, thaetilesation of his
dream had brought her to the very depths of misgng. thought she
could understand to some extent the driving fole had been
responsible for his action. All his life he had seeded in whatever
he set out to accomplish; he could never havedtddrfailure of his
final and most pressing dream, and had not Vickyried Richard
then Wallace would have continued to scheme uhak dream
became a reality. That was his nature, the infla@icnherited traits;
he was not wholly to blame for the way in whichgbanherited traits
drove him.

Vicky's tears flowed again, because in spite of Unadlerstanding,
there was no doubt that her father had done heeaathreaking
disservice when he encouraged the attentions dhaRic Shame
burned once again within her as she pictured h&lvdnd, coldly and
calculatingly talking 'business' with her fathezcepting the bargain
offered to him.

And she, in her innocence and complete trust, helcbved that
Richard had fallen in love with her. She recalledsing her father
about it, saying that, after all his scheming, tharriage he had
wanted had come about quite naturally, withoutalds

He had said nothing, she remembered, and he habecdaely
avoided meeting her gaze.

He had known that she was in love with Richard \dio#ty was in no
doubt at all that he had informed Richard of tl&ke could see her
father, anxious but determined, telling Richard katally that he
must never allow Vicky to learn that he did notddver.

To give Richard his due, he had tried hard in lnetgnce of loving
her, treating her with infinite gentleness, spegkin her tenderly,



taking such care of her. How well he had donefithé were an
experienced actor he could not have improved ocahgincing role
of tender lover that he had adopted. No bride chalde had more
thought lavished on her, more tender words whigpéneher ear,
more reverence and respect in the caresses ofusbahd. Yes, he
had acted his part so well that she had been coahptaken in. True,
there had been moments of uneasiness, when sheeladtonscious
of something missing in their relationship, but dimed blamed
herself, because she had this inferiority complea believed she
always would have it.

That Richard regretted his marriage now seemecetevident. He
was unhappy; Vicky had known it from his drawn agckey

countenance on more than one occasion. Well, fohédeould have
his freedom, but there was her father to think ab&uwlivorce would

break him, especially as he would be faced withkin@wvledge that
he himself was to blame for her broken life. He dade wrong, but
Richard was the real aggressor, having been ingeresolely in

marrying for money, accepting a dowry, in fact. Aihanust have
been a fantastically large one, Vicky was thinksigge if it was only
a moderate sum of money Richard needed, he couigl tagsed it,
surely, in some other way.

A movement in the other room alerted her to thetfeat her face was
wet with tears, that her eyes must be puffed wgt, libr forehead was
wet with perspiration. She ran into the bathrooih lacked the door,
listening for the centre door to open.

'Vicky, my love." Richard's voice, tender and lcsine realised that
the door had been opened noiselessly.

'I'm having a bath,’ she called.

'‘Can | come in? | haven't kissed you since thisnngy, remember.’



'‘No, sorry. I'm in the bath and can't reach therddde lie came
easily from her lips, amazing her.

'l can't for the life of me see why you had thedhé&® lock it. You
never have before.'

'Sorry,' she said again, standing by the wash-basuh, her clenched
fists pressed to her heart. If she had not leamieat she had she
would now be in his arms, responding to kisses thalled her,
setting her emotions on fire so that she yearnednire than the
mastery of his lips. 'I'll—I'll be out soon.'

‘How long must | wait?'

What spuriousness!

‘Half an hour, perhaps --'

‘Half --' How long have you been in there, for goesis' sake?'
'‘Not very long.' At least that was the truth.

'l do believe you're teasing me, my love. | shaleg/ou ten minutes.
That's an order; understand?' So imperious hisevdcfew short
hours ago it would have given her pleasure to &akerder from her
husband.

Ten minutes ... She glanced in the huge oval mahmost covering
the centre of the wall above the bath. How could shase the
evidence of her tears in so short a time? For aenbshe toyed with
the idea of going out and having a showdown with,ut she was
re-luctant to do so until she had given herselétimthink rationally
about the outcome of such an action on her pageAshe had had
not time at all, since her mind was still partlyzdd by the
disillusionment she had suffered in the discoveat Richard did not
love her. Perhaps he still loved Louisa AustinThe idea had no



sooner come to her than she was asking herselh@nqtestion:
where did Richard go on those evenings when he agnto dine?
Was he really with business associates? What kirimusiness did
they discuss, anyway? If it had been Wallace thenet might have
been an easy explanation, but there was no sughes@éanation
regarding Richard's 'business dinners'.

Was he with Louisa, the girl he would have marted her father
been able—and willing—to settle his debts? Swidttythis thought
Vicky was recalling what. John Bailey had said adoauisa's aunt
having decided to sell all her land and make tha@eyaver to her
niece.

Vicky closed her eyes tightly, giving a little moas a pain shot right
through her bead. Someone had declared, many ggarghat she
was the kind of a girl to be 'put on', and this badainly been proved
correct. Her thoughts switched again to Louisa Wustvho was
going to be rich once her aunt's money came to. her.

Richard's voice was heard again, still imperious.

'Vicky, you're so quiet I'm beginning to wondeydfu are in the bath.
| had an idea you were in your room when | firgeead mine.'

'I'm in the bath now,' called Vicky, conscious bé tclamminess of
her forehead and her hands, clenched tightly asvieee. She felt ill
suddenly, ill and lost and helpless. Never had estperienced the
feeling of alone- ness; always she had had heerfath prop both
strong and stout. But now she felt utterly alonesedted, ill- used,
despised even, since she was convinced that Ricbargeath the
veneer of loving tenderness which he showed to bkecretly
despised her, considering her far beneath him.



'Is anything wrong, dear?' His voice with its assdneoncern was
like sandpaper on a nerve. She spoke sharply, gaynthere was
nothing wrong.

"'l be out soon,' she added. 'Please go awaydric'

She heard a long-drawn-out sigh before the quidfledusound of
his shoes on the thick-pile carpet.

Vicky ran some water into the bath, some moretiiovash-bowl so
that she could bathe her face and eyes. After gityar face by gently
dabbing it with the towel, she poured scented flatid into the
water, then released the plug, allowing the wateumh from the bath.
Steam had risen to cover the mirrors, a circumstdoc which she
was glad since, as she emerged from the bathroemhisband
glanced over her shoulder, as if to settle a doubts mind that she
really had been in the bath. His eyes moved owvettheugh, and she
did wonder if he were thinking that it was most dddt she should
have dressed in the steamy bathroom instead dfati@om, as was
her usual practice.

'‘Have you been crying?' he asked, frowning asyes settled on her
face.

'‘No," she lied badly. 'But | got the bath liquid nmy eyes and I'm
afraid it's made them red.’

‘You silly child. How did you manage that?'

'l don't know, Richard. It just happened.’ Glibdiptigh the lie came,
Vicky, totally unused to such speciousness, coatdnng herself to
meet her husband's gaze. He reached out to takeahdr drawing
her to him with tender gentle movements.

'Let me kiss you, my darling.' He tilted her fafreyvned again at the
heightened colour of her cheeks, but made no corasehe bent to



kiss her quivering lips. Then he held her at artesgth, his
penetrating eyes all-examining. 'Something is wrovgky," he
declared at length. 'What is it? Where have you heegay?'

'Into town. | needed to do some shopping.'
‘You drove yourself in?'

She nodded, recalling how pleasurable had beem#aeof driving
her new car, despite the poor reception it had hadially—=from
her husband. Later he had tried it out, takingwheel and driving
fast. He had. praised its performance, had beendual charming
self as he told Vicky that she was a very lucky. ¢der dejection had
faded then, and when eventually the car was irgérage and they
were coming away she had tucked her arm into hme up at him
with her big grey-green eyes and said happily, rikhgou for liking
my car, Richard. | would never have taken to ywfi hadn't.'

He had smiled at her in that tender way of his, lamevas smiling at
her in the same way now, as she stood before mprjsoned by the
hold he had on her arms.

'Yes,' she said, 'l drove myself in. | would haweng over to the
bungalow and perhaps asked Father if he wanted tigtg town—in
which case we'd have gone in his car. But | changgdmind,
knowing he'd be busy.' She paused a moment; shiedeaintending
to tell Richard, merely as a natural follow-up tbat she had been
saying, that her father was considering windinghigobusiness and
retiring. But somehow she wanted to hold back thfermation,
remembering that Richard had confided very littfehes private
affairs to her. And because of this he had putstadce between
them, a sort of gap that Vicky herself had wideogdng to the
inferiority complex she had allowed to take poswessf her. No, she
decided, she would not tell Richard of her fathlea$-made decision
to retire. What had it to do with him anyway?



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE emotional vacuum into which Vicky had drifted drat fateful
afternoon when she overheard John Bailey and headrtalking
seemed to have dropped upon her again, this timendosome
permanency. She had no idea what she wanted te tkgarded the
knowledge that had come to her; on the one hanavabéempted to
have a showdown with her husband, but immediat@ignuthis
half-formed idea would come the thought of her éatrand the
probable repercussions that could mar his happtoessch an extent
that he would never recover. He had worked so harckgasingly for
over forty years, and now he was reaping the rewtigose labours.
He had his house, his car, his leisure to a ceedient... and he had
the satisfaction of knowing that the daughter whdwm had
deliberately fitted for the role of a lady of quglhad become the
mistress of a stately home. How could she bringhadl to naught?
Her father had given all and asked nothing in rettie had received
his daughter's love in abundance, but what priaeltve if she were
now to forget it in her desire to hit back at thamwho had so
callously entered into so nefarious a bargain atsdffered to him by
her father? No, she could not destroy her fathm¥ace of mind,
Vicky finally decided. And so the result was thiae $1ad of necessity
to act as part in her relationship with her husband

Three weeks went by and she was gradually becomsed to the
deceit she was practising. But she often wondeogditwas that she
could respond to Richard's lovemaking with much teme
eagerness and willing surrender as before. Sheosedpt was the
strength of her own love that carried her through,although she
now had no real respect for Richard, she still tblaen with all her
heart. Her love would never die; this she knew, aockpted in the
same way that she accepted that her husbandalidve her, and
never would do so.



She tried to fill her daily life with activities wth would leave her
little time for thinking—but of course it was impmble. To have
reached the heights of happiness and then to teatrshe merely
lived in a fool's paradise was not something tratla be lightly
thrust to the back of her mind as if it were a eratf no consequence.
However, she did manage to find an interest, tHebhavhich her
father had in mind when he bought her the pony. jSheed the
riding-club and was immediately entered for sevdéoathcoming
events, not least of which was the Handford Changhp. It was
when she was talking to Trudie, a friend she hadlemat the
riding-club, that she learned that Louisa Austirsw@be one of her
competitors.

'‘She's good,' warned Trudie. 'She usually takes/dweg before her
at the local gymkhanas.'

'She rides here?' ---
‘Everywhere.'

Vicky did not know why she should have been seggetiith Richard
over the show. She vaguely realised that he mast kventually that
she was riding in it, but for some reason she ksphews from him
for the time being.

He was always interested in her riding and woudthdtwatching her
practising over the jumps and praise her efficiartdling of Cutey.

'‘She's no trouble," Vicky told him one day as stme towards the
fence by which he had been standing. 'It's as ifhae a sort of
telepathic communication between us." Vicky, flushey her
strenuous ride and with her hair flying in the lzeelooked the
picture of health, and her husband, his grey dydsefing strangely,
merely smiled at this and, possessing himself ofhaad, walked
along the fence, he on the outside, until theyhred¢he gate. Cutey



was left in the paddock to enjoy her rest and thedush green grass
while Vicky and Richard strolled towards the housevas as they
were crossing the lawn that Richard said, his valexoid of
expression,

'‘Have you been over to see your father today?'
Vicky shook her head.

‘No; | thought of going over for an hour or so befainner.' Richard
said nothing and she added, faintly puzzled, gsetfany reason why
you asked?'

He slanted her a glance, an unfathomable glancef las were
debating something of vital importance. When prédgdme spoke
Vicky detected a hint of guardedness in his tone.

'l saw him earlier on, when | was over in the wotds adjoin his
land. He didn't look to be quite himself. Not so --

'He didn't?' broke in Vicky, her heart jumping iriter mouth. 'What
was wrong with him?"'

'He's not ill, my dear so there's no need for apxik's just that he
seemed to be a little pale, that's all.’

She looked up at his set profile and read noth¥ed.she sensed a
certain anxiety about him not unmingled with regfetarfully she
allowed her mind to dwell on the fact that two ef father's business
friends had died of coronary thrombosis, one agedtivo and the
other fifty-eight.

'l must go to him," she faltered, 'at once!

But Richard shook his head, tightening his griphen hand in case
she should think of running off immediately.



'‘We'll both go, Vicky, when you've washed and cleghg
She tugged at her hand, but to no avail.
‘How was he when you spoke to him?' she wanteddavk

‘Just as usual, darling. Jovial, talking about k& orchids which
have been produced by his gardener." Richard washing the
Labrador as he raced ahead. The dog had beenimthythe fence
and had walked sedately beside him and Vicky Up téw moments
ago when he had begun romping over the lawn.

'‘Richard,' she said imploringly, 'l must go ovestjto ease my mind.'
He frowned as if angry with himself.
‘Perhaps | shouldn't have mentioned it," he began.

‘You did, though, because, if anything should hapgeu didn't want
me to have too great a shock—No, don't try to peitofi, Richard. |
sensed that you were guarded, as if you weremt kappy about
telling me of your suspicions.’

'‘Darling, you're making a mountain out of a moléhour father
might be off colour, but he's certainly not dangesig ill—as you're
convincing yourself he is.’

'l want to go to him, now!

"Il drive you over—Vicky, come back!" But she hathnaged to
break away from him and she fled towards the gatieeaend of the
shrubbery, her heart thudding painfully againstries. If anything
should happen to her father! If he should be rolidfetde rewards of
his years of hard work.



'l couldn't bear it!" she cried, running on withewen looking back. A
sadness had come over her that had nothing to thoher father, a
sadness that Richard was not with her, drivingttérer father as he
had suggested.

But she did not want Richard. How could she loakdomfort to a
husband whose only interest in her was the mondyaldeprocured
for allowing her the honour of using his name?

Breathless when she arrived at the bungalow, Vidky to control
her breathing, tried to assume a calmness of nmiébang a smile to
her lips. Wallace was in the sitting-room, workiaga low table, a
file on the chair beside him, a glass of milk oa floor at his side.

'Vicky!" he greeted her, half in welcome and halSurprise. 'l didn't
expect you at this time. | rather thought you anchBRrd might stroll
over later, though, either before or after dinfveru've been riding, |
see. How is Cutey?'

'Fine," she replied absently, her eyes searchimdalce. 'Are you all
right, Father?'

‘All right? Of course I'm all right. What made yask a question like
that?' Reaching down, he lifted the glass. Shehveathim as he took
a long drink of the milk.

