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Richard Saracen felt that he owed young Gael Qassemething;
after all, he had persuaded her to sell him thedhon which he had
set his heart. So when she confided that whatasiget for most of
all was to go to 'swinging London' he arranged Her to have a
winter there. Certainly it was all a far cry frohetquiet country life
Gael had longed to get away from - but would it endder any
happier? For she had to admit that she didn'tydalin with the
smart society people with whom she was now mix#gd worse,
she had fallen in love with Richard - who was mtran a little
involved with the sophisticated Sally Vayle . . .



CHAPTERI

IN Dublin Patsy Boyle had said, "There's a horseaiw@y - if you
can get him."

On the Curragh, lean men with eyes and hands vexisited only for
the lovely yearlings, said, "There's a horse invaal"

For Richard Saracen, journeying across Irelandht west, the
almost certain possibility of a disappointmenttiore went with him.

In nearly every small stud-farm in the country #ghekisted the usual
Grand National candidate. But there was a childisygic in the

thought of the horse in Galway; a mysterious sefisslventure in
the carelessly given information. The pursuit oh@ase, like the
pursuit of a woman, was for him a thing of excitaemend

enchantment.

For Richard, a little weary of the smoothnesswhd, a little tired of
the facile success which money had brought himyetheas
something tender and significant in this returthisland of his birth.
As the train bore him slowly into the wilder coyntf the west, he
looked with eagerness at the half-forgotten moustanelting into
the green, peaty bog-land and experienced a stravgialgia for his
Irish mother's country. The noisy places of thetre@eemed far
behind him - Paris, Monte Carlo, Cairo, even Londdere one could
dream and raise children and let the world go bgreHo dream
would be reality, the other life a painted phantagaria.

He arrived at Ballyskillen, a small grey town nat from the coast,
and a ramshackle old car bore him from the statiohon to a
winding mountain road. A boisterous summer windyiag the tang
of the Atlantic blew straight in his face.

"How many miles to Dun Mor?" he asked the driverd dor no
reason the old rhyme popped into his head:



How many miles to Babylon?
Three score and ten.

"Maybe six, maybe ten - ye can't tell at all," thean replied
cheerfully. He was a tough-looking individual with blue chin,
broken nose, and a pair of mild very childlike eydsach he now
opened widely in an expression of great innocence.

"An' what would ye be wanting now with the folkszn Mor ?" he
asked encouragingly.

Richard, perched high up in the back of the anaantand sharing
the dusty seat with a crate of clucking fowls, gad appreciatively,
but made no reply.

"Would you be a relation, now?" the driver coax&cough | niver
heard they had grand English relations all. Whatuld/«ahey be
wanting with them, annyway - fine fellies like tkkassellas of Dun
Mor ?"

"What indeed?" agreed Richard with delight. "Hownmaf them are
there ?"

"Just the four of them. The ould felly went a feweaeks ago, but
maybe ye know that. He made a lovely carpse.”

"Yes, I'd heard."
"Maybe you're coming about that?"
"Why should | be?"

"How can | tell? But a death brings the lawyers. l[gek like a
lawyer."

Richard laughed.



"I'm no lawyer," he said. 'lI've come to buy a hdrse

"Holy God I" cried the driver with a new note inshvoice. "Why
didn't you say so ? | might have saved you thenewr They've
nothing much at Dun Mor. Now me brother-in-lawmhhat won the
fight with Micky Doyle - has a broth of a harse ajust suit you,
He has a bit of a whistle, but he'd lep a housd. Mtirn thecyar?"

"l think we'll go on to Dun Mor," Richard said fityn "I heard they
have a horse that might win a National. Do you ko

"Oh, himl" The man's voice went suddenly vague. ydahe might,
maybe he mightn't. But they wouldn't sell, annyway.

There it was again, that flavour of secrecy abtt horse from
Galway.

They arrived at last at a tumbledown farmhouse lwliie driver
announced to be Casey's, and he climbed downpechshe state of
the land which, as far as Richard could see, wagfgunder water.

"Rest aisy," said the driver. "There's Dun Mor awayant the bluff.
I'll be having you and the hins there in the flafka harse's tail."

The house, like so many of its kind in Ireland, éxyposed to the road,
an expanse of rough ill-kept lawn spreading asfathe grey stone
walls. A flight of broken steps led up to a sup&dnt door, which
stood open to the hall, which was high and darle diiver poked his
head inside and shouted:

"Are ye within, Mr. Brian?"
A couple of greyhounds hurled themselves hystdyicalpon

Richard, and presently a dark, good- looking mareaped from one
of the rooms.



"You're come about the horses?" he said to Richiaré soft,
curiously pleasant voice. "You'll stay the nightcourse, or maybe
two. There's a race- meeting at Castleknock to-omarBring in the
luggage, Pat, and take the hens round to Timdyaryard."

Richard followed Brian Cassella into a high, squarem littered

with oddments of fishing tackle, bits, crops, andydglasses. The
confusion was indescribable, but well-bound boaked the walls
and an exquisite walnut tallboy stood cheek by jomith a

ramshackle cupboard of rough painted deal.

Young Cassella swept the litter which filled a clwan to the floor and
poured his guest a whiskey.

"We have a couple of yearlings you might fancy,"da&d, leaning
against the mantelpiece, his hands in the pocketsisoshabby
breeches. "I don't mind telling you we wouldn'tdsdling at all, but
times are damn' bad, and the old man left a pafkeé¢bts when he
went. He'd never have paid them, so he died edsyou can call

D.T.s easy."”

"I'm sorry about your father's death," Richard salittle awkwardly.
He found this direct young man, several years Wwis joinior, slightly
disconcerting.

"You needn't be, my dear fellow," Brian repliedhélrold man was
all right as far as he went, but he was a devilmtie drink was on
him. Would you care to look at the horses now? 8hsdown in the
paddock with the yearlings."

Damn the boy! Richard thought. What was it about that made
him feel at a disadvantage ?

"Actually," he said, setting down his empty glassl getting to his
feet, "I'm looking out for something fit to run tine National. A
yearling is no use to me."



Brian shot him a swift look, then pursed his lipsughtfully.

"There's Green Coat. He might suit you, but hisifa a bit doubtful.
Ulster was sold yesterday. Well, come and havelg lanyway."

Still no mention of the horse from Galway. Richdotlowed the
young man out of the house, and as they walkeddrtmthe back, he
beheld the lovely waters of Lough Corrib lappinghe edge of the
lawn.

In the paddock, a young man so like Brian thatrthheiationship
could never be in any doubt was lunging a chedityit The two
men stood watching him for a little time, then Shaamoved the
halter and strolled across to meet Richard. The kicked up her
heels and cantered across to join the other ygaalirihe far end of
the paddock.

"We shall have to sell the filly after all, BrianShane said. "The
stables are falling down, and we'll get no moreditrdrom
Ballyskillen until some of the old man's debts se#led."”

The two brothers gazed gloomily at the yearlingswhing up their
lovely heads in the summer sunshine and Richardisatwhatever
ill fortune might befall the Cassellas, the sacafof a horse was the
greatest grief of all.

Presently they walked back to the yard, and a eaphorses were
led out of the stable for his inspection. Green tCteat horse of
doubtful form, was a big, raking grey with quartgrat were built for
jumping, but his wind was unsound, and Richard tedilvhether he
would ever get round the course at Aintree. Theemtivas a
six-year-old, full of quality, but as yet he had mmn a race.



"Have you nothing else?" Richard asked, his eyesyisig to a
horse-box tucked away in a corner of the yard, fuehence there
came the unmistakable sound of a horse moving abaitaw.

"Nothing else for sale,” Brian replied rather short

"l was told you had a horse that won a good radeesapardstown,"
Richard said casually.

The two brothers exchanged glances.,

"That would be Scarlet Monk," said Shane slowlyetHHaway in
there."

The horse from Galway at last!

"Can | see him?" Richard asked, to which Brian iegpla little
abruptly:

"You'd better ask Gael."

"Gael?"

"Our sister. The Monk's her horse, but she'll mdit"s

"Oh." Richard didn't press the point "Where camdl fyour sister?"
"Timsy!" shouted Brian, "where's Gael?"

"Down by the wather with her nose stuck in a bu&plied an unseen
voice.

"She's probably down on the landing-stage at tlo& bathe house.
You'll find her thereabouts. We must get on wita teeding," said
Brian, his manner suddenly a little cool and offthan

"Thanks," said Richard equally coolly. "I'll go atubk for her."



He made his way round the house, which was nowincgsbing
shadows over the lawn, and walked down to the efigee lough.

A thin little girl lay flat on her stomach at thacde of the wooden
landing-stage. Her straight fair hair, bleachedHh®ysun to the colour
of pale straw, fell over her face, nearly touchthg water as she
plunged in one bare arm as far as it would go.

"What are you doing?" he asked as he came up bélkeind

"I've dropped my book in the water, and | can't jeach it," she said,
and would have fallen in herself if he hadn't hedly seized her
ankles.

"Let me try," he said. "My arm's longer."

She must have suddenly realised a strange voicaddisssing her,
for she sat up, twisting her body round to lookiat.

"I thought you, were Brian or Shane," she saidksigpthe hair out of
her eyes, and as he stood looking down at herwslyiphe felt a faint
irrational sense of disappointment.

She should have been the conventional dark-haiigdldeauty to fit
in with his new-found idyll, but this child's faded a strangeness
which gave no promise of beauty. There was an ligésit
sensitiveness in the high forehead and wide maunith the eyes were
light and distant and a little strange. She boré the slightest
resemblance to her two dark brothers.

"You're English, aren't you?" she said in a softgavhich held the
same curious attraction as Brian's.

"l suppose I'm what you would call English," helreg with a grin.
"But | had an Irish mother and was born in Dublin."



"Who'd have thought it now?" she exclaimed withiteotlisbelief,
and he laughed.

"Well, how about that book before the fishes €t it

He spoke with the affectionate indulgence whichahsays felt
towards children, but she answered quite seriously:

"Fishes don't eat books! There's salmon in Corrib."

He felt reproved, and, taking off his coat, he edllup his
shirt-sleeves and lay down on the landing-stagedbeker. He
discovered the book almost out of reach, caughhénreeds, and
fished it out sodden and dripping.

“I'm afraid it won't be good for much after thieg said.

"Oh, I'll dry it on the copper and it'll be all hg" she said carelessly.
"Most of my books are a bit funny- looking. I'm @ys dropping
them in."

They sat together looking out over the still watéhe wind had
dropped, and a thin wraith-like mist was coming dofrom the
mountains. The child seemed suddenly to be quitevare of him.
She had accepted him with a lack of curiosity whakghtly piqued
him, and now she sat staring out over the lough, duel eyes
narrowed against the setting sun, her face siillvathdrawn.

"Your brother sent me to find you," Richard saidedking the
silence. "My name is Saracen and I've come oven fémgland to
look at horses. | would like to see Scarlet Monk."

She was indifferent to the first part of his senten indeed, he
doubted very much if she had even heard him. Bilealhorse's name
her face suddenly altered. Her mouth curled upwnda smile which



held a curious attraction, and she turned to hinthva vivid
eagerness.

"Have you seen the Monk?" she cried. "Isn't hegrandest little
horse in all Ireland? We're going to run him in EBreglish National if
we ean save the money."

"Your brothers wouldn't bring him out for me," Rarid said with
amusement. "They said | had better ask you."

"That's nice of Brian," she exclaimed. "He knowbkwant to show
him to you myself. Come on this minute and I'licfethim out for
you."

"You think a lot of the horse?" Richard said, gejtto his feet.

"He's the hell of a horse,"” Gael said, and ran enbare, hard little
feet on to the grass.

Back in the yard, Brian and Shane stood lookingsitently while
Gael shouted to Timsy to bring out the Monk. He \adstle bay
horse, not much over fifteen hands, but there vi@sdoin him, and
he had that indescribable something which marksaible of a great
chaser.

"We never meant to race him in the first place,elGald Richard. "I

used to hunt him. But one day he leapt Casey's waich must be
five feet easy. It was a hell of a leap, and Dé&iBrian, the Master,
said we should run him at Leopardstown. He woneatgrace there,
and he won again at Kilbeggan. He's just seven araavDenis said
he's fit to win a National. He wanted to try themMkdimself...." She
rattled on, praising the horse's points, reachipgta fondle the
sensitive muzzle. The horse clearly knew and |dvwed



Brian said suddenly, breaking into the stream oiatcbn:
"Mr. Saracen wants to buy the Monk, Gael."
The child turned and looked at Richard with a gjsrdistant stare.

"Oh, no," she said gently. "The Monk is not foresdde's my own old
friend, you see, and, anyway, we're going to makefartunes with
him. He's the last hope of the Cassellas, you taied."

"We may never be able to afford to run him," Brsand gravely.

"Oh, yes," said Gael. "When you've sold the yegdimnd Green
Coat we shall be rich."

"What they fetch will barely settle our debts."

"Well, we must raise the money some other way." fBlveg up her
head in sudden anger. "You know very well, Briarss&dla, | will
never sell the Monk. You and Shane don't careCaumn and | love
him. | will not sell and you can go to the devilinisy! Put him in
again."”

She thrust her hands into the pockets of her ottbeslacks, and
walked out of the yard.

Brian turned to Richard with a comical lift of tegebrow.

"She can be as stubborn as a mule when she likesaid. "But she
may come round. Stop on a while, anyway, and sedédnse run at
Knockferry next week. We'll be glad to have you."

They sat down that evening to a cold supper servedhigh, dim
room smelling faintly of damp. They ate tough metita motley
collection of chipped china, but the silver was atal incredibly thin,



and the glass alternated between cheap stuff nemillage storeand
some of the finest Waterford Richard had ever seen.

When the meal was over they sat in the crowdeadrjband talked
happily of racing. No more was said about selling Monk. Gael
seemed to have forgotten the matter, or else sthadwer given it a
second thought. Richard agreed to stop on with tham see the
horse run the following week. They seemed gladawehhim and
accepted him with that easy lack of surprise whwels characteristic
of their race. They seemed quite incurious as $oolin way of life
until he mentioned some incident which had happeoetdim in
Spain, when the child, Gael, promptly plied himhetger questions.

"Where else have you been? ... Is it very bea@tifulDo you really
know all these places ?..

"She'll plague the life out of you now," laughed8a. "She's always
reading about foreign places and wishing she wareth

Richard was immediately drawn to a mind so quickespond, and
he watched her while she pulled book after booknftioe shelves and
turned the pages.

"You'd like to travel?" he asked sympathetically.

"Oh, yes!" she cried, but added philosophicallynélver will. We'll
never have the money. Do you know I've never irlifaypeen out of
Ireland? And I've only been to Dublin twice?"

He regarded her with amusement.

"That's too bad. But you'd scarcely expect to reaen the world at
your age, would you ?"

He was aware of Brian watching them curiously.



"How old do you imagine Gael is, Mr. Saracen?" sieed suddenly.
Richard looked a little nonplussed.

"Well, | really hadn't thought," he replied withsanile. "Fourteen -
fifteen perhaps ?"

There was a shout of laughter. Then Brian saittla @ryly:
"She was eighteen in May."
Richard regarded the girl with comic dismay.

"Good heavens! It isn't possible!" he exclaimetm™erribly sorry.
I'm afraid I've been treating you like a littleIdir

"Yes, you have," she said sedately. "I expecthésause I'm so
small."

He observed her slender, unformed child's body phaé little face
with its sexless charm, and wondered what they avthuhk of Gael
Cassella at home. He had a moment's vision of dusin (Sierry,
only two years older than this child, poised, exgered, self- aware;
of his Aunt Clare and her changing stream of loy®lyng protegees.

"You'll find when you know us better, Mr. Saracesdid Conn's
slightly excitable voice behind him, "that Gaeliis tvisest of us all."

She looked past him with that clear, distant gaze.

"I think I'll go and take the Monk a mash," shedsand disappeared
out of one of the windows.

The days at Dun Mor slipped by with dream-like traitlity.



Richard began to feel he had known the Casselldssalife. They
accepted him as one of themselves, discussedaiff@irs with him,
asked his advice, and accorded him that true ragpitwhich
persuades the guest that he is in his own homeeMaas an innate
courtesy about them which contrasted oddly with ¢h#he houses in
which he was accustomed to stop. It was as if haréheir little
corner of the west of Ireland, they had presenaedesquality which
in the rest of the world, as Richard knew it, wasking.

The young Gael, especially, interested him. She wasurious
mixture of dreams and folk-lore and sound commarssgthat very
wisdom, in fact, of which Conn had spoken on tivat £vening. He
liked to sail with her on the lough, watching heagiised skill with a
boat while she told him tales of Conn of the HunddBattles, the
Brown Bull of Cuailgne, and that great Irish heCaichulain. The old
gods and heroes of the ancient Eire seemed asdaiailher as the
names of pop stars were to Cherry, and he smilegismes to think
of what the two girls would make of one another.

"Have you never cared about the things that molstdo ?" he asked
her on one of these occasions.

"What things?" she said. Her face was turned tosvdmiah with
eagerness, her fair hair whipping across her eyéseiwind.

"Well, clothes, dancing, flirting."
She laughed at his question, wrinkling up her noifle amusement.

"What's wrong with my clothes ?" she said. "Theyid and
comfortable and we don't move in dressy circlesjway. But
dancing" - her eyes grew brighter - "l love it. @and | often join the
dancing at the crossroads, but it's dying out now."

He smiled. "I didn't mean jigs and reels."



"Oh, ballroom dancing," she said, and sighed unebeoidy. "I've
often wanted to, but you see, none of the boystjled neither does
Michael."

"Michael?"

"Michael McGlynn. | expect | shall marry him," seanounced with
a calm that took Richard aback.

"Oh, | didn't know you were engaged,” he said agssly as he
could manage.

"I'm not," she replied. "But it's expected of usichael's a good
creature and his land runs with ours. You'll see this evening when
he comes in for supper;"

"But, child, you're much too young I" Richard exoiad in spite of
himself.

"We marry young over here," was all she said.

He looked with curiosity at Michael McGlynn when imet him. To

what manner of man was the strange child goingetberself with

such prosaic tranquillity? He was a silent, darkeeyoung man with
delicate features and a proud, sensitive mouth.e Hgas no
complacent suitor awaiting his distant marriage hwitalm

acceptance. He said very little most of the even-lvut his eyes
followed Gael's movements and it was plain he |dvexd

Richard watched her too. But to him her charm wéas and, in a
measure, sexless. He could not think of her asi@mj to be given in
marriage. In this masculine household she seeméadartdike some
slender youth, going the way of her brothers, aaly without the
weapons of her sex. She knew no girls of her ova) agd old Kate
who, with Timsy in the stables, saw to the errationing of Dun
Mor, was the only other woman who had lived in bmeise since



Mary Cassella had died giving birth to Gael. It wadain the old
woman loved the child. She grumbled and scoldexatyone else,
but for Gael she had the soft ways and speechrdihe.

Riding with Gael over the coarse, rough grass, lmtening to her
talk of horses, leprechauns, Casey's drunkennessjays of Dun
Mor's might and Mary Cassidy's new baby, Richard eanscious of
a new contentment. The pleasures that money cayldtbe pursuit
of women - what were all these things to the fdeh @ood horse
under you, the softness of Irish air, and the uaftgompanionship
which had in it no hint of possession?

"And that," Gael was saying, "was in Tir-nan-og kand of heart's
desire."

"What is your heart's desire?" he asked on sudaglse. "Your
greatest ambition?"

"Oh!" she replied instantly, and without the sligsit hesitation. "To
go away from here, to dance, to meet other girls."

He was conscious of a sharp pang of disappointrkendidn't quite
know what he had expected her to answer, but soamalane, trivial
wish seemed out of all proportion to the day.

"Well, that seems easy enough to achieve," hevaéica short laugh.

They had pulled their horses up to a walk, andtsiheed in her
saddle and looked at him with something of sadimeksr face.

"Oh, no, it isn't," she said gently. "You think tisaa very poor sort of
ambition, don't you? But it's just as far out of neach as wishing |
could build a cathedral. You see, we haven't angaypand | haven't
any friends."



He saw suddenly that what to other people was aramplace might
to Gael Cassella seem an unexplored territory ‘emichanting
possibilities.

"I must get my aunt to ask you over for a bit," iRiod said
good-naturedly. "Would you like that?"

He was a little touched at the rapture which lit faee.

"Oh, do you really mean that?" she said. "To seadba, and go to
real dances? But | haven't any clothes," she adckedtfallen. "I
never thought about them till you came here."

He glanced at her a little curiously. Was she,radtie feminine
enough to be hurt by his careless opinions ?

"l think you always look charming," he told her lwé crooked smile
that always puzzled her a little.

"But if you did come over we could always fix suwbmall matter as
clothes, couldn't we? My aunt is so very used.to it

"Tell me about them," she begged.

She never got tired of hearing about his housel#aldt Clare, who
kept house for him, Cherry, her daughter, who dichssurprising
things, the gay- sounding young society girls whammt Clare
chaperoned with such success.

Gael listened, her gaze, rapt and distant, fixeavéen her horse's
ears. Then she turned to him and said with engatjffigence:

"There's a dance at Ballyskillen next Friday - al ’ance. Would -
would you take me ?"



"But of course,"” he said at once, privately wonagrwvhat Gael's
conception of a real dance might be. "We'll hawe ¢liening all to
ourselves and you'll be the belle of the ball."

She gave a wild, joyous shout, and, putting hesd&anto a gallop,
sprang ahead with a shower of flying turf. Richexatched the two
greyhounds following at her heels, their gracefdibs stretched out
in lean lines of grace.

The spell of Dun Mor fell so gently upon Richardtthe was scarcely
aware of the passing of the days. It seemed asah&blthim as it was
to the young Cassellas to idle away the hours eyters of Corrib
watching the trout rise. His thoughts turned bacdkisain the
leisurely manner of the Irish. He thought thatrtyiin the past must
be a Gaelic habit of mind - perhaps because thae ss little to
which to look forward. The nursing of ancient gaeces seemed
natural. A contemplative lethargy fell upon himdaall effort was
futile. Here, as in Spain, the doctrinensdnanaprevailed. Ireland in
the west lay half in the world and half out, and ttueer mixture of
gods and heroes and fairies that mingled, throughl,Gvith their
everyday lives held their places as firmly as thagant types he met
by the wayside.

Watching Gael bidding for a pig in Ballyskillen rkat place with all
the shrewd, uncompromising humour of a peasanharicfound it
hard to believe that this was the romantic childbsérdesire for a
good time had so inexplicably disappointed him, @hdse rapture at
the promised evening's dancing had been a littlehimg. Here she
was the practical and highly competent young farafedun Mor,
doing her brothers' work with complete satisfactibamused him to
listen to her bargaining, and watch her expressionomplacence
upon concluding a deal.



"l hand it to you, Gael," he said humorously. "bsld be done every
time."

"You would so," she agreed serenely. "You havegtitaed manner
for a court of law. But we argue differently ovegq"

"It's a pleasant life you lead, Gael Cassella,54&d, half-enviously.
"Time to contemplate and philosophise."

"Time to wonder how to pay your bills and thinkdfet world
outside," she retorted.

"Still hankering after the flesh-pots ?" he asked.
She glanced at him oddly.

"The Irish aren't really an enchanted, romantie@rgou know," she
said. "We live too near the soil. You've some fummtions, I'm
thinking."

"Perhaps | have. You're an odd child, Gael. Sonmeiyou talk like
an old woman."

"Do 1? Look - there's the hall where we'll danceFoidlay. There will
be buffet refreshments and coloured streamerslagd &nd pots of
fern round the bandstand."”

He made a small grimace, having a very clear visiowhat he had
let himself in for, but, glancing at her expressodmapt anticipation,
he said gently:

"l hope it will come up to all your expectations."

"I can hardly wait," she said, and danced pasbthigling.



"This afternoon," she announced, leaving the s@aiteweets with
reluctance, "we'll go fishing. You must get a satrbefore you leave
Dun Mor."

But Richard was unskilled in salmon fishing; Théydrsh he hooked
broke him owing to his lack of skill in handlingbég fish, and he
watched, with a mixture of chagrin and admiratiGgel land a
fifteen-pounder with the nice judgment of the bbsherman.

"You ought to have been a boy," he said, watchergskrong, brown
little hands packing up her rod.

She looked up, shaking the fair, wet hair from bges and her
expression was startled and angry.

"Because | do men's jobs, or because | have nd sbe?countered
quickly.

He was a little taken aback and felt faintly guiladn't that been just
his first impression of her that night of his aali?

"l spoke without thinking," he said with slight awlrdness. "But
you're such an odd mixture, you know. One wouldkhiou would
despise all the trivial amusements and fripperiestioer girls, and
yet you feel cheated out of them."

She said with grave simplicity:

"What you've never had always seems importanti@amhekel cheated
of something can sour you."

He wanted to laugh. She was so serious in her dissatements.

"l don't think you're likely to be soured at youge#l' he said with
gentle raillery. "And you aren't missing much, yaow."



But rowing back across the lough, he observed tileremote little
face turned into the wind, and said on impulse:

"Have you romantic notions, Gael? After all, it'sry natural, |
suppose, that you should. Do you feel that if yane to England and
had the usual good time, you would find some exgijioung man to
fall in love with?"

She didn't alter her position, but the cornersesfrhouth turned up in
a sudden grin.

"I know nothing of love," she said scornfully. "#ounds very
uncomfortable. Besides, I'm going to marry Michael.

"Without loving him?"
She turned her head then, and regarded him witregctear eyes.

"Father Boyle says love has nothing to do with adymarriage,” she
said. "I'm fond of Michael; and Father Boyle salfssmen should
marry."

"Father Boyle seems to be a gentleman of sternsjtdRichard
remarked with his crooked smile. "But you sureln'tioall yourself a
woman yet, do you, Gael?"

"I'm eighteen," she said simply. "Brian was alreddyn when my
mother was that age."

“Tell me about her." He wanted to learn more of 8trange child.

"She died when | was born," she replied vaguelyat&would tell
you. She loved her."

"And your father?"



"Oh" - her voice changed, and a light of merrimsarhe into her eyes
- "he was all right if you didn't argue with himytthe was a scroungy
old devil when the drink was on him. He'd get leppnad then. We

had a grand funeral for him though, and Patsy Deglgy the hearts
out of everyone."

Richard burst out laughing and she looked at hispsiously.
"What is it?"

"Nothing. Just your point of view. You're very reshing, Gael
Cassella."

He rowed in a long silence after that. Gael's tibsigeemed to have
turned inwards again, and she sat upright in th@sb@ remote,
motionless little figure.

They pulled in at the landing-stage, the fine ergrmist damp on
their faces. The fish were rising fast now and gpkash they made
was the only sound on the still air. Michael McGlycame out of the
house and crossed the grass to meet them. Gaeliphdidr salmon,
her face alight with achievement.

"Fifteen pounds, no less," she said. "Has Brianematangements
for boxing the Monk to-morrow? We have an earlytsta

Michael, replying to her question, cast a stramgdk lat Richard. He
answered shortly, then, flinging a careless armutlibe girl's
shoulders, he walked with her back to the housa/ihg Richard to
follow.

For no reason, Richard felt angry and a littlefgitiHe watched them
through the dusk, the young man grave, in love3adl so unaware,
so ignorant of such things. Was this, then, hetinles snatching a
living from the poor soil, bearing Michael's chiar, unawakened,



unfulfilled ? He gave a brief impatient exclamatiand followed the
pair into the house.



CHAPTERIII

THE next day they started early for the races at Knéeky, where
Scarlet Monk was to run. Richard had not openlyabhed the
subject again of buying the horse. He had seenghitop and liked
what he saw. It was plain that Brian and Shane aroutake much
persuading to part with him at a good figure. Timese bad for the
Cassellas, and Brian stated bluntly that he thoutgllikely they
would be able to afford to run the Monk in next yg#&ational, but
the horse belonged to Gael and the final word destth her.

It was a golden day at Knockferry and a soft, cldietked sky rose
above the little race-course, gay with its boothd gents. The noise
of an Irish crowd came unceasingly from the gangpables and
shooting- galleries. Jaunting cars, brakes and tnagye drawn up to
the rails to form stands, and through it all caheethin scrape of a jig
played by some decrepit old fiddler.

Richard experienced an excitement he had never kromfore at a
race-meeting, even when Green Mantle had won thadMilitary
at Sandown a couple of years ago. He knew as mtedssire for the
horse to win to-day as if he had owned him himself.

Voices cried: "They're off!" A great silence fefpan the crowd, and a
lark's song far above them could be distinctly dess the thud of
flying hoofs grew fainter in the distance.

The Monk was jumping magnificently, rising clearhie fences and
landing with the sureness of a cat. A grand litilerse indeed!
Richard was conscious of Gael and Conn lockedfiaree embrace
as their horse cantered home, winning easily. @Gaelike a hare to
lead him in, and as they all stood in the paddamkntng up their
winnings, Denis O'Brian said:

"I'll give you two thousand for that horse, Gael."



"Il give you ten," Richard said, and promptly wexl he hadn't
spoken, for Gael, flushed and excited with succasgly laughed at
them.

"Fifty thousand wouldn't buy the finest little hers Ireland,” she
said extravagantly, and forthwith challenged thestdato a shooting
contest.

To Richard it had become imperative that he shqddsess the
Monk. He had seldom in his life failed to achievieaivhe wanted in
these matters, and, although his common senséhtmidhat there
were likely as not other horses in Ireland as gamothis one to be had
for less, he had set his heart on buying the Mdiflere was still
magic about the horse from Galway. He had becormsenme strange
fashion a touchstone.

"Can't you persuade your sister?" Richard askeanBas they stood
that evening leaning over the stable door, watcthiegMonk feed.

Brian chewed deliberately at a straw without spegkor a moment,
then he shot the older man a quick, quizzical look.

"She's taken a fancy to you. You'll persuade hst peurself,” he
said cryptically.

Gael was in high spirits before they set out f@ dance on Friday.
She had made a secret expedition into Ballyskillenday before,
returning with mysterious parcels, and for the nafghat afternoon
she and old Kate had remained closeted in her badrallowing no

one to disturb them.

"It's a surprise,” she told Richard. "You'll seentwrow."

She ran downstairs just as they were going innoel, and danced
round the hall demanding that they should admirenlesv dress. It
was a cheap crepe she had bought at the littletigostore, and



hastily altered by Kate, of a shade of green whoctk all the colour
out of her face and hair. She was plainly delightét it, and spread
out her skirts with reverent fingers.

"It's taken all my money," she told them. "But wasnworth it? |
couldn't have shamed you, Richard, in my old pdréss."

"It's charming," he said with a kindly effort, apnttl Kate burst out
with evident pride:

"It's a broth of a dress, me darlin', and thebe&lihone like you there
this night. It's glad | am, Mr. Saracen, sir, that are taking the child
dancing. She should be doing the things the cmldfejuality do, no

less, and turning the heads of the fine gentlemen."

But Michael McGlynn said, his bright, dark eyes @eleaving Gael's
face:

"You look like a dryad, Gael. You look beautiful.”

Richard realised that the young man saw further tha cheap green
dress with its pathetic draggled gaiety, and tleavas bitterly jealous
of the evening.

Richard drove the Cassellas' ancient car into Bhillgn with Gael
hardly able to keep still beside him. Looking at,Hee thought of
Cherry setting out for a dance, exquisitely dreséed pretty little
face carefully made up, and felt suddenly angrye S$tuation was
ludicrous and he had an odd feeling that the chiéd going to be
disappointed. For his own part he was resignedit@esome evening
- the sort of evening that required a partner Sledly VVayle to turn it
Into an amusing episode.

As he went with Gael into the badly decoratedditbwn Hall with
its cheap band and ill-dressed company, he foungdif thinking
more and more of Sally, and felt a perverse neeldeofpresence.



During his stay with the Cassellas he had deliegratut her out of
his mind, thrusting that delicate situation intae tkompartment
reserved for future dealings. But now he found leiin&ishing for

the subtle humour which so well matched his owre #iow

provocative charm which had already held him lohgesall his

affairs, and, above all at the moment, he desingarner who could
dance.

For little Gael, so quick, so light running oveetgreen turf of her
native land, was as stiff and awkward in his arssay ungainly
miss from the schoolroom. In his own abstractios didn't realise
that to Gael heseemed a disturbing stranger. Shedoup into his
long, thin face and knew he wasn't thinking of &eaill. His lazy eyes
were a little bored, and there was about him attegyea polished
politeness that she found alarming. She grew nervaond, quite
unused to this manner of dancing, she stumbledwasdunable to
follow him.

"I don't dance very well," she said a little bréassly when he
suggested sitting out and finding her an ice.

“I'm afraid I'm much too tall for you," he replieabsently, and
proceeded to collect a tired-looking ice of a \enilshade of pink.

The difficult evening wore slowly away. Richard neaah effort and

tried to amuse the child, but for the first timacg he had met her,
Gael's inconsequent chatter had deserted her hensas beside him
unhappily watching the dancers, while he vainlyhed she could see
someone she knew who would come to her rescue.

Once she looked down at her dress and said:
"It isn't a very nice dress after all, is it?"

"Well, | don't suppose Ballyskillen offers muchessglion, does it ?"
he said kindly.



After another unsuccessful dance, they went anddgdby one of the
long windows which looked out on to an expanseavfn. The
summer night was still and soft and a young mooa kigh in the
heavens.

Richard was conscious of Gael standing very sttagt still beside
him, and, looking down at her,

was aware that her eyes were suspiciously bright.
"I'm afraid you're not enjoying yourself very muthe said gently.
She looked up at him, and the tears were briglitesrashes.

"It's been a terrible failure - my first dance shait?" she said. "I'm
sorry | asked you to take me."

She screwed up her eyes tightly, squeezing badeérs, and with a
swift fleeting movement was gone from him throudte topen
window.

He let her go, not knowing quite how to rectify tfaalure of the
evening, and went off to the bar to get himselfiald As he stood
sipping a whiskey and soda he heard her say ayéis,been a
terrible failure - my first dance..." and realisall at once the
bitterness of her disappointment.

Her first dance.... He remembered her excitemefaréesetting out,

her pride in the terrible dress, his own words wherhad agreed to
take her: "You'll be the belle of the ball." It was who had failed,
and he felt ashamed that he should so have hudhitee There she
was crying her eyes out among the trees, consciolysof her own

innocent shortcomings. It was a shame! He slappeddis glass

upon the counter and went quickly into the garden.



On the edge of the lawn he paused. The band wgmgla reel, and
there, all by herself, was Gael, dancing in the mhgbt.

Unconscious of being watched, she moved over thdashy turf, her
body free of the conventions of the ballroom, almsd to the
pleasure of rhythm. In that soft radiance the cheagss became
something ethereal and delicate, and her palewasined face was
sprite-like. Richard had an instant's vision of Mael's perception
when he had said: "You look like a dryad, Gael. Yamk beautiful."

The music stopped and she turned and saw Richandisg there
watching her. She waited for him, her face liftackhe moonlight,
still a little lost and unaware.

He didn't know what impulse made him take her sxdrms and kiss
her. Perhaps he still felt the enchantment ofrti@hent when he had
come upon her dancing; perhaps it was only kindyarse for

having spoilt her evening. She looked up at him imlazed fashion,
then put her arms round his neck and kissed hirh ait ardency
which took him by surprise.

"I'm so sorry, child," he said; "so sorry | spgitur evening for you."

"It wasn't you who spoilt it," she said simply. "Btidoesn't matter
now."

"You looked so lovely dancing all by yourself. Papk the next time
we dance together | will have left my conventiotlamsiness behind
me."

She didn't understand such delicate handling asdhd only looked
at him in amazement.

"Oh, but I've never learnt to dance at all," shatgsted. "I'm afraid |
trod on your toes."



"If you come over to England and stop with my awvell try again
and you'll see," he told her. "Do you know, Gaek got to leave Dun
Mor in a few days?"

"Leave Dun Mor?" she echoed as though she had &gpéam to
stop with them for ever. "Oh, no - not yet!"

"I've stayed for too long as it is, but not only didesperately want to
take the Monk back with me, but you have all beerkind and
friendly that it was difficult to leave."

She said slowly, as if she too were under someaatiotent:
"You can have the Monk if you want him so much."

He looked at her a little uncertainly. Her suddapitulation was so
unexpected after her adamant refusals.

"Do you really mean it?" he asked. She nodded. Vhdt has made
you change your mind so suddenly?"

"l would like you to have something you want aslpas that," she
told him gravely. "I like you so very much. Besid&sian says |
ought to sell him. The price will settle our debted we wouldn't be
able to save enough to run him next year, anyway."

He smiled at her mixture of motives and said impely:

"I'd like to return the favour. What can | do fayythat you want as
badly as | want the Monk ?"

She looked down at her dress, fingering the cheatenal with
distaste."l want," she said as she had once betorgo away from
here - to do things other girls do - to be likeantgirls."



"You'd never be that, you funny little sprite," foéd her with a smile,
and added without much thought, "How would you likespend a
winter in England and be chaperoned about the figeey aunt like
her other young charges ?"

"To live with your aunt?" She had never quite gegbfhe meaning of
Mrs. Windlehurst's activities.

"l live there too, you know."

"Oh!" She stared at him with a strange expressigviould it be
possible ?"

"l think so," he said, wondering humorously what Ip@ssessed him
to suggest such a thing. "We would make your exgepsart of the
Monk's purchase price - that is if your brotherseag- and by the
spring you would find yourself turned into one bése little society
misses. What do you think?"

"l think," she said solemnly, "it would be the mastciting thing
that's ever happened to me in my life."

"And what about young McGlynn?" he asked curiously.
"Michael? What has he to do with it?"

"Well, wasn't there some question of eventually mnag the
gentleman?" Richard still couldn't bring himseltaée this aspect of
the affair with any seriousness.

"That can wait," she said, and a strange tide oitexent welled up
in her voice. "Do you think I'd let Michael McGlyror anyone else
stand in the way of my heart's desire? Oh, RicHatd,go home now
- now before it's spoilt.”



It was old Kate who finally decided that Gael slibgb to England.

"The child should have her chance," she told Beamphatically.

"Your mother would have wished it, Mr. Brian. Thésno life for a

young lady to be leading. She should be dancingraeeting the
quality. Mr. McGlynn is a nice enough young felbyt Miss Gael

should see the world before she marries a gintlemdretter off than
herself. Mr. Saracen is a fine English gintleman,thinking, and his
anty no less. You should let the child go, Mr. Bri&he'll come to no
harm, for the truth of God is in her."

"Very well, you old she-dragon, you're the bosstiaB said
humorously. "If you say it's all right, then it's aght."

Even Conn, faced with a desertion he had neveeagplated before,
said sadly:

"I'll miss you, Gael, but if you must go, you muist.

"I'll be back in the spring, darling," she saidhwiapture. "But it's my
dream, Conn, my dearest wish. You wouldn't havéase it?"

"The brown mare will have foaled by theh," the lsayd dreamily.
"That will be something new to show you."

But Michael McGlynn took the news badly and it bgyhtithem near
to their first quarrel."Are you really going to Hagd in the autumn?"
he asked Gael late one afternoon as they saileditfied waters of
Corrib together.

"Yes," she said. "In September when we ship theKkviorer."
"And who's standing the expense ?"

She caught the ominous note in his voice, and stiaokair from her
eyes a little impatiently.



"But you know all that, Michael. It's part of thedwk's purchase
price."

"In other words, Saracen's paying. Why should a wiamis never set
eyes on you before offer to give you a season gidfal?"

"You're not very polite," she said with a smileefRaps he likes me.
Anyway, he's very rich, and he wants the Monk, sdoargained.”

Against the sail of the little boat, Michael's iHawead stood out in
aggressive relief.

"Gael Cassella bargaining with a stranger for a feanths of
frippery," he said contemptuously, and she flushed.

"There's nothing shameful in it," she said quicklfptherwise my
brothers would never have agreed."

"Brian knows nothing of young girls," he repliedgaty. "And
nothing of men who live in a different world fronstown either."

"And what do you know, Michael McGlynn?" Her voieas husky
now, and her strange, bright eyes were fixed offidus.

"I know his sort," he replied, unheeding. "I kno@/sinot the kind to
give without return, and I think he's turned yoead."

"You ought to be ashamed," said Gael, "to talk tikat of Richard.
He's straight and fine and kind. You're jealous tuad's all."

"You're in love with the man," he flung at her.

"Love .. ." For a moment her gaze became distacthsalemn. "I'm in
love with no man. And if | were..."



"Darling - don't go." He was suddenly pleading vhtr. "Stay with
the boys and me. They'll spoil you in England. Wieua come back,
you'll be dissatisfied with Dun Mor - with me. ThHiéghange you,
Gael. Don't go."

"I'l go," said Gael very clearly, "and nothing xskop me. Nothing -
do you hear? Oh, Michael" - her voice softened arittle tender
smile touched her lips - "don't you see, it's myarate? Kate
understands. | want to meet other girls, do othiegs, before | settle
down here for ever. | won't change."

"You've changed already,"” was all he said, andhs#t boat towards
the shore.

The day before Richard was to leave Dun Mor thalerto an old
ruined tower fourteen miles away for a last picwifter two days of
steady rain, the sun shone in a clear, cloudlegsasid the aromatic
smell of crushed bog myrtle beneath their horsesfshwas a scent
thatwould remain with Richard long after he had le& thsh shores.

They ate their lunch on the side of the hill onethihe tower stood. It
was a lonely place set above a wide moor, andla &tream ran
noisily between the rocks.

Lying in the coarse grass, his eyes on the wildityeaf the country,
Richard knew a sharp pang at leaving Galway, anddered if he
would ever return. It seemed a long time sincedterhttled along the
road to Dun Mor in Pat Murphy's ancient celiow many miles to
Babylon?The old rhyme still haunted him.

Gael he would meet again, but that would be in &mg)l He looked
across to where she was lying flat on her stomaapping her
brown, boy's hands to catch the shining, peatynwiiecould not see
Gael in his aunt's well-ordered household, doing tihings that



Cherry did. Funny little Gael, wanting so passiehathe trivial
things of life.

They climbed up the broken, crumbling steps ofttweer. Leaning

out from the ruined parapet, they beheld the vakt beauty of

Galway lying below them. Far away, the grey bullbah Mor stood

on the edge of the lough, its lawn minute and lrighthe evening
sun. To their left, the blue waters of Galway Bay tevealed for the
first time, dotted with tiny sails. Just below théme white greyhound
was coursing another hare.

"They say Cuchulain brought his warriors down thedley," Gael
said, staring out into the sun, "and Ferdiad watdmien from this
tower and plotted treachery. | can see Cuchulalmgi down the
valley on the Grey of Macha, loved by three tim#yg fjueens."

"That sounds a pretty good record - even for thiegs,” laughed
Richard, but he looked at Gael standing beside hénsun-bleached
hair stirring in the evening wind, and knew a swifpulse to say to
her: "Stay here, little Gael. Stay here with yoerdes and horses anc
your three strong brothers. They'll rub the blodmroLondon. They
won't understand you." And for the space of a fesmants he was
afraid.

But she turned suddenly and said:

"Will you come back with me in the spring, Richad@n Mor is
lovely in the spring. Oh! | can hardly wait for $ember, and | want
to see Cherry more than anyone in the world. Whaesdt feel like to
be a sort of fairy godfather?"

He smiled his crooked, lazy smile. He had certandyer thought of
himself in that light before.



"It's rather marvellous to be able to bring pleasso easily," he said
slowly. "I don't think I've ever experienced it bef. | hope you won't
be disappointed, child. Your ideas are mostly sg vemantic."

But she had forgotten him again, and was gazingtdsvthe far
mountains, her eyes distant and strange. He sardame, but stood
beside her watching one of the many larks risegisg into the
evening sky. It was strange that at the end of gtiils blue day he
should experience sadness.

Old Kate had prepared a feast for Richard's lashieg. There were
Dublin Bay prawns; there was a vast stew of hdreret was cold
chicken and a home-cured ham. Brian fetched up sdrtiee last of
his father's good claret from the cellar, and Gamie her new green
dress.

There was about the whole evening a tender gaikighwset it apart
from other evenings. Even Michael, sitting besi@eliished some of
his distrust of Richard and joined in the laughitethe soft light from
the guttering candles, they drank toasts to eableroand made
speeches.

"To the Monk!" cried Gael. "May he win a great Natal!"

She drained her glass at a gulp and threw it osesimoulder into the
fireplace. And even to Richard, toasting the hdreen Galway, it

didn't seem sacrilege that the glass should haea lb@e of the
Waterford goblets.

Richard got up and went outside. After the smokyasphere in the
dining-room, the night air felt cool and heady. Tderk waters of
Lough Corrib were as yet untouched by the young mdat the
smell of the sea was on the wind blown over theadisills.



Richard was aware of Michael standing beside him.

"You'll be leaving us to-morrow," he said abruptlyjust wanted to
say be good to her, and see that she comes tamg'ha

"I promise you that, Michael," Richard said gravelghe'll come
back to you just as she is now." Even as he shilkhew it could not
be so.

"That's not possible," said Michael sadly. "But déet her get hurt -
though I'm thinking you're the last man | shouldsbging this to."

"You think I'll hurt her?"
"You are not her kind."

"You'll never trust me, will you, Michael? Perhaysur instinct is
right - | think it is - but it's too late now."

"Yes," the young man said with gentle resignatitt’s too late now.
Her mind's set on it."

Richard left the next morning in a mist of finerrai’he Dun Mor car
was needed for market, so Pat Murphy's old radipetook him into
Ballyskillen as it had brought him that memorabég/ chow so long
ago.

They stood in the rain to see him off, the fouryp€assellas, and he
was conscious that here lay the end of a phase. ghauld he return
with Gael in the spring, nothing would be quite Haene.

"My aunt will write to you," he told Brian as theook hands. "And
we'll expect the Monk and Gael over in September."

"You'll be good to Gael," Brian said gravely. "Yiblook after her?"



Three pairs of young eyes looked at him with suddeactness.
There was a sternness in their regard. Only Gaehanging repartee
with the disreputable Pat, wasn't looking at hiralat

"My aunt will see to that," he said easily. "Heb js chaperoning the
young, you know. Gael will be quite safe."

He got into the car beside the driver, and atalserhinute Conn and
Gael decided to go with him, and packed themsahesthe back
amongst his suitcases.

Out on the Ballyskillen road, he looked back. DumrMay half
hidden in mist, and the waters of Corrib were grag ruffled with
the rain. Already the thought of the journey wagpenmost in
Richard's mind. To-morrow he would ring up Sallyiéa He hadn't
seen her for weeks.

Leaning out of his carriage window, he watchedakated upturned
faces of brother and sister and laughed when Gael with
reverence:

"First class, no less! You're very grand, Richéxe never been first
class in my life."

They seemed remote, charming acquaintances of emlifig, their
reality already fading a little into the past.

"Good-bye!... Good-bye!" they cried as the traigdo®to move.
"Only au revoir!' Richard shouted to Gael.

His last impression was of their small forms rumgnialong the
platform, their fair hair, wet with the rain, stremg behind them, as
they waved their last farewells.



CHAPTER 11

"IT's a bad start," said-Clare Windlehurst, waving therotelegram
in her nephew's face. "The girl is a stranger taluand she hasn't the
courtesy to fall in with the plans we make for betet me know her
own plans. These Irish are all alike - feckless ametliable. For the
hundredth time, Richard, | cannot understand why lyave landed
me with this girl when you had never set eyes arbeéore - unless,
as Cherry says, you are starting an affair with Aad while she is
under my roof | will not be responsible for anytipyou-"

"My dear aunt,” broke in Richard impatiently, "fdre hundredth
time | will tell you | have no interest whatever tbat kind in Gael.
She is just a child whose strange ambition wastoecto England
and have a good time, and |, in a rather rash mgmeomised she
could. When you see her, you'll quite understand.”

"l understand nothing," his aunt said with a resaair; "but it's your
house and your money; so | suppose you can pleasself."

"Exactly," said Richard, with his crooked smile.fdnow | suppose
I'd better drive down to Sussex and retrieve thid defore she
vanishes again."

Gael had been due to arrive the day before, bunhkadr turned up,
and, when nothing was heard of her all day, Richardd to Brian.

The answer had just come. Gael was crossing walvibnk to-day,

and going straight to the trainer's stables in &usk was tiresome
that he had to rush down to the country and brivegchild up to
London in time for Aunt Clare's party to-night, the felt he should
have guessed that Gael would have come over wathdhse.

As he drove down to Sussex, he was regrettingfonahe first time,
his crazy bargain with the Cassellas. It was mw#haiting that the



general impression seemed to be that he was hawmiaffair with the
girl.

"l suppose she's one of these wild Irish hoydeneselbreathless
beauty is so devastating in fiction," Cherry hadl s@ith her bitter
little smile.

Even Sally, in her subtle way, had conveyed to that there was
more in this matter of the horse from Galway thaat the eye.

"Is it possible," she asked with her teasing snitleat I'm at last in
danger of being cut out by a charmer with a sededirogue?"

"Once and for all, Sally," he had said impatientlyill you get it into
your head that the child is quite unattractive & ®he's boyish, odd,
rather plain, with, as far as I'm concerned, vitiglsex appeal at all.
But you might be kind to her all the same. | feeiy bones that she
may be disappointed in England. | can't see Chawying the girl
friend of Gael's dreams."

"What does she want a girl friend for?" asked Sailjp amusement,
and Richard had replied:

"God knows! She never went to school."

He found Gael in the trainer's office, and she broK in the middle
of an acrimonious-sounding argument to greet Rithath pleasure.
She looked just the same, except that her paleeréted little face
wore an angry expression which vanished at the sigihim.

"Oh, Richard I" she cried. "How lovely to see yogas | Now
everything will be all right. You can explain toighman that the
Monk must- "

"The young lady seems to think we have no ideaiohing a stable
here," the trainer said dryly. He was a stockyydraired little man



and at the moment his face bore signs that hiemadi was rapidly
wearing thin.