'‘Richard said you were pale, this morning, whenvhe speaking to
you.'

'‘And you came chasing over to see me?' His eydstivetir absurd
brows protruding over them slid over her slendathoYes, you're
not your immaculate self, | see. You had no neegamic simply
because | was pale.' His mouth seemed to tightarwiay Vicky had
never noticed before. 'Richard had no right to me@nit. What
exactly did he say to you?' he added almost angrily



‘Nothing to alarm me, really. | just had to come\that's all.'

‘Well, I'm fine, | assure you of that.' He put dottre empty glass,
which Vicky automatically picked up, holding it ier hand.

'l must admit you look all right, Father." Her nesvhaving settled,
Vicky was able to produce one of her bright smiléghat are you
doing?’

"The accounts. I've definitely decided to retire.’

'I'm glad, in a way; it'll give you more time tojey yourself.' She sat
down on a low chair which was in reality a 'samplethe Regency
period, French and exquisitely inlaid with mothépearl in the back
and the arms. Vicky had often wondered what thqgeemtices of
far-off days would have thought could they have vinohow
valuable their work would become. Carefully exedutehe
work-piece had been handed to the master craftsnian after
judging the article, would then decide the youngraptice's fate by
giving his expert opinion of the work. 'What wogiene, though,'
went on Vicky, 'is that you might find life a ligtlboring after all those
years of activity.'

'l don't believe | shall, my dear. This house aartign are a delight to
me, and | have you close—His eyes wandered fleetingly over her
‘And who knows, | might— in the not-too-distantte—have my
grandchildren coming over to sit on my knee angtiso my stories.
Do you remember how you used to like to hear them?'

She was blushing, naturally, and he laughed, nibidsimg to wait for
an answer as he went on to say that she must epthim waiting for
the news if—and when— she found herself likat.

Strange, she mused, but the idea had never evereddo her. She
supposed it would have done eventually ... but sbevhad no wish
for Richard's children...



No wish... But children would come, unless ...

A sudden chill broke over her, but soon passed.v&sepractical all
at once, making a re-assessment of her situati@cemly, the
vacuum into which she had fallen was not so effedss at first, since
no longer was the numbness of her mind able tddsher from pain.

A sharp word from her husband was like a knife-ghia her heart;
his lovemaking seemed lustful—though she had to dvat this

might be imagination, born of the knowledge thahbhd no love for
her. Her own responses seemed sordid to her, yetcsuld not

control the desires which created them.

For her peace of mind, for the removal of the caofeher
humiliation, there was only one step she could:tske must have
that showdown with Richard.

And the opportunity came sooner than she expeittegine that very
night when Richard, coming to her as she stoodheyvtindow,
looking down into the moonlit garden, told her thathad forgotten
to mention that he would be away for the wholehef next day, not
returning until very late at night. Vicky, turnisipwly, felt a sudden
rise of anger at the calm and casual manner inhwiingicsaid this. He
was going to leave her all day ... but for nowirttended to enjoy the
pleasure of her body!

She said, having rehearsed her part well and haletgymined that
her father was not to suffer over this,

'l have something to discuss with you, Richard,flat | want your
solemn promise that my father shall remain in tggabrance of what
we're going to talk about." She marvelled at hen cemposure, that
although her heart, was beating a little too quickt had no
disturbing effect upon her.



Richard, clearly taken aback, stared interrogayiaglher, his mouth
a little tight, as if he were tensed in some way.

‘You want a promise from me? | don't quite know twW@u mean,
Vicky.'

She slid her eyes over his long, slim body, claal dressing-gown of
green with red dragons printed upon it.

'I'm sure | made myself clear, Richard,' she saidtty, returning her
eyes to his face. 'You and | have to discuss sangethsomething
serious. But | don't want my father to know abdunot ever. You
said he was looking off colour this morning andhailtgh there
seemed to be nothing wrong with him when | wentrpoVvehave
reason to believe that he might not be feeling blfris

Her husband's eyes flickered for a moment.
*You know that he's retiring, obviously.'
'l didn't think you would know," she said, surpdse

'‘He told me.' Richard paused a moment as if unstivghat to say
next. "This discussion, Vicky.'

'Is about us—you and me. But first, the promisé iftnportant,
Richard.'

'l give it," he returned, his grey eyes fixed orshéle seemed tensec
and Vicky wondered if he had some idea of whatwhs about to
say.

‘Thank you.' Her voice was low, her eyes brighh@ligh she was
very far from tears. They would come later, whemribaction set in.



'l know about the business arrangement you made nt father
over our marriage.'

Silence, broken only by the slow, heavy tick of #mtique clock on
the wall. Richard's face was like a mask, stiffmawing. Vicky,
though calm outside, felt that her heart was bgasm loudly that
Richard must be able to hear it.

'‘How did you find out about it?' Richard's voiceoke into the

silence, quietly, unemotionally, and it was onlg thnt of greyness at
the sides of his mouth that gave any indication fleamight not be
feeling as composed as he seemed.

‘You don't deny it?'
He shook his head.
‘No, Vicky, | don't—I can't.'

'‘Because it's true?' Only now did she realiseghathad, deep within
her subconscious, been willing it to be untrue nbeady and eager
to grasp at any explanation her husband might taeéer.

‘Yes, it's true, but ..." He moved restlessly, kngtthe tie of his
dressing-gown which, when he entered, had beenirgrgose.
'How did you find out?' he repeated without finrglithe first
sentence.

'l was in Buxton..." Vicky went on to explain hoWweshad met John
Bailey, then, later, how she had overheard hiseaglle saying that
Richard had married money. She stopped at that psiRichard, his
composure deserting him for a moment, lifted a hasxd hewould
order her to go no further with her story.

'l can only say how sorry | am that this knowledgene to you in the
way it did," he said, his voice edged with a husksishe had never



heard in it before. "There's much more to it thapears on the
surface, but | could never hope to convince yot tha

‘My father did pay all your debts?' cut in Vickyarstiff little voice.
Richard's teeth came together.
'Yes,' he answered tautly, ‘he did.’

Again she looked at him, seeing no humility, butaiely regret. She
said, wondering how she could voice the words solga

‘At the time my father first hinted to you thatdhéke you to marry
me—~by this | mean when the proposition was firdt tpuyou—did
you care for Louisa Austin?’

Richard turned, to stare through the window int® starry darkness
of the mysterious moorlands in the distance.

'Yes,' he admitted at last, 'l did care for hehat time."

Vicky felt as if all the power had left her bod{l, strength gone from
her legs. She had known it, of course, but to heahusband actually
admit that he was in love with another girl waslithe point of a
sword in her heart.

In love with one girl but marrying another...

‘Surely,' she said, 'she was upset?'

Richard turned, his brow furrowed, his grey eyeplesed.

‘You're so cool about it,' he began. 'Vicky, myrdea—'

‘Don't call me your dear! Not ever again! Calm, gay! Calm --' She
laughed, hysteria very near to taking possessidmenf'How much



did my father pay you for your giving me the hondaoirbear your
illustrious name?"

Vicky - .

'Answer me! How much?"

‘That," he replied, his voice taking on an edgehafdness, 'is a

guestion | shalhotanswer.’
'l can guess. It must have been half of his capital

Richard made no comment, nor did his unmoving nanrice

convey any sign that she had come close to thie, toutthat she was
well out in her estimation. 'l must admit," shedsaier voice resuming
its former quiet intonation, 'that you've managexuyvcleverly to

deceive me. Did my father extract a promise from yoat you'd

never let me discover that you didn't love me?'

'Vicky,' he said, ignoring her question, 'thereas,|'ve said, much
more to this than you're aware of—No, don't intgtyune said sternly
when she opened her mouth to speak. 'I'm not doitrg to vindicate

myself in any way. | knew what | was doing. Bute'stopped, fixing
her lovely eyes as if to command her to prepararhied to receive
and absorb what he was about to say ridadre is morehan just the
sordid arrangement | made with your father --'

‘There can't bel.' she flashed, uncaring that tmrfed darkly at her
for the interruption. 'And I'm glad you called d@rdid! What kind of
man are you—Iloving one girl and marrying anothdrate you—hate

you,and | always shall!' - He shook his head in piotes

'No! You can't hate me! | don't believe --'



'‘Why should you care anyway? You've got the momdych is all
you're interested in. | had intended to stay witu,ybecause of
Father, and that's why I've kept it to myself sogle-'

'‘Kept it to yourself?' broke in Richard. 'How lohgve you known?"
She told him, watching the deepening of the frowrhis forehead.
'It would appear that you're very good at acting.'

She looked away.

'It was for Father,' she began.

He seemed about to comment, but changed his mafelring to
what she had said earlier.

‘You say yountendedo stay with me. Does this mean that you're r
longer going to?"

She hesitated, aware that her thoughts were fan i@ar on that
matter.

'l haven't had time to decide about my futureHert voice faltered,
but he did not appear to notice as he said, Y ptitkés knowledge to
yourself for three weeks; why then have you decideéll me now?"'
So cool the tone! But, glancing at his grim sefipgpVicky noticed a
nerve in his throat. It pulsated all the time, Agitng an emotional
disturbance within him. 'Originally, | had believédmust—and
could—keep what I'd learned to myself. | was afrafdupsetting
Father. But | changed my mind, realising | coultithe promise from
you."' She stopped, but it was plain to him thatlse not completed
what she should have said in answer to his questind so he
prompted her, but even then he had to wait someantsbefore he
heard her say, through lips that seemed scarcehgoiee. 'l didn't
want to find myself carrying a child of yours ...'



A terrible silence fell between them, heavy, pmegsiike the hush of
doom. Vicky was amazed that Richard could lose sanof his
colour.

'l see ..." he managed at last, though his voicelittke more than a
whisper. 'So I'm to take it that the intimate safeour marriage is
ended?'

For one wild moment of yearning Vicky could havey) herself into
his arms, had him kiss away the agony that wastgat her heart.
Instead she lifted her head, sent him a look ofrépg disdain and
said yes, he was correct in his assumption thatntimaate side of
their marriage was ended. And she added thatwhag not for her
father, and the fear of hurting him, the marriagaeuld be ended
altogether.

Richard seemed weighed down, and for a time heddd nothing
to say, but in a little while his voice came to,Hew, distressed, and
filled with a bitter regret that escaped his wil®gether.

'Vicky dear, I'm sorry, so very sorry --'

'‘Don't!" she cried, eyes blazing. 'Sorry! What sdra word is that to
express contrition for what you've done tome?’

‘Whatever | do or say will be equally futile," henaitted. 'l can only
try again to tell you that you don't know the whofdhis. One day |
might be able ...' He allowed his voice to fads,shoulders sagging
in a gesture of utter hopelessness and despair.

'I'm not interested in any excuses you might trgdncoct in order to
hoodwink me again!" Vicky was quivering with angegeing his
attitude as one of near indifference, so little #armowas showing in
his face. He said nothing and she added, her tesysiding again,
"You made a promise. Nothing of this must get daaky father.’



'I'm a man of my word, Vicky."' 'l hope so, thouglamazes me that
you are.' Ignoring this, he said quietly, "You'oeidusly angry with
me, which is understandable, but you're not andtly your father,
apparently?'

'I've forgiven him. He's happy that his ambitionkatt of seeing me
married to a man of some consequence —has beeserkdlve no
wish to rob him of that happiness, especially as het too well.'

"You've forgiven him, but you won't ever forgive Phe

'l shall neither forgive you, nor forget, for one@ment of the day,
what you've, done to me.' She looked at him adfessoom. 'l hadn't
done anything to deserve that you'd treat me sdkediy, so
cruelly --'

'Vicky, my dear," he broke in, taking a step toveanér, ‘'l know how
you feel, how deeply you're hurt. Your father told that you were in
love with me --'

'l was in love with you," she interrupted, haviognake a desperate
attempt to keep the anguish from her voice, 'lmtniot in love with
you now.'

The hush that fell on the room was beyond thenaption of words.

Vicky was to recall it many times . recall it batlfto understand it,
just as she failed to understand it now. Nor die shderstand why
Richard's face had blanched, why he seemed to aJi#tle, as she
herself had done a moment or two ago. Her eyesednimut tearless,
strayed to his hands; they were so tightly clenctied it almost
seemed that the knucklesuld break through the whitened skin.

'l can't say anything more tonight, Vicky," he satdast in tones of
weariness. '‘Goodnight, my dear .. .' His voiceethoff; he turned on
his heel and the next moment Vicky was standingethgy the great
four-poster bed, staring at the closed door.



This was what she wanted; this was the reason Wwayad decided
on the showdown. She closed her eyes tightly, butdars escaped,
flooding her cheeks and falling on to the fronthef dainty neglige,
wetting it through. At last she got into bed andmred off the light.
She wondered if she would sleep, wondered if shaldvever sleep
again.

The following day she rose with a weight on herrhea heavy that
every movement seemed too much for her. Unableatoher

breakfast she wandered about the garden, Kalipkrateels. Lunch
was merely a nibble or two at the food put befage dnd then she
went off again, wanting to go to her father buteuionvinced that he
would take one look at her and demand to know wiaet wrong. At

last she decided to go on to the moors, was disajgabin not being

able to find the dog, and went alone, where shenedaall the

afternoon and into the evening, trying to think,see a way, a
glimmer of light that would brighten her life. Btitere was only a
wall of darkness before her, a wall she knew sheldvoever be able
to scale. The sheer magnitude of the bleaknessigfalcer was

terrifying—years and years, and more years of exjsivhile those

around her lived and loved and laughed.

She thought of the past, those happy years of smént and peace
of mind, and she wondered dismally what she wasimggiby her
reflections.

The evening shadows began to fall and she reasisedvas still a
long way from the Manor. Turning, she decided tbamoss country,
since she had no desire to be out here on theylomabrs after dark.
Not that there would be anyone to harm her—Vicky®ights were
cut abruptly and her heart jerked as in the nestadce a figure
loomed, emerging from behind a little bluff in th&iside. A man!
Her instinct was to run, but the man was in hehp&b run the other
way would not gain her anything as it merely toek turther into the
grim moorlands.



Trying to still her palpitation she decided to gg walking quickly as
if she were not afraid of anything. The ~ low hiligt formed part of
the moorlands were taking on a dun sort of colihaiy sides cast into
shadows as the sun's last rays disappeared betolotizon. Vicky

glanced swiftly around her, fear welling up in spaf her outward
calm as she continued her brisk pace. Then shevbavit was and a
great wave of relief swept through her. John BaiBayt what was he
doing here, on the lonely moors, at this time efdlay?

'‘Mrs Sherrand!' He stopped even before he reackedMy, but am |
relieved to see you! I'm hopelessly lost!"

‘Lost?' blinked Vicky, glancing around. 'How do yoame to be here
anyway?'

'‘Surveying the old lady's land." He automaticallpded the large
pasteboard folder he carried under his arm. 'ltheftcar near an old
quarry --' He swung a hand vaguely. 'It's in delitiearing right off

the road. | expect you know where | mean?'