"But don't youseehe's not used in Ireland to - " began Gael, b
Richard interrupted firmly:

"l think you can leave all matters of stable mamaget safely to
Pike, Gael. He is one of our most experiencedédrairand the Monk
will be perfectly all right in his care. Let's gandahave a look at him
before | take you back to Town."

"Richard, | don't like that man. He doesn't underdthorses," Gael
said in her clear tones as they crossed the by yar

The trainer was following a little distance behiadd it was very
probable that he must have heard the remark.

"Don't be so absurd, child," Richard said impatientSome very
famous horses indeed have come from these st&keswouldn't be
the successful trainer that he is if he didn't usided horses."

"Well, he doesn't understand the Monk," she sastioately. "We
had a terrible job boxing him, Richard, and he dictand the
crossing well. It was very rough."

They went into the Monk's box, and a groom threekithe horse's
rug. He was still sweating a little, and lookedidedly tucked up.

"What do you think of him, Pike?" Richard asked tfaner who had
now joined them.

The man pursed his lips and looked critically & hlorse.

"Well," he said slowly, "I wouldn't like to offerraopinion till I've
seen him gallop. He's plenty small for a Natiorakle and he doesn't
look a stayer to me."



"He's the best little horse in all Ireland!" crié@del indignantly”And,
let me tell you, he's won a great race at Leopavastand one at
Kilbeggan, and one at Knockferry, and there washirse there that
could touch him. He has the great heart and haidsstifetime."

"Well, we'll see," said Richard rather shortly. as annoyed that
Pike had crabbed the horse and annoyed with hinfigelhaving
insisted so emphatically on buying him. Already gweom his
native shores, the Monk had lost some of his magid,Gael, for all
her friendliness, was just an ill-dressed child was going to prove
more of a responsibility than he cared to admit.

"What on earth made you change your plans and cwaeto-day?"
he asked her when they were in the car. "My austquate upset.”

"But, Richard" - she turned to look at him, her&yade open and a
little amazed - "you didn't think | would let my tiag Monk travel
alone for the first time in his life? | thought yewould be sure to
know that. | travelled in his box all the way."

He glanced at her creased and stained coat, ahkap shoes, dusty
and scratched. There was a grubby smear acrodsdieforehead
which she had made with a none-too clean hand. stescertainly
looked as if she had spent the last twenty-fourdioua horse-box.

"You must be tired," he said with an attempt aeatlgr manner.

"Yes, | am a little," she replied. But she was avaow of the
impatience which he hid from her, and she was doansahat her
arrival was not being the success she had expected.

“I'm sorry if I've seemed rude to your aunt,” sh&lsn a rather flat
voice. "I'll explain to her."

"Well, it doesn't matter now. But we have to gotodhight, so it was
a bit of a rush to get you back irp time."



"Oh, | see. I'm sorry," she said again, and glaratekis long, thin
face a little timidly. Already he seemed differéram the Richard
she had remembered at Dun Mor. "Are we having & pamight?"

"Yes. We've got a first night, so dinner is early.
We'll probably go and have supper later," he repdibsently.

"Oh! My very first evening 1 How lovely 1" Nothingould quite

guench her expectant spirit, and Richard, glandmgn at her eager
face, all at once recaptured the old charm of Dum. Mere she was,
the strange, rather touching little creature whd Baown him so
much hospitality and confidence. For her, her Featésire was
coming true, and he was simply being churlish.

"It's good to see you again, Gael," he said wighwarmth. "How are
they all at Dun Mor ? Give me all the news at orice.longing to
hear."

All the way up to London she talked excitedly, batthey drove over
Chelsea Bridge in the dusk of a late Septemberiegeand she saw
the floodlit Power Station, she became silent,rsgaat the London
streets with rapt eyes. It was nearly seven o'cleblen Richard
pulled up in front of the house high upon Campdéih where he
lived with his aunt.

"We'll have a frightful rush to change," he saidhasheaved Gael's
shabby luggage on to the steps.

To Gael the big drawing-room seemed to be full @ge who all
stopped talking to turn and look at her. She cansciof shaking
hands with a large determined-looking woman whd&id said was
his aunt. Someone thrust a glass into her hand hwiits.
Windlehurst immediately snatched away saying:



"There's no time for a drink now. You must go ghaiup and
change, my dear. Dinner has already been waitiggaater of an
hour. Cherry, take Miss Cassella to her room. Nawvry, my dear.
One must never be late for a first night. Richavd,won't wait for
you."

Bewildered, Gael looked hopefully about her at neenbf the one
name that seemed familiar, and she frankly staredClzerry
Windlehurst, receiving a blurred impression of deyks and hair and
a lovely, sulky mouth. Cherry was looking at Gaéhva mixture of
defiance and resentful curiosity which slowly chamgto an
expression of amused tolerance. She smiled suddkmgling an
added enchantment to a face which, to Gael, waa@rexquisite.

"We'd better step on it," she said, and vanishemhfthe room in a
whirl of delicate chiffon.

Upstairs in her room, Gael was uncomfortably cansxiof the
inadequacy of her wardrobe as she unpacked hgsth@herry leant
against the foot of the bed , watching her withcsietive eyes.

"What are you going to wear ?" she asked.

Gael eyed her sorry-looking garments spread outhenbed, and
picked up the cheap green dress she had bouglailysBllen.

"This, | suppose,” she said doubtfully. "I haveariything else. Do
you think it will do ?"

"Darling, it's toosweet"Cherry said fervently. "I'm going down for
another drink. Find your way down when you're ready

She was gone, leaving Gael to manage as best alte There was
no time to do more than scrub her face and handlpaton the dress
which looked crumpled and unbecoming in the longroni Why
hadn't she seen at the time that it was the wroegn® She combed



her hair hurriedly, making a crooked parting stilbbre crooked,
dabbed powder on her nose with an unskilled hamd, &n
downstrairs.

Someone gave her a drink which she thought veryynast she
swallowed it down at a gulp and had another. Bytithe they all sat
down to dinner she was feeling kindly towards ewag/and a little
lightheaded.

Gael had no idea what she ate. She was only ahatrthe knives and
forks were legion, that old Kate wouldn't have ggused half the
dishes which were brought to the table, and thattaret they were
drinking wasn't as good as her father's. The play tvent on to see
left her slightly bewildered, but she was enthallith the
celebrities Richard pointed out to her in the stadind her head still
felt remarkably light.

Richard suggested going on to the Savoy for suppet, Mrs.
Windlehurst firmly announced her intention of taki@ael home.

"You have had quite enough for one day after thiagy ljourney, my
dear," she said not unkindly. "I'm quite ready bed myself, and
we'll let the others go on and dance half the night

"There'll be plenty of other times," Richard whisgek smiling at
Gael's disappointed face. "And you really mustitaelf you know."

The rest of the party went on to the Savoy. Chearg to the table at
large:

"Did you ever see suchfaghtful dressPea-greerand straight out
of the village store."

"That's exactly where it did come from," said Richaoolly. "So
you'd scarcely expect it to look like one of yownocharming
creations, would you, my sweet?" He turned to Subyle sitting



beside him. "It was rather pathetic, really. Thenphild spent all her
money on that dreadful garment so that she wouttistfrace me at
the local hop - a most dreary affair - and I'm igfiadidn’t behave
very well. Well, now you've seen her, Sally, whatybu think of

her?"

She was silent for a moment, smoking thoughtfutigotigh a long
black holder and expelling the smoke from her @dimostrils.

"I still don't quite understand your motive, dagjhshe said then.
He moved impatiently.

"But | have no motive. Surely now you've seen thiédg you realise
that," he said. "She asked me once what it fek bl be a fairy
godfather. Well, that's all | am - a fairy godfath&hat should hand
you a laugh, anyway."

But Sally didn't laugh. She said, still in that tightful voice:

"That's the last role | would ever see you in, regrd Your interest in
a woman has never been purely altruistic as fakasw."

He grinned. "Well, you'd scarcely call Gael a womaould you?
Besides, you must see she's not a type one woadtlydall for in
that sense."

"On the contrary,” she smiled. "I think she's chiagn Properly
dressed and handled, that child could be mostcéttea I'd like to
have the making of her. It would be amusing."

He glanced at her with surprise.

"Well, why don't you? | can't think of anyone wiiktter taste for the
job. Her clothes are part of the bargain. Why dgot't talkto my aunt
about it ?"



"I think | will." She looked at him with that sed¢rexpression which
always intrigued him so much. "It was rather unkiigou, Richard,

to shoot the poor sweet among us without even giler a chance to
have a clean face."

"I never thought about it," he confessed. "I onlyew we were
infernally late, and Aunt Clare would be fussing know we'd
arrived. Anyway, a little thing like that wouldmttorry Gael."

She made a small, charming grimace.

"For a man so experienced with women," she saickingly, "you
have curiously little perception. | suppose youndidotice Cherry's
expression?"

Cherry herself sat sulkily the other side of theléa hating Sally
Vayle with all her might. For the hundredth timessisked herself
what secret the other woman possessed to hold fdicBae wasn't
even pretty. Marvellously turned out, of coursaspd, wifty, a little

remote. But she must be well over thirty, and itswammon

knowledge that her marriage had been a total f&aiNet Sally was a
man's woman, and many men had loved her. Cherrpgdnup,

overturning a glass of hock in her hurry.

"l want to dance," she said imperiously. "Richaalj haven't danced
once with me yet."

He rose immediately, and she swung into the crowith Wwim,
conscious of his gently derisive smile above hedh@&ut anything
was better than watching the way he looked at Sé&llyle. Sally and
that much- feared Irish unknown! But now she hashdeer, Cherry
dismissed Gael from her mind without a qualm angedeerself up to
the pleasure of dancing with Richard.



Mrs. Windlehurst thankfully handed over the mattdr Gael's
wardrobe to Sally.

"A most difficult type to dress,” she confided, theorning after
Gael's arrival. "And whatever you get for her, yoay be sure it will
look as though it came out of the rag-bag in a wéek child has no
clothes sense whatever. She told me that whatathétought over
from Ireland was quite good enough for her, andtvehad clothes
matter, anyway? | cannot understand why Richardfgaw land us
with the girl. She can have no interest for him."

"l understand he wanted the horse," said Sally deiyu

"Horse!" snorted Mrs. Windlehurst. "As if he couldhave got a
horse anywhere else at far less cost!

Well, see what you can do with the girl," she fir@d. "She seems a
nice child, though very young, and her head is @dlall sorts of
old-fashioned ideas about girl-friends and paraesl nice young
men. We must see if we can find some for her."

So Sally took Gael shopping. She bought clevenlsisting on utter
simplicity throughout. Nothing would turn the chitto a beauty, she
thought, watching innumerable fittings, but slowihe salient points
were emerging. That green trouser suit accentuateaddd elfin
guality that was rather intriguing; the black dregth the quaint little
collar made her look like a wise schoolgirl; and White cotton was
charming for any young girl.

When they got back to the house on Campden Hily tloeind
Richard and Cherry drinking sherry in the drawingm together.

"I've worn the poor child out," Sally announcedigdiWe've bought
and bought; but | think you'll agree I've starteg job well."



Richard looked at Gael standing just inside therdad took in the
new green trouser suit with a curious glance.

"Very well, my sweet," he said slowly. "I congradté you. Well,
Gael, how does it feel to be turned into a smaungomiss ?"

"I don't feel any different,” Gael admitted. "Buton't like clothes
very much."

"The girl's unnatural!™ Cherry giggled, but she Kked at Gael's
clothes with interest.

"Or perhaps natural," said Richard with his lazyiemiTake your hat
off, Gael. Yes, you'll pass, young woman. Have iakdrOr, on
second thoughts, half a drink."

"Would you like to come down to Sussex with me tomow, Gael,
and see the Monk gallop?" he asked as he handda@hess.

Instantly she was all eagerness. "Oh, yes!" skeelctAnd you'll soon
see that wretched man will change his views albeitonk then."

"Can | come?" asked Cherry. "l want to see thisdeoful horse that
Is causing so much disturbance in our family."

"No, you can't," Richard said rather shortly. Clianas plainly in
one of her tiresome moods.

"You are mean, darling. | don't see why, if Gagtisng, | shouldn't.”
"You wouldn't enjoy it, my sweet," he said with gntating grin.
"You'd have to sit in the back and you'd be coldchimg the
gallops.”

"Oh, if I'm going to be gooseberry!" Cherry saidldishly. "I forgot
you'd bought Gael with the horse."



Richard suddenly looked straight at her, and heseayere hard and
angry.

"If | ever hear you say a thing like that againe@ij, I'll tell you a
few home truths you won't forget in a hurry. Nowtsap and behave
yourself."

He had seldom spoken like that to her before, @aneyes filled with
mortified tears. In sheer desperation to havedbeword, she flung
an uncomplimentary name at him and shot out ofdben.

Sally, a little surprised at Richard's sudden angknced curiously
from him to Gael. There was something here thatledzher.

"I'm sorry, Gael," Richard was saying, with an eestyrn to his old
manner. "l think the poor child must be a littlalgus."

"Jealous 1" exclaimed Gael in amazement. "Of mePvidly ever
should she be? I think she's the loveliest persaelver seen.”

"l think I'll be going, Richard,” Sally remarkedligtle dryly. "I'm
dining out tonight."

She slung her coat about her slim shoulders andngzanied
Richard into the hall. It had been a disturbing.day



CHAPTER IV

DURING those first weeks, Gael experienced a strangealgastfor
Dun Mor. Mrs. Windlehurst's select little dinnernfpes seemed a far
cry from those picnic meals served up by old Katiéh Brian and
Shane and Conn in their old tweeds sitting rouediibordered table.
At Dun Mor if you had nothing to say, you sat silen happy
contemplation. But here there must never be a alerThe
conversation must be kept flowing across the tabtpiick, pungent
sentences.

"It isn't quite as you had imagined it, is it, GdeRichard said to her
once.

"No," she answered with faint surprise. "They ak® so determined
to be young and careless."

Richard himself didn't quite fit into that categptyut there was a
difference in him. Something a little more polishedlittle more

superficial than she had remembered. He was less-khat was it.

She became a little shy of him.

Perhaps Cherry was the biggest disappointment,ddbahere was no
potential companion of Gael's imagination. She waisher friend
nor foe; much too busy with her own affairs to geegious attention
to Richard's ewe lamb. She was a puzzling mixtdreféhand

friendliness and an odd defensive petulance, esibeni relation to

her cousin. At first Gael thought that Cherry malistike Richard, so
rude was she at times. He treated her with the samused affection
with which he treated Gael herself, except thatighdealings with
Cherry there was an added sharpness which alwe®egrthe girl to
childish retaliation.

"Don't you like each other?" Gael asked him oncth er usual
directness.



"Oh, Cherry's a nice child," he answered careleS#iants smacking
guite often, but I'm very fond of her, really."

"Oh!"
"What does that 'oh' mean, Miss Curious?"

"You say such funny things sometimes," Gael saavisl. "I don't
think she likes it much."

He gave her an amused glance.

"You're a very simple little soul, aren't you, nweet?" he said then,
but there was a sudden softness in his voice whathe her think of
him as she had known him at Dun Mor. "Perhaps yawlsin't have
come here after all," he said half-seriously. "isionment is
always a pity."

She gave him one of the grave, polite replies whlalays made him
smile, then he forgot her with the unexpected almi Sally Vayle.

Of Sally, Gael stood in faint awe. Here was a psaity which

persistently eluded. In some odd way, Sally seethedfeminine
counterpart to Richard. There was a quality in lvdtich made them
seem alike and at the same time pricked the imagm#&o know

what lay beneath.

These three people, each in their separate wastsirioed Gael and
puzzled her. There were times when she almostddhat triangular
relationship, then one of them would make someeaadihg remark
and the moment would be lost.

Mrs. Windlehurst took Gael in hand with all the tthaghness she
displayed in relation to any of the girls she cliaped through a
London season. She was thoroughly puzzled as toh&hyephew
had introduced the girl into his household at falit she took it for



granted that the child must be given a chanceifpdssible, found a
suitable husband. She was a conscientious woman.

"Though how," she complained to Richard, "you expee to marry
the child off, | don't know. She is a difficult grosition at any time,
and it isn't even the season."”

"The idea isn't to marry Gael off," Richard repliether irritably.
"She just wants a good time. Besides, there's $eltosv in Ireland.
They seem to have the French attitude towards thesgs."

"Some impoverished young squireen or an imposs§iniaer person,
| suppose." Mrs. Windlehurst disposed of Michaeltlasugh he
barely existed. "The child's said nothing to mean§ attachment.
Why bring her over here at all if she's to go bawc# live among pigs
for the rest of her days? People are always ashkirsp't as if you had
known the family before."

"Let them ask I" His mouth twisted into its crook®nhile. "Perhaps |
hardly know myself, Aunt Clare,

only at the time it seemed a pity that someone witbh a simple
heart's desire shouldn't have it granted. | thim&ther envied Gael
her enthusiasm for life."

"Very unsettling for the child,” Mrs. Windlehurseplied with
disapproval.

Gael's chief delight was to accompany Richard daw8ussex and
watch the Monk at exercise. Here on the windswepwis she felt
closer to Dun Mor and to all the things she knewhRrd stabled his
horses at the Grown, a little white inn at the fofdthe Downs and not
far from Pike's stud. Here, after a day with hountwas pleasant
and friendly playing darts in the warm tap-roomgleanging stories
with the old men and watching Richard, lazy after day's sport, his



rather alarming superficiality shed for the timeingein happy
contentment.

The hunting days grew doubly dear to Gael, for clnme to know
Richard as she had first remembered him. Here Was dear
companion of Dun Mor, the man to whom she coukldsalshe would
to her brothers. To Richard she was a delightfulrazt to his day's
pleasure. A child, a charming boy who gave him asagon of
warmth and contentment which was yet unfamiliar.

"What," asked Cherry, sitting on the end of Gaedd, "do you and
Richard talk about on these sportive occasions?"

Gael, her hands thrust into the pockets of her Ishdiveaches,
wrinkled her nose. Cherry was always at her rudéist she and
Richard had returned from hunting.

"I don't know," she said vaguely. "Horses, Irelamdything that
jumps into my head."

"Oh, hunting jargon," Cherry said, and relaxeckgtstiing her lovely
body backwards oh the bed. "You know, | can't nfaiohard out. He
really seems to enjoy being with you."

"Is that so very surprising?" Gael asked a litharply, but Cherry
had clearly not intended her remark to be an in8kie was simply
expressing exactly what she thought.

"Well, darling, as | told you before, you're nos type," she said.
"What is his type?" Gael struggled with the buttohker breeches.

"You can see for yourself. Soignee, sleek, sopfattd, &emme du
monde- Sally Vayle, in short."



"Mrs. Vayle is very charming."

"Oh, Sally, with her Russian cigarettes and fragr@mininity!
Anyone over thirty can put over that line. She&vel and she'll get
him yet, you'll see!"

"Is she in love with Richard?" Gael asked slowly.

"Quite a bit with Richard, and quite a bit with ttiear boy's money.
She keeps him guessing. That's why she's clever."

"And is he in love with her?"
Cherry sat up and shrugged a shoulder.

"Is a man of Richard's type ever in love?" she saielessly."He's
had all he wanted from Sally years ago.

But you never can tell."

But Gael was lost in a sudden reverie, and she Sd@s he?" to
Cherry's last remark without altogether takingnit i

Cherry glanced at her curiously.

"Better hurry, you haven't too much time," she saidb you play
bridge? No, | suppose you wouldn't."

"Bridge?" said Gael vaguely. "Oh, yes. We playeuiaimes at Dun
Mor."

"Well, you'll have to after dinner. David and Rup@&reme are
coming in, and Mother's a demon for her game. Aengady? Let's
go down and watch Sally being feminine over drihks.



After dinner they sat down to play bridge. Chemjno didn't play,
whispered in a corner of the sofa with David Trengpung man who
came often to thhouse and was plainly hopelessly in love with her
Sally cut Mrs. Windlehurst as partner and Gael @thypposite
Rupert Breme, a dark, saturnine-looking man withgbod looks of
his type and a charm of manner which far earlighaevening had
set Gael completely at her ease. He was not a gi@ghom Mrs.
Windlehurst wholly approved, but he played a goachg of bridge,
so was occasionally asked to the house.

Gael, accustomed to the erratic family bridge at Ddor, 4idn't
concentrate from the start. The calling appeareddp entirely
different, and she chattered away to Rupert quibashed by her
crashing mistakes.

"It's a funny thing," she complained as the rubkas finishing, "but
the rules all seem different here."

"l think, my sweet," said Richard with his crooksahile, "you are
playing auction while the others are playing cacttfa

"Auction - contract?" She looked up at him with agzpled frown.
"I'm just playing bridge."

"And do you play poker as well as bridge, my dea$ked Rupert
with amusement. "Let's have a little flutter now."

"No, Rupert." Mrs. Windlehurst spoke sharply. Siend approve of
poker, and she knew her guest's reputation inlittabnly too well.
The none-too- reputable club where he played had kgo been
forbidden to Cherry.

"Oh, please," he begged, and his laughing eyestlsilpleaded with
her to join in the jest. "If this young lady's poke anything like her
bridge it should be an education 1"



"I'm afraid I'm not very good at bridge," said Gapblogetically.

"Oh, very well." Mrs. Windlehurst gave in with agitly wry smile.
The evening was wrecked in any case. It might del Gaod to lose
her own money for a change. "But count me out,gaeand, mind,
no high stakes. The child can't afford it."

A hand was dealt. Soon, Rupert was watching Gal an interest

which steadily grew. She played with none of thgueahesitancy she
had displayed earlier in the evening, and blufféti & quiet certitude

which would have been amusing had it not very dmemomeevident
that she was in a class as good as Rupert's ovenryGind David left

their corner of the sofa and stood and watched imti#rest as the
girl's little pile of winnings grew steadily.

Presently the others dropped out, and Rupert dettevn to enjoy a
battle of wits with an opponent as good as himself.

"You must stop after this," Mrs. Windlehurst saiddisapproving
tones. The child's uncanny skill vaguely troubled. h

"Double the stakes?" Rupert said, his dark face ath pleasure.
"Yes," said Gael, and put down a flush.
Rupert leant forward with eyes which were brighthwaxcitement.

"But this is fantastic!" he exclaimed. "A naturalorh little
poker-player, if ever there was one!"

"Yes," said Gael without surprise. "Casey taught kie's the best
poker-player in Galway. He said | had the flair."

"l should think you have I" He turned to Richardyawvas watching
Gael with surprised amusement. "She'd be a ritgteal hirty-Nine!



Think of taking in a child with that guileless faaad watching her
fleece some of these hardened old gamblers!"

M?s. Windlehurst said with great firmness:

"I will not have you taking Gael to poker parti€sypert. It would be
most unsuitable, and | don't like what | hear & Thirty-Nine."

"But, Mrs. Windlehurst, a gift like that's wasted!
The child would be a sensation !"

"Gael has not been brought over to England to enaation," said
Mrs. Windlehurst rather stiffly. "It's getting lat§V/ould you give
Rupert another drink before he goes, Richard?"

Gael was already in bed when Cherry looked in an he

"What I'd give to have your gift!" she said, loogiat Gael with new
respect.

"It's no manner of use," Gael said sleepily.

"No use!" exclaimed Cherry. "Why, if | could plapker like that I'd
make enough to settle all my debts very quicklyp&t said you
could make a steady income playing for really latgtkes. He's pretty
good himself, but you beat him."

"It would be a dull way of making money."

Cherry sat on the bed, smoking feverishly. Her eyei® very bright
and a high colour stained her cheekbones. Gaegtiahe looked
very pretty.



"Your mentality beats me," Cherry said abruptly.I't¢ould play like
that - Mother wouldn't stomefrom sneaking out with Rupert to the
Thirty-Nine. Why don't you go one night for fun?"

Gael snuggled down comfortably among her pillows.
"It wouldn't amuse me," she said.

"You are an odd girl," said Cherry with a shortdau"Gael" - her
eyes shifted restlessly from Gael's face - "coulave go into
partnership? I'll put up the money and you play."

"Where would be the fun in that? Besides, I'd gagdose."

"On an average, you'd probably win, and | do néedrmoney so
badly."

"You!" Gael sat up in bed, shaking the fair haicloérom her ears.
"Are you in a mess, Cherry? | haven't very much,lloube glad to
help," she finished a little shyly.

Cherry gave a bitter little laugh.

"It would be a drop in the ocean, darling," shedgaia hard little
voice.

"But is anything really wrong?" Gael persisted, evaivake now.

"Oh!" Cherry shrugged and threw her cigarette arid the grate.
"I'm always hard up. | owe such an infernal amaafrivills Mother
knows nothing about, and I've got to pay them, dume I'd ask
Richard, but he's paid up so many times beforeigatmefuse."

"Richard pays your bills for you?"



"Well, he's my cousin, isn't he? And he's got piehimself. If it
comes to that you've had a good bit out of him gelfir

"Indeed | have not!" retorted Gael indignantly. "blught the Monk
from me, and why not ?"

"And how about the expense of your education oeee-hif one calls
it education? That's not done for nothing."

"It was part of the bargain. | didn't want to satid it was his own
idea."