Vicky shook her head, explaining that the area mdied both with
disused quarries and coalmines.

‘Have you no idea which way you've come?' she gdded

wrinkling her brow in concentration. 'There's aem@rown quarry on
the Wyevale road.’

'Where's that?"
'It's some distance from here, I'm afraid.'

''ve been walking for almost an hour and a halfandering around
in circles from what | can make out." His voice warained, his
manner anxious. 'l hope the car's all right.'



‘It will be," returned Vicky reassuringly. 'l dorsuppose anyone's
been past it, even.'

‘What a deserted no-man's land this is," he comgdiaiTm not sure at
all that I'll recommend it for building.’

'l told you it was wild moorland. It's fit only faheep rearing.'

‘Which way is the Manor?' he asked. 'If | can comiy you—You
are going home, | presume?'

She nodded.

‘Yes. And of course you can come with me. I'll gt car out and
drive around with you until you find yours.'

‘That's kind of you," he said gratefully.

‘Didn't you bring your map?' she inquired as thmught occurred to
her.

‘A map's not much good to you if you can't pinpaoufiere you are,’
he said with a laugh.

'‘No, of course not." She glanced around, noting @part from the
few low hills, there was nothing but featurelessaia totally devoid
of landmarks.

They began to stride out, Vicky feeling thankfulathshe had
company since the dusk was falling rather moreldyithan usual,
aided by some low clouds that were gathering daskir the moors.

‘What a lucky thing | met you,' John Bailey wasisgy'l'd have been
here all night once darkness had fallen.' He paasaticonsidering
whether or not he should question the 'lady ofrtiamor. However,



her extreme youth gave him courage and he askedshewame to
be out here, all alone, so late in the day.

'l felt like a long walk,' she replied.

'It's a wonder your husband would let you comeothrer hesitation
and then, 'lt must be past your dinnertime, surely?

‘My husband's not at home, so | shan't bother athoner.' Even as
she spoke an idea came to her. 'How long is itesyou ate?' she
asked, and her companion gave a grimace as he i@tswe

‘Just about eight hours! | had an early lunch leeftgaving
Manchester, thinking I'd call at an hotel on theywack. But they'll
all have finished serving dinner by the time | teawvilisation.'

Vicky remained silent for a while, thoughtfully g over her idea.
Would Richard approve of her bringing a strangengponan home to
dinner? Did it matter whether he approved or n¢t® Basn't asking
him to join them in the meal; he wouldn't be thangway, as he'd
said he would be home very late.

'You can have dinner with me if you like,' she segjgd at last.

‘That's generous of you! But you said you wereattifg any,' he
reminded her.

'l canhave some, though.' She paused, wondering whyvakeso
anxious to have this young man's company. Shediadgd lonely all
day, so perhaps any human being would have beeatomelat this
time. 'Cook will be able to get something readiaif an hour or so.’

‘Well, | do thank you. To tell you the truth, I'asolutely starving!

'l should think so, having nothing in all that timieyou prefer it we
can eat before we go for your car?'



He shook his head and said, hungry though he veasfdel far more
comfortable when he had collected the car.

'It's my own this time, you see," he explained \aitiueful grin, 'so I'm
rather more anxious than I'd be if it was the f&m’

'‘We'll go and hunt around for the car, then," slid,sncreasing her
pace a little. 'l think we ought to hurry; it loo&s if it's going to rain.'

‘Yes, you're right.'

They strode out even faster, Vicky trotting now émeh to keep pace
with him. He turned several times to slant heraagé of admiration.
And after a while he ventured to say that she veashe kind of girl
he would have expected so exalted a man as Ri&emgand to have
for a wife.

'l don't mean anything --Oh, dear, I'm afraid I'mot ralways
diplomatic,' he apologised ruefully.

*You think I'm too young?' Vicky had the nigglingought that this
was wrong; as the wife of Richard Sherrand she lghby rights
possess that kind of dignity that would set hewval@conversation of
this kind. But as she herself had so many timestsebnshe was not
of the same social level as her husband. In ang, chshn Bailey
knew that Richard had 'married money', so it wags®pretending to
be what she was not. John was a highly intelligenihg man and it
was feasible to assume that he was drawing hiscowalusions as to
why she, a comparatively new bride, was on her ldgthis. There
was no love in the marriage, he would be thinking.

‘Yes, | suppose it is your youth,” John was saylAtso, you're
so—friendly." .

I'm a Lancashire lass; we don't seem to be ablkultb/ate much
reserve.'



'I'm from Lancashire myself.' He cast her the lahdlance that said,
'So we're comrades; that's great!

Vicky in her desperately unhappy state was readyeteive the

spontaneous friendliness which her companion exigrd her. In

the bleak dark recesses of her mind lurked the lethye that her
marriage was finished in all but name, her lifecansequence held
nothing. This young man walking beside her needdy the barest
amount of encouragement to be her friend ...

They reached the Manor at last, and the rain hptdldé€é Vicky, after
telling cook to prepare a quick meal which coulddagen in about
half an hour's time, took her car from the garagedrove John along
the roads which she thought might lead eventualltheir spotting
his car. The dusk gave way to night; the cloudarel@ miraculously
and the moon appeared.

‘Well, that's going to be a help,’ commented Joith velief. 'The
car's a darkish blue and | was beginning to woifdee'd miss it in
the darkness.' He was scanning one side of theanddVvicky the
other. They travelled for mile after mile, not legay any lane
unexamined, no matter how small and narrow it might At last
John gave a sharp exclamation and she drew inetgitte. 'Thank
goodness! | was beginning to wonder if we were gda drive
around like this until midnight!'

A quarter of an hour later they were back at thediawith Cook not
appearing too pleased at having to keep the meahw@he cast a
curious glance at John before spying,

'You said to have it ready in half an hour, madamat's almost an
hour ago.'

'I'm sorry," murmured Vicky. 'Please serve the dimmow.' *

‘Very good, madam.' Another glance at John andvstsegone.



John turned his attention from the cook's disappgaback and

looked at Vicky. She coloured, embarrassed at lgagimpologise to
the servant in front of John. He said forthrigh#geming to be quite
disproportionately angry,

'l can't say | care for her! If she were my empyd have given her
a darned good telling off.'

Vicky bit her lip, aware that the tears were close.

'l don't take any notice,' she said. 'Would yote lto wash your
hands? If so, the cloakroom's just there—the secwmut on the
right.’

He went off and she waited until he joined her ageiking him into
the drawing-room and giving him a drink before gpoff herself to
wash her hands and face and tidy her hair. Shaatidhange as she
would have done had she been dining with Richaut wihen she
joined her visitor she saw his eyes flicker asdeegher an appraising
glance.

‘May | say how very pretty you are, Mrs Sherrand?'

A silence followed, strange and intimate. Vickyt fethe would burst
into tears if he became too friendly, too kind &.IShe said quietly,

‘Thank you, Mr Bailey. Er—if you've finished yourink we'll go
into the other room:'

He followed her; she indicated a chair, but hegullers out first.
The soup was brought in, then the second courgeedf chicken,

mushrooms and french fried potatoes. John tuckeapiologising as
he helped himself to more chicken, which was imeeced dish over
a spirit stove.

‘Don't apologise,' said Vicky. "You must be ravenbu



'l was, but already I'm feeling better. You're mkisid," he said. 'l
don't know how to thank you.'

‘There's no need for thanks. Inviting you to dinmexs the only
practical thing to do.'

His big frank eyes settled on her face. 'Are yaierofpractical?' he
wanted to know, and Vicky could not help wonderihde were

thinking about her marriage. He would not knowgoftirse, that she
had been hoodwinked; on the contrary, he must bameluded that
she had not minded being married for her money.\i&senow the
mistress of this lovely stately home and he woldausly think that

this was what she had aimed for. She frowned, @dtie idea that
John should think such things about her, yet st i@ way of

disillusioning him other than by telling him theutin, which quite

naturally she was not willing to do.

'‘My father was a practical man,' she told John nswaer to his
guestion, '‘and | take after him.'

‘Your father? Does he live around these parts?'
For a fleeting moment she hesitated and then,
'He lives at the bungalow on the other side ofifie

‘The bungalow --?' John stopped eating, his forisgub above his
plate, his expression almost comical in its conctrord, | made a
faux pagthat first day, then?

She smiled, faintly surprised that she could attdadve laughed.
''Yes, you did, rather.'

'Why didn't you tell me it was your father's burayap'



Vicky shrugged indifferently.
‘It didn't matter.'
‘But it did," he protested. 'I'm never deliberatiigtiess.’

‘And you weren't deliberately tactless at that tirmbe pointed out,
her eyes on his plate. 'There's fruit and creantfersweet, or you
can have gateau if you feel you still need somethiore substantial.'

'‘By that you mean filling," he grinned. 'Yes, pkeasH have the

gateau.' He was quite at home already, noticed yWieaknazed to

discover that the tensions within her had beeraselé, that she had
actually enjoyed her meal, though on sitting dotwha table she had
not been in the least hungry. ‘What are you havihg/t was asking
her as the gateau appeared.

Vicky said she would have a little of the fruittlsine sat and finished
her wine first. She was fully aware of her compalsanterest, his
admiring stare, though she could not of course keractly what he
was seeing— the arch of her throat beneath thegmblittle chin, the
rosy mouth, the serious eyes with their frame ogldark lashes, the
clear wide forehead beneath the gleaming hair, $teanded with
burnished gold and falling so naturally , intostgle of the page-boy
bob. He glanced down suddenly, as if he would nade his
expression from her.

Twenty minutes later he was glancing at the clodke hall, ruefully
estimating how long it would take him to get home.

'l had no idea it was so late,' Vicky had said aaot previously. 'A
quarter to twelve!'

'‘We were such a long time finding the car,' he relad her. 'And in
addition we'd done an hour or more's hike overghneors.'



She nodded.

‘Yes, and it was already beginning to get dark.I\Wélope you have
a safe journey home ..." Her voice trailed offlas Iseard a car crunch
to a halt on the forecourt. ‘My husband,' she dateid, though she
rather thought this was unnecessary. 'I'm wondefiggu ought to
stay the night. It's so very late and you mustifeel t Shall | ask my
husband if he minds?'

‘Well ..." It was clear that John wanted to stayand Vicky wanted
him to stay. 'lIf you think --' He broke off as thent door swung
inwards. Vicky, pale but composed, immediately expgd what had
happened, first reminding Richard that he knew Jebnat least, he
knew of him.

'Yes, we have met,' said both men together, thiésifent as Vicky
continued with her explanation. Shended up by suggesting tha
John should stay the night. To her surprise Richasitated, a frown
crossing his face. As John had suddenly discoviechis shoelace
was undone, and stooped to tie it, he missed biotaRI's hesitation
and his frown. Vicky, acutely aware that the idéaahn's staying did
not please him in the least, lifted her chin arakéx directly into his
eyes, the martial expression in her own plainiyge challenge.

‘Yes," murmured Richard then, 'it will be all rigiotr Mr Bailey to
stay.'

‘Thank you, Mr Sherrand,' returned John, delib&rdteeping his
eyes off Vicky. 'That's most kind of you. | musyshwasn't looking
forward to? driving to Manchester at this time lo¢ thight. There's
such a lot of moorland to cross before you getrny really good
roads.’



Later, when Vicky was in her bedroom, clad onhair diaphanous
nightgown, as she was about to get into bed, Rickiaocked quietly,
then entered without waiting for her to speak.

‘How did you come to be on the moors in the dank?tdemanded
almost harshly.

‘It-wasn't dark," returned Vicky briefly.

He looked' at her, his eyes seeming to strip ihesfl covering from
her altogether."She sensed a smouldering fury lente cold
unsmiling scrutiny to which he was subjecting her.

‘How long were you out there?'
‘All the afternoon --'

‘All --I' His mouth tightened. 'It's far too lonebyut there for a woman
on her own !'

Vicky's eyes held nothing but contempt.

'‘Why should you be so concerned? It isn't as thoughreally care
what happens to me.’

A silence fell on the room for a space before Ridlsaid, the control
of his voice such that she wondered now if she ihajined that
anger of a few seconds ago.

'In spite of any conclusions you might have come/toky, | do care
what happens to you. You're my wife --'

‘The wife whose death would make you even richan tfou are now,
simply because Father has settled money on mef sd been
murdered out there on the moors --'



‘Shut up!" he snarled, taking a step towards hernot interested in
any money you might leave!

‘Perhaps you have all you need. Just how naicthny father pay you
for marrying me?'

'Vicky," warned Richard, taking another step fomyafm in no mood
to take your insults meekly, or even calmly.’

‘What's wrong?' she asked, driven by some force cshdd not
control. 'Did you have a quarrel with Louisa?'

'l haven't seen Louisa!'
The contempt appeared in her expression again.

‘That | can't believe. You've admitted you're mdavith her --' Vicky
stopped, brought to a halt by the sudden startawe.gYouhave
admitted it,' she said again, endeavouring to hemadxpression. '‘And
so it's feasible that you're with her on these sictes when you're
supposed to beneetingbusiness associates.' Her tone had ris
slightly to include a scoffing note, which, she seealised, inflamed
her husband, for tiny threads of crimson begamgegup the sides of
his mouth, the colour causing drifts beneath theofehis skin.

'‘Be careful,’ he advised. 'I've been gentle with yp till now, Vicky,
but there's a side to me which, if ever you ses going to surprise
you.'

She said nothing for the moment. What he said w&s she decided,
recalling those times when he had seemed so fohieida her, with
those harsh lines about his face and a mouth thsfav too thin. She
knew now that this side of him had been in evideowéng to the
strain he had been going through at that time, datbts pressing on
him, his stepmother's probable demands, his homdamger of
coming under the auctioneer's hammer. Yes, thahhimrmidable



countenance was the outward sign of the 'side’hoiwhe had just
spoken. She looked at him now, saw that his featoae relaxed, and
her heart caught so that the pain was almost pdiysiow attractive
he was! And how she wanted him to take her intmssato kiss her in
that possessive way, to pick her up and carry drefMicky cut her
thoughts abruptly, anger filling her at the thoughhis making love
to her without love. He was speaking again, askodnear more
about her afternoon on the moors.

‘There's nothing to tell," she answered mechagic#tlistarted to get
dark and | was making my way back when | met --'

‘You've already told me that," he broke in, buttlyen\Vicky, why
were you out there at all, roaming about on youn®Wou must have
been there for several hours. Was the dog with'you?

She shook her head, wishing he would go, becaeseéns were far
too close.

'‘No, | couldn't find him; he'd gone off somewhere.’
Richard seemed to give a deep sigh.

‘You mustn't ever go off like that again,' he saidill you promise
me you won't?"

She lifted her chin and said outright,

'‘No, | won't make any promises to you at all. llisa exactly as |
like.'

The grey eyes kindled, and narrowed to mere slits.

'‘By God, you won't do exactly as you like! Youd ds | tell you! And
I'm telling you not to roam over those moors agbinderstand?' He
was close now, tall and ' overpowering and menadfincky felt her



heartbeats increase as fear swept over her. Shacadention of

obeying the order he had just given, but neverisekhe was not
prepared to prolong this situation. And so she iedplwith a

meekness which she knew would satisfy him,

'Yes, Richard, | understand.'

'‘Wise girl"" he said, and swinging round on hislheseleft the room,
closing the central door with rather more noisetivas necessary.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE following morning Vicky was up early, but John Bg was
before her. She saw him from the morning- room wmds she
looked out on to the garden. Quite naturally shatweait to him,
managing to produce a smile in response to his.

'l didn't think last night,’ she began after they lyreeted one another
'but you would have wanted to telephone your pecgdging you
wouldn't be home.'

'l live alone, in aflat,' he told her. 'It's a@may to be; you haven't to
answer to anyone.' Vicky said nothing to this aoknJwent on, 'lI'd
like to be on my way by about nine o'clock, althougshall be
coming back the day after tomorrow to see the adly Who's selling
the land.’

‘The moorlands? You didn't think they were of aajue, you said.’

'‘She has a great deal of land besides that. Wefmaitdly interested

in some land she owns near Wellsover.' John loakéer, taking in

the pale skin, the mouth that was faintly sad sti@dow in her eyes.
‘When | come back* he ventured, 'can | see you?'

Her eyes flickered; she began to shake her head, ¢hanged her
mind.

'l don't understand what you mean,' she murmurézhgth.
'l think you do ... Vicky.'
She swallowed; he was moving too fast for her.

‘How did you know my name?' she asked, playing. ftome. They
were standing by the shrubbery, but Vicky begawatk on, aware
that if Richard should happen to be looking througdh bedroom



window he must see them. A little arbour offeredl®r and it was
towards this that she was making her way, Johimgeliis pace to
hers.

'l heard your husband use it last night.’

'Of course; I'd forgotten.'

He said, after having some difficulty with his péireg,
‘You're not happy, are you?'

'Is it so plain for everyone to see?' The wordsewaut before she
realised it.

‘Yes, Vicky, itis.'

'Of course, you know that my husband --' She bodkeappalled that
she could have been going to talk about Richaetfdy.

‘Married you for your money, yes,' came the quate of the man
beside her. '‘But how did you know that | knew that?

Vicky swallowed again; her throat seeming to haveeydry. It was
so humiliating to talk about such things as beirsgriad for what she
could bring as a dowry, but after a moment of thdwghe decided
that as John knew so much there was little poihtinstopping now.
Besides, his interest was like balm to her paire i&mntedto talk to

someone and it seemed providential that he hachagpgat this time.

'l happened to overhear your colleague, Dannynggilou that he'd
discovered how my husband happened to come intmdimey which
enabled him to withdraw his land,' she told him; pensive gaze
fixed on the entrance to the arbour as she anddgtwoached it.



'You——" John turned his head, deep distress in his vagcde
continued, 'How the devil did that come about? @Wiat a dreadful
thing to overhear! Did you hearatl?"

Vicky said no, she hadn't heard it all, as theykedlaway. But she
had heard the beginning of what Danny was saying.

'l was standing looking in a shop window when thend came up to
you and said --' Vicky shook her head, sayingdtribt matter. 'Shall
we go and have breakfast?' She suggested thenpgnakiurn and
retrace her steps. John took her arm and pushegthdy through the
little archway that formed the entrance to the arbo

'In a few minutes.' Once inside, with no fear dithbeing seen, he
took her hand in his, surprised that she made teonat to snatch it
away—nbut not so surprised as Vicky herself. 'I'nssoy,' he said in
a troubled tone. 'What a harrowing experience fau.yl wish I'd
known you were so close.'

"You couldn't have done anything, John. Your frispdke so quickly
that you couldn't have stopped him in time.'

He was looking at her strangely, and she waitedzlpd by his
silence.

‘Do you realise, Vicky, that you called me John?'
She looked a trifle bewildered.
'Did 1?' she said without a trace of embarrassment.

‘Yes, and it came out so naturally that anyone daoohclude you'd
been doing it for some time ... that we were freenith fact.' A

question in this, and once again Vicky felt he weaxing too fast for
her. Yet she needed him, there was no doubt inmired about that
She could not confide in her father; she had nthlers or sisters, rib



friends even. Yes, she needed him, and if he wanotee her friend
then she was grateful for that friendship. 'VickyHis voice drifted
to her, but she kept her face averted. 'Are weestlyibnds, dear?'

She nodded, still without looking up.

'I'd like that, John," she answered simply. Sh&ddoat his hand,
holding hers. It resembled her father's hands—ragiluenp but warm
and comforting. Not like Richard's hands, long beah and strong ...
hands which she knew instinctively could hurt...

'So we can meet when | return the day after tomd?ro
‘Yes, if—if you like.'

‘You're so attractive, Vicky, that | can't undenstayour husband at
all. Even if he didn't marry you for love, it's aracle to me that he
hasn't fallen in love with you since.’

'He loves another girl.' Vicky marvelled at thediglobjective way

she could handle this conversation. There was notiemin her

voice, no pain within her heart. She could onlyaode that even yet
again she had become mercifully enfolded in thatuuan which

offered her relief from the anguish which shouldesy have

overwhelmed her as she spoke of the girl her husloaed.

‘Another girl?' John stared in disbelief. '‘But—so1s --' He let go of
her hand so that he could spread both of hisnttgossible! How
long have you been married?'

'He was in love with her before we married.'

'‘Good God!" John's face had coloured with angeck{/ you can't
mean that he loved one girl but married anothert+fargher money?'



"This girl's father appears to be in financial iddilties, so he couldn't
give Richard any money.' Vicky stopped, her lipvguing. 'l don't
want to talk about it any more, John,' she saithivked accents.

He frowned to himself.

‘Vicky, can | ask you a question?'

'l think | know what it is, and the answer's yledo love him.'
Silence, long and profound.

'l thought you might have made a bargain but nat klknow you a
little better | realise you wouldn't ever marry ess it was for love.
You poor child!" He would have taken her in his afmut she moved
away, saying it was time they went in as her huglvesuld be sure to
be up by now.

As it happened, he had been up at seven o'clatkniteutes after his
wife, and no sooner had John made his departwedarranged to
meet Vicky at Buxton the day after tomorrow, thaohard said, his
voice taut with suppressed anger,

‘How long were you out there with that fellow?’

‘Until breakfast time. I'd have come in soonetdfknown you were
up. But | don't suppose you minded us not joining jor breakfast.
You probably preferred to be alone.'

'Vicky, you know that's not true! You and | alwdysve our breakfast
together. | thought, when you didn't put in an aspace, that you
weren't up. | had mine because | wanted to be iroffige early. It
was as | was looking out of my office window thagalw you strolling
in the garden with Mr Bailey.' He noted her pafide and a spasm
Of pain seemed to pass through him. 'l asked hog you were out
there,' he reminded her.



'About half an hour.'
' rather think it was longer, Vicky.'
'An hour, then. What does it matter?"

‘Just what is this attitude you're intending tcetékhe asked, his voice
low and distressed.

'I've changed?' Vicky shrugged with feigned indifece. 'Naturally |
have. | expect it doesn't please you that I'm mgéo timid and
tractable.’

'l didn't notice that you were timid, Vicky—justther naive and
somewhat shy.' His voice had dropped almost toeerass, but this
was lost on his wife. 'l said last night that themuch more to the
business of our marriage than appears on the surthough for
several reasons I'm finding difficulty in explaigih

'I'm glad you referred to it abusiness Vicky could not resist
retorting. 'As for the rest of what you've saidh hot interested,' and
with that she walked away, leaving him standinghia hall, a nerve
throbbing in his throat, totally out of control.

She went to the paddock, saddled Cutey, then regdeto see her
father before going on to the riding-club. Wallagas in his study;
she knocked gently before entering. He looked up wislight start
from the paper that lay before him on his desk,\4#ly's heart gave
a jerk as she noticed the grey tinge of his skia,drawn mouth.

‘Father... are you all right?' she faltered, heuthts flying quite
naturally to that other occasion when she had caciag across after
Richard had told her that Wallace was looking affoar. He had
seemed all right, but as Vicky later told her huhahe did not think
her father was in his usual perfect health. She madbeen too



anxious, though, since he was definitely not logkim any wayill.
But how ... 'You don't look well at all, Father.’

‘Don't look well?' he repeated, obviously attengtion bluff his way
out of a situation for which he had not been pregaiWhat are you
talking about, my precious? Of course I'm well. Blayou ever
known your old dad to be anything else?' He roskecame round the
desk to plant a light kiss on her cheek. 'Are yd&iut@ the riding-
club?’

'l don't think so, Father. I'm sending for the doct

'‘Not on your life! I'm perfectly all right, my lamliso just you stop all
this nonsense!'

Vicky looked at his face again, her eyes dark &itRiety.
‘Darling,' she said imploringly, 'please have tbetdr.'
He moved impatiently, as if angry with himself.

‘Why didn't you give me a ring ta say you were aggfii You always
do—well, mostly you do.’

'l didn't think it was necessary at this time @ thay. Besides, | wasn't
intending to stay long." Her keen gaze caused linfower his
eyelashes, which, he soon realised, only servethdrease her
anxiety. 'You wanted warning that I'd be coming rgvehe said
accusingly, 'and now you can't look at me. Yousléng me a lie,
Father, when you say you're feeling fine.'

He made no further denial, but looked into her angiface and said,

1l admit I've been off colour, Vicky love, but's not all that
serious——



‘What do you mean by that?' she demanded, herfillyreg up. 'It's
serious—»but not too serious? Is that what you niean?

He looked down at the carpet, one hand clenchétltigt his side.

'It's the old heart, love—Now," he said sharplyggiag a finger at

her, 'don't panic, or start to cry! You'll not be @phan for donkeys'
years yet. I've had the doctor and I'm taking pMeu can last for

twenty years or more on pills these days. By jovere lucky to be

living in these wonderful times when once fatakdises are fatal no
longer.’

Vicky listened, her heart beating wildly, for initgoof what her father
had been saying, she did see herself as an opftamo one in the
whole world who loved her. But more impressive @ mind was
the picture of her father, working, slavirgrjinding his way through
forty years of hard labour in order to realise arbaion conceived
when he was little more than a child. And now tiatould enjoy the
fruits of that labour, he was dangerously ill. ity she allowed her
thoughts to dwell on the fact that the person whs veally enjoying
the fruits of that labour was her husband. How dalie still be in
love with him! It was infamous that she should He.was a cheat, a
mercenary cheat whose conscience never troubled o must
secretly be laughing at Wallace, considering hienwlorld's greatest
fool to work like that only to give his money awayot that Wallace
had given it all away; but Vicky estimated thattagl probably given
Richard ateasta quarter of his capital, but probably much more.

'So you had the doctor?' she heard herself muriguikivhen was the
first time you saw him?"

‘About three months ago.'



"Three months!" She stared at him, her exclamatimebuke. 'Father,
how could you keep it from me?' Three months st &wound the
time that Richard had become interested in her...

'‘Was there anything to be gained by not keepifrgmh you, my pet?'

'l don't know how you managed to see the doctohaut my
knowing. But it seems that you did. You haven'tréwed an attack,
have you?'

'‘No dear. It was the slightest pain at first, thesort of breathlessness
| had a terrible fear of leaving you, my darlingldh-a terrible fear,
as money's nothing if you haven't someone to loe to take care of
you. That's why | went to the doctor; | had to, hadnake sure |
didn't go until you were safely settled in life. Weou are safely
settled, and as for me --I'm going to live for maymars, as I've just
said.'

Ignoring that part of his little speech which reéetr to her being
safely settled, Vicky asked him if he had hadatfrthe doctor that he
would live for many years yet. He assured herltledtad the doctor's
word, going on to say that he would always havéate tablets,
though.

'‘And you never forget to take them?'
‘No, love, never.'
‘Yet you were not well when | came into this roamere you?'

‘I must admit that | was a little off colour, pBut look at me now! It's
gone and I'm ready for anything again.’

She did look at him, and was forced to agree witlathe had said.
Although she was still greatly troubled she wassame measure
reassured, knowing that he spoke the truth whesaltethat people



with a heart complaint could live for years if theyok the tablets
regularly. He would even be able to lead a normfa| but of course
there would not be any heavy work. He was finishath that

anyway.

'Is your health the reason why you've decided twef2 she was
asking presently, and he nodded at once.

'Yes, deatr, | feel that it's time | gave it ovelstimeone younger and
more energetic.'

'‘Gave it over?' she repeated questioningly. 'l ghdbuyou were
just—well, winding everything up, so to speak?’

To her surprise he made no comment on this; in fFecthanged the
subject altogether, referring to the show that wabe held on the
following Saturday.

‘Are you all ready for it?' he asked, smiling affecately at her. 'l
shall be there, with your husband, expecting yowitee a good
account of yourself even if you don't win.'

'l don't know if | want to take part,' returned ¥ycdejectedly.

'‘Because of me? Look here, Vicky, just you buck Rghard won't
be very pleased to see you looking like this.'

She turned away, wishing she could tell him evengh

'l enter,’ she promised. 'But | don't think lathwin anything.
Louisa might be competing, and it's said that sheégular winner at
all the shows.’

'‘Louisa?' he said sharply, frowning. 'Louisa Augtin



That's right." Her tone was expressionless. 'Sbees in hospital,
though, so she might not be riding.’

His eyes flickered oddly.
‘How do you know she's been in hospital?'

'l heard it somewhere,' she answered, adding quickiudie was
talking about her the other day. I've told you ablbudie, haven't | ?°

‘The friend you've made at the riding-club—yes, framne, love.’
She said after a pause,
‘Shall | stay with you, Father?'

'I'm busy, dear," he replied. 'I've such a lot@p @bk you can imagine.
Just you go and enjoy yourself over those jumps—Hautareful,
now! We don't want any broken bones!'

She agreed to leave him, but although she tri¢dréav off her fears
she found it impossible. Always she recalled thesefriends of his,
dying so quickly of heart attacks.

However, once at the club she felt better. She nimma satisfied
everyone that she would put up a good show on &agubut she was
again warned of the excellent championship resuhgh Louisa

Austin had achieved over the past few years.

'l didn't think she'd be riding,' Vicky heard Trediay when they were
in the snack bar drinking coffee. 'She's been sphal, I've heard.’

‘That's right, and apparently she shouldn't begdBut she's a tough
one, that, and has decided to ride after all." TQame from another
young member of the club, Belinda Stowe, who wéshgion the
stool next to Trudie. 'lt's to be hoped she doasivie herself too



hard, but if the competition's keen she certairilijdmve herself,and
the poor horse.'

Vicky listened to this, but it did not register tdeeply. Little did she
know that it was to registeterydeeply— on the day of the show.