"l suppose you realise," said Cherry with a slidfawl as she got off
the bed and walked to the door, "that by the tiras finished, our
Richard will have paid close to twelve thousand rmtsufor your

precious horse which may never win another racke Rays. |

wonder why he did it. Good night, my sweet."

In the darkness, Gael lay awake, pondering ovéhailhad happened
to her in the last few months. She fell asleepkinm of Richard's
long face and humorous, crooked smile, and askéd Gherry: |
wonder why he did it.



CHAPTER YV

THE first week of November was wet and cold. Gael camene
evening, her shoes squelching and her dress sdbkaagh. She
crouched down on the rug by the fire, and the ehesraised to Mrs.
Windlehurst's were still bright with the rapturedicovery.

"Have you ever," she asked, "walked along the Erim&@mt on a
rainy night and watched the lights in the rivei® tlhe most beautiful
thing I've seen. The reflections are all starry &hdred, and the
Power Station looks like a bright fortress hangingair over the
water."

Mrs. Windlehurst put down her book and looked a¢lGavet dress
in amazement.

"You haven't been mooning about London on a nightthis with no
coat, have you?" she asked sharply.

"Coat?" Gael sounded vague, then she too lookech ddler dress
and observed its damp appearance. "Oh, | fordot it.

"Really, Gael, you are quite hopeless!" Mrs. Widlest said
angrily. "Sometimes | think you do it on purpose.”

"Do what, please?"

"Carry all this Irish vagueness to extremes. losuse sitting there
looking at me with your mouth open. You are the imogating girl
I've ever had in my charge."

The next day was inclined to be foggy, but Gael @4t in the
afternoon on one of her solitary expeditions rouaddon, exhorted
at the last by Mrs. Windlehurst to be back in gbow for a cocktail



party. The fog grew thicker towards evening. Gast her bearings
several times, walking home through Kensington &asgand it was
half-past six by the time she emerged in the famitirecincts of
Notting Hill.

She found a solitary roast chestnut barrow in driteesquares, and
would have hurried on when she noticed a small regrdkouching
on the pavement and looking up at her with brigiglancholy eyes.
She squatted on the pavement and held out her anmtishe. monkey
leapt into them and chattered contentedly intoneek.

Gael looked up at the shabby figure of the man téhbarrow, and
Mrs. Windlehurst's party went straight out of head, for it was an
Irish voice which spoke to her, bringing with itcbua wave of
nostalgia that the tears sprang into her eyes.

"That's a Galway voice, I'll swear!" she said, limgkat the man as if
he were Cuchulain himself come to life.

"l was born in Galway, miss," the man replied wetgerness. "But
it's many the year since I've been in the ould tgumow."

"Do you know Ballyskillen?" Gael was sitting on thavement now,
regardless of the curious stares of the few pagseithie monkey still
clasped in her arms.

"I know it well. Me brother has a cabin on the esdstre of Corrib."

"Corrib!" said Gael with rapture. "But that's wheng home is! Dun
Mor - do you know it?"

"The Cassellas of Dun Mor," said the man, speaKingth faint
wonder, "I've heard me brother speak of thim indukl days. An' to
think that out of the whole of this dirty city, heuld now be talking to
you, miss. Mulligan's me name."



"I know your brother, then!" Gael cried. "He madie hew sails for
our boat only a year ago."

The monkey started to whimper, and Gael said wtth p

"He's cold. His little paws are like ice. You mumxith come home
with me and have a hot drink."

The monkey perched on her shoulder, and she guiuligtigan

through the streets until they came to Richardisiolt wasn't until
she saw the few cars parked outside that she reerechiVirs.
Windlehurst's cocktail party.

"No matter," she said to the man without explainifithey'll love to
see the monkey."

MJs Windlehurst's drawing-room seemed to be full @bgle, but at
the abrupt entrance of Gael, the monkey claspdeinarms, there
was a sudden silence. Then Cherry gave a littielslof delight and
rushed across the room.

"Gael, how divine I" she cried. "Where did you get

But the monkey, alarmed at her sudden onslaughingpinto the
middle of a tray of drinks, upsetting glasses rigid left.

"Gael!l" Mrs. Windlehurst's tones were ominous. "Rem that
animal at once before it does any more damage."

"It isn't, mine," said Gael, making a vain grahtla#¢ monkey, who
shot up one of the curtains and sat chatteringoprof the pelmet.
"Come in, Mulligan, and catch the monkey. Thengille you some
food."



The man came slowly into the room, looking abouh la little
nervously, then he spoke gently to his monkey, sdime down the
curtain and perched on his shoulder.

"Beggin' your pardon, ladies and gintlemen, | thitilbe goin' now."

"Indeed you will not!" said Gael. "This is MulligaHlis brother made
the new sails for our boat, and Mulligan comes frGalway and
knows Dun Mor, and he's bitterly cold and so isrtlenkey."

There was a complete silence, then Richard thresk bs head and
laughed. His aunt turned upon him furiously, bug slaught Sally
Vayle's amused smile and crossed the room firmlyhtere Gael and
Mulligan were still standing just inside the door.

"Richard, this is too much!" she said in an anghysper. "Can't you
do something?"

But Richard had laughed, thereby renouncing anyncla authority
he might have felt inclined towards the situation.

"Leave them alone, aunt,” he said good-naturedtiyg. rather a joke.
Everyone's enjoying it enormously."

It was true. Smart young girls had crowded roundlilgan, trying to
coax the monkey off his shoulder.

Mrs. Windlehurst resigned herself to the worst.

"Oh, very well," she said in despair. "But for hea\s sake keep an
eye on the monkey and see he doesn't go off watlsitiaer."

Cherry, helping herself to another drink, looked guckly at her
mother's words, then, swallowing her drink, werttaftthe room.



The whole party saw Mulligaoff, and he stood smiling happily up a
them, catching the shower of coins they threw lBdot. when the last
guest had gone, and Mrs. Windlehurst surveyed ¢heisliof broken
glass, she could restrain herself no longer.

"Gael, | must insist that while you are staying @eindy roof you
refrain from any more escapades of this sort,"sse.

Richard, leaning indolently against the mantelpieemarked with a
gentleness that was deceiving:

"l was under the impression, aunt, that the roc mne?"

His aunt dismissed this with an impatient gesthut both Sally and
Cherry gave him a quick, puzzled glance, and Chemyo had
seldom heard Richard interfere on her own behatfdenly looked

angry.

"You don't have to remind us that we live in yowubke," she said
shrilly.

He turned and looked at her and said, still in geattle voice:
"Don't I, my sweet ? My mistake."

Sally felt sorry for the girl, and wondered why dtaen't more sense
than to try scoring off Richard, Poor Cherry's reegllings about her
cousin were so very obvious, Sally thought.

Cherry was very quiet all through dinner, but héeeks were
brilliant with colour and her eyes very bright. Igahought she was
still resenting Richard's snub, and resolved to lask later to be
kinder. Half-way through the evening Cherry satalppuptly on the
sofa, her hands flying to the neck of her dress.

"My brooch has gone!" she announced dramatically.



"You've probably dropped it somewhere," said Ridhaithout much
interest.

They hunted among the cushions, and Richard weck ba the
dining-room to see if it was there.

"I don't remember you wearing the brooch this engndear," said
her mother. "It's probably upstairs in your jewate."

"l distinctly remember putting it on," said Cherlypking at them all
a little defiantly.

"Yes, you were wearing it, Cherry," Gael said.éimember noticing
how it sparkled when the monkey was playing with it

"The monkey 1" Cherry cried triumphantly. "That'kat happened!
The catch was always loose, and the monkey must hasione it.
Probably it's trained to steal - a lot of them &w.this time, Gael,
your precious chestnut man is miles away with nayrdind brooch."

Gael stared at her unbelievingly, but Mrs. Windistisaid in no
uncertain tones:

"There now! | knew the man would go off with somath That's
what comes, Gael, of bringing strange tramps imediiouse. Perhaps
this will teach you a lesson in future, althougm kfraid it's an
expensive one for poor Cherry."

"There's always the insurance money," said Cheuigkty, and
something in the way she said it made Richard &idker shrewdly.

"You'll have to be very much more certain of yoactk, Cherry,
before you claim on the insurance," he said gravely



"What more proof do you want?" she demanded & lgtirilly. "A
strange man and a trained monkey come into ourenous of the
blue, the monkey plays with my brooch - Gael sawaitd it's gone."

"I don't call that proof," said Richard quietly.

"Proof enough," said Mrs. Windlehurst. "We musgrup the police
at once."

"Bat | know" - Gael's voice was still incredulous! knowyou're
wrong. Why, Mulligan wouldn't take a thing! | knolis brother.
They're decent people.”

"You never set eyes on this man before today.
How can you possibly know if he's honest or no&thdnded Cherry.

"Because," said Gael with a lifted chin, "we, geeaple, don't accept
hospitality and return it by robbing our host."

"But we must notify the police," persisted Mrs. \Wiehurst. "They'll
easily be able to trace the man."

"Is that true?" Gael asked Richard tensely. "Wk really trace
poor Mulligan and perhaps arrest him?"

"Oh, they'll trace him all right," Richard said sly.

"What would be the use?" asked Cherry. "He'll haassed it on at
once and one will never be able to prove it. We'tlds let him go, |
suppose. A nice Tartar you landed in our midstustsay, Gael.”

"Why don't you want to go to the police, Cherry8ked Richard.

Her eyes fell away from his.



"I've told you. What would be the use, now? Andipose we don't
actuallyknowthe thing's stolen - at least we can't prove it."

"| see." There was an odd inflection in Richardisce which made
Gael look at him.

"Oh, Richard! They won't go after Mulligan, will¢?" she cried
unhappily. "You won't let them make a charge? lldo'ti bear to
think that by doing him a kindness I'd only broughm trouble.”

"You don't mind how much trouble you bringus," neuétd Cherry,
but Richard turned away from her and stared inédfitie.

"Very well, we'll leave it for a few days, and ifhasn't turned up by
then, we'll discuss what's to be done," he said.

"But, my dear boy, you must be mad!" exclaimedaust. "It'll be too
late then, and the police will certainly want tcoknwhy we didn't
inform them at once."

"We are not," said Richard with finality, "going itform the police,
now or at any other time. It won't be necessary."

"l think," said Sally witha quizzical look at him, "in that case I'll be
going. Will you see me home, Richard?"

"Of course," he said at once, and Cherry made agudace at their
retreating backs.

It was exactly three days later that Richard camatitea-time and
said:

"I saw your chestnut seller today, Gael."



Cherry went rather white.

"Did you speak to him?" she asked.
"Oh, yes."

"Well - what did he say ?"

"He thanked me for his party the other night arecsly asked to be
remembered to Miss Cassella, and when she went tbhabtkland
would she tell his brother she had seen him anedstwere hard."

"Is that all?" said Cherry.

"I think so."

"But didn't you - didn't you mention about my bro@t

He turned and looked at her.

"No, Cherry, I didn't,” he said. "l didn't thinkwas necessary."

"It's never turned up," said Gael despondently. "Waearched the
whole house."

"Hasn't it?" said Richard, and Cherry went abrufsthyn the room.

There was something odd about this brooch busiGsss,thought as
she went upstairs to dress for dinner. Cherry'snmamwas so odd,
and Richard's even odder- She went into Cherrgisirto talk it over.

The room was empty. Cherry was having her bath,Gael stood
uncertainly by the dressing-table wondering whe#er would wait
or not. Cherry's little jewel case was open, andl®agan to finger
the bright pieces of jewellery. She moved a headg jnecklace and
right underneath the heavy coil she saw somethmghtoshining.



Idly she picked it out, and she was still standwith the stolen
brooch in the palm of her hand when Cherry camék lveio the room.

"Cherry - look! Your brooch must have been herdghaltime, hidden
under that jade necklace," she cried, but Cherayched the brooch
out of her hand, and turned upon her a face of fury

"How dare you pry about among my things?" she dei®dn"What
are you doing in my room, anyway?"

"I wasn't prying," said Gael, completely taken dbd¢ wanted to
talk to you about the brooch. But now we've founeéverything's all
right and poor old Mulligan is cleared. But | catiitnk how you
missed it, Cherry. You can't have looked properly."”

Cherry said nothing, and looking at that angry|tguittle face, Gael
said slowly:

"l believe you knew it was there all the time. hitdelieve you ever
thought it was stolen.”

"Oh, mind your own business |" said Cherry likenzadl child.
Gael's chin went up.

"It is my business," she said with sudden angeou"dccused poor
Mulligan of training his monkey to steal. You aceds me of
bringing him to the house and making trouble, dhtha time you
knew - youknewhe was innocent. The meanness of it! Trying taepir
theft on a poor man who had no defence - just Issche's a beggar
and has a monkey. You're rotten, Cherry, and I'tltimk you had
such meanness in you."

It was the first time Cherry had seen a glimps&aél's temper, and
for once she had no retort. Quite suddenly sherb&gery.



"I never meant to make a charge," she sobbed. dricknew - that's
why he wouldn't go to the police. And then todaiew he said he'd
seen the man, | thought - | was going to say toawthat I'd found it

— honestly | was. Oh, Gael, I'm so miserable."

"But why did you do it?" asked Gael, her anger evajng at the
sight of Cherry's tears. "What good was it goingdoyou?"

"You're very simple-minded," Cherry said with soraeirn to her old
tartness. "l was going to claim on the insuranae seitle my debts.
They're nearly driving me crazy."

"But that's as good as stealing," Gael said.

"No, it isn't," flashed Cherry. "Insurance companmake mints and
mints out of wretched people who never get a pé&ramy them. Why
shouldn't | do them? They've done lots of othemppebd

Gael gave up trying to follow this piece of logand said instead:
"Do you owe a lot?"

"Over five hundred, and | must have it. I'm despeta

"Oh, | wish | could do something," Gael said hedglg.

"You can," said Cherry promptly. "You can play poke

Gael looked rather dazed. "But | could never wiawgh to give you
five hundred pounds."

"Yes, you could - at the Thirty-Nine. Easily in tve@enings - in one
if you're lucky."

"And supposing | lost?"



"You mustn'tiose."

There was a desperation in Cherry's voice thatdirbout all the
Cassella recklessness in Gael.

"All right, I'll do it, and I'll win," she said, hreeyes strange with their
bright distant look. She didn't think of asking wkauld happen if

she lost, and Cherry, seeing that odd, distant,dalte superstitious
hope.

"l believe you will," she said. "Oh, Gael, if yoo this for me, I'll do
anything for you - anything you ask me, ever."

Rupert Breme was delighted to oblige. They chosevaming when
Mrs. Windlehurst and Richard were both out, andrGheatched
Gael dress in a fever ot impatience.

"Rupert says if your luck holds as it did the otbeening, you ought
to make five hundred at one sitting," she said.'sHery amused
about it all."

"And supposing | lose?"

"He'll stake you. He's got plenty, and poker'sdosl. You needn't
mind about that. You can always play another nightish | was
coming with you, but | might be a hoodoo on youd &ishall be so
frightfully anxious."

Gael turned a pale, dreamy face to Cherry. In Hatendress, with
her soft light hair brushed back from her high ferad, she looked
like some spellbound child.

"I"shall win," she said slowly. "It's cne of my hitg. | can always
tell.”



Cherry spent a restless evening. She wished sharhaged to go
out herself. The hours dragged by slowly, and shse gtad to hear
her mother's key in the lock just a little beforeinnght.

"Still up, dear?" Mrs. Windlehurst said. "Richardked me up at the
Club, which was nice. Has Gael gone to bed?"

"No, she's out.”

"Out where?"

"She's dancing, | believe."
"Who has taken her?"
"Rupert Breme."

Mrs. Windlehurst frowned.

"l don't care for either of you girls going aboutmRupert," she said.
"He moves in a bad circle. Why didn't Gael tell she was going out
with him?" ,

"Who has Gael gone out with?" asked Richard asaneednto the
room.

"Rupert Breme," said his aunt in annoyed acce@helry knows |
don't approve. Gael should have asked me first."

"Oh?" Richard looked at Cherry. "Where's he taker?Couldn't you
have made up a four?"

"I never butt in where I'm not asked," said Chetaytly. "And |
haven't the faintest idea where he's taken her."



Richard gave her a quick look, but said nothing podred himself
out a whisky and soda.

"I'm going to bed," said Mrs. Windlehurst. "I ho@ael won't be too
late. Good night, my dears. Don't stop up too |dd@igerry. You're
looking tired."

Cherry was just about to follow her mother out lué foom when
Richard spoke.

"Where has Breme taken Gael?" he asked.
She turned at the door and her face was mutinous.

"l told you I haven't any idea," she said quickWvhy do you keep
harping on it?"

"I had an idea you knew, that's all," he said vaighirritating smile. "I
never thought Breme was a dancing man. Are you kBaréasn't
taken heoff toplay poker, my sweet?"

Cherry was on the point of a swift denial, then sheuigged. What
was the use? Gael would tell th&somorrow in any case.

"Well, as a matter of fact he has, only | didn'iivip say so in front
of Mother," she said. "But be a sport, Richard. [Gedy wanted to
have a bit of fun, and poker does seem to be heydioesn't it?"

"You know, it strikes me that you're rather unusuahxious for Gael
to have a good time tonight," he said pleasan@gan'it be, my sweet,
that it all springs from the kindness of your éttieart?"

"I don't know what you mean?" she acclaimed angtifyit comes to
that, why are you suddenly so interested in what Gadoing?"



"Because," said Richard sharply, "I don't consitier Thirty-Nine a
suitable place for a child like Gael to go to wahman of Breme's
type. Is that where he's taken her?"

She said nothing, and he put down his empty glatssdeliberation.

"I think," he said, "I'll just go along and see whdappening at the
Thirty-Nine."

"Qh, let her alone! She's perfectly safe there!e@hcried.

"In that thieves' kitchen? They'll skin her befdhe evening's half
over, and you know it. How do you suppose the dkilgloing to pay
her losses at the stakes they play for there?'

"She said she knew she'd win tonight,” said Chexngl she made it
sound like a supplication. "She said she could yéwall."

Richard looked at her oddly and went out of thewo@Go to bed," he
called over his shoulder. "I may be late."

At the Thirty-Nine, that discreet but well-knownusz off Park Lane,
he had a little difficulty in getting in. He was@altmember, but had
been several times before with Breme. Rupert cammendo talk to
him.

"Did you want to play, Saracen?" he asked casudtlg.not a very
good night. The place is crammed."

"I came along to see how Gael was doing," said &atrequally
casually. "She's here, isn't she?"

The other man hesitated, then gave a slight shrug.

"Come up and see for yourself," he said, and ledsay upstairs.



The big room was very crowded, and a group of nmahsomen
were gathered round one of the tables watchingimnptete silence.

"It's miraculous,"” whispered Rupert. "Been going the whole
evening. She has the most fantastic luck - casé.I8he's got 'em all
mesmerised."”

Richard stood behind Gael's chair. She was quagvare of him, but
went on steadily playing, her pale face still anthdrawn. A pile of
notes and silver lay heaped beside her.

The hand finished, and a man who had been stamdlitige crowd
watching with expressionless half- closed eyegshpinto the chair
opposite Gael.

"Will you double the stakes?" he asked in a sofisical voice. He
included the table with his question, but he spdikectly to Gael.

She nodded, taking the assent of the other pldgegranted, and a
fresh hand was dealt.

For the first time she began to lose. No mattertwheds she held the
stranger held one better. The pile of notes begdwindle. He raised
the stakes again.

Quite suddenly Gael sprang to her feet.
"I would like the pack counted," she said quiteadie

There was a moment's complete hush, then the nsarstowly to his
feet.

"Do you know what you're saying?" he asked inlaysibice.

"Yes," she replied instantly. "I'm saying that | mvathe pack
counted."



The, stranger shrugged his shoulders, spreadindpisutands in a
gesture of indifference. In absolute silence eveeywatched while
someone counted the pack. There were only fiftgsar

Gael looked across at the man with clear, accusyeg.

"l saw you substitute a card," she said.

A dark flush crept under his skin.

"I'm perfectly willing to be searched," he saididetately.

“"Like hell you are!" she replied. "I think we shéhd the two cards
under the table."

With a quick movement she dived under the tablesémold up again
holding the missing cards.

Gone was the uncanny stillness of a few moments Sige was just
an angry child standing there in her white drelsakmg the fair hair
back from her flushed face,

"Casey showed me that one when he first taughtownetd play," she
cried scornfully.

The man looked at her with an ugly expression.

"Do you realise, young lady," he said in his sd#ingerous voice,
"that you are making a very slanderous accusaeforé witnesses."

"For God's sake get her away before there's a sceaiel Rupert
quickly.

"There's nothing slanderous in what I've saidw gau!" Gael was
saying clearly. "No wonder you wanted to doubledtakes!"



"Gael!"

Richard touched her on the shoulder. She lookethufshe was too
angry to feel any surprise at seeing him.

"Were you watching that hand, Richard?" she saidkfyu "I saw
him substitute a card."

"Never mind that now," Richard said quickly. "Callgiour winnings
and come home."

"But surely you aren't going to let him get awayhathat!"
"Do as | tell you. You can't make a scene here. €along."

She hesitated, torn between a desire to fight himegtout and an
instinct to yield t6 Richard's quiet authority.

"But thatmoney's mine," she protested as the stranger lwegating
his crumpled notes.

He looked up and said with an unpleasant smile:

"The gentleman by the name of Casey didn't appeéeach you,
among other things, to be a good loser."

"How dare you say that to me!" she cried hotlyl Itt'se to an honest
player, but not to - "

"Gael!" said Richard sharply, and there was somgtim his voice
which stopped her angry words. She began to gathber winnings
and stuff them savagely into her bag.

"What sort of a man is he?" Richard murmured toigre

Rupert shrugged.



"The child was probably quite right," he admitt&8lut we can't have
any unpleasantness here. I'm too well known."

"I should like," said the stranger suavely, "a aetion of that
Insinuation before you leave, young lady."

Richard looked straight across the table at him.

"l think, if | were you, | would say no more abayt he said softly,
and, taking Gael by the arm, shepherded her thrdhghstaring
throng.

"I'm terribly sorry this happened.” Rupert's vouast behind him was
full of apologetic urgency.

"You must have known it would happen sooner orrlatethis
company,” Richard replied. "Gael was one too mamyybu, that's
all. I don't imagine you'll be very anxious to lgiher here again?"

"Well, under the circumstances - "

"Exactly. In that case, there's no need for meajoasy more. Good
night."

In the taxi, Gad said:

"If that had happened in Casey's bar there woule leeen a free
fight."

Richard smiled in the darkness.

"But the Thirty-Nine isn't Casey's bar, my swedtg said with
amusement. "And you can't go trailing your coatt ji the
satisfaction of a free fight, you child of troulile.



"But, Richard, you don't seem to understand," stodepted. "The
man cheated - | saw him | And | needed that money."

"l understood perfectly well," he replied. "Butmrtight have been
unpleasant. You don't want to find yourself in ¢ouixed up in a
slander action, do you? Think of my poor aunt'sirige!"

"Brian would have sloshed him one," was all shd.sai

He saw her in the light of a street lamp, sittipguery straight and
small, clasping her bag to her thin little bosorhefieé was still an
unaccustomed flush staining her high cheekbones.ite Qt
unexpectedly he said:

"Would you like to come and dance for a bit? If ygo to bed as
angry as this you won't sleep a wink!"

She turned an expectant face to him. "Oh! That dibel nice." Then
she looked doubtful. "The last time we danced wasgteat success,
was it?"

"You'll never let me live that down, will you, myset? Well, just to
show there's no ill feeling?"

"Oh, yes!" said Gael.

He took her to a club of which he was a membertesleat one of the
little tables with their discreetly shaded lights, said:

"How much money did you win?" and watched her whlile tumbled
her winnings on to the tablecloth and began cogrtiem with intent
solemnity.

"Seventy-three pounds fifty," she said. "It's nobegh."

"It sounds a reasonable little haul to me. Not gofer what?"



"I must have been done out of quite a hundred pgtstie said, not
answering his question.

She saw him looking at her with an odd expression.

In the soft light, his long face had a new gentdsnend the quizzical
eyes were kind.

"Why did you say in the taxi that you needed theney?®" he. asked
her.

"It was a mission," she said solemnly.

"l see. Well, | think I'd better look after it fgou for the time being.
What was your commission?"

"Commission?" She wrinkled her nose. "l don't usthard."

"Well, it's usual when undertaking something oftbort to charge a
commission, you know. Shall we say ten per cent@"eitracted

seven treasury notes from the pile on the tabldewhe watched him
with a puzzled air, and put them into the bag. fidst of the money
he placed carefully in his wallet.

"Il give it to Cherry in the morning," he saidszally.
"Oh!" The colour stained her cheeks again. "l neszad - "

"You never said, but it was obvious," he told serd grinned at her
dismayed expression. "What with stolen broochesamedthing and
another, it isn't very hard to put two and two thge."

"She won't like you knowing."

"I dare say she won't. She won't like a lot of ¢sirabout me by the
time I've finished with her."



"Oh, please - " Gael bit her lip and finished #@dishyly: "I think she
would have asked you for the money, but you havetleer unkind
way with her sometimes."