When she got back to the Manor Richard was by thédpck,
chatting with one of the gardeners. He turnedjralidhis eyes over
her as she rode up, then took the bridle from &aha swung lightly
from the saddle.

'Did you have a good ride?' he asked, beginninmsaddle the horse.

‘Yes, thank you, Richard.' The gardener had wanldaneay but she
spoke civilly, just in case her voice should catitywas marvellous.'

‘Do you think you'll have a chance of winning oriugday?’

The gardener was now out of earshot, she noticeava$ making for
the rear garden where the vegetable plots were.

*Your girl-friend's riding, so | don't expect | lma chance.'
Richard seemed to wince at her coldly-spoken words.

'‘Need you adopt that attitude, Vicky?' he begare tecided that we
should talk, my dear.’

'If you think that you can exonerate yourself then must think I'm a
complete fool!

‘You're a fool if you don't listen to me.’

'I'd expect to hear nothing but lies.’



Richard's face paled a little, with anger.

'l warned you to take care, Vicky.'

‘What more can you do to me?' she challenged.
The grey eyes darkened, dangerously.

‘There are many things | could do to you,' he tad pointedly. 'At
present I'm trying to be patient. In fact, it's possible that | can be
otherwise in certain matters. But with you, Vickyn liable to lose
my temper, and if | do then | shan't be respondginieny actions.'

‘Are you threatening me with violence, Richard?gwHcool and
composed she was! But she had grown up all at @amckin addition
she no longer felt inferior. In social status heimibe on a higher
level than she, but in uprightness and honestyigdgse he was very
much lower.

'Don't be melodramatic!' chided Richard.

‘Well, it seems to me that it's violence you'reeitening me with.
You speak of losing your temper ..." She was tglkm herself, for
Richard, with a look of wrathful censure in his gylkad turned from
her and was striding away towards the house.

Dinner was a silent meal, as was to be expectatVarky went to
bed without even saying goodnight to her husbahe.Aext day she
lunched with John in Buxton, at an hotel. When ahieved home it
was almost dinner time, as she and John had dierthe hills of
Derbyshire, taking a long time about it. He told bethe deal he was
expecting to pull off with Louisa's aged aunt. Tld near
Wellsover was very valuable indeed and would fetamall fortune
when it was sold.



'‘Probably half a million," went on John, 'because know the value
of land these days.'

Half a million, thought Vicky not without bitterngsas she related
this sum to her father's fortune. It had taken &limost thirty years to
earn his first half a million, for the second hadid come much more
quickly than the first.

‘You said that the money was to go to Miss Aushiege or nephew.
| don't think she had a nephew, only one niece,jdauVicky still

marvelled at the way in which she could speak albioaitgirl her
husband loved.

‘That's right. This girl's going to be wealthy.’
‘How long does a deal like this take?"

'‘Could be a year, but if | have my way it'll godbgh in under six
months.'

Richard was nowhere to be seen when Vicky returimazdng picked

up her car in Buxton where she had left it to gothe drive with

John. She parked on the forecourt intending to ger do the

bungalow later, when she had eaten. She went upstabathe and
change, and as she surmised Richard was in his, rmoring about
They met in the dining-room, both perfectly dresdsath glancing

critically at one another. There was no doubt akiutonceded
Vicky, her husband was a man who always displagédement and
cultivated taste, both in his day clothes and oséhhe wore now, for
dinner. Vicky had decided to wear a black skirt amguoise blouse
trimmed with narrow black ribbon. She looked vegugg in the

outfit, she knew, but she did not feel young. Oe tlontrary, she
seemed to have put on at least ten years duringgiifew days.

‘Do you want a drink first?' he asked, his voice land gentle. ‘A
glass of sherry?'



She shook her head.

'I'd rather have dinner at once, if you don't mihdant to change
later and go over to see Father.’

‘For any particular reason, Vicky?'

'‘Ought | to have a reason for going to see my f&tHéhe was not
going to tell Richard that her father was now untther doctor. He
would probably be hoping that he had a fatal aftack that he,
Richard, could come into possession of even momeemo

‘No, certainly not. I'll come with you if you like?

She hesitated, aware that if she went alone heeifatight wonder at
it and ask why her husband was not with her.

‘All right,’ she agreed, and was surprised to seshdRd's face
brighten, just as if he had heard something thesiggd him.

It was past eleven o'clock when they got back &Ntanor. Vicky
said a brief goodnight before running up to herrbedh. She and
Richard had been forced to act with tendernessrttsvane another,
and every time Richard called her darling it wke lihe point of a
dagger piercing her heart. For herself the preteaddbeen a strain of
such weight that she now felt dragged down by low§ she
undressed, took a shower, donned her nightgown veasl just
brushing her hair when the communicating door ogemed her
husband stood there, his face dark with fury.

‘Where were you this afternoon?' he demanded, ngeher startled
gaze through the mirror of the dressing- table.

Vicky pivoted on the stool, coming round to facehi



'‘Why should it interest you?' she asked almostlemély. She was
still pent-up from the strain of posing as therstayed bride and she
wanted only to get into bed, switch off the ligimdabe swept into
oblivion.

'l do happen to be your husband,' he reminded &eshly. 'Where
were you? Tell me!'" He advanced to-wards her, aetmg figure
whose face was twisted with anger. She slid froensfool, making
for the far side of the room, but moving backwaras,action that
brought his teeth snapping together.

'It appears that you know where | was this aftemjcghe managed,
though shakily. Is he going to murder me? she abkeself, aware
that every nerve in her body was fluttering in oniswith the
palpitation of her heart. Never, during those idytlays when she
had believed herself to be a well-beloved wife, blae dreamed she
would see her husband like this. 'What | don't ustdad, though, is
how the information came to you?"'

‘You and he were having lunch together in the hdted just had a
telephone call from a friend of mine and the faaswnentioned, quite
casually, that you were lunching with the young maho is
surveying land around these parts.’

'‘What of it?' Vicky's voice was a little calmer ndwscause she knew
what she was going to say. 'If you can have afgehd then surely
you won't object to my having a boy-friend? Aftéy was only my
money you were interested in, and you have thagrityou?'

'‘By God, girl, you're goading me beyond endurar@Bey-friend, eh?
Is that what he is?'

'He's my friend, yes! As I've pointed out, you hgeer girl-friend. |
believe she's coming into a fortune within the rfemt months. Don't
you wish you'd waited a little while longer, RicdarYou could then



have had your cake and eaten it, as the saying-go8ke got no
further, her sentence ending abruptly as withtke ltry of fear she
tried to dodge out of her husband's way. He haut eeross the room,
his face pale with fury, and now he gripped hemtdhers, his fingers
digging mercilessly into her flesh.

'I've warned you not to goad me!" he snarled, &g fso close to hers
that she could feel his breath on her cheek. '# bad enough when
you talked of that John Bailey, but to fling Loustame—I don't want
her money! Get that!" He was obviously intendinghtast her into a
big armchair but, his temper breaking all bondsaftrol, he pulled
her to him again and shook her till she cried tedrs rolling down
her face.

‘Stop—oh, you're hurting me! Richard ..." She saidmore, but
resigned herself to endure the full force of higeanAnd when at last
he let her go she would have fallen had he notluaugy by the arms
again.

'l hate you,' she breathed. 'Yes, | hate you,'iartdat moment she
really believed she spoke the truth.

He held her, supporting her swaying body. There neagentleness
about him, no sign that he regretted his violerica few moments
ago.

‘You said you'd decided to have the showdown becsas didn't

want to have a child of mine.' Richard spoke sotiiglf to himself,

his glance flicking over her figure, arrogantlyitakin the curves so
clearly revealed through the transparency of thieeri@ of which her
nightgown was made. 'And | seem to remember thatgaked at me
as if such a child would be tainted --'



‘It would be tainted,' she flashed, her own anggang above her fear
now that his fury seemed to have died, 'taintec lite lust for
money!

For one terrifying moment there was silence and,thiging her right
off her feet, Richard looked down into a face tgtdlained of colour
and said, his accents vibrating with fury and passi

"You will have a child of mine—be it tainted or not!'



CHAPTER NINE

ViIcKy awoke after a restless night to find Richard wadoeside her.
She rose swiftly, as if by leaving the bed she @arhse from her
agonised mind the unbridled passion of her husbandstery. She
threw wide the curtains and opened the window,bneoding eyes
moving from the gardens with their ancient treésgjrtstatues and
fountains, to the wild moorland beyond. Then shiedd, to scan the
room with its ponderous furniture. Yes, it was perds, but she
hadn't really noticed before just how much it diéig from what she
herself would have designed. Here at Whitethorn diarthers had
done the designing, she herself having merely nsmee small
changes. At the bungalow all was her own creatiod, the finished
picture was one of beauty and good taste. If oné/culd put back
the clock! Yet how many before her had said theestmmg. It was a
futile wish since what was done was done and thaseno undoing
it. No undoing ...

Vicky's lovely eyes, pensive and sad, strayed ¢éocttmmunicating
door. No sound came to tell her that Richard-wasgingpabout in his
room, but she opened the door after knocking gefithere was an
urgency about her that had come upon her unexggctaide knew
that there could never be another night like the that had passed.
She was no slave to the lustful desires of a marse/fove was given
to another girl. She and Richard must talk, mystdifind some way
of separating without causing her father any pahere must be a
way! Theremust!

The room was empty and she listened, hoping Richesl in his

bathroom. No sound. She happened to glance dolmerse|f and was
glad he was not there. She was dressed only ini¢jietgown, having

forgotten to put on a housecoat, so urgent wadéwsare to talk things
out with Richard.



After taking a bath and putting on a flared skirtubite cotton and a
short-sleeved blouse of lime green, military-styledh epaulettes
and two small flapped pockets, she brushed heriead the blusher
to hide the intense whiteness of her cheeks, themt down to the
morning-room. Richard was not there and it wasrdleat he had not
yet had his breakfast. One of the maids heard Vakg came in,
asking respectfully if she was ready to have heakiast.

‘Mr Sherrand—where is he?' asked Vicky.
'He went out, madam, saying he would not troubteuabreakfast.'

She found him ten minutes later, coming upon himexpectedly as,
having wandered into the more wooded part of thelegg she saw
him sitting on a fallen tree, his head sunk in h&éds. He was
unaware of her presence and she stopped, haltédebpgicture of
utter dejection he made. Her heart caught in gpikeerself, since she
felt certain that he was thinking of Louisa, the @gie should have
married.

Vicky turned away, treading softly on the thick acwlation of
bracken under her feet and avoiding any dead twiggh might,
were she to step on them, disclose her presence.

Yes, they must part; there was no sense in thayirgj together,
being unhappy. She fell to thinking of his tendesdowards
her—though she could not have said why—and almgainat her

will she was being confronted with incidents thabyed beyond
doubt that there was a good side to her husbane, frwas proved
that he had married her for what her father coettdeson him, but he
had intended to keep the bargain he had made vattagé: he would
never let his wife know that he did not love heicky pondered over
his manner with her, and bewilderment became henirtating

emotion. How could any man put up such a convinpimegence? She
gave a sigh, having to admit that the simple answéhnat question



was that . Richartdadput up a convincing pretence; what was not ¢
simple—and in fact it was totally illogical—was hawnviction that
Richard possessed a high degree of honour in thatbdd fully
intended to treat her as a loving husband should.

Vicky wandered on, leaving the wooded part of theugds and
entering the more formal gardens surrounding thesima. Her steps
were automatic, though, her mind being fully ocedpiby the
situation which she and Richard were in. He himseifst have
suffered agonies, married to one girl while loviagother; he had
been seeing Louisa in hospital and Vicky could imagthe
eagerness of the meetings ... and the misery giahengs. Well, he
could marry Louisa in the not-too-distant futurd=or a while Vicky
found herself fighting tears as the picture of Isayias Richard's
wife, rose mercilessly before her mental visiord @rstruck her that
she could not stay in the vicinity of the Manor.t Yew could slid"
ask Wallace to move out of that lovely house winethad obviously
built for his retirement?

'‘What must | do?' she quivered, speaking quitetdyidEither | must
stay with Richard or | must cause a major uphesw&ather's life.'
Even had he been in perfect health she felt shédwmt have been
able to ask him to move out of the bungalow; asghiwere it was
unthinkable that she should do so. Quite suddené/ sas calm,
determined to do something positive, since thiganslon could not
continue for ever. She would neither stay with Richnor ask her
father to leave the bungalow. For a long long tinweould be agony,
living so close, inevitably seeing Richard and lsautogether, but
eventually the pain would ease, simply becauseetheas no
disputing the fact that time healed.

Having reached the house Vicky found she had noed&senter its
iImposing porticoed entrance and she walked onngakine path
leading to the lake. A little rustic seat shadexhfithe bright morning
sun by a massive copper beech tree offered peaté&ramuillity,



and she sat down. But within little more than autenKaliph came
bounding along, Richard strolling along behind hwicky decided

they must talk at once, must discuss their prol@dathtry and resolve
it.

He slackened his pace on seeing her there, thee eam stood
looking down at her for a long moment, his faceeapressionless
mask.

'l suppose,' he began stiffly, 'that | should agise for last night --'

'It's best forgotten,' interrupted Vicky, colouriog. 'There are more
important matters for you and me to discuss.' Aatiocally she

moved to one end of the seat 'Have you the time?h&e calm, so
composed her attitude towards him; she had ceytgnolhwn up since
that fateful day when she had overheard the wdrdstad broken
her heart...

‘Important matters?' he frowned, ignoring her silemitation to sit
down.

'Surely you must know that we have to talk? Plesisedown,
Richard.' Her voice was as unemotional as her mawméch amazed
her, for deep within her the pain was almost moaa tshe could bear.
To be near him like this, loving him as she didh#oadmitting that it
would be heaven to feel his strong arms about héer, hard
demanding lips taking possession of hers ... afl trought the
burning tears to Vicky's eyes and she hastily wiamde, determined
not to let him even suspect that she still hadlawg for him.

He sat down, his body erect, his profile taut. Wasstill thinking
about Louisa...? Without preamble Vicky spoke, iingtss in her
tone that even to her own ears sounded unfriendly.

'‘We can't go on like this, Richard, | am sure yoagree. So I've
decided we must part—have a divorce.'



‘A ... divorce,' he murmured, and it did seem to Vickat this whole
demeanour was one of relief. 'Because of last night

‘Because neither of us is happy,' she interrupieitys

Richard turned to glance at her profile, sayinderah reflective
moment, -

‘What about your father? You extracted a promisenfme to the
effect that this trouble should be kept from him.’

Vicky nodded, but immediately spoke of the ideat tieed come to
her, in a flash, just a few seconds before he battovalking along
the lakeside.

'| feel | could gradually pave the way by droppmg a hint now and
then. You see,' she went on to explain, 'lI've a&a ithat he might
already be having some suspicions that our mariggeperfect.’