He raised humorous eyebrows.
"Have |, indeed? | think she can stand it."

"You don't always understand. | used to think sisekeéd you - she
was so rude. But | believe she's very fond of yand you hurt her
sometimes."

He shook his head at her. "Funny little squib, &argou?" he said
affectionately. "Come and dance."

At first she was nervous, then the music took comaraf her limbs
and she yielded herself to the pleasure of beirigy¢chard's arms.

"Well, and what's wrong with that?" he remarkedglaing down at
her as the music stopped.

"I've been having lessons," she said with pride.
Just as they were leaving, Sally Vayle came in wifiarty.

She raised her delicate eyebrows at sight of thedvsaid with a little
laugh:

"Taking your ewe lamb out to a night club all alpdarling?"

But the laughter didn't quite reach her eyes, amhdRd grinned
appreciatively as he followed Gael out of the club.

Cherry was sitting up in bed waiting impatiently.



"I thought you were never coming!" she said. "Hfser half-past
three."

"I've been dancing with Richard,” Gael said dregmilt was a
lovely evening."

"Dancing - withRichard? Cherry exclaimed. "What on earth did he
want to do that for? Richard's tame dancing pastiaee all nicely
taped and catalogued and he never varies. Welat lubk?"

"l won seventy-three pounds fifty, and | was dong of nearly a
hundred by a dirty little cheat," said Gael.

"Oh, what putrid luck!" Cherry's face looked alétpinched. "Where
Is it, anyway? Give it to me."

"Richard's got it."
Cherry's lips set in a thin line.

"l see!So you had to tell him all about it, did you? Gaalu're a
bigger fool than | took you for."

"Cherry, I'm sorry." Gael was distressed. "l didaally tell him. He
seemed to know. I'm so sorry - but the money'sthée'll give it to
you in the morning."

Cherry flung herself down in the bed and buried faee in the
pillows.

"Oh, go away - go away!" she said savagely. "l miggive known
he'd get it out of you. Go away and let me sleep,silly little idiot!"

But in the morning, she asked Richard quite jauritit her money.
He handed it out, counting it up gravely.



"Sixty-seven pounds, fifty for you and seven poucaisimission for
Gael," he said gravely. "That's only fair, isrt HHiow much more did
you expect her to make for you?"

"I wanted five hundred," said Cherry, shocked ipimn honesty.

"Very well. I'll write you a cheque for another d¢er hundred, but
mind, that's the last time, Cherry. | see you'ranvg your brooch
again. That wasn't very pretty, was it?" He lookedctly at her and
saw the shamed tears on her lashes.

"Mean little sweep, aren't you, darling?" he saidepleasantly, and
went out of the room.



CHAPTER VI
A FEw days later, Gael set off on another of her sglivaalks.

She turned into Hyde Park, and pursued one of heourite
occupations, leaning on the rails and watchingrithers in Rotten
Row.

Her thoughts turned automatically to the Monk dowsussex, that
great little horse on which the Cassella hopesrbstid for so long.
England didn't seem to suit him much more thamited her. She
knew that Pike had little faith in the horse, anere Richard was
beginning to think that he had been precipitateuying for so high a
price, though he was too kindly to say so to hexally. Gael's heart
grew warm with certainty for the Monk. She knewhwinshakeable
faith that he could win a National.

She walked on into Kensington Gardens, meaning rtivea at

Campden Hill for tea, but beside the Round Pondnshée friends
with a small boy who was sailing a boat with soleroncentration,
and it was nearly dark when he was called awayibplrse, leaving
Gael unwilling to return.

She remembered that Cherry and her mother weragdimiit that
night and that Sally was coming to Richard's hdosalinner and,
experiencing a sudden distaste for making a tkind,decided to go
to a cinema and have a scratch meal by herseltd®ke bus back to
the West End and rang up the Campden Hill house &aall-box to
say she would be out to dinner.

It was nearly eight o'clock when she came out efdinema, and as
she stood irresolutely on the pavement wonderingrevishe should
find something to eat, she heard herself hailea@ lbgintly familiar
voice, and Gael turned rather thankfully from tleése and jostling to
find Rupert Breme's dark face smiling down at her.



"You'll get yourself wedged in this crowd if you'r®t careful,”" he
said. "Where are you going? I'll take you."

"I wasn't going anywhere," she said vaguely. "Aaske-1 was
wondering where | would get something to eat, baté¢ seems to be
such a lot of people about.”

"I'm at a loose end, t00," he said. "Come and laabde with me."
Gael grinned.

"It's my lucky day,” she said naively. "You're tBecond person
who's rescued me for a meal.”

"Come along, then. Would it bore you to come baaky flat? Or do
you think that would not be permitted by the auitines?"

“'Why ever not?" demanded Gael, who had many tidesd at
Michael's bachelor house. He shrugged his shouddetgave a little
laugh. "Splendid. It's quite near. I'm anxious saihmore of your
views on poker, young lady."

Rupert himself could have scarcely said what , isgunade him
invite the child to his flat. She was not by anyesth of the
imagination his type, and dressed as she was,caitfless attention
to detail, her coat a little muddy from her ex@at the Round Pond,
her face pale and unpainted, she presented noanukrd for an
intimate evening deux.But he was bored, his original engagemel
for dinner had fallen through at the last minutel dr® had been
intrigued in spite of himself by Gael's behaviottha Thirty-Nine. It
would be amusing to see what the comic little thwas really made
of.

His flat, in a modern block of service flats, wasightly exotic affair
with a lighted tank filled with tropical fish whicimmediately
enchanted Gael. All through the meal she chatteveay without
shyness, telling him yarns of Casey's bar and iclgssnes of poker



and their still more classic finish until, unwilgty, he had to admit to
himself there was something about the child. Thaenuousness
certainly had its charm, whether genuine or putamd there was a
freshness about her conversation which, for anirgest any rate,
was amusing. But scarcely Saracen's type, allaimesAnd he fell to
wondering what the real truth of Richard's extrawady action was.
Looking at Gael, he found it hard to credit the oums which

persisted in Richard's circle of acquaintances, yatdwhat other
reason could a man have for playing fairy godfatbesin unknown

young girl.

But after dinner the evening began to pall. Gaap$y didn't react to
Rupert's usual technique with women, and he caudght'her away
from the fish. He had changed his dinner-jacketfdressing-gown
of purple silk, and Gael, looking slightly surpdséad remarked:

"You look exactly like the villain in the film | sathis afternoon. Do
you always dress like that?"

"It's comfortable," was all he could think of toysdDon't you like
it?"

"It's a beautiful colour," she said politely. "Wt you call that little
fellow - the one flapping his fins in the corner?”

"Angel-fish," he replied shortly. "Come and sit tme couch, my
child. I want to talk to you."

She left the big tank reluctantly and sat beside ¢m the edge of the
sofa.

Already he was bored with her, but it was secortdreato him to
make love to any woman. Gael bore it for half anrhthen she rose
and said politely:



"I think I'll go home. Thank you for having me tonder, Mr. Breme,
and | loved your fish."

He got up, half relieved and half sulky. A thorolyglvasted evening

| But he remembered an odd glint he had surpriséei strange eyes
after he had kissed her, and he began to untieottaeof his dressing-

gown.

"Just a minute, and I'll see you home," he saidldyi At least the
taxi might prove a little more profitable.

But Gael said earnestly:

"Oh, please don't change your beautiful dressiogvng- it goes so
well with the fish. I'll take myself home."

He looked at her sharply. Was the child doing iparpose? But her
face was guileless and smiling, and he gave it up.

"Very well. I'll ring down for a taxi."

"I'd rather go on a bus," said Gael, who was alwattser shocked at
the lavish way in which people in London spent nyotghe took one
last look at the fish, then went cheerfully outhie waiting lift.

Richard rose from the sofa as Gael entered and said

"Hullo! Where have you been? | thought you were icgnback to
dinner."

Gael looked at Sally tucked gracefully into a corokthe sofa, and
felt instinctively that she had interrupted at Wr®ng moment.

"I've been having dinner with Mr. Breme," she sgdckly.



Richard's eyebrows went up.

"Rupert Breme?" he said with surprise. "You didelt me you were
going out with him tonight."

"l didn't know. | met him by chance like | met ythus morning."
"| see. Where did he take you? No more gamblimgpe."

"Oh, no," said Gael comfortably. "He took me to fes."

"You dined alone with Breme at his flat?" he sdahdy.

"Yes. He has a tank full of most marvellous fislhefle are lovely
little coloured ones, and one called angel-fish."

"My good child, are you quite crazy?" Richard saidgd Gael realised
for the first time that he was really angry.

"But why?" she asked, staring at him in perplexity.

"Surely even you must realise that a young girlstiespend the
evening alone in a man's flat - especially a maBreme's reputation.
What do you imagine my aunt would have to say aligut

"I never thought. It was rather funny - he wore arpbe
dressing-gown."

Sally laughed, but Richard turned on her impatientl

"It's not in the least funny,"” he said quickly. "tY&now Breme's
reputation as well as | do, Sally. He ought neeehdve taken the
child there, and she should have known better tha@o."

Sally got to her feet with a slow, graceful movemen



"Don't you think you're making rather a song andogadarling?" she
said in her cool voice. "After all, in these days -

"Even in these days there are some things whiclhestenot done,"
he retorted, "and this is one of them."

"Well, personally, | think Gael must learn to loaiter herself," Sally
replied, and Gael broke in hurriedly:

"l can look after myself perfectly well."

"I'm sure you can, my dear," smiled Sally. "Ancstave you a further
lecture, I'll get Richard to take me home now.titise | was going,

anyway."

She made a movement towards the door which he dgenker, but
outside in the hall he said:

"If you don't mind tonight, Sally, I'll put you iata taxi. | want to try
and talk some sense into the child while the molmeime."

She pulled her mink cape up round her throat ao#dd at him
speculatively.

"You're being rather strange, Richard," she samvi§l "There's
nothing so very odd in the affair. | think you tré@e girl too much as
a child. She probably enjoys her fun as much aoang."

For a moment he felt something very near dislikenfer.

"Gaelis only a child," he said quietly. "And I'm not goitmhave her
learning tricks of that kind."

"You're very possessive, aren't you, my sweet?"ssie softly, but
her eyes were watchful. "Very well, I'll take mysebme. Good
night."



Gael was standing irresolutely where he had leftilndéront of the
fire. The fair hair fell in a tousled lock over omge. She looked rather
bewildered.

"Now," Richard said without preamble, "will you ltelhe what
possessed you to do such a silly thing?"

"I can't see that it was silly," she replied stutsiya "Sally dines
alone in your house."

"That's entirely different."

"Why is it? Why should it be any more respectale you to
entertain a woman alone than for Mr. Breme?"

He kept his temper with difficulty.

"For one thing, Sally's very much older, she's arima& woman and
we're very old friends. In any case, it's differént

She pushed the hair out of her eyes with an exgestlure.

"Just because you say so. | don't see how you xpecte me to
understand the code when it's all right when yout dod all wrong
when | do it."

"Well, we won't discuss it from that angle. All I'®lling you is that
as long as you are stopping here | won't have it."

"Then I'd better go," she said absurdly.

"Now you're being childish. Can't you see that wlyibu're stopping
under my roof I'm responsible for you?"

"You're not. I'm responsible for myself."



He experienced a healthy desire to shake her.

"You're just talking rubbish," he said angrily. "¥Yéold me at lunch
that you weren't used to the attentions of men.sBb¢hat prove to
you that someone's got to look after you and sseythu don't make a
fool of yourself?"

"I don't want to be protected," she cried childyshit's very insulting
when it's done as you do it."

He regarded her thoughtfully, then said ratherthesgly:

"But you are a child to me, Gael. You're utterl{fetient from the
girls I've had to deal with. Can't you see thatylourself?"

To his dismay she began to cry.

"Now what on earth is there to cry about?" he detednwith
exasperation. "Just because | tell you not to gneato a man's flat!
What was there so amusing about it anyway?"

She made no reply, and he asked, watching her hitiuliy:
"Did Breme make love to you?"

"What's it got to do with you?"

"l want to know. Did he kiss you?"

"Yes, he did, and it made me feel fine!" she shdute
"Oh, it made you feel fine, did it?" he countereniny.

"Yes, it did," she said, then added with honesbyt'the fish were
nicer."



All at once the humour of the situation struck ramd he began to
laugh.

"Oh, Gael, you funny child!" he said softly. "Youittw your nose
glued to the fish tank all the evening, and poop&uin his purple
dressing-gown!"

The corners of her mouth turned up in an uncesiaie, and he took
her chin between his fingers.

"What have we been quarrelling about, funny- fade®"enquired
gently. "Do you know | could have willingly spankgdu ? You'd
better run along to jd before | change my mind."

She rubbed her wet eyes with her knuckles and duiango.

"Friends, Gael?" he said, watching her. "Not angith me any
more?"

She shook her head dumbly.

"Pike's running a trial for the Monk tomorrow. Camidown with
me?"

She nodded again, accepting his peace-offeringance. Then she
made a little dash at him and gave him a hurrietii&directed kiss
before she ran from the room and up to bed.



CHAPTER VII

GAEL rode down the steep, chalky track which led friwve Downs
straight into Pike's yard. It was good to ride alap there and smell
the sea, just as at Dun Mor the wind carried thg @&f the Atlantic
over the Galway hills.

Richard was standing in the yard talking to theneg who looked
coldly at Gael as she clattered over the cobblesy @at morning
they had argued hotly on the question of feeding.

"We'll go and get some lunch, and come up and wgitishtrial at
half-past two," Richard said, and swung himselt@his horse.

"Pike seems disappointed in the last trial," he ad@d as they
jogged down the road to the Crown. "Says the hwis#t try."

"He's had a down on the Monk ever since he cama¢! @rotested
indignantly. "I don't wonder he won't try - thideihas soured him |
That man's feeding is all wrong."

"Gael, you really mustn't interfere as you do," Hid said
impatiently. "You're forever getting across Pikeldre doesn't like
it."

"But, Richard - to feed all that green stuff 4 whly scour him. We've
never done it with our horses."

"You didn't run a racing stable, my dear. It's &fgxtly recognised
thing to feed, lucerne. Pike ought to know."

Gael closed her lips obstinately. She had takaslike&lto the trainer
as much as he had to her.

At the Crown, they stabled their horses and wetd the little
dining-room and ordered lunch.



"Richard" - Gael leant her elbows on the table,ptg her chin in
her hands - "let me ride the Monk this afternoon."

Richard looked at her curiously. "Ride him in thi@l® Pike would
never stand for that."

"If you say so, he'll have to. You're the ownegretryou?"
He grinned suddenly.

"l sometimes have doubts on that point!" he said.

Her own mouth curved into an answering smile.

"Am | very possessive about the Monk?" she saidicg@tically. "It's
awfully hard to remember he's no longer mine."

There was something a little wistful in her voicelde said gently:

"l think in a way he'll always be your horse, Gadé loves you,
doesn't he?"

"That's why | want to ride him this afternoon," dad eagerly. "You
see | know him so well. | can get the best outiof, land | don't think
that lad of Pike's understands how to handle hiopgny."

He hesitated, then said: "Very well. It can't dy &arm, and there
may be something in what you say. Pike's opiniothefhorse so far
Isn't very encouraging." He didn't add that thanta had been

eloguent and sarcastic on the subject of the &imslity to sell a man

anything. "l rather wanted to enter him for the 1G&&r&teeplechase in
December, so it'll depend on you, my sweet."

They rode in the thin November sunshine to Pikesafe gallop on a
crest of the Downs. The little group was alreadsréh Pike, sitting



his stocky cob, the three horses, rugged and hotetedp and down
by their respective boys.

"Miss Cassella wants to ride the Monk herself,"Har said, and
Pike, after one resigned and angry look at Gaednligally gave his
orders.

"Pity you don't let Smith ride," he said to Richasl Gael mounted.
"These other two are both proved winners. The hardéave to do
better than last week to put up a show."

Richard didn't reply, but watched the three horsel pleasure as
they lined up, fidgeting while they waited for Pi&asignal. Gael, as
slight and small as any of the boys, was talkingjysto the Monk.
Richard could see how pale her eager face was.

The trainer's raised hand, holding a handkercfeif,and the horses
leapt forward with that grace and surge of musdieckvalways set
Richard's blood tingling.

The Monk seemed back in his old form. He jumpe®@&sard had
seen him jump at Knockferry, his strong beautifudders lifting him
over the hurdles with effortless ease."That girh cartainly ride,"
said Pike's grudging voice beside him.

Over a three-mile stretch they galloped until thecame small
flying figures in the distance. Richard saw the Mérap ahead of the
other two and finish well in front. Gael took hima wide circle back
to the start, galloping in an ecstasy of freedomad, pulled up beside
Richard and Pike. The horse was still as freshreswhe started.

"Well done!" Richard cried. "What's the verdict ndwke?"

“I'm beginning to think you may have a chaser thafter all," the
trainer said with his sardonic smile. "I congratelajou, Miss
Cassella. You certainly got the best I've ever smadnof him. Any



time you care to come down and give him a schoplirghall be
pleased to see you."

"Thank you," said Gael, her face alive with pleasand she began
explaining to the lad, Smith, how best to nurse hbese over his
jumps.

"What about the Grand Steeplechase now?" said Richa

"Well, I think we might risk it," Pike said cautisly. "It'll give him a
stretch, anyway."

They rode back over the shoulder of grassland. vBeltem the
village lay, a cluster of white cottages and thigelinn where they
had lunched. Ahead of them, the three race-horsdleed in single
file, their long tails flicking the high grass. G&aew a happy unity
with the things she loved best in life, and witleli&rd, riding silently
beside her.

"See you tomorrow," he said to the trainer as tpasted at the
stables. "You'll be out for the hill meet, won'tiRS

"Let me drive," pleaded Gael when they reachec#ne"A Bentley
makes me feel so cherished."

He watched her delicate profile as she drove, lopkiraight ahead
at the road, her lips closed firmly in joyous camcation, and
thought for perhaps the first time that she didiwtays look happy.

She didn't look happy later, when, after a thedtrey went with
Cherry and David Trent to dance at the Savoy. ldee fwore its
withdrawn look. She smiled vaguely at them whely §oke to her,
but she was away from them in thought - perhapsasisestill with
the Monk, galloping in the November sunshine.



It was Cherry's birthday. Perhaps because of ah&d went out of
his way to be charming to the girl, and Cherryalgays when her
world went well, was gay and delightful to them. &avid, when
they were all together, made an effort, but lefhal with Gael while
Richard and Cherry danced, he relapsed into gloom.

"Cherry looks lovely tonight," Gael remarked oncéhaut envy.
"Aren't you enjoying yourself, David?"

“I'm afraid I'm poor company," he apologised. "Bati never mind,
do you, Gael? You're not like other girls. One aididsave to make an
effort.”

"l suppose that's meant to be a compliment,” sitewg#h a small
grimace. "But | don't blame you wanting to have @& yourself."

"She hasn't eyes for anyone but Richard," he daighgly. "I wish
he'd marry his Sally and have done with it, theeréhmight be a
chance for me."

Gael examined the idea of Richard marrying Sallg &ound it
strangely unpalatable.

"But if you love Cherry, why don't you do somethiaigout it?" she
asked with an effort.

"What can | do?" he burst out. "I've asked herasiced her to marry
me. She thinks I'm a sort of tame cat and nevestake seriously."

His fair, pleasant face was unhappy, and his bjes &ooked beyond
her with an expression too old for his years. Gaalight how nice he
was. There was a quality about him that was lackmgnost of
Cherry's other friends.

"She's in love with the man," he said miserablyh,"© can quite
understand it. Women do fall for him."



Gael considered Cherry and all the inconsistenitieser nature
which had puzzled her.

"l don't think she really knows what she wants g shid slowly. "I
think Richard often hurts her."

"He won't take her seriously," David said with odesentment.
"Perhaps he never takes any woman seriously - abyn"

They went down to Sussex by train the next mornsnyze Richard
found that his car required some small job of wawikng on it.

"First class!" said Gael with satisfaction. "ltstfirst time I've ever
travelled so richly!"

"l believe you'd get enjoyment out of anything,ldghed Richard.
"You have a great capacity for living, haven't yGael?"

The meet was at a little inn at the foot of the Dewand it was Gael's
first experience of a hill hunt.

"You shouldn't complain of not getting a run upéeRichard told

her as they mounted their horses and joined thalcade following

in the wake of hounds up one of the chalky tracksoathe breast of
downland, which rose gently before them. "Theskftwes are big
and fast."

But the morning proved blank, and it was past twetbok when they
found in a patch of gorse away over the highesgferiof grassland.

"Keep with the field today,” shouted Richard. 'tioks as though
we'll run into a sea-fog. It's easy to lose yoursel



"Lose myself! And | used to hill mists in Galwaydalled back Gael
derisively, and galloped away in pursuit of hounds.

Breasting a rise, she saw the field had magicaipatsed. Hounds
and horsemen had completely disappeared; therenotaa living
thing in sight. It was an eerie sensation. One nmintleey were
together and suddenly they had all vanished. Itaga$the mist had
swallowed them up, snatching them into a worldaefy.Gael, sitting
perfectly still and listening for any sound thagimti direct her, heard
the beat of a horse's hoofs coming up behind hehard rode out of
the mist and pulled up his horse beside her.

"There you are!" he said with relief. "We seem tvd lost them
completely.”

"Where do you think they've got to? | can't heaoand."

"Lord knows! We'll hang about a bit, then we migig well go
home."

"Go home!" she cried. "This is the first decentig@all've had since
I've been hunting over here!"

Out of the sea of fog which lay below them, sounitiedfaint note of
a far-away horn. Eerily it came to them, a plaiatsall from the
unseen.

"They're down there - come on!" shouted Gael, andksher heels
into the mare's flanks.

"Don't be a fool!" cried Richard. "You can't telhere the sound's
coming from."

But he had lost sight of her already in the swiylmist into which she
had vanished. He could hear the mare's hoofs thgdulier the turf
and, cursing roundly, he went after her.



At the bottom of the valley, Gael paused and listemtently. She
thought she heard the horn once more, but it wa®ssible to tell
from where the sound came. The mare shivered, laied s\way at
shapes which loomed out of the fog. Gael realisatl Richard had
been right and it was useless attempting to finghds under such
conditions.

The fog seemed thinner now, and Gael jogged albihstening for
any sound of hounds. For a moment the mist clesuéfctiently for
her to see a clear stretch of flat grass aheadrpfnd in the distance
the waving sterns of the last couple of hounds.f@it¢he mare into a
canter, hoping to catch them before the fog claf®an again, but
the white wreaths drew together with uncanny swdthand before
she could slacken her pace, she felt the shocklfden impact, and
was thrown over her horse's head.

She was completely winded, and when she got tddety feeling
rather sick, she found the mare had vanishedhatonist and she was
alone. She explored the ground to see what hadjbtdbhem down,
and discovered that she must have been on one pfithate gallops.
A chain stretching between two white- painted pbstd effectually
stopped them.

With a shock of fear she realised her plight. Hadre was, stranded
on foot amidst miles of unknown, fogbound countrighaut the
slightest idea of her direction. It looked very ruas if she would
find herself benighted, and at that thought herpaldic returned. She
began to run blindly, stumbling over the rough grauher limbs stiff
with cold and the desperation of her situatiorwdss strange that in
the midst of her fear she should think of RichaRichard and Sally
Vayle. "l wish he'd marry his Sally," David hadd&é&st night. Did he
love her then? Did she hold the key to all theipgiaess - to
Richard's happiness ?

Someone quite close at hand shouted. Gael stdbansticalled:



“I'm here! I'm here!" The figure of a horseman |le@@hsuddenly out
of the mist, and Richard's voice harsh with anxg#tguted: "Is that
you, Gael?"

He was off his horse and holding her in a momemd, €he clung to
him sobbing out in sheer relief the first words efhcame into her
head:

"Oh, Richard! Are you really going to marry SalljJdie mare's gone
Richard, do you love her?"

"What on earth are you talking about?" he said;sdredreplied a little
hysterically: "I don't know!"

"Are you hurt, child?" he asked, his hands runrgegtly over her
small body.

"No, no - at least not much." She was crying angteng in turn. "l
found hounds, and then | lost them, and we ran ame of those
outlandish chains. The mare's gone, Richard. | @xgeu'll be
furious."

"I am furious 1" he said, relief at finding her sathaking him speak
sharply. "Now perhaps you'll learn, you little itithat you can't play
tricks with a sea-fog. You might have been killed ane of those
gallops." His voice became gentle as he felt heittle face pressed
into his neck. "Poor sweet! You've had a bad frigtet up behind me
and ride pillion, and we'll try and get put of this

He remounted and swung her up behind him, and ¢kéyff at a
walk, trying to make their way back to the gallogpnh which Richard
said he might get his bearings. At the end of laalfhour they
emerged into a clear patch on the hillside, ancetlguietly cropping
the grass, was Gael's mare, her reins trailingelgasver her head.



"Our second and more remarkable piece of luck,h&id said, and
promptly assured himself that the horse wasn't dachan any way.

It was close on seven when they reached the Cremaked through
and very cold. Richard was feeling decidedly cross.

"This would happen the one day we haven't got &g be said. "By
the time we've had something to eat and got odhetodry, the last
decent train will have gone. We'd better stay tlghtn You can't
travel back - in this state."”

He interviewed the landlord, whose wife bustledtaips to prepare
rooms for them, and Richard told Gael to go ancehawot bath as
soon as she had finished her whisky.

They had supper in Gael's room, a little, low-ioggkd room almost
completely filled by a vast old- fashioned, foursger bed. Mrs.
Smedly had lighted a fire in front of which they &iam and eggs and
drank the Crown's excellent claret.

"It's fun, isn't it?" Gael said. The wine had brbtg flush to her pale
face and her eyes were bright with pleasure. "[@d ghone Mrs.
Windlehurst?"

"She was out. Cherry took the message and gaveome fatuous
and very unladylike cracks," said Richard with & wmile.

"Cracks? Well, | expect if she could see us nownshid think it
very funny."

"Oh, very funny!" agreed Richard, watching Gaethat finish of the
meal bounce joyously on the bed. She wore thichnih pyjamas
belonging to the landlady's son, aged fourteen,|@okkd like some
excited child after bath-time.



She turned a somersault on the bed just as Mrsdigrame in to
clear away the supper things.

Richard watched her curiously when Mrs. Smedly bade. The
wine on top of the hot whisky had gone a littldéhnéw head, and she lay
on her back talking nonsense until he said suddenly

"Why did you ask me if I was going to marry Sally?"
"Did I? When?"

"When | found you in the fog. It was such a funhing to say at that
particular moment."

She stared up at the dim hangings of the bed.

"I wondered," she said slowly. "Everyone thinks yegoing to." He
made no reply, and she sat up suddenly and lodkacha"Well, are
you?"

“It's odd how other people always know more of sradfairs than
one does oneself," he said.

"I don't think," said Gael dreamily, "anyone shomidrry unless they
love the person."

He looked at her with amusement.

"And yet | seem to remember you telling me that wawld probably
marry a gentleman called Michael McGlynn," he said.

"I don't think | should marry Michael now."
"Oh? You've changed.”

She gave a long sigh.



"Yes, I've changed.”
He felt an impulse to probe.
"What's made you change, funny-face?"

She was curled on the end of the bed, one arm édwoend one of the
carved oak posts. In the firelight, her face wéseniithdrawn look.

"I know now that, unless you feel that someone bamnt you
unbearably, you don't love them," she said slotWain is love."

She lent her fair head against the bed-post aneldsiiato the fire.
Richard moved abruptly.

"Pain is all wrong," he said gently.

"No," she answered. "You expect it. That makesat.f

He was silent a moment, regarding her with tendssrne

"And who's taught you that, you funny little squilbfeé asked.

“I'm always a funny little squib to you, aren't Ife said, still not
looking at him.

"Gael," he said hesitatingly, "I'm years older thau and know a
good bit about the world. You get odd, romantidad sometimes.
It's they that hurt you."

She raised her head and looked directly at himsaigk nothing.
"Who is it?" he asked in spite of himself.

She smiled, a distant, strange little smile, and gary politely:



"Oh, no. That would be embarrassing."
Suddenly she slipped off the bed and sat on tlog 8ohis feet.

"Cherry said you make love to lots of people," shiel, speaking very
fast. "She says any attractive woman will do. Adifferent?"

"Quite different,” he said a little roughly. Shessabsurd, touching,
rather delicious. He wanted to pick her up in himsand hold her
close in the firelight.

"l don't see how you can know," she said simply la@leant forward
and took her upturned face between his hands.

"You're such a baby," he said gently, but eveneasgoke he knew
she was not all child, and he remembered his ptasMichael:
"She'll come back to you just as she is now."

Michael had been wiser. He should never have brobhgh to
England.

"Listen, Gael," he said. "If | made love to you noyour brothers'
trust in me would be quite unjustified. Don't yaedhat whatever |
may have done in the past cannot apply to you? Tiales a
compliment, if you like."

"A compliment ?" she said gently. "That for youréhés no woman in
me?"

Her words hurt him with a measure of pain that quaite unexpected,
and suddenly he knew that it was not so. Theram@sel a truth and
wisdom that was all woman.

"Just now, you're a tired little girl who must golied,” he said with
tenderness, and picking her up in his arms, he Haidin the big



four-poster and covered her up. "Good night, myeting. Sleep
well."

From the dim shadows of the bed she gazed up atwhiinher
strange, bright eyes. Then, smiling, she put hasaound his neck,
drawing his face down to hers.

"Good night, dear Richard,” she said, and her vews already
sleepy as she kissed him.



CHAPTER VIII

IT was still raining the next morning when they weptto Pike's
stables to have a look at the Monk. Gael was varmgt@nd Richard
thought she looked tired and rather pinched. Thatybgick to the
Crown to find Sally's black and cream car parkeiside.

"What on earth are you doing here?" Richard askeeivthey went
into the coffee-room to find her.

She looked up from a week-old Sussex paper anégedthem both
with cool eyes.

"l thought since your own car was out of action, ywight like a lift
back to Town," she said. "Had you forgotten | wasimg to lunch,
darling?"

"Of course not," said Richard, who had, but Gael sath simple
amazement:

"We have our return tickets - first class. Why ddoue want a lift?"

Sally gave her an amused, tolerant look, and Gasl all at once
conscious of her stained clothes, her untidy rsirgight and loose
after its soaking yesterday.

"The sooner you get home and repair yourself thiehé think, my
dear,” Sally said with her tantalising smile. "Whtve you been
doing to the child, Richard? Rolling her on the th@or?"

Richard's eyes narrowed slightly.

"Didn't Cherry explain what happened?" he asket aislight drawl.
"I don't suppose either of us look our best aftar adventures
yesterday."



"Oh, | heard all about that," she said. "I've bealking to your
landlady. Very charmed she was with your little st night. Mr.
Saracen looking so handsome in his dressing-gdwrnydung lady in
pyjamas kicking her legs in the air on the bed."

"What are you getting at, Sally?" Richard askecti

"Simply that | think it was unnecessary and rathefiscreet to
behave in just that fashion," said Sally crisply.

They both seemed to have forgotten Gael, who stwagously,
watching Sally with surprise.

"Are you suggesting anything odd in my behaviost laght?" asked
Richard.

"l think it was odd — yes — that you undressed speht the evening
in Gael's bedroom," she replied.

"We hadn't any clothes," Gael explained. "They w&et through.
But it was fun."”

"I'm sure it was," Sally said, looking at Richabdit he turned away
and lit a cigarette.

"If that's how you feel, then it's hardly worth dissing it," he
remarked, and his voice was cold. "Our train gddsvalve-fifteen,
Gael. Are you ready?"

Sally rose gracefully to her feet.

"But I've come all this way to fetch you, darlingghe said."That
scarcely seemed necessary," he replied, and mowedlds the door.

"Richard!" She was angry now. "Are you really goitagrefuse to
drive back with me? Don't you think that's rathete?"



"l think your manner is rather rude, my sweet,'sh&l, and smiled at
her suddenly, but there was no warmth in his sitNery well, we'll
come with you, since you went to such trouble nal fus out."

She stood, biting her lip, undecided for once whkpty to make, but
Gael said quickly:

"Well, | for one am not going to waste my ticketsHall go home
alone."

"Just as you like," Sally said. "We'll drop youtla¢ station."

For a moment Richard hesitated; then he shruggeshioulders. The
thing had to be dealt with some time or other -hhigs well get it
over.

"In that case, we'd better be starting," was akdud.

When they had left Gael at the station, they diow®lence for some
distance, then Sally said:

"Still angry with me, my sweet?"

“I'm not used to being hauled over the coals ia tashion," he said
shortly.

"Oh!" Her lips curved in a provocative smile. "Hdweodden on your
pet corn?"

"l think you came very near to making a scene ahotting."
"A scene? |?"
"Yes, you. It's not like you, is it, darling?"

She changed gear badly.



"And it's not like you, my dear, to stage a bedrcm®ne with a little
girl like Gael," she said. "Especially after youery righteous
indignation over the Rupert episode."”

"Oh, 'for heaven's sake!" He moved impatiently.ofStalking as
though I'd seduced the child! You know exactly whappened. It
seemed a perfectly normal procedure to me."

"Just as bringing her over from Ireland in thetfpptace seemed a
normal procedure to you, | suppose?"

"l thought that you at least had too much intehige to join in that
cry," he said impatiently.. "You'll be telling mext you're jealous of
Gael."

"Of that child! Why, she's just a little Irish hagédn with the charm of
any young puppy!"

"Why all the interest, then?"

"The interest is on your side, darling. For a mdiose appreciation
of women is well known, it's rather marked."

"Oh, for God's sake! And you'd better drive sloveer these wet
roads."

"Nervous?"

"Look here! Do you want to give my so-called inttna the child the
extra push it needs? Because you're going the wgiptabout it, my
sweet."

She was silent, driving with a suppressed angemteming profile
for once disturbed out of its usual calm.



"Richard," she said at last, and her voice wasnirgéor a long time
now we have meant a great deal to each other.Maouriit that, won't
you?"

"Yes."

"You've asked me to marry you. Does that still d&n

"Don't be so ridiculous! You never would give meedinite answer."
"Supposing | were to give you one now?"

"Darling, you're being most unlike yourself tod&yrely the fact that
Gael and | spent a very respectable night at tlesvhasn't given
you the necessary incentive? | would hate to beiethout of pique!"

Sally braked too suddenly and the car skidded.

"You are one of the most irritating men | know,"eslkemarked,
adding unexpectedly, "and one of the most hurtful."

He had an instant's impression of Gael sitting iatfaet in the
firelight and saying: "Pain is love. That makerse#l."

"l don't mean to hurt you, Sally," he said moretlyerfl've never
thought of you as a very vulnerable person, perhaps

"Perhaps I'm not,"” she admitted. "That makes uaia Jou are the
least vulnerable person | know."

"l think that mightn't be true," he said slowly.eihaps it's true of
very few of us, anyhow."

She gave him a swift look. "You're different," stad abruptly, and
there was a small hint of fear in her voice.



"What were we quarrelling about?" he asked witaumh. "We, who
never quarrel."

"I'm sorry," she said, "if | was precipitate andttass."

"And I'm sorry for my ill-temper. Is my poor aungry annoyed with
me?"

The awkward little incident was dismissed in a metto normal
conversation, but Richard was thoughtful, recogiisin Sally's
attitude an element which was new and somehowstiesta.

Mrs. Windlehurst was more than annoyed. She wasamgry.

"l should have thought you would have known befichard, than
to get the child talked about like that," she said.

"But, my dear aunt, why should Gael be talked aPibue asked
patiently. "To hear you and Sally talk, anyone vaahink we'd taken
a double room together!"

"I know, my dear boy, that you didn't think aboubjpic opinion," his

aunt said. "But you should think when you have angpgirl in your

charge. | expect there has been enough talk aledzalyt the way you
bring Gael down to hunt. You know what hunting l@scare for
scandal. And always hanging about these racindestabit's most
unsuitable."

"Oh, really, aunt, I'm getting sick of the wholégact," he said with
exasperation. "We aren't living in Victorian days/donger."

"That's not the point,” Mrs. Windlehurst said fiymtYou foisted this
girl on to us, Richard - heaven knows why, for shedthing but a
trouble - but as long as she's living here, I'npoesible for her.



Perhaps it would surprise you to know that Lady t@esked me only
yesterday over the bridge table if you were hawangffair with the
child or if you were thinking of getting marriedlast."

In spite of his annoyance, Richard had to laugh.

"These old women!" he exclaimed. "And what did ygay, Aunt
Clare?"

"l didn't know what to say," she replied stiffh\Afid | myself must be
classed with these old women, as you call them, aven't the least
idea what you're playing at."

"Perhaps with enough encouragement," he told h#r avipeculiar
expression, "I'll play your game before long. less a pity, to
disappoint one's public."

Gael returned late to an uncomfortable lunch. Sls aware of
Cherry's sharp eyes, which scarcely seemed to leevéace, and
when the meal was over she went straight up tedoen to change.
She didn't want to listen to the girl's barbed rd®gust then.

But Cherry followed her up and sat on the bed snlteverishly,
watching Gael's movements with unfriendly eyes.

"Well, my sweet, and did you enjoy your night outhaRichard?"
was her opening remark.

"Yes, it was fun,” said Gael cheerfully. "Rathd¢elithe dormitory
feasts you read about in books."

"And was Richard all-girls-together - like you reaobout in books?"

Gael looked round quickly at the inflection in Cty&s voice, but she
only said politely:



"Richard was very nice."

"Richard was very nice!" Cherry mimicked Gael, doust into bitter
laughter. "Really, darling, | don't know how you gevay with it! It
Isn't as if you had anything special to recommemal, gither - unless
our Richard is going soft in his old age. | alw&ysl you he liked his
women sophisticated."

Gael suddenly wanted to cry and turned away.

"Why, anyway, do you say it was like a dormitora$&? Was there
really a bedroom scene after all?"

Goaded into explanation which she felt reluctangitee, Gael said
defiantly:

"Our clothes were wringing wet. We had no othessas we couldn't
very well appear in a public dining room in our mighirts, we had
supper sent up to my room. Now, | suppose thaifgggo annoy you
as much as it annoyed Sally."

"Il say it annoyed Sally!" said Cherry with sd#istion. "Which of
you was fool enough to tell her?"

"The landlady told her."
Cherry whistled.
"Asking questions, was she? That must have annByathrd."

"Everybody seems to be annoyed," said Gaelshdtlyish to
goodness we'd gone straight home and caught pneanmstead. It
couldn't have caused more consternation."

"What really happened?" asked Cherry, and at tiek @wiosity in
her voice Gael looked up, startled.



"Nothing happened," she said slowly, and Cherrglenal.

"Darling, since it's you, | believe you, but thonda wouldn't,” she
said. "l bet Sally didn't. She'd be too jealous] galousy's a new
sidelight on Sally. It makes her almost human."

"But she's not engaged to Richard, is she?" Gaefront of the
mirror, was struggling with her hair.

"Engaged!" laughed Cherry. "Well, she's been h&tmass for years!"
In the mirror, she saw Gael's stricken look. "Didou know? |
thought everyone knew."

"No, | didn't know," said .Gael dully, and addedtwan effort: "I
knew they were fond of each other - | thought timeight even
marry."

"Oh, to give him his due, Richard would have maltiner," Cherry
said. "But she had theories about marriage, haviage one bloomer
- or so she says. Personally, | always thoughtiked keeping him
on a string."

"How can you keep someone you love on a string2r@missed
the pain in Gael's voice and said pityingly:

"But that's half the game, my sweet. No man waritatveomes to
him easily. | ought to know.

I'd have slept with Richard myself, and he knetv it.

"Oh, stop!" cried Gael with violence. She turnedl @aw Cherry
looking at her with mild curiosity. "Don't peoplevex love for
loving's sake? Is it always bed and sleeping andgbsomeone's
mistress? Is no one faithful?"



"Welll" said Cherry, staring. "You talk like a bookow were you
brought up, anyhow?"

"Not to this!" said Gael with passion. "Not to thmaying with
emotions, taking them out and looking at them, #andwing them
away for others. There's nothing real about sucplee They don't
want reality."

"But, Gael" - Cherry, groping after a philosophyeshouldn't

understand, tried belatedly to give vague comfdiRichard's only

like everyone else. He's had his affairs - dozétiseon. He's that sort
of man. No one these days expects such high-flemtireents. But

Richard's decent. Didn't you find that out for yself?"

Gael turned back to the mirror and combed her &aiomatically.
Her reflection was now as still and quiet as it badn stormy.

"Yes," she said with bitterness. "l found that fmitmyself."

Cherry threw her cigarette-end into the grate, s@Ht, hell!" and
slipped out of the room.

In the days that followed, Gael avoided Richardhash as possible.
At first he put it down to the fact that she wag shhim after their

conversation in the Crown, and went out of his weagut her at her
ease. But later he was puzzled and a little piqlieé. child had so
plainly revealed her funny little heart, yet hetee svas, perfectly
courteous, but keeping him politely at a distance.

When he received an invitation for them both toagd stay in the
Pytchley country for four days' hunting, and waséd down by
Gael, he protested rather angrily.



"What on earth's the matter with you these daysgd?hhe asked.
"You seem to be making a point of avoiding me. Wheate | done?"

She glanced at him a little nervously, but answeerdnely enough:
"You haven't done anything. | seem to have beeg.bus
He looked at her curiously.

"Well, can't you put up with my company for a feayd for the sake
of the hunting?" he asked irritably. "I thought ywware so anxious to
see what real English sport was like."

For some unexplained reason, he desperately w&#elto go away
with him. The sweetness of that evening at the @rosas still with
him, and he was vaguely hurt by her avoidancemf hi

"It's just that | shall be busy next week," shalsalittle helplessly.
"And there's the Monk - | want to go down and finil@ again - "

"And in fact, you'll be too busy for me," he finehfor her.
She stared at him dumbly, and he said, with hisled smile:

"All right. Don't trouble with any more excuses, nsyveet. |
understand."”

Gael watched him unhappily as he turned and leftdlom, then she
sat down and wrote a long letter to Conn.

Those soft days at Dun Mor seemed far behind ler kBew a great
longing to see again the friendly faces round itieréd table, to hear
Kate's scolding voice, to sail the waters of Comila head wind. She
looked back on that eager little girl, lost in arldaof fancy, who had
cried to Richard: "My heart's desire ... to go afvayn here, to dance,
to live as other people do!" and knew the vainmés®r wish. To live



as yourself was all that was possible, the waystbérs were an
illusion, and she didn't like what she had seen.

One day she walked up Church Street and saw in@wmdow the
model of a greyhound coursing. It was perfectsrcibnstruction, in
its grace and movement. She longed to possesstigrbenquiring
the price, sadly left the shop without it. But gireyhound became,
for her, a touchstone. Nearly every day she woaks$phe shop to see
if it was still there. She would stand in the celdeet gazing at it,
endowing it in her imagination with real flesh abldod. One day
perhaps she would have enough money to buy it.

Cherry in these days was at her rudest. She snatg@dhard, who
only made her worse by treating her like an illqpemed child, and
worried her mother to distraction with her errabomings and
goings. She was out half the night dancing withregge young men,
and her gaiety had a forced brittle ring that des@ino one. In her
own way she was as unhappy as Gael was in hers.

"l wish to goodness the child would find some nyoeing man and
settle down," Mrs. Windlehurst confided to Richdtdt one time |
used to think that she and David - But she seerhate no time for
him."

"I shouldn't worry," Richard said absently. "Shetllarry in due
course and probably make a model wife. Cherry'sgytiirough a
phase."

"Well, it's a phase | have no patience with," himtacomplained.
"Those two girls are a perpetual worry to me. Ghertoo fond of a
good time, and Gael is not fond enough."

Richard burst out laughing.

"Poor Aunt Clare! You do worry such a lot about yleeing," he said.



"And you never seem to worry at all," she retortgdarply.
"Sometimes, | think, Richard, it's a pity you've go much money.
You've never had to take life seriously. It wouttyasbu good to marry
and settle down and have responsibility."

"You seem anxious to marry us all off," he said bumosly. "Nice
husbands for Gael and Cherry, and a nice wife fer Insuppose it
comes of perpetually launching girls upon the wordl their

mothers think of is marriage."

She said with a shrewdness he hadn't suspectest:in h

"Too little is thought of marriage in these daystill has a value that
this modern tendency towards an affair cannot.aleu'll come to
realise that one day, Richard."

He said gravely: "Perhaps I've realised it alréady.
"Then why don't you and Sally - "

"It's curious how everyone takes that eventuatitygranted," he said
thoughtfully.

One evening, early in December, just as they witiagsdown to
dinner, the maid announced that a gentleman haeddal see Miss
Cassella.

"Who is it?" asked Mrs. Windlehurst, wondering i&& had invited
someone to dinner and then forgotten completelyiabion, as had
happened before.

"He wouldn't give his name, madam. He said he wdgbesurprise
the young lady," the maid said, but Gael, who walé-\way to the
door already, gave one glad shout of "Conn!" anddlherself into
the arms of the fair, dishevelled boy standinghenthreshold.



"It's good to see you, Conn," Richard said, holdoug his hand.
"Why didn't you let us know you were coming? Thasny aunt, and
my cousin, Cherry."

"How do you do?" said Mrs. Windlehurst, wonderirgately why
the Cassellas always timed their arrivals so abruptou will stay
to dinner, of course."

"Naturally he's staying here altogether," said Ridheasily. "What
have you done with your luggage?"

"It's at a hotel in Notting Hill," the boy replietdl'he taxi-driver took
me there. Thank you, | would like to stop for dinnaut | think I'll
live in my hotel."

"Nonsense," laughed Richard. "It's probably songhftful little pub
round there. Of course you must come to us."

"Thank you," said Conn again. "But | think | wilog in my hotel."

Richard shrugged his shoulders and didn't prespdim. Watching
the brother and sister, so alike in their slightnfass and the eager
swiftness of their gestures, he remembered agatrgtiave courtesy
which had seemed common to all the Cassellas, dpgcally to
Conn and Gael.

After dinner, Gael walked back with Conn to hiseiot

"What made you come?" she asked him, when thegicsa in the
dingy little lounge.

"l thought you sounded unhappy,” he told her. "htea to see for
myself, and you are."

She smiled and shook her head.



"Not unhappy - only homesick sometimes," she sendRe pleasure
of seeing Conn again she believed her words touee t

"Michael gave me this letter for you," he said.

She pouched Michael McGlynn's letter with unwillihggers. She
didn't want to learn the pain behind his carefulhjtten words.

"How long are you staying?" she asked Conn.

"Oh, a few days - as long as my money lasts," ltk '4asold a couple
of the greyhound pups. That's how I'm here at all."

"There's the most beautiful model of a greyhouna ishop down
Church Street," Gael said dreamily. "I'll take ytolsee it tomorrow.
If the Monk wins the Grand Steeplechase, I'm goaiguy it."

At once he was impatient of news of the Monk. Heeds
iInnumerable questions, indignantly agreed with GakVergence of
opinion with the trainer, and finally announced ¢ention of

stopping over long enough to come with them andiszborse run at
Sandown.

"All Ballyskillen will have its shirt on him for ta National," he told
Gael with pride. "That'll be the great day."

"Pike says if he wins at Sandown, he'll have a \ggogd chance,”
Gael said. "The darling horse will walk it."

It was nearly two o'clock when Gael slipped badk the house. Her
eyes were drowsy with sleep and her head was filiddthe talk of
Dun Mor.

"l was nearly coming round to fetch you," Richaaidsfrom a chair
by the dead drawing-room fire.



She looked at him, bemused.
"Why did you wait up?" she asked.
He grinned wryly.

"l really don't know. Perhaps because | wantedet® ywur happy
little face again before | went to bed. It's beeioweely evening for
you, hasn't it, Gael?"

She nodded without speaking, her pale hair fallorgvard over her
sleepy face.

"l think | envy you," Richard said a little wondegly, and switched
off the light.

Conn persisted in his original intention of living his hotel in
Notting Hill. But he had his meals in Richard's euand he and
Gael spent most of their evenings at the greyhorawds.

Conn was a little puzzled by Gael's new life. Thidirmary social
round of a moneyed London existence seemed to hipoa
exchange for the simple things of Dun Mor. Chemfpose usual
tactics left him unmoved and faintly surprised, dismissed as a
pretty young qirl, but slightly unreal. Mrs. Windlerst frankly
puzzled him.

"She's like a schoolmarm ordering you here ancethee said. "Why
doesn't she let you alone?"

"She makes a practice of looking after young sgayits," replied
Gael primly. "She has the kind heart, but she feeddsr duty to find
me a husband while I'm here."



"Holy God!" Conn exclaimed, and roared with laughte

They made up a party for Sandown - Richard, S&lyerry and
David Trent and the two young Casselljis. It wdga day and the
pleasant little course lay bathed in crisp wintenshine. It was a
crowded meeting and Richard appeared to have bbstends all

curious about his new entry. The betting on the keas a hundred
to eight.

"A chance for us all to make a bit," Richard sdRike says he's in
fine form."

"Racing's quite amusing when you're running youmomorse,"
Cherry said, lifting her charming, excited litteck to smile at David.

But Gael and Conn missed the vivid life and colo@irithe Irish
meetings. Sandown had a garden-party air thattbliglepressed
them.

"There are no booths and no drunks," Gael saicudtegly.

"Imagine booths and drunks at Sandown!" giggledrhéWe're
civilised here, darling."

Richard thought of his day at Knockferry, and sagaia the noisy
vivid crowd, the larks soaring into the tender skpd the Monk
galloping to victory over the emerald green turf.

"Yes, there's something missing,” he said regigtftdnd Sally
looked at him with an odd little smile.

"There's been something missing for quite a timasnh there,
darling?" she remarked, pulling her furs more dipsg under her
chin.



He made no reply, and presently they wandered ubetgpaddock.
Gael leant on the rails watching Richard as hedstatking to the
trainer and the jockey. The horses were comingiritfe third race,
and Conn began muttering to himself:

"Don't like the black ... or the chestnut. . . thedwn horse looks as if
he could jump . . . number five's a likely-lookiage. . . ."