‘You have?' Strangely, Richard was not revealimgnbich surprise
at all over this piece of information.

'‘He bought me the horse because I'd been appabprgssed --'

'‘But at that time you hadn't discovered..." He p&n) having
difficulty with his phrasing and Vicky finished tlsentence for him.

... the reason why you married me. No, | hadnot,'d been unhappy
because you went out and left me. | didn't telhEathat you went
out in the evenings, of course, but | must haveemgihim the

Impression that | was not happy, because he mattibhater, saying
that there had been an occasion when he suspestsinot feeling

as happy as | ought. | convinced him he was wrasitgg' added,
'‘because at that time | was happy again.' Sheesldntn a glance,
expecting he would question her about this butdmeained silent,
staring across to the far bank of the lake wheredwans and their



three fluffy brown cygnets were swimming about #hea feathery
cover of weeping willow trees whose branches weadirig the

water. '‘As | was saying,' she continued at lengteel | can prepare
Father for the divorce by dropping these hintshisaway he won't be
too shocked when [ finally tell him that the mageshas broken up.'

‘You appear to have it all sorted out," observedhosband tautly.

'I'm not willing to continue with this life. You'lbe free to marry
Louisa --'

'l want to talk about Louisa,' began Richard, bitky cut him short,
unable to listen to anything at all about the el husband loved.
And because she wanted to hit back, to prove tothah she too
could have a future, she said coldly,

‘And | would be free to marry too, if | wished.' @H.abrador,
standing with his head cocked, looking into theerataught Vicky's
attention at that moment and so she missed thel sbatfleetingly
crossed her husband's face.

'You would marry again?' The element of disbelefhis voice
brought two bright spots of angry colour to herefand caused her to
flash at him instantly,

‘Why not! I'm only young. Of course | shall marrgaan—and to a
man who isn't interested in money!" Why she addiesi she would
never know. She certainly had not meant to dotsmdered Richard,
naturally, but he let it pass, asking if she hadvwaged to see John
Bailey again.

‘Because if you have,' he said between his tegih,can cancel the
date! While youare my wife you'll remember your position. I'll have
no scandal attached to your name!'

Her eyes blazed.



'If you can have Louisa then | can have John! Vewdised that last
night!'

'There was no discussiovioumade a statement.’

'‘What does it matter? You have her and therefovérgdorfeited any

rights you have over my affair with John. In faayu've forfeited all

your rights as a husband.' For a moment she paasatipreparing

him for her next words. 'If there's ever anothghnilike last night

then | shall go straight back to my father.' It veabrave statement,
but she knew full well that she would never sub¥hiallace to a

shock like that. Richard knew nothing of her fathdiness, so he
would obviously take her threat seriously. Howegbe was soon to
learn that the threat was unnecessary, as Riclsswdread her there
never would be another night like last night.

‘You inflamed me,' he reminded her, and even n@tdmper flared,
as if he were still half-blaming her for somethhegbitterly regretted.
'l warned you not to goad me.

'‘Can we get back to the question of a divorced Waiky. 'l expect
you know how to go about it?' 'Seeing that | havikead a divorce
before—no, | don't know how to go about it.’

‘Your solicitor will do everything,' she retorteaware that he was
being sarcastic, icily so, judging by his tone #relcold stare he gave
her.

'l expect he will.' The Labrador was at Richardigd again and he
put out a hand to stroke his head. 'l haven't ltad gssurance that
you'll not see John Bailey while you are still mifey

She gave a start of surprise.

'l thought that was settled,’ she almost snappadiésire being only
to thrash out the matter of the divorce. 'I'm sgdiohn just whenever



| like. You asked me if I'd made arrangements tetrhan again and
| have. We're going out to dinner at --' She stappeciding it would
be more prudent to keep her husband in ignorantieeafame of the
hotel in Buxton where they were dining. --,

'When are you going out to dinner?' demanded RigHas dark face
almost evil in its expression. 'When and where!'

‘That's no concern of yours. | don't ask where gwet Louisa. |
know when,of course, because you're not at home,' she adctd
say.

'It so happens that | am not with Louisa on evagasion when I'm
away from home.'

‘About the divorce,' she began, but Richard infged her, repeating
his question about the date she had made with Jddivan't tell you,
S0 you're wasting your time in asking me," she kahd firmly.

His eyes took on a glinting light.

‘You do realise, Vicky, that there are ways andmseaaf preventing
you from meeting this man?'

‘Are you intending to lock me up, Richard?"
'l could do just that," came his cool rejoinder.
You'd have my father to answer to!'

He gave an impatient sigh and there was a londeasmtling silence
as, absently, he fondled the Labrador's ears.

‘Tell me," he said, breaking .the silence at ld&tn't you ever suspect
your father of encouraging me? After all, you knavhis ambition.’



Instead of answering his question Vicky put onéefown.
'‘How did youknow of his ambition regarding me?"'

'l guessed it from some stray remarks he madewexresl Richard,
then repeated his question.

‘The idea that Father regarded you as a likely émgldor me did
occur to me,' she admitted, 'but as he, like everyelse, knew you
were almost engaged to Louisa | thought no moreiabo

Richard turned his head to look at her.

'If you knew | was almost engaged to Louisa thely wieren't you
puzzled by my interest in you?'

She averted her head, blushing painfully.

'l was vain enough to believe that I'd attracted,yand that you'd
fallen out of love with her and in love with meeHvoice caught, but
he did not notice, as Kaliph began to bark at Gogkiger cat as it
came walking leisurely along the path.

He said after a thoughtful pause,

‘You said you hated me. Was that true—or sometbaid in anger,
as retaliation?'

For "one wildly optimistic moment Vicky thought stetected a hint

of something significant in the question, calmlpugh it had been
put. What would happen if she said no, she dichate him? It very

soon flashed upon her brain that she was tryimggasp at a straw that
was not really there. The bald trutras that Richard loved Louisa,
and the sooner he was free to marry her the happiamnould be.

A little flatly she said,



‘No, it was not retaliation."'
‘You really do hate me?"
‘Yes,' she answered almost inaudibly, 'l do hate'yo

He drew a breath, turning his head as if interestéde two animals
which were now facing one another, as if prepafomgvar.

'l can't blame you, even though there's so muchdgm't know.'

She was suddenly curious, recalling that this wasthird or fourth
time he had mentioned it.

'‘What is it | don't know?'
To her surprise he shrugged and said indifferently,

'It doesn't matter now. You're bent on this divostethere's no profit
in my trying in any way to vindicate myself—'

‘You can't vindicate yourself!'

'‘Not altogether, no. I'm entirely to blame for whatid. It was my
decision and | can't blame anyone else for my actio

Vicky saw by his expression that there was muctoudd tell her, yet
she could not visualise any mitigating circumstant¢¢e had by his
own admission—when she had first had the showdowimn w
him—married her in order to get himself out of fue&al difficulties,
and also by his own admission he was in love witbtlzer girl'at the
time. How Louisa had taken the marriage was somegtMicky
would never know, but it was clear that Richard thesve talked it
over with her, explaining that if he did not takdvantage of
Wallace's offer then he would have to sell thetest&/as there a
tragic, tearful parting? Suddenly Vicky rose froer Iseat, wanting



only to get away from Richard and the knowledge Lewas even
now thinking about the girl and probably wonderuasgt how long it
would be before he could make her his wife.

‘You're going?' he asked, looking up at her ash&sitated before
moving away.

'Yes, there's nothing more to discuss, Richardallggive Father
those hints | spoke of, and leave the rest to Wau'll see your
solicitor?'

He nodded his head.
'If that's what you want, Vicky.'

'It's what we both want,' she frowned. 'You cardrmy Louisa Until
you've got rid of me.'

‘Don't put it that way!" he snapped.

‘Not delicate enough for you? It's what we'd sayancashire. I've
never been your equal socially, have |, Richart@'|Soked down at
his dark face, saw the grey tinge to his skin stii@dows in his eyes.

'I've never even hinted at such a thing! Whereydu manage to get
an idea like that?"

'It's the truth. I've accepted it from the staié told him in tones of
quiet resignation. 'Our marriage would never hameedeven if we'd
had a more favourable beginning." And with that sloalld have

walked away but Richard spoke quickly, revertingladhin Bailey,

asking again where she was meeting him, and when.

'l shan't have you seeing him," he ended, bringimgilitant light to
her eyes.



‘We've been into this, Richard. | go my way and gowours.'
He stood up, tall and straight and overpowering.

'‘How far has this affair gone?' he demanded rougilgu haven't
known him long enough to have fallen in love witmh

How little he knew! She wondered what Richard woliddve to say
were she to tell him that she had fallen in lovéhwaim. eve before

they had spoken to one another! Vicky had neverentiael confession
but she had intended to do so, one day. That daydwwever dawn
now.

'‘How long does one need?' she asked, unwillingltaitathat she was
not in love with John. Her pride demanded that Ridhshould
believe she did care for him.

'l see," stiffly and with suppressed fury. 'So yoain love with him,

It didn't take you long, that's all | can say. H®Ws everything, so |
expect he offered you sympathy?' The rough eddestowoice was
now a rasp, grating on her nerves. It seemed infdegkat this same
voice had spoken so tenderly to her, had whisperetearments
close to her heart as his body, strong and demgndad possessed
hers. Turning from him, she closed her eyes tiglhtbyding back the
tears that strove for release. 'He knew, when heheae, a guest in
my house, that I—I --' he broke off and once adaaky finished the
sentence for him.

'He knew that you married me for what my fathereggou? Yes, of
course he did!

Richard's dark eyes roved her body, then settletheonface. She
coloured angrily, aware that his whole attitude waise of
condemnation.



'Did you not care what he might be thinking?' Heedsthe tone of his
voice matching the expression in his eyes.

‘| never gave the matter a thought,' she answendly.cTo me it was
only sensible to invite him to stay. He'd been msthe moors for a
long while, and in addition we'd been ages findirgcar. It wouldn't
have been very hospitable to have let him drivBlamchester after
all that, and so late at night too.’

Richard said nothing; in fact, he appeared notateeheen listening,
so lacking in expression was his face at this maménky felt she

should make another attempt to convince him thatdwdd not

prevent her from keeping her date with John bute $lkat another
argument would result, she wandered away, a hitie that Kaliph

made no move to follow her but, instead, sat doeside Richard
who had taken possession of the seat again. .



CHAPTER TEN

THE day of the show dawned bright, with the promiseacgunny
afternoon. Richard, with Cutey in the horse-boxqver one of the
Land-rovers used on the home farm, while Wallac&elr Vicky in
the Rolls. He had worn a rather odd expression whawing driven
over to the Manor, he looked hard at his daughteasnashe appeared,
spruce and spotless in her riding clothes. As theye driving to
Handford he inquired hesitantly,

‘Anything wrong, precious?’

She turned her head, her glance registering satpsisile her mind
grasped the fact that here was an opportunity oppming the first
hint.

'‘What makes you ask a thing like that, Father?'

'l don't quite know,' he admitted, frowning. 'Maybe worrying
unnecessarily.'

‘About what?' she prompted.

'Richard ..." A pause and then, 'He treats youavell

'Of course.’

Wallace slanted her a glance.

‘You're not the starry-eyed bride you once weredanying.'

'It begins to wear off,’ she told him, taking céwekeep all emotion
out of her voice. 'The honeymoon can't last foreve

He fell thoughtfully silent for a space before sayi



'It usually lasts longer than this." Vicky said mog and Wallace
added, almost to himself, "Your mothand | would have had a
lifelong honeymoon, had she not been taken from Vheky caught
her breath on a little sob.

‘Your love affair was exceptional, Father.'

‘Nothing of the kind. Any two married people cameen in love if
they try.'

"Try?' she echoed. 'No one should have to try.’

He drew a breath and to Vicky's relief said no moree first seeds of
doubt had been planted in his mind and more wooltec until,
eventually, he would learn of the forthcoming segian and divorce.

'‘Remember what | said about giving a good accodintoarself,’
Wallace was saying later when Vicky, mounted one@utwas
waiting for her event to come up. 'We'll be ovesrth—' He pointed,
but Vicky's eyes were on her husband, whose irttevess
undoubtedly fixed on another rider... Louisa Austin

Vicky's mouth tightened. She felt sure he was hgppghat Louisa
would win. Well, she would not win if she could pet, decided
Vicky, leaning forward to pat Cutey's neck. The dsohad done
wonders in the practices, and she would do wortdelesy.

Vicky was soon watching the first competitor, SuBatigeway, who
had been doing very well at the shows she haddsterbut she had
six faults and, happening to notice Louisa's exgoesas she watched
Susan, smiling broadly and leaning forward to patlorse, Vicky
saw what could only be described as a smirk ofsfeafiion On
"Louisa's face. It was plain that Louisa had comsad Susan to be
her most important rival today.



Vicky's turn came before that of Louisa, and sdmaneé was complete
silence from the spectators, so superb was heprnpeahce with
Cutey. She even surprised herself by gaining a cteand.

Louisa came next, her face taut with determinatiime knew who
Vicky was, of course, although they had never iet.had she ever
seen Vicky before today. Richard would have toldthat his wife
was riding, though, so she knew that she was te Nasky as one of
her rivals for the coveted prize.

It was natural that Vicky's whole attention shobé&lon the girl, and
very soon she was frowning heavily as Louisa begarse the whip.
Vicky had never even carried a whip. Cutey wasfhend, not a

defenceless animal to be driven beyond what itccpealrform with

comparative ease and enjoyment. Vicky recallednflals assertion
that if the competition were keen then Louisa woditve herself

hard—andthe poor horse. She was certainly driving it havd/ and

it did not surprise Vicky when the horse refusedirging at the

reins, Louisa reared her horse and prepared totkekpimp again.
Vicky turned away, feeling quite sick as Louisalsipvcame down
savagely on the horse's flanks. The crowd bega&otoher as she
came away, having totalled four faults.

Vicky was the winner; she rode round to a spatehafering and

clapping, leaning forward repeatedly to pat Cuteysk as if she
would remind the spectators that it was her horgetery as well as

hers. The crowd obviously understood because Mickygratified to

hear, 'Good old Cutey! being shouted from varygases among the
mass of people applauding the performance.

Naturally she was flushed as a result of her ssc@exl as her eyes
met those of her husband she saw only admirateep dnd sincere,
In his gaze. He was glad she had won! Perhaps,hiée he had
abhorred the use of the whip as Louisa, deterntmédat Vicky, had
driven her horse too hard. How could he be in lait@ such a girl



was something she would never understand, thougtkyy but
perhaps it was the girl's beauty that attracted him

‘My qgirlie!" Wallace was saying as she dismountgédknew it!
Richard, aren't you proud of your wife?"