"There's the Monk!" cried Gael. "He's looking grahig should beat
the lot on his head!"

They watched the little bay horse with loving eysshe was led
round the paddock. He had improved out of all redean since he
had come over from Ireland, and there was nothieget in Gael's
opinion to compare with those strong, beautifulrtpra.

The jockeys mounted, and soon they were goingfdteqaddock, a
long line of lovely movement, the jockeys' coloarsp and gay in
the sunshine.

The crowd began to move back to the course inreligdiashion, but
Gael and Conn raced ahead, running with an unssegasagerness.

"It's a big field for Sandown," Richard said, fomgshis glasses on
the start. "Lucky Lad is favourite. He's done vemslil recently."

"The Monk will beat them all," said Gael beside hiner voice a
solemn pronouncement.

Richard looked down at her and saw her face was gan ever. Her
eyes were fixed unblinkingly on the distant horsese could see
Richard's colours standing out well from the others

"They're off!" Richard said. "No - false start. Taehey go!"



It was a three and a half mile race. The first ferces were taken in
a bunch, then the field began to spread out. ThakMay fourth,
galloping well; a horse fell, leaving him third,caas they passed the
stand he was holding his place easily. Cherry gaxated little
squeaks as they passed with a thud of hoofs oweheept turf, but
Gael and Conn stood tense and speechless, watiti@rngerise and
white creep ahead as they went round the courgbdaecond time.
At the end the Monk seemed to leap forward, padsiadgavourite at
the turn, and came over the last fence in a loeffiyrtless spring,
leading by five lengths up the straight to thedimi

"The grandest little horse in all Ireland!" Gaeledr as she had at
Knockferry, and Conn said:

"He's the giant of a horse - the fairies are inféé, no less!"

They walked back to the paddock, Richard stoppiagyrtimes to
receive congratulations.

"A great little horse! Where did you get him? . icked Lucky Lad
into a cocked hat and he's fancied for the Natianal Saracen, you
dark horse! Where have you been hiding him all ime? ..."

"Well, what about it?" Richard said to the trairess they watched the
Monk being unsaddled.

"Good enough," said Pike laconically, but his smikes confident.
"How about the National now, Mr. Pike?" said Garirhphantly.
"Well, I might have something on him, myself," tinainer replied.
"Let's go and have a drink. I'm cold," said Cherry.

In the Members' luncheon room Richard and the yoGagsellas
discussed at length the horse's prospects for @usoml. Sally



listened, smoking her Russian cigarettes throughldmg black
holder, while Cherry, bored now with racing, flot@utrageously
with David Trent.

"What are you going to do with your winnings?" Racd asked Gael,
smiling at her happy little face.

"I'm going to buy a model of a greyhound | saw ishap in Church
Street," she replied promptly. "I've wanted it Yogeks."

"Why didn't you tell me?" he said impulsively. "bwid have loved to
give it to you."

"I wanted to buy it myself,” she said stubbornlyndaCherry
exclaimed:

"Darling, you must be crazy | A model of a greyhduwhat on earth
will you do with it?"

"Just look at it," said Gael.
Sally said rather abruptly:

"Do you want to stop for the last race, Richarduld rather like to
get back to Town early."

With Conn's approaching departure, Gael becameasargly silent.
Christmas was only a fortnight off and she thougtth longing of
Dun Mor and its smoky, turf-scented rooms, Kateisstlng
preparations, the dogs crunching turkey bones éjyiltnary fire.

They were sitting round the fire, Richard and Chand David. Mrs.
Windlehurst was out playing bridge and the room Wwaavy with



cigarette smoke and the smell of peppermints wiicdmn was
sucking.

Cherry restlessly swung her legs from the end efdbfa. She had
wanted David to take her out dancing, but he saiev&ning at home
was rare for him and he was enjoying himself.

"Thank goodness we don't have Gael's sort of @haist' she said,
stifing a yawn. "You'll see what it can be like more civilised
surroundings, Gael. Richard, where can we take Gad&lhristmas
Day ?"

"Do you always go out?" Gael asked a little doubtfu

"Good lord, yes!" said Cherry. "Nothing's more dyeahan
Christmas in the home. | like to see people buysballoons arid
getting tight and then come home and sleep itfathe next day."”

"It sounds frightful,” said Conn with his mouth lfof peppermint.
Richard said:

"Wasn't that what you wanted, Gael? To dance, gmtobes, live as
other people lived?"

"Yes," she said rather gloomily, and stared intoftre.

"And love, and be made love to," said Cherry, daraan angry look
at Richard. "Richard will have Sally, so you'll leeto keep me happy,
David. Who'll we get for Gael?"

Gael looked up with a slightly dazed expression.

"l don't want anyone," she said in a bewilderede&oi



"Oh, | forgot." Cherry looked at Gael with an odgeession. "Sally
says the Irish are chaste and passionate - a darggeombination,
she said."

"Sally knows nothing whatever about the Irish, boat me," said
Gael with a hint of temper.

"Well, she knows plenty about the other thing, idgrl' said Cherry,
and Richard put in quickly:

"Shut up, Cherry. You're talking through your hat."

"Well, you ought to know," Cherry said and, as she his mouth
tighten, added swiftly: "Not that | blame you orhém all for the bed
with the right man."

Conn looked rather shocked and Richard said angrily
"You're just talking for effect, my dear, and ih‘ispretty."
Gael said slowly:

"But you do all think like that, don't you? | melrat seems to be part
of the good time. Affairs and all that."

"Cherry doesn't mean half she says," David saidkitm rather
uncomfortable. He wondered why she had electecat@ Isuch an
obvious dig at Richard in front of them all.

"Yes, | do," said Cherry defiantly. "It's time Gdearnt "Hot to be a
prude. These things are going on all round onéhalltime. What's
wrong in it?"

"It isn't what's wrong. It's the waste," said Gameéxpectedly.

"What do you mean - waste?"



"Well," - she sought for the right words - "in aiss of affairs one
must use up so many emotions. That's wasting ylbu¥seat's left
over for something that matters? Unless nothingterat She
answered Cherry, but she looked at Richard.

Cherry gave a shrill little laugh, and said outi@gsy:

"l get you, my sweet. We're each having a cragkoat Richard in
our own way. But haven't you realised yet, darlthgt nothing does
matter in the end to some people? We talked altautafter your
visit to the Crown, if you remember."

"I wasn't having a crack at anyone," said Gael ifow voice.
"Everyone's life is their own. | just don't undersd."

"Neither do I," said Conn, getting suddenly to fast. "I haven't an
idea what you're all talking about. I'm going bazkny pub.”

David said he would give Conn a lift, and Cherrgr boldness
suddenly evaporating, took herself off to an ebdy. Gael was just
on the point of following when Richard said:

"No, don't go, Gael, | want to talk to you."
She sat down on the floor and poked the fire witvaus fingers.

"Cherry's rather ill-bred exhibition has given ntee topening |

wanted," he said, and stood leaning against thetelpaece, idly

jingling the loose coins in his pockets. "Is Ch&rigonversation after
our night at the Crown the reason why you've beestadiously

avoiding me of late?"

"Is Cherry always serious in everything she sagskéd Gael, and he
noted with amusement the Irish habit of answeringuastion by
asking another.



"That doesn't answer my question,” he said. "Kd to know what it
Is you have up against me."

"I've nothing up against you," she replied, nokiag at him. "How
could I have? You've been very kind to me."

"Is it this series of affairs you've both been thiray at me?"

"Oh, Richard, please. It's nothing to do with me&knbw nothing
about you."

"And what you do know, you don't like. Is that it?"
She hesitated.

"I was disappointed, | think. | thought you suck@nderful person. It
seemed to me wrong that you shouldn't really chogieanything."

"How do you know | don't?"

"Well, you couldn't - you couldn't - " She falteradd looked up at
him a little unhappily. "Anyway, it can't possibiyatter what |
think."

His face was grave as he replied:
"On the contrary. It matters to me a great dealtwba think."

She pushed the hair back from her high forehedud rather a weary
gesture.

"l expect I'm all wrong," she said. "I don't reakypow anything
except what would be right for me."

"I think, you strange child, that you don't needmnow anything. You
have truth and real values born in you," he saidilsi.



She didn't answer, and he saw that she was alesaaly from him in
thought.

"Gael," he said gently, "would you like to go homéh Conn for
Christmas?"

She looked up quickly and he was oddly hurt byethger light which
came into her eyes.

"Back to Dun Mor?" she said. "Oh, could I?"

"Of course. You're a free agent, my dear. You canecand go as you
please. We haven't managed to make you very hagnay have we,
Gael?" he said a little sadly.

"But, Richard, you've done everything for me," siagd swiftly. "I
think we've been rather a poor bargain for you,Muwmk and I. At
least - the Monk is justifying himself now. He'llmyou a National, |
think."

He smiled slowly.

"Perhaps we've each got what we didn't expect fsranbargain,” he
said cryptically, and she looked a little puzzl&dichael was right,
you know. | should never have brought you here."

" don't have to come back after Christmas,” shead,sa
misunderstanding him, and his face grew sudderdyeagr

"Our bargain was to stay until after the Nation&le' said quickly.
"Unless you promise to come back, | won't let you' ¢he looked at
him with that clear, grave gaze, and he added avghort laugh: "Of
course, | can't really stop you if you want to gait | thought you
wanted to see the Monk run at Aintree."

"I'l come back if you want me, Richard," she ssiiahply.



Upstairs in her own room, Gael stared at the mofitle greyhound
with distant eyes. The firelight caught the dekgabrcelain, giving it
a phantasy of life. In a few days now she wouldZ@e Mor, in a few
days she would go back to Brian and Shane - andhdéic At the
thought of Michael she sighed, and began slowlyndress, kicking
her clothes into their accustomed heap on the.floor

It was raining when Richard drove the young Caaseth Heathrow.
Mrs. Windlehurst said, "Goodbye" to them with a swa of relief.
She had a feeling that if Gael had stayed for @has, Richard, in
his present mood, would have tried to turn thevakinto the good
old-fashioned, homely kind, which would have bor€therry
unutterably and made her as cross as two sticksd&g she was a
little worried about Gael. The child had been logkpeaky lately. It
would do her good to go home.

Richard looked down at Gael standing in the depattaunge in the
shabby tweed coat in which she had first arrivelit#e preceding
day she had been alive with excitement, but now@bled pinched
and told and a little forlorn. At the last she didmant to leave him.

"Send me a line to say you've arrived safely," &id.s'And you'll
come back to us after Christmas, Gael? That'saipe?"

"It's a promise," she said solemnly. "Will you meet, Richard?"
"Of course. But come by the right plane this time!"
She giggled.

"I made a bad start, didn't I? Richard - thank youeverything.
You've been very kind."



"That's a chilly-sounding phrase. But I'll alwayskind to you, funny
one. You're kind yourself, you know. Kind and peldnd elf-like.

But in spite of what you said that night at the i@andhere's woman in
you for me, Gael."

She was silent, meeting his quizzical eyes withhzz[ed look, but at
his last words she flushed.

"Please forget about that," she said gravely. ' Heunk a lot of
wine."

"I don't think | want to forget," he replied, thadded briskly: "You'd
better be going. They're calling your flight." Upextedly he bent
and kissed her. "Onlgu revoir,my sweet. You'll be back in the New
Year."

He stood watching her go through the barrier, theturned on his
heel and walked out. He felt depressed and oddiglyoas he made
his way to Sally's flat in Chelsea, and the cokhsed to have got into
his bones.

Gael and Conn drove in Pat Murphy's battered cauth a mist of
rain along the rough road to Dun Mor.

“Irish rain is quite different from English," Gaséid, sniffing the
mountain air with keen pleasure.

"Kate will be frantic to see you," said Conn. "igtad we didn't tell
them you were coming."

It seemed to him right and proper that, aftertadl should not return
alone. Gael in London had vaguely disturbed himilel Gael sitting
beside him, bouncing with pleasure in the back afphy's car, was
the familiar dear companion of his days.



"Brian! Shane!" she called, running into the hidark hall, and at the
sound of her voice, old Kate rushed out of thehatcscreaming:

"Glory be to God! Is it yourself, Miss Gael? Arpraying on me two
knees every night to the blessed Virgin for a saftyou! Didn't | see
it in the tea- leaves, Mr. Brian? An' the turkegsé& never been fatter
or the holly greener. Wish now, till | take a loak you, for I'm
thinking the fine ways of London city haven't chadg/ou at all, at
all.”

Brian and Shane swung Gael off her feet each mwdmile the two
greyhounds barked hysterically and black smokewdid out from
the open library door.

"That chimney's smoking again!" cried Gael, halfwhgtween
laughter and tears, and it seemed to her an agramfe that the
chimney should elect to smoke m the old, familiaywen her return.

"Gaell"

She hadn't seen Michael at first, but now he caoma the library, his
dark face alive with a great joy at seeing herhli@nds outstretched
in welcome.

"Michael, are you well?" she said with eagerness$ds he touched
her, she grew quiet and she turned from his huggrg to seize Kate
round her stout waist.

"Have you looked after them for me, Kate, you otdgbn?" she
exclaimed. "And you have two new white hairs, ngslé.. | have a
greyhound model like the white dog; it cost twepbunds. . . . Oh,
Brian, the Monk won a great race at Sandown lagtkkw&he trainer
thinks he has a chance for the National... Rictsamt you all his
love. . .."



Grouped round the smoking fire after their coldmernp Gael thought
of the house on Campden Hill. They would just bengj down to
dinner, Mrs. Windlehurst impressive in her blackvege Cherry
chattering and sulking by turn, Richard perhapsilegacross the
table to talk to Sally. Afterwards those two wodkhce, and whisper
together at one of those small lighted tables. &thvould go back
to Sally's flat in the small hours for a last drinsally's charming,
studied drawing-room a reflection of her elegaitit se. Gael found
herself restless under Michael's searching gazehwiever seemed
to leave her face, and she was glad when at lagbthep to go.

Kate brought in the final pot of strong tea andysthto ask
innumerable questions, and after she had gondercsifell upon
them all. Gael, drowsy after her journey, blinkétha glowing turfs,
and sat wrapped in her own disappointed thoughisher brothers
one by one drifted off to bed.

But upstairs in her. own familiar room, with itscbdssortment of
furniture, its damp-stains on the faded walls, §bhag open the
window and the chill cooled her hot cheeks. The rad stopped,
and a faint watery moon hung over the distant.nBlslow her, the
dark waters of Corrib lapped gently on the shané,the moon's thin
path touched the ripples with silver.

Gael stood, breathing in the peace and quietnase ofight. She had
come home, but even into the fastness of Dun Mshadow had
crept in with her.



CHAPTER IX

CHRISTMAS passed with nothing very untoward to mark its pgses
Timsy got drunk as usual, and the ceiling fell dawaold Kate's bed
on Christmas Day. But these were matters of nowattct Dun Mor,
and Gael, pursuing her own affairs through the tqdeys, was
grateful for the familiar surroundings of her clidbd.

Her brothers were glad to have her back, but thely her presence as
a matter of course and seemed unaware that sheeavibiem, going
off by herself for long hours at a time. But Michaeticed, and most
of all noticed with pain her avoidance of himself.

The days slipped by with gentle ease and it was iwel the New
Year when Gael realised that her time was nearlyRiging with

Conn and Michael across the peaty moor one bitmimg, she
wondered if she broke her promise to Richard, add'tdreturn to
England, would these past months become the drieaynhiad been
in the old days? Would Cherry, with her bright theitways, Sally,
cool and enigmatic, even Richard himself, fade thimt pattern of
dreams which had haunted her since childhood?

They rode towards the ruined tower where, with BRidhthey had
picnicked in the summer. Conn, with that odd sohiss which had
always characterised him, rode a little aheadbptiredle bitch at his
heels. Gael, watching him, thought with tenderrefsthat ancient
bond between them, and could not visualise him dltere was a
lightness in Conn, a wise simplicity' which he abokver lose.

Michael, looking at Gael riding beside him, thougkty much the
same of her. A strange, remote child, he thougtit sadness. Would
life ever touch her? Yet, as she turned her sttéfto speak to him, he
knew that she was vulnerable. She would grow uppioelike others,
but for him she was out of reach.



"You look unhappy," she said, and the knowledgessfown share in
his unhappiness made her gentle.

He smiled and said evasively, "It's a sad day."

She looked before her at the wild expanse of madrlgrey in the
winter light, the cold wind driving through the hlear and stirring the
waters of Corrib to a ruffled sullenness, and theeliness of the
place entered into her.

"It's a sad land," she said softly.
He dismounted and tethered their horses to a thash.

"Come up in the tower with me," he said abruptlyd @he climbed
the broken steps as she had once done with Richard.

They stood high up in the teeth of the strong ward] -Michael said,
shouting a little to be heard:

"Don't go back. Stay here with us."
"I must,” she replied. "I promised."

Below them, Conn, his horse, and the brindle biebyed in a slow
canter into the windHe saw them and waved.

"Is it because of Richard Saracen you must go2dskichael, but
his words were carried away on the wind, and Gaigksed.

"It's cold," she said. "Let's go down."

She rode home fast, racing them both, fleeing, ageh Michael
thought, from himself. At Dun Mor a letttom Richard awaited her,
asking for the date of her return.



Too soon it came round to the day before Gael'sartieqe for
England, and she sat on the kitchen table, watdkatg roll pastry,
unsure whether she was glad or sorry to be going.

"Are you making lemon-cheese tarts for tonight?8 shid idly to
Kate. Kate always made lemon- cheese tarts foceasion.

"I am that. But tomorrow night you'll be sitting wio to a grand
dinner with the quality. Quails and paycock's toegand such like.
What would you be wanting with lemon-cheese tart$n- askin'

you?" Kate sounded cross.

"I've never eaten a peacock's tongue in my life, ladon't suppose
they have either," laughed Gael. "It sounds friglhtf rich and
exotic."

"Riches is for thim that knows how to spend," daate obscurely.
"You were not born to thim elegant things, me child

"But, Kate" - Gael looked at the old woman in pegtly - "it was you
who insisted | went in the,

first place. My mother would have wished me to hayechance, you
said. This was no life for a young lady to be legdiyou said."

"An' would you be throwing me own words in me tee@ael

Cassella?" Kate banged her pastry board with vigtdure, we all
make mistakes. An' what good has London city dan&y'm askin’
you. You were leppin' mad to go, an' it's done youmanner of good.
There's poor Mr. Michael always hangin' arounddaight of you,
and you send him away, cool as you please. Ochhd' use you
sitting there with your eyes stickin' out at me twro sticks. You

should be ashamed of yourself, me girl."

"Have | been unkind to Michael?" Gael asked aeligadly. "I don't
mean to be. But, Kate" - her mouth curved suddendymischievous



grin - "another thing you said the morning | lefasvthat I'd come
back with a fine English husband - a lord, no Igss, said."

The old woman's face crumpled up in an unwillinglem

"Ah, get along wid ye!" she exclaimed. "You'd ardle sinse from a
lawyer!" She gave the girl a sly look. "Did you Veayour heart in
England? Is that the trouble?"

"There's no trouble," said Gael a little wearibpntl Englishmen are
very dull - except Richard, of course."

"Sure, there's a lovely man!" said Kate with gushtiver soiled his
hands with work - that's how the quality should besht now, here's
Mr. Michael! Mind yourself, me darlin'."

"You promised to spend your last afternoon with Gael," Michael
said a little doubtfully. "What would you like t@@"

"So | did," she agreed. "It's too wet to ride oit.sahall we go into
Ballyskillen and see a film?"

"Just as you like," he replied without enthusiabut, she slipped off
the table and put a hand through his arm.

"Come on, then. If we go now, we'll be back in nicee for supper.
Kate's making lemon-cheese tarts."

Driving back from Ballyskillen in the dark, Michasdid:
"Are you glad to be going, Gael?"
“I'm never glad to leave Dun Mor," she said witmiggness.

"But you like the life over there. It's what youedmed of."



She fingered his Christmas present, a bag of cheapn leather -
Cherry would have exclaimed in horror at it.

"Perhaps nothing's ever quite what you dream d&f¢' said with a
sigh. "In the spring, it will all be over, anywaidl over for ever."

"When you come back in the spring, will you marrg,icael?"
She gave him a troubled look.

"Oh, Michael, how can | say?" she said. "How cay@frus say what
we'll be feeling then?"

"I know what I'll be feeling. I've never changedutBsou have. |
always knew you would."

"No, | haven't," she protested a~ little too vehastiye "I'm still the
same me, only | suppose one goes on growing."

"You're in love with Richard Saracen."

"Michael" - her voice sounded urgent and unhapfiyshall be back
in the spring. No matter what's gone between itallilbe over, and |
shall be back."

“If he hurts you - "
"He doesn't know I'm there," she said quite simply.
At the house, Michael said: "I'm not coming to saipfisael.”

"Not coming to supper?" she exclaimed in dismayut"iBs my last
evening, and Kate's made lemon- cheese tarts!"

"I'd rather not. You won't mind? I'll say 'Goodbietre."



She looked at him standing there in the wet, thedaving into his
shadowed face, and she felt with a pang that shed&en the last of
the old Michael.

"Il be waiting when you come back," he said. "@daye, my
darling, and God bless you."

He kissed her swiftly and got back into his care Skood on the
slippery broken steps and watched his tail-ligmtista down the dark
road.

Gael arrived at Heathrow at tea-time and searchgedrlyy amongst
the crowd for Richard's tall figure.

She saw him almost at once, his eyes, eager amttax, searching
the passengers. She had hailed him and flung Imes ewund his
neck, before she became aware of Sally's slim digiianding just
behind him.

"Here you are, safe and sound I" he said, slippih@nd through her
arm. "l half expected you wouldn't come at all, yonny little sprite
| I've missed you damnably, Gael."

"How do you do, Gael?" Sally said in her cool, umiad voice,
watching them with quizzical eyes.

They all three walked to the car park, Richard rghknultitudes of
guestions, but Gael fell silent with Sally's unextped presence, and
the pleasure of her arrival was dimmed.

Tea was waiting in the drawing-room, and Cherry imew red dress,
seemed surprisingly pleased to see her.



"I had your white dress sent to the cleaners, esddy for tonight,
darling," she announced with naive pride at her danethought.
"We're going to a father amusing party at the Bargk'. Did Richard
tell you?"

Gael slipped back with scarcely an effort. The tighatter, the
prospective parties, all assumed their normal ptapts. Was it only
last night that she had stood with Michael in thi® and felt for the
second time that ache at leaving Dun Mor?

The next morning, Gael went up to Cherry's roorarditeakfast. She
, was both pleased and surprised at the girl's gghanf attitude.

Cherry seemed genuinely glad to have her back ag @uring last

night's party had found time to giggle with Gae&ioorner.

The remains of her scarcely touched breakfast dbesdale the bed,
and she leant against her crumpled pillows, lookimgd and
smoking very fast.

"l don't know how you do it," she said resentfutlyGael. "You had
that long journey yesterday and were up half tighthiand your skin
still looks all right."

"l haven't had many late nights at Dun Mor," Gaatls

"How deadly! I'd rather have my face a mess thamd@n evening at
home."

"I don't believe that's really true. Parties becguséas dull as staying
at home."

"Anyway, they stop you from thinking."

Gael looked at her, wondering what had happeneghtigcto make
her so unhappy.



"Perhaps if you had one good think you'd solvéd,itshe said gently.
Cherry moved restlessly in the bed and lit anotigarette.

"There's nothing to solve," she said. "One justsgoe and on. I'm
glad you're back, Gael. | never thought | shouldsyiou, but you're
sane. David's sane, t00."

Gael said on impulse:
"Cherry, why don't you marry David? He's terribiviove with you."

"I've thought of that, too. But what would be theod?" Cherry
looked at Gael keenly, "Woulgbutake second best?"

"I don't know," Gael faltered. "Sometimes theredthing else left to
do." She thought of Michael in Galway, waiting fbe spring.

“Life's a rotten business," said Cherry, and froavi®id you notice
Sally with our Richard at the party? Very possessivthought her.
For once, | don't think he liked it."

"l think Richard's looking worried," Gael said.

"Oh, that!" said Cherry vaguely. "There's a mildaincial scare on.
Richard's heard rumours about International Sfdehis money's in
that, you know, and it seems a bit shaky."

"Can that be serious?"
Cherry gave a short laugh.

"If the whole thing went bust we'd all be out i tnow, darling! But
| expect it only means his dividends will be lessa@amething. | think
Richard missed you, too, my sweet. What is it alyout, | wonder?
You're nothing to look at, if you don't mind my sa&yso."



"It's probably because I'm undemanding," said Gagbusly.
Cherry digested this with surprise.

"Well, you've got under the fair Sally's skin afiht," she said with
satisfaction. "That alone gives me plenty of pleasu

"Sally!" exclaimed Gael incredulously. "She woutdbbther with
me. She thinks I'm just a little girl. So does Rich"

"So do | until you come out with one of these sagsecracks,"
Cherry replied. "Sally's no fool, you know. Youadunny girl, Gael,
but you're decent. And now, be a sweet and go @wmdny bath on
for me.