‘Very proud,’ was his immediate reply. 'Congratalad, Vicky.'
'‘Well, aren't you going to kiss her?' demanded ¢all

'Of course.' Richard came forward, took hold of &ems, bent his
head, and kissed her. She quivered at his touckeansisprang to her
eyes. She turned away, so that neither he noratleerf should see
that her eyes were suddenly far too bright. Andlas only then that
she saw John, standing some distance away, hisvati@ntion on

her. She smiled spontaneously and lifted a handawe. Richard,

glancing over her head, set his mouth, while Walldaoking round

vaguely, asked his daughter who she was waving to.

'It's John,' she answered. 'A friend of mine.n8ckon him to come
over so that | can introduce you to him.'

Richard walked away! Vicky saw him go over to sp&akouisa.
‘John, meet my father,' she was soon saying. 'Fatldehn Bailey.'

'‘How do you do?' Wallace examined the young maif e were
something he was intending to buy—at least, that twaw John
himself described it later, when for a brief momdm had an
opportunity of whispering in Vicky's ear. 'And hoygung man, do
you come to be acquainted with my daughter?'

‘John works for a firm you know, Father." She namgd the name,
saw a frown come to Wallace's brow as he took amdtiok at John.

'In what capacity?' he wanted to know.



John explained, but before he could go into evenniost minor
details Vicky suggested they go and have some Shka. glanced
around to find that both Richard and Louisa hadmjieared. What
would her father think? Vicky shrugged her showdehis would
provide. another little doubt in Wallace's mindaedjng the success
of her marriage. He was looking about, obviouslgreking for his
son-in-law.

'Richard will probably join us in the marquee,’ shél. 'Come on, for
if we leave it much longer there'll be a queue.’

'‘But,’ objected her father, ‘it isn't the thingytowithout Richard. How
will he know where we are?’

'‘He'll guess,’ returned Vicky lightly, aware thaitlp Wallace and
John were regarding her strangely. 'l don't thilsknecessary to wait
for him, Father.'

'If you say so.' Wallace was troubled and Vickydetp wish that her
husband had not gone off and left them like "tisdte wanted her
father to learn gradually of the failure of the mege, not to have the
knowledge thrust upon him so quickly that it copldvide a shock
which might have serious results where his headth goncerned.

They had only just sat down at one of the tabléeeérmarquee when
Wallace was hailed and a lady appeared at his side.

'‘Mrs Basset!" exclaimed both Wallace and Vickyate *How nice
to see you,' added Wallace. 'l suppose you sawydakxcellent
performance?’

'Indeed, | did! You were marvellous!

The two men had risen to their feet and John wasady offering
Mrs Basset his chair.



'Oh, but | don't want to intrude,' she said. 'l egcame over to have
a word with my old friend, and to congratulate deughter. But
thank you, young man, for --"Do join us, Mrs Bdssavited Vicky
just as her father opened his mouth to say songethimilar. ‘We
haven't seen you for ages.'

Mrs Basset accepted John's chair and he went éffdanother.

‘Not since your wedding, Vicky. Oh, but | shall eevorget the
lovely picture you made in that incredibly beautRaris model you
were wearing!'

Vicky lowered her lashes, emotion sweeping over &srshe
remembered the dress ... and the day she had tvémd mingling
with her heartache was a great sadness that themage by Richard
and herself were so soon to be broken.

Wallace was watching her closely; she joined in twversation,
not desiring that he should become too troublediaber. There was
an odd expression on his face, an expression dgheden several
times lately. Was he up to something? Vicky coutrave said why
the question came to her and she soon dismisfedither mind, not
thinking that Wallace might be contemplating havangord with her
husband.

Mrs Basset was lively, her conversation intelligeher laugh
infectious. Vicky had never seen her father so fmtl a woman
before. True, there had always been a sort of bbebdeen him and
Mrs Basset, but today there seemed to be sometining. Instead of
being wholly occupied with his daughter, Wallace Inaore interest
in his old friend, it would seem. And when it wasé for their

departure Mrs Basset was a passenger in the Raltsipying the
place by the driver, Vicky having insisted on sitin the back.



Wallace followed the Land-Rover at first but ladkieicided to*pass it,
being tired of the slow speed. Soon he had leftsbis-in-law far
behind.

‘What a magnificent place!" exclaimed MBasset ashe got out of
the car to have a look around. Although she had beéhe wedding
she had not seen Vicky's new home, as Vicky anchasband had
naturally gone from "the reception on their owmavieg the party to
break up later. '‘My, but you're a lucky girl, isstte, Wallace?"

'Yes ... | suppose she is.'

‘You always wanted to see her in a stately home,yam got your
wish!'

‘Are you coming in?' interposed Vicky swiftly. 'fiact, you and
Father might as well stay for dinner.'

Wallace and his friend exchanged glances. To heatgratisfaction
Vicky heard her father say,

‘Well, if you want us to, love ...'

So it was settled, both Wallace and Mrs Bassetesgimng the hope
that Richard would not mind that they hadn't chahnge

'I'm sure he won't mind," Vicky assured them, altfio she was
wondering if her husband would consider them ratheeivilised' in
dining in the clothes they had worn at the showkyiherself merely
changed from her riding clothes into a short cottess and sandals.
Let Richard think what he liked; he dared not vdiig objections
aloud", that was for sure!

When she came down she was surprised to find Mssd2an her
own in the drawing-room, sipping the drink whichcky had given
her before going upstairs to change.



'‘Where's Father?' she asked in surprise.

'‘With Richard somewhere. Richard came back, walkedere
looking rather tired, | thought. Wallace asked ¥duld mind being
on my own for a while as he had something importansay to
Richard.'

'Oh..." Vicky lost a little of her colour. Would é&tard decide to tell
Wallace everything? 'Are they in Richard's office?'

'l think they must have gone over to that summeuse,' said Mrs
Basset, pointing. 'They went outside and stroll@dss the lawn. The
next time | looked out of the window they'd disagpissl.’

Vicky bit her lip, undecided as to whether she duglgo over to the
summerhouse, but before she had time to make upihdrthe butler
knocked and entered with the information that thveas a visitor to
see her husband.

‘A visitor?' repeated Vicky. '"Who --?'
‘Where is Mr Sherrand, madam?' interrupted theshugtolid-faced.

Mrs Basset, her interest caught, was watching the cfosely, while
Vicky, curious because of his expression, asked thlbwisitor was.

'‘My husband isn't about at the moment,' she adaledre of the start
which Mrs Basset had given.

‘The visitor is Mrs Sherrand,' said the butlergasdly. 'Shall | show
her into the small drawing-room?"'

'‘Mrs Sherrand?' repeated Mrs Basset before shetimadto stop
herself. Thisis Mrs Sherrand!



'It's Richard's stepmother,’ explained Vicky, heam thumping
against her ribs, though why she did not know.

‘Shall | show her into the small drawing-room?'a&jed the butler,
casting Mrs Basset a withering glance.

‘Yes, please,' answered Vicky.

'l didn't know he had a stepmother,’ commented B&sset. 'What's
she like?'

'I've never met her.' Vicky's eyes were concendratethe view from
the window. The summerhouse was over in a far caithe garden,
half hidden by trees and flowering shrubs. 'I'dtdrego and find
Richard-"-* She turned. 'Please excuse me, MrséBass

'Of course, dear. Er—Vicky..."
'Yes?'

‘You're upset about something?' No response fratkywiAnd you're
not happy, either; I've known you long enough tel fe can be
outspoken --'

'Please,’ broke in Vicky. 'lt's nothing | can talout. In any case, |
must fetch Richard." And with that she went swiftdy the door,
opened it, and passed through.

She was crossing the hall when the voice reached he
'So you're his wife!’

Vicky spun round to face the fair-haired woman diag in the
doorway of the room to which she had just been show



'I'm Mrs Sherrand, yes,' she answered, unsuccssfihg to retain
her composure. The woman's whole manner was aggresm her
piercing blue eyes and tight-lipped mouth to thsifan she adopted
with her hands on her hips. 'I'm just going to fmyg husband.’

'Let me look at you! Daughter of a millionaire, eAlP that money
and yet | can't get what's my due!' The words emated snarl of fury.
'‘Don't go away, young - woman; | want to talk tayyd@’he voice was
loud; Vicky glanced towards the room in which Mrad3et was
waiting for Wallace's return.

‘Kindly go back,' she said, lifting her chin. "Waegr your business
IS, it's my husband you want to see --'

'l was hoping to see you,' broke in the woman. '‘€aninere and we'll
talk!'

Something in the woman's manner made Vicky obeg.cEbsed the
door behind her after she and Mrs Sherrand hadezhtee small
drawing-room. The woman moved over to the fireplduné Vicky
remained just in-side the door, regarding Mrs Siretwarily.

"You might or might not know it, girl, but half tfhhouse and estate is
mine!

‘Half --!" In a flash Vicky was hearing that paftRichard's telephone
conversation where he had said, obviously in antwvaiquestion put
to him,

‘Yes, you are entitled to half this --' and his édshad been cut by an
interruption from the other end of the line. Shekmred her forehead
In concentration as she tried to recapture somgttise of what was
said. 'l have to accept it—Haveaccepted it, but these things tak
time. It's quite impossible for me to satisfy your-' Another
interruption ... Vicky recalled the look of hatrétat had come to
Richard's face, the way he had been so concerresdeahis wife had



heard any part of what he had been saying, hisfrghen Vicky had
lied, telling him that she had heard nothing. That had been
speaking to his stepmother was a certainty, an&Waecided she
wanted to know as much about this woman as shed doefore
Richard put in an appearance. Half the house aatees No wonder
Richard had been troubled --

'What are you thinking about?' demanded Mrs Shdrratave you
no comment to make on what I've said?’

'l was wondering how you could own half of this Bewand estate,
Vicky said in a quiet voice that was meant as atberagement to
Mrs Sherrand to come out with some further inforarat

'I'm James Sherrand's widow! He left me a pittaace, everything
here to his son --' She swept a hand towards thdomi, indicating
the acres of pastureland on which a magnificergejeherd grazed
the lush green grass. '‘But what he hadn't reckostbdvas the law! |
am entitled to my share—the solicitors have beessthing it out for
over two years and have at last reached an agreeden will
Richard pay? No, he's dallying, hoping I'll haveddof old age before
he's paid up." The woman's face was twisted inaal.siiHe got a
fortune from your father, so why doesn't he pay UplP me,why!'
Deep colour suffused the woman's cheeks; she wvasma fury that
it would not have surprised Vicky if she had sucbehto a fit of
some kind.

Vicky, pale of face and with her heart beating shliyw that it hurt,
felt sickened that anyone could put such a valuemere money. Mrs
Sherrand had sufficient to keep her in compardtixery and yet she
wanted more—wanted this estate carved up so tleatvshild have
another vast amount of money to squander.

'l have no idea why," answered Vicky at last. Hohin my husband's
confidence as regards his business affairs.’



‘Aren't you indeed! Well, your millionaire fathes; iobviously. | shall
make it my business to see him—I know where heslvand make
Mm pay up --'

‘Make my father pay you money," broke in Vicky, €yaazing.
"You'll do no such thing! Keep away from my fathes;isn't well and
| shall not have him upset—just you get that!

'‘My, but you've a temper equal to that of your tzush’

‘My father has nothing at all to do with your qumwith Richard,'
said Vicky more quietly. 'So you can leave him olit.'

‘He got Richard out of difficulty once and so whnosldn't he do it
again? I'm having my share of this property white young enough
to enjoy it, so if your father doesn't pay up tiit#hhave to be sold so
that | can have what's my right!

‘You've been pestering Richard for some time?' Eefdicky's
mental vision now was her husbamifawn and tired countenance ot
SO many occasions. She had come to the conclusatnhe was
desperately unhappy because of his love for Lobiganow she was
having other ideas...

'‘Wouldn't you, in my place? Yes, of course I'verbpestering him!'
‘Threatening him?' said Vicky slowly and delibehate

'If you like, yes!'

'With what?'

The woman's eyes glittered; she moved closer teyic

'‘Who do you think you are, questioning me?"'



'You yourself have brought me into it,' returnedlyi, amazed at her
calm way of handling the situation, this after tia¢her frightened
start she had made, 'and therefore you must expedb ask you
qguestions. | am suggesting,' she continued, 'thattgreatened him
with a court action?'

Mrs Sherrand's mouth curled in a sneer.

‘How clever you are. Well, you're partly right, lilaé court case was
not favoured altogether by my solicitor. He felwas best not to
antagonise my stepson too much. So | threatenemte in here: --'

'‘Move in?' Vicky stared at her with something atanhorror. "You
couldn't do that!'

'‘What's to stop me? I'm the rightful mistress, dad't you forget it. |
can move in just whenever | see fit.'

'l don't think you'd stay long,' Vicky could notlpe&varning her.

'I'd be "made uncomfortable? My good girl, you ntigklieve that
Richard could be objectionable to me, but anyttiaglid would be
mild compared with what | could do.'

Vicky could well believe it. She was thinking agash Richard's
harassment by this dreadful woman, realising tl@sae for those
sharp words he had used to her,

Vicky, almost certain that he had just shortly lvefbeen in touch
with his stepmother, either by telephone or by ikeeg one of those
letters of abuse she had heard him mention. Shealkaisg again, in
that loud voice that was almost coarse, sayingshatfully intended
seeing Vicky's father who, she felt sure, wouldaatbe at least some
of the money owing to her.



'l've told you, keep my father out of this!" Vickybwn voice was
raised now as she added, 'If you so much as gaomeéather's home
you'll be thrown off the premises. | shall sed that you are—by my
father's two gardeners ..." Her voice trailed offl she spun round,
alerted by the change of expression in Mrs Shelsays. 'Richard!

He stood there, framed in the open doorway, Waltdase behind
him.

‘Your charming wife and | are just having a frigndhat, Richard,’
remarked his stepmother, laughing.

Richard's eyes narrowed as he glanced at her atmssom.
'‘What are you doing here?' he demanded.

'‘Oh, I've not come to settle in, not yet. Who's rybitle friend? |
haven't met him before --' She let her eyes slad&/itky. "Your
father?'

‘Yes, and what about it?' Wallace was in the robavjng brushed
unceremoniously past his son-in-law, his whole neanone of
aggressiveness. 'If you want trouble, woman, tharillyget it here!
I've just been hearing all about you and your tisrea

‘Wallace,' interrupted Richard quietly, 'this is affair.'

'‘Be damned to that, Richard! We're a family ancetbgr we'll sort
her out!

'‘Father," said Vicky, taking hold of his arm, 'coram, darling.
Richard will deal with her.'

Richard's eyes met hers, a most odd expressidreindepths.



‘Your father and | have had a long talk, Vickyelibve, when you've
heard what he has to say, you'll not think quitdadly about me.'
His voice had softened to tenderness; he was ueavianyone else
in the room as he added, 'I'm afraid I've brokengtomise | made to
you. Blame your father; he insisted on questiommg and it was
Impossible to keep from him the fact that you wdrae..' He glanced
towards the chair where his stepmother was loungainst the
cushions, a cigarette in a long holder now dangfmgn her lips.
‘Talk to her, Wallace, while | settle this busine&ad then, if you
haven't finished, | might take over?' A questiohiagyaze returned to
his wife's flushed face. She nodded her head, smriumingling
with the staggering knowledge that her husbandicdnat, whatever
other reason he had had for marrying her, therdbead love there as
well.

‘Yes, Richard,' she answered huskily, 'you—you tigke over ...’

Ten minutes later Vicky had all the answers toghestions that had
baffled her for so long. Her father took her irtte tibrary and there
told her of his idea that Richard would make heuigable husband.
He had known that something was wrong with his theerd
desperately wanted her settled. He had met Ricbavdral times
when out walking and they had chatted together. r&wthat
Richard's finances were causing him grave anxtbty/result of his
father's addiction to gambling and his stepmothexsavagance,
Wallace had very carefully and subtly allowed oméveo hints to
escape him."*He would be willing to help Richardhdncially.
Richard had for a while ignored these hints, bohappy at the idea
of losing his home, he had begun to consider thesipiity of
accepting Wallace's help. Wallace eventually takchRrd that Vicky
was in love with him; he also confided in Richathtt he was
desperate to see her settled, as he believed hee Insait complaint.

'‘Richard knew all the time?' broke in Vicky. 'Yaald him, but you
didn't tell me?'



'We've been into that. There was nothing to beeghioy worrying
you with it.'

‘But if anything had happened, look at the shodkhBve had,' she
chided. 'Richard was preparing me when, that daysaid you were
looking off colour.’

Wallace nodded, saying that Richard had thougmoist unfair that
Vicky was not being warned of what might happen. lls¢a
continued with his story, admitting that he wasibled about Louisa,
as he did not know just how much Richard thougbuaber. He had
reason to believe that the rumours of an engagemerg by no
means unfounded. Richard had told him that he darddouisa but,
said Wallace, turning to slant his daughter a gdanc

'l knew without any doubt at all that any man wharned my darling
child must very soon fall in love with her. So ysee, pet, | wasn't
cold-bloodedly marrying you off to a man who'd neleee you, just
to achieve my ambition.’

Vicky said nothing; she was impatient to hear nadrihe fascinating
story. Much of it she had guessed, of course, liretwas a totally
different aspect, it would appear. Richard evemnyudkcided to
accept the help offered by Wallace, but only ifviteuld accept the
deeds of some land as security. .'But I'm overingnmyself,' said
Wallace, considering. 'Richard had met you, likdthtrvne saw, and
was in fact rather delighted when | phoned hinmtote him over to
dinner. After that the courtship went smoothly, hwiy child
glowing with happiness and her old dad telling eththat his dream
had almost come true. | knew that Richard, thougllidn't tell me,
had fallen in love with you and was, in fact, margyyou for love.
But he was feeling guilty on two counts; Louisa,onlater had an
operation and was, so her father told Richardn@psier grip on life
owing to the break .with Richard, and you. He shat if ever you



should learn the truth—that he had allowed me tip em—he
wouldn't be able to look you in the face and lie.'

‘You meant he would have to admit to marrying me rhoney?'
Vicky was really angry with her husband, and itwhd. That's
exactly what he did do, when | tackled him- --' Skepped, leaning
away to look into her father's face. 'l supposs twd you absolutely
everything, while you were out there in the sumrheuse?'

'l believe so. | was as forceful as | usually anewhwant anything.
The lot! | told him, or else | was going right intiee house to fetch
you out there I

She had to laugh, but she was still angry that &atltould blame
himself so much that he could not say one wordsrolvn defence.
Wallace said it was the guilt complex, strongeRiohard because he
was a man of honour.

'l tried to point out that he'd married you for édo@nd not money, but
he wouldn't have it.'

‘How stupid!’ --,

‘Your husband, my dear, is above stupidity. Hisgance can appear
without warning. It did, when | offered him some m®ononey, as
obviously the first lot wasn't anywhere near enough

'He said you were flaunting your money ..."' Viclgoke musingly,
unaware she had voiced her thoughts aloud.

'Said that to me too, damn him! What does it matteen it's in the
family? | said, but with that outsize guilt complere couldn't make
him see sense at all!'

'So for once you were beaten?' said Vicky, not ewtha hint of
amusement. 'I'll bet that made you angry for aevhil



He let that pass, and returned to the subject afdao She had asked
for Richard to visit her in hospital and he did saly believing she
was going into a decline or something! '‘Well, o Wwent in the
evenings --'

‘When did he tell you this?' Vicky wanted to know.

‘Just now, out there. We had a real heart-to-habat| can tell you!
I'd seen something was wrong and, by the dewltdnded to get to
the bottom of it!' He came back to Louisa agaim)akeng that the girl
was pulling Richard's leg. 'She wasn't all thaatlll! In fact, she was
far from ill when she was on that horse today!

'‘Richard was talking to her," murmured Vicky, frang

‘He was wild with you for being so nice to thatidel Bailey, so he
went off to chat with his old flame. Served youhtigl guess!

Vicky bit her lip, recalling that she had gone aither way to
convince her husband that she was in love with John

‘Yes,' she sighed guiltily, 'it did serve me right.

‘When Richard spoke of your wanting a divorce— weltouldn't
believe it. Much as | love you, Vicky, | did adviRechard to give you
a darned good spanking if ever you mentioned angtsio stupid
again!

She coloured vividly, and it was at that momentt tRachard
appeared, his face, a little drawn, but the exprass his eyes
appeared to be one of relief.

'How did it go, lad?' Wallace left the sofa andostdy the window.
‘A bitch, that, if ever there was one.'

Richard said, his eyes never leaving his wife'sifed face,



'The Manor's to be sold.'

"It is?' from Wallace unconcernedly. 'Well, we esieel it, didn't we?'
He seemed to be quite disproportionately happyheatnews. "Will
you raise enough to pay her off? It's mortgagetbujpe hilt, isn't it?'

Richard nodded, and walked over to stand with laskbto the
fireplace.

'Have you told Vicky everything?'

'l expect I've left some out. You'll get down toeventually --'

Wallace was moving towards the door. 'For the prigghough, I'd

not waste time on trifles. There must be otherghiyou want to say
to one another.' He had opened the door. 'So newldnor's to go,
and the whole estate, | take it that you'll comenbto my way of

thinking and take over my business? Oh, | knowcibsimerce and
never shall the aristocracy tarnish their fair lFer@dnce it was like
that, lad, but not now. Are you to become managiirgctor of

Fraser's? If not, | warn you. I'll wind it up aret It go!'

‘That," said Richard after a pause, 'would beyegbier you worked so
hard to build up the firm.'

‘You mean it!' Wallace stared for a moment, thersbout laughing.
'l knew it! When | want something | never fail tetgt!" He glanced at
his daughter, his merry brown eyes alight withrtan. ‘It was hard
work, because he was so stubborn, telling me inithaghty way he
has, that he wasn't intending to go deeper intaleby.'

‘But,’ frowned Vicky, 'you must have known that iRacd was taking
over, because | distinctly remember your sayingytba were getting
it ready to hand-over to someone younger arid raoeggetic.'

Wallace was taken aback, but soon recovered.



''d set my heart on his taking over,' he admittaag I've never failed
yet, have |, love?' He went out without waiting &or answer, leaving
Vicky alone with her husband.

'He's incorrigible!" she said, just for somethingsay, because she
was dreadfully shy all at once, and guilty as walts-all mingling
with excitement and the yearning to be in Richaad'ss.

He remained where he was.

' take it,' he said, 'that you never cared twopdnc John Bailey?' So
stern he seemed. Vicky felt very much like cryingthwsheer
disappointment.

"You know | didn't." She felt indignant suddenlyastot at him, 'Why
didn't you tell me you'd married me for love?'

‘Would you have believed me?'

She bit her lip.

‘No—no,' she confessed, 'l suppose not.'

*You know now that | wasn't philandering with Loa/s
She nodded dumbly.

'l should have trusted you,' she said meekly.

'‘And when | was out for whole days, | was sometiwisging my
solicitor, or else looking into various businessogwsitions,
desperately trying to salvage my home and otheygty.'

‘I'm sorry...'

*You once said sorry was no sort of a word to——



'Please,' she broke in, tears misting her visldmdw | should have
been more observant, should have known that ycediove ...’

For a long moment he said nothing, but stood theseyroad back to
the fire, staring at his wife's bent head.

'‘Come here,’ he ordered at last. Vicky obeyed, itapla little
fearfully into his face.

'l --' She got no further as Richard, his austdatiyng from him, took
her into his arms and, tilting her face with a ¢geefitand under her
chin, kissed her quivering lips.

'It's all over, my darling.' He gave a deep sigit #eemed to rise from
the very heart of him. 'l was convinced I'd losty®icky, and the

future looked so black that | was in despair! Bdid try to find some

way of keeping the Manor, knowing just how much wma Wallace

wanted the status it gave. | had no intention aepting any more

money from your father and so, as I've just saimkdan looking into

other means of raising money.'

'I myself had never wanted a huge mansion,’ codfidieky, adding
that it now appeared her father didn't either, &é shown so little
concern on being informed that it was to be sold.

'He was too delighted at the idea of me taking elvermanagement
of the business,' Richard reminded her wryly. Theradded before
she could speak, 'l shall salvage enough to repayhat he lent me;
I'm convinced of that.'

‘You should have told me it was only borrowed! dsaiicky
indignantly. "You condemned yourself unjustly!

'‘Because the whole procedure was contrary to mciples right
from the start. | very soon began to regard myasethe worst kind of
fortune-hunter.’



Vicky looked accusingly at him.

‘But you were no such thing! In reality you weréemding"” to take
good care of me, just as my father wanted.' Rickard nothing and
Vicky went on to explain how his guilt complex haftfected her,

resulting in those little accesses of uneasinesshald known. She
explained her feeling of inferiority, and this, coimed with her

uneasiness, had given her the impression that Richas now

regretting the marriage. 'There was definitely sibing missing

from our marriage,’ she ended, and Richard agissdng it could

hardly be otherwise with all these misunderstargling

‘What | can't understand,’ mused Vicky some tinter|aher mouth
more rosy than ever from her husband's kisseshysyou didn't try
to explain.’

'l wanted you to know that there was more than amgekon the
surface and yet, paradoxically, | felt so guiltyatth seemed to
welcome your refusal to listen. It seemed to spag¢he humiliation
of trying to make excuses when | truly believedréhevere no
excuses.'

Although all this was, to Vicky's mind, totallyalgjical, she let it pass
without comment, going on to ask why Richard had & loved
Louisa at the time of his marriage to her, Vicky.

'l didn't say that --' He stopped, lifting a ratheperious hand to
prevent the interruption his wife was about to makKeur memory,
my love, doesn't serve you well. You asked metitha time of your
father'sfirst putting the proposition to md, cared for Louisa. |
answered yes.' He looked at her, holding her as'alength, and
shook his head a little admonishingly; 'I'd nevearm one girl if |

loved another, Vicky.'



She coloured at the rebuke. Knowing much more abeuhusband
now, she was well aware that he would never mamney girl while
loving another.

'I'm sorry," was all she could find to say, hangneg head.

'l very soon fell in love with you, my darling,’ kkenfessed. 'And you
can picture my position then. | knew your fathentea you to be the
mistress of a stately home, knew he was troubledtaius heart. For
me to marry you seemed the only sensible thingot@lt around,

since Wallace had assured me that you were inMoteme just as |

was with you. Yet how could | marry you without apting your

father's offer? I'd have had to say that the stdteme would in all

probability have to go—in fact, that the life ydather had pictured
for you would in the end be far less luxurious thdrat you'd been
used to. Can you wonder, my darling, that | wasaimreadful

quandary?'

Vicky nodded her head, wishing she had had sonmmgq&f how he
was suffering. She did recall that day when shefinsdmet him ...
and she had wanted to comfort him.

'l do think,' she murmured at last, 'that you stddwdve told me you
weren't in love with Louisa, because you must Havawn that I'd
misunderstood your words, that | really believed'giomarried me
while loving her.'

'l tried, dearest, but as I've said, | had thisiliér guilt complex.
Added to that, | really believed our marriage wastloe rocks, so
there seemed nothing was to be gained by tryingn&ke you
understand.' He paused a moment, and she sawt afghinger in his
. eyes. 'You'd said that you were no longer in Mite me, and had in
fact given me to understand that you cared for Rdiley.'



Vicky bit her lip, and again hung her head. Richardught it up
immediately, his fingers beneath her chin. Thetghas still in his
eyes as he said,

'‘Remind me to put you across my knee for that\Wallace has
already advised me to beat you and I'm beginnirgitd that | shall
have to take his advice.' ..

‘Where shall we live?' put in Vicky hastily, heregtks hot, the result
of his threat. He was still forcing her head u, ¢aze fixing hers.
She saw his expression change, felt his lips os, Iservery tenderly,
as he kissed her embarrassment away.

‘That's for you to decide, my love. But first, I's@me news that might
afford you a tremendous amount of pleasure. Waltacked to me,
when we were out there talking, that he and MrssBamight just
make a go of living together. Neither of them haerelooked at
anyone since their respective spouses died, butiheeems, they've
both realised that they can give one another sangethorthwhile. |
feel very sure we're to have a wedding in the farbéfore the
summer's out.’

Vicky's eyes were glowing. Nothing would please imare than for
Wallace to marry his old friend. She asked agairernhshe and
Richard would live and was told that Richard andlls¢& had
discussed the possibility of building another buoganot too far
from the one already there.

'‘But the land's all being sold," she pointed @lbyig with the Manor.'
To her surprise Richard was shaking his head.

‘Not all the land will have to go. I'm keeping @&lfalarge acreage, so
that your father's view can never be spoiled.hae an offer from the
Bowlangton Council who want the Manor for a home deprived

children— they'll be mainly orphans, from what hogather. They



want to keep the grounds as they are, and the Femmeantact, as the
older children will work on it. Most of the otheairins will be sold to
their present tenants, so there won't be any larallable for

building." He paused a moment, his eyes faintlystjaring. 'If the

idea of the bungalow suits you, Vicky, we shallltuot far from

Wallace's.'

'l think it's a wonderful idea!" enthused Vickyyleges glowing. 'And
to think that the Manor will be used for such a @eriul purpose!
Oh, Richard, | think you've managed the whole affary well
indeed!

'I'm glad it all satisfies you, my darling." Ricbdadrew her yielding
body to him, crushing it in his embrad¢or were his kisses quite so
gentle either, since he whavingthe greatest difficulty in keeping his
ardour within the rein he had put upon it.

‘My beloved,' he said after a while, 'l rather ke ought to go in
and see our guests, don't you?'

She laughed shakily, her own emotions heightenddebyusband's
passionate kisses.

'Yes, dearest Richard, | do think we ought to g jam them. They
must be quite ravenous, waiting all this time fogit dinner!'