January was a bleak month. Gael got a sharp atfacluenza and
was in bed for a week. Richard was very kind, gyer with fruit
and later, books, and when she was getting beé&esah with her
every day. On one occasion he surveyed her wiitaage expression
on finding David sitting on the bed. David was oftthere. He
seemed to have acquired a real affection for Gael, to Cherry's
open annoyance, divided his attention betweenvibegtrls.

"It seems to me you're putting Cherry's nose oybiaf, my sweet,"
Richard said when the young man had gone.

"He likes me because he can talk about her," Gaiel without
conceit. "l wish she would marry him - he's suchce person.”

"Have you never heard of people being kept waitow long, and
turning eventually to somebody else?" said Richatld his crooked
smile.

"I don't think David's like that."



"I wasn't only thinking of David," he remarked, atidew himself
rather wearily into an easy chair.

She looked at him with loving eyes.
"Are you tired, Richard?" she asked.
He rubbed his eyes and stared into the fire.

"I'm a bit worried about my affairs," he admittétl.looks as if there
may be an almighty crash in the financial worlddoeflong."

"I don't understand about these things. Would yopénniless?"

Never having had money, she found it difficult tealise the
significance of the possible loss of a fortune.

He smiled at her puzzled face.

"Well, not quite penniless. But | should be a poan and have to get
another job."

"What would you do?" she asked.

"God knows. | might try farming, though I'm toldetfe's barely a
living in it these days."

"But you could be happy out of doors," she saide"Wake nothing
out of horses, and Michael doesn't do much witHdns, but we get
along. Perhaps it's different in Ireland."”

“It's odd," said Richard reminiscently. "But wheiir$t travelled over
to look for a horse, | remember looking out at ks and the wild
pasture and thinking that here was a country waenan could settle
and be at peace, and rear children. | remembekitigirthat money



had brought me very little in the long run. Perhaps Irish blood
counts for something after all."

"Does Sally want children?" she asked unexpectedly.
He glanced across at her, surprised”

"No, | don't think so. Why ?"But, with her old ewas trick, she
answered his question with another.

"Have you ever wanted anything much from life?"

"What a curious question! | suppose we all wantestimg from life
at one time or another. I'm afraid I've found ntbgtgs I've wanted
pretty easy to get."

She looked at him with that sternness which seetpatmon to all
the Cassellas at times.

"Then you've never wanted anything very badly," si€.
"You're a strange child. Where have you learnt waisdom?"
"Is that wisdom?" she asked gently. "I thought goae knew."

He got to his feet and stood looking down at hde pittle face.
Against the pillows her skin had a transparent laokl there were
shadows under her eyes.

"There's nothing of you!" he said with impatienhcern. "You must
get well quickly, funny one, and get some more imgnbefore we're
all in the workhouse."

"They wouldn't take you in the workhouse, Richarghé told him
with a grin. "You're too disturbing."



He looked at her oddly.
"And what, might | ask, do you exactly mean by ?at

But "She only smiled at him tranquilly and her feagsumed the
withdrawn look which he had come to know so well.

*

Gael had not long, been about again when Richarcusobed. The
attack left him listless and depressed, and he HKegt first

appointment with Sally with a feeling of oppressi@he had not
visited him while he was ill. She had always befaid of contact
with sickness.

"My dear, you look ill," she said as she disperntseadn her charming
drawing-room. "You ought to have kept away from IGdés
madness to run into infection."

"It was in the house. Any of us might have got lit¢' replied rather
shortly.

"You're very fond of your ewe lamb, aren't you, lishgy?"
"Gael has roots," he said, "and a strange, agelssom."
She raised her delicate eyebrows, and asked softly:
"And did you find all this out on her bed of siclese"

He made an impatient gesture.

"Oh, Sally, please - let's not discuss Gael."

She gave him a shrewd glance.



"Very well, we won't," she said gaily. "We'll disssiourselves, which
will be much more interesting. It's February novexhNmonth will be
the National. Have you forgotten the suggestiomadlenat Sandown?"

He looked at her interrogatively.

"l asked you if you would like me to marry you aftee race was
over."

"Oh, that!"

She smiled, but her eyes were wary.

"Not very complimentary, are you, my sweet?" shd gantly.
He put down his empty cup and lit a cigarette.

"Have you realised, Sally, that I'm in danger otdming a poor
man?" he asked her casually.

She smiled.
"Still worrying about these rumours ?"

"They're getting to be more than rumours now. t wendered if
you'd given thought to the possibility that youcome may yet be
larger than mine."

"Would that matter?"

"Yes, in our case | think it would," he said slowlne comes down
to fundamentals then."

Her face was impassive. He had no means of knolomghis words
affected her, but her slender fingers, tapping thang
cigarette-holder, were not quite steady.



"Well, my dear, don't let's worry about what mayeehappen,” she
said easily. "It's the relationship that is impatta

"Let's leave it over until this crisis has passé 'said, getting to his
feet. "I'd rather you knew exactly what you werlarig on."

She rose and stood beside him.

"Richard, do you think it's you or your money I'mlove with ?" she
asked.

He hesitated for a moment, then said very gently:
"I don't think you're really in love at all."

She stared at him, and the delicate colour cregewuher smooth
skin.

"Isn't that rather a curious idea to get aftetladlse years ?" she saic
quietly.

"Perhaps it's an idea I've had for some time," éy@died equally
quietly.

"Ever since you brought that very clever littlel gimto your house, |
suppose,” she flashed. "Gael has roots. Gael hsdowml | didn't
think you were such a fool as to fall for that §t&ichard."

"Please," he said again. "Let's not discuss Gadbnlt think she
really has anything to do with you and me. I'll sayrevoir,my dear.
I'm not really in a very fit state for sane argumétease be patient.

She controlled her anger with an effort, and walketth him to the
door.



"Very well, Richard, take your time," she said.tA¢ door she raised
her face to his. He could see the carefully madéaspes stiff and
oddly attractive against the delicate eye-socKétaouldn't like to
think - and | don't believe it's true that all teadbeen between us
should count for nothing now."

"Perhaps not," he said, kissing her lightly. "Buntl forget, my
sweet, that | wanted to marry you three years dgwas you who
kept me waiting."



CHAPTERX

THE Monk continued to improve steadily and by earlyrthathe
stable's hopes of him ran high. Gael and Richardtwown
frequently to watch him gallop, and to Richard éheras now an
added anxiety for his prospects.

"It may be my last chance of racing,"” he told Pikkly own
prospects don't look too rosy at present. | mayehavsell up. It
would be pleasant to finish on the highest notalidf

“I'm sorry to hear that," said the trainer, andkkd at Richard
speculatively. "You could always get a price fog tionk now, you
know. He's getting talked about, and if he's unjuak Aintree his
value may drop."

But Richard shook his head.

"No, I'll keep him as my last gesture, whatevergss," he said.
"Apart from anything else, it would break Miss Gakess heart to sell
now."

Richard had made a party up for Aintree: Sally, @hand Gael and
David.

"That is, if we're not all sweeping crossings bgrtfi he amended
with wry humour.

"We will not!" said Gael indignantly. "We'll be weting the Monk
thundering down the course to victory, loading theld like
Cuchulain led his warriors- "

"Loved by three times fifty queens I" finished Ract, and laughed.
"You see, | haven't forgotten."



But within a fortnight of the race the situationchme suddenly
serious. Rumours, which had only been ugly possédsifor so long,
now became facts. Panic set in and shares felbtioing. Richard
spent long and fruitless hours with directors amalykers, returning
home late at night, weary and discouraged. They\saw little of

him during those anxious few days. Then one eveneeturned to
find Sally ringing his front-door bell, and at sigbf his tired,

hopeless face, she said impulsively:

"Are things very bad?"

"Just about as bad as they can be. By tomorroverdeh will have
come. International Steel is bound to go and il wiag all its
subsidiary companies with it."

"Oh, my dear," she said helplessly.

"Well, at least the waiting is over," he said, gfhdening his tired
shoulders. "We know the worst - and it is the wog&ime in and
have a drink."

The big drawing-room was empty. A high, saddlebebkir was
drawn up before the fire, and an open book lay thmenwards on
one of the arms.

"Gael appears to be in," he said. "l suppose therstare all out."

He poured out a couple of drinks and they stoodttogy at the end of
the room, not talking, but looking out at the queakeet. Today had
carried with it the first hint of spring. There wa$reshness in the air,
and the first spring flowers decked the barrowsids inconceivable
that such promise of gladness could bring withsaster.

"It's funny the things life has in store for usy'ist ?" Richard said, his
eyes fixed on the newly-budding trees. "One take=yhing so



much for granted, | suppose. Even the spring wiich miracle in
itself."

"There are other miracles still," she said. "Richdronce asked you
if you thought | was in love with you or your monégour answer is
here now. I'll marry you when you like."

He dragged his eyes from the window and lookedeatwith an
effort.

"Do you realise that by this time tomorrow | shal a ruined man?"
he asked a little harshly.

Her eyes wavered a moment from his.

"Yes," she said. "I'll still marry you."

He smiled, a curious distant little smile whichligd her.
"It's too late, my dear," he said very gently.

"What do you mean?"

"Perhaps when one is suddenly brought up agaiadt stality one
sees with great clarity," he said. "I appreciataryaifer - it's gallant
of you - but we don't love each other, Sally, yod & Anything else
at such a time would be impossible."

She stared at him and the colour mounted undeskner"You mean
you don't love me," she said in a carefully comégbhoice.

He shook his head.

"I mean we don't love each other," he said. "Peshepnever did - it
was just one of those things. But you wouldn't likeny dear - being



married to me on the dregs of an old infatuation hdon't think |
should like it either."

"You're not very flattering to our past associatiare you?" she said,
and he could hear the anger in her voice.

"Sally, I don't want to hurt you," he said ratheeansily. "I don't
belittle what's been between us - it was very swBat when |
wanted you, you wouldn't have me, and now - wedthpps we've
waited too long."

"You've changed."

'‘Perhaps | have - or perhaps I've woken up todaakty of things. I've
done so little with my life."

"You've done what you've always done!" she crietthaat thought or
reason. "Just pursued the newest craze. Do yok khinsuch a fool
that | don't know who | have to thank for this istmaudlin finding of
yourself, as you would put it?"

"Be careful!"

His face was suddenly stern, but she was pastadtamgy her flood of
words.

"This is Gael - the ewe lamb - the little spritde clever little bitch,
who's caught you because of her novelty. Oh, legsée all this
iIngenuousness is very refreshing after a seriesoghisticated
attachments, but if you're going to tell me youtrdove with the
child, I'll laugh in your face!"

“I'm not going to tell you anything," he said exggm®nlessly. "And
I'd rather Gael was kept out of this conversatitogather."



"And that's another symptom," she sneered. "Youtness mustn't
mention your innocent love's name. I'd like to knetat you think
the difference is between us."

He said nothing, realising with faint wonder thatdarneath that
charming, polished exterior lay simple vulgarity.

"Do you think | don't see through all this sickemiprotective
business?" she demanded, stung by his silenceydDdhink | don't
know what everyone has known for months, that tinks gyour
mistress ?"

"Sally, please-"

"l remember an occasion very early on when you vientCherry
because she said you had bought the girl with tingeh) but she only
said what everyone else has been saying and layghigou for.
After all, there could have been no other reasonaibthis fairy
godfather act, and it beats me why you should hatle been such a
couple of ostriches about it. That night at thev@re any night here
in your own house. Oh, you make me tired! Do ydetas all for
fools ?"

He turned from her, suddenly too sick and weargrtpue, and she
flung at him quickly:

"l notice you don't even try and defend her. Yowige, or don't you
mind your friends laughing behind your back atwas you've both
fooled your aunt ?"

A strange kind of pity for her made him say: "Satlpn't humiliate
yourself any more. It's so terrible."

She stared at him unbelievingly.

"Humiliate myself!" she exclaimed incredulously.



"Yes, don't you see - there are some things inrsaneér nature one
should never allow another human being to witn€gshome now.
It's no time for either of us to try and think sgiat."

She looked at him and he knew then that she hatedSte put down
her untasted drink with a jar which spilt it on thaished table.

"Oh, I'll go!" she said. "I'll go, and I'll see tbthat everyone knows
how | offered to stand by you at a time like thislavas turned down
for the shabby little beggar who exchanged herafagirtue for a
good time!"

The door slammed behind her, and at the unmistakstnd of a
stifled sob, Richard was across the room, and bdddoGael out of
the saddle-back chair.

"Why didn't you stop us? Why didn't you say you eveere ?" he
demanded furiously.

"l was asleep," she replied. "And afterwards yoouséd so loud, |
couldn't. It would have been embarrassing."

The tears were streaming down her face, and hgeédalger into his
arms.

"Oh, blast and damn the woman!" he cried. "Gasieh, my darling.
What you've just heard can't touch you. It wasfiltie of a jealous
woman's mind. You and | know how things are - hbeytcould be.
Nothing that others can say or think can reallyt jao."

She pulled out of his arms and away from him.

"But you never denied it!" she sobbed. "You let geron and on -
you never said it wasn't true."



"It didn't seem much use."

"And all the time that's what people have beenrkihip that you and
| - you and I - Did you know that's what they that®yDid you know,
Richard?"

"l had a pretty shrewd idea towards the end," mitheld wearily.

"Perhaps she was right! Perhaps that's what yohraid me here for
- just to be your mistress - like Sally, or anytlué others."

"Oh, Gael dear, stop! You know very well such assithever crossed
my mind. Have | ever behaved like your idea of aeat lover?
Funny-face - funny little squib!"

But she was beyond his raillery.

"Perhaps it didn't matter that | didn't attract yahe cried, scarcely
knowing what she was saying. "Perhaps you thougttme - in
exchange for all you had done for me-"

"I'm not a seducer, whatever else | am," he saudtigh

She covered her mouth with her fingers, tryingqudy to hide its
trembling.

"l thought you were so wonderful," she said. "Ewenen | knew
about Sally, | thought it didn't matter because ppwed her.... | loved
you, Richard.... | wanted you to have all the fisl@ning things. Why
did you let me come back when you knew what pespié?"

He looked at her a little sadly.

"Did it never strike you that | might want you? Gaehe held out
both hands to her - "I've nothing to offer you ndsart will you marry
me, darling?"



She stared at him as if she didn't believe her, #a&a the tears came
again.

"l wouldn't marry you - not if you were Cuchulaimiself!" she cried
absurdly. "Oh, leave me alone! Leave me alone!"

There was a great tenderness in his smile.

"You are a silly child!" he said gently. "Run aloagd wash your
face. We'll talk about it tomorrow."

"Tomorrow | won't be here!" she said, darting te tloor.
"Don't be so absurd!"

But she was gone, and he could hear her cryinp@sas upstairs.
With an exhausted gesture, he poured himself aathandrink, then
took himself off to his club for dinner.

The next day was so chaotic that Richard had ne torconsider his
private affairs. He sat in his club watching theetanachines, and by
lunch-time the early editions carried the headliokethe collapse of
International Steel and the ruin of thousands oppe

Richard returned to Campden Hill at four o'clocKital his aunt and
Cherry sitting silently in the drawing-room. Davehnt over the back
of Cherry's chair.

"Well, it's come,"” Richard said, surveying them walith faintly
humorous eyes. Now that the tension was over heafeurious
apathy towards the whole business. "You've seenptqgers, |
suppose.”

"Yes, it's damnable,” murmured David, and his ldyes were grave
and troubled.



“I'm afraid it means the finish of us," Richarddsaiooking at his

aunt. "This house, the Bentley - everything wi@do go. I'm better
off than most, for I've a little of my mother's neynthat wasn't sunk
in International Steel. But | can no longer keepngestablishment.”

"My dear boy, you don't have to worry about us,'sMWindlehurst
said briskly. "I have a little money of my own,yas1 know, and Lady
Gent has heard of some rich American's young daug¥tto needs
chaperoning through the season. Cherry - well| #wed something
for Cherry."

Looking at the young man, Richard smiled. Cherryuldomarry
David. No, they wouldn't have to worry about Cherry

"And there's Gael," he said, and his eyes wereetergael's future
was solved too.

"Gael has gone," Mrs. Windlehurst said abruptly.
"Gone!" Richard stared at her.

"Yes - back to Ireland. It's a very good thing,ustsay, under all the
circumstances, though the girl has a most pecway of doing

things. Went off without a word to anyone, and laftnote for

Cherry."

Richard sat down rather heavily. It was a fittifgnex to the day.
But he thought of Gael, his dear wise child, gonefhim in his time
of need, and his eyes were a little bitter as ibtsaCherry:

"Might | see the note ?"

She hesitated, and he realised that for some reasother she was
antagonistic to him.

"I'd rather you didn't," she said then.



"I see. Well, there's nothing more to discusdyese ? | put the house
in the agent's hands yesterday, and you'd begeals®ut sacking the
staff, Aunt Clare."

"What will you do, Richard?"

It was Cherry who asked, and for a moment his tagek rested on
her ironically.

"l haven't the least idea. We still have the Mamkhie bag, you know.
Perhaps | shall retrieve my fallen fortunes at Agat If | do, | will
buy you a very handsome present, my sweet," he @aitigave her a
mocking little smile.

After all, Richard went alone to Aintree. Cherndddavid hadn't the
heart to make up a party, and Sally was out of tdwohard, as he
travelled up to Liverpool surveyed his world witlonic eyes. This
was his final gesture to a world that would knommo longer. What
the future held he could not tell, but for this atey he was still the
Richard Saracen his friends knew. His horse wasingnunder his
own colours, and he had backed him to win with last few

hundreds.

Arrived at Aintree, Richard went straight to the hk&s loose box,
where he had told Pike to meet him.

"How did he stand the journey? Shoes all right? Bedeat up his
feed?"

The usual questions from any owner to any traibet behind them
Pike sensed the added anxiety. He liked Richard, lam was
genuinely sorry for his misfortune.



"Everything's O.K.," he said. 'l saw Herriard lagiht. He's stopping
at the Adelphi. He seems pretty confident.”

"Good! Have you put in the starting declaration?"
"No, sir, | left that to you."
"Right! I'll go and do it now."

Having filled in the form, Richard went to the Meenls'
luncheon-room and sat down at one of the tables. dilace was
crowded with keen, carefree people, and each salglmed to have its
cheerful party. Richard sat alone, and orderechtaqdi champagne
with his lunch. If this was to be his swan-song wwild go down
gallantly.

He had no bets on the first two races, and as asdhe second race
was over, he went down to the loose- box to watehMonk being
saddled. The little horse looked fitter than he baer seen him, and
the strong, tense muscles rippled under the shiskig. In the
paddock, Richard watched the horses parade. Tres¢ha favourite
coming in now, Dusty Minstrel, last year's winn@heautiful horse
and faultless; Malmaison, the runner-up, not logkioo fit; Bronx,
that gallant little mare with such a record of bBadk behind her;
Bowery Boy, the American horse, and much fancieagky Lad,
whom the Monk had beaten at Sandown; Beau Chagskeufrench
horse, winner of the Prix des Drags; the Monk,trayhhis toes and in
fine racing condition. Pike had certainly done hwell.

Richard watched them parade and felt his eyes .pfibk loveliest
sight in the world - this proud display of fine keflesh, their skins
like silk, catching the afternoon sun, their snpatbud heads jerking
away from their leading-reins. He knew an intolégadche to have
Gael beside him revelling in such beauty, and, natcthe Monk in



the line of horses, he understood her first rehasato sell at any
price.

Herriard walked into the paddock. He looked dagmer confident in

his smart blue overcoat, and the white cap was@uler eyes that
were shrewd and steady. As Richard put him up timosaddle, he
realised in passing how small the Monk was - kelhibrse with the

heart of a lion. The jockey asked for instructi@assthey walked out
for the parade.

"Get right away at the start,” Richard said, "amthember you're on a
stayer. Take a pull after the second or third juByt.you know it all
| Good luck!

He patted the Monk's gleaming neck, and went ih® ®wners'
Stand to watch the race.

The course was packed, the day was fine, with a kégrch wind,
and the field of thirty-two starters filed gracdyupast the stands to
the start.

They were off! Richard focused his strong glassethe first jumps
and watched the surge of colour rise and fall. Igafeer Becher's,
and the cerise and white was lying seventh. He Host after the
Canal Turn, and there was grief at the Open DaAstthey passed the
stands, the Monk was lying fifth. Herriard was migliwith steady
precision, his horse untired. Over Becher's thersgtime round, he
was fourth, with Dusty Minstrel close at his girtiBowery Boy led
and was still full of running; Malmaison must hafadlen. At the
Canal Tum the Monk was baulked and dropped badifttoplace;
Dusty Minstrel was now leading. At Valentine's, iRacd couldn't see
what happened, but as they came round to the bleadvionk was
lying third. Bowery Boy was out of it - he must Ravallen at
Valentine's. Beau Chasseur was fourth and jumpielg w



Down the far side of the course they came, a@énilsplash of colour.
Richard was scarcely aware of the cheering crotigsannouncer's
voice from the loud-speaker just above his headohklg saw his

colours creeping up as the Monk gained steadilthertwo leaders,
and over the last jump they appeared in the suashire Monk

leading, Dusty Minstrel -jumping simultaneously hvé loose horse,
and Beau Chasseur a good third. The Monk was pudlimay; now

there were two lengths between him and the fawauthen the loose
horse - Richard thought it was Bronx - suddenlyganleft-handed,
crossing the leaders, who were compelled to takel & avoid being

carried out of the course.

Richard dimly heard the crowd's shout of excitemastDusty

Minstrel refused, and as the Monk got over withceasble which

nearly brought him down, he heard a cry of: "Thenkis down. . . .

No, he's not. . . ." He saw his jockey slip backha saddle with a
superhuman effort, and get his horse going agaith,he saw Beau
Chasseur, with a cleat run, catch and pass thergddading by three
lengths.

Herriard had his horse collected now, and was gidgirmagnificent
race with his hands, and the Monk began to ste&d tipe leader.

"God!" thought Richard, watching with agonised inbilidy, "I
believe he'll do it yet - it's a long run in!"

Beau Chasseur's jockey looked round to see whatevasg up, and
sat down to ride his horse, using his whip forftret time in the race.
The announcer's voice, hoarse with excitement,etllarScarlet

Monk is coming up. . . . He's coming up fast. believe he's going to
win. . .. Yes, he'll just do it!"

For a moment, Richard thought the race was hisalibbugh the
Monk was still going very gallantly, the French $®rwith his pull of



nearly a stone, gradually drew away again, andeplai® post, the
winner by two lengths.

Richard stood stiffly in the surging mass of peopNet until that
moment did he realise how much he had staked orethdt of the
race. His last few hundreds were gone, but witmtse much more
besides. The luck of Aintree.... Gael would bedigt disappointed...

He turned on his heel and pushed his way througlcitbwd to the
unsaddling ring.

Mrs. Windlehurst and Cherry were still waiting upem Richard got
back. There was soup heating on the fire in thdlsmam he had
used as a study. All the other rooms were already @p, and their
furniture shrouded in dust-sheets. Tomorrow thensihouse would
be deserted; Cherry and her mother were going fotibwn to stay
with friends and Richard was moving to his clubeervants had
already left.

His aunt greeted him with kindly commiseration. 3beked tired
and for once her grey hair lacked its usual immateubrecision. He
reflected that she had been very good through thesdays of stress.
There had been endless things to see to, and hgrata$ul to her for
her common sense and a complete absence of setdiityen

"My dear boy, what wretched luck!" she said, takihg soup from
the fire and pouring it into a china bowl. "The $®is0 nearly won! It
must have been heart-breaking to watch."

But Cherry's eyes filled with nervous tears.

"It was rotten!" she cried vehemently. "On top okmgthing else!
The whole of life is rotten and | hate horses arehgne."



"Hush, dear!" said her mother. "Don't use that wawdnuch; it isn't
attractive. Cherry has been very upset by the wtmlsiness,
Richard. I'm glad we're getting away."

"Anyhow, the little horse ran a grand race," Rich#&old Cherry
kindly. "He had bad luck at the end, that's alle@mrpects that sort of
thing at Aintree."

"But you didn't expect it," Cherry persisted. "Wethought he was
going to win."

Richard drank his soup absently.

"Curiously enough, | did," he admitted. "He wa®# sf touchstone -
a ridiculous idea to get about a horse, anyhow."

Cherry said oddly:

"If Gael had been there, perhaps he would have ®ba.was a sort
of link - she broke the luck by going."

"Darling, what a ridiculous thing to say!" exclaicheer mother. "As
if Gael's presence could have made the slightésteince to a horse
winning a race or not!"

"Perhaps you're right, Cherry," Richard said slovdpnd his aunt
glanced at him sharply.

"You're dog-tired, Richard," she said briskly. "Ame wonder!
Finish your soup and get to bed. I'm going up ndig!ve got to be
off early in the morning."

She stood in the doorway looking back, and for firg time in
memory, Richard saw a defeated look on her faskall miss it all,"
she said simply, and went out of the room.



Richard lit a cigarette and began to wander redjledout the house.
The dining-room was stern and unfriendly with itd#f sows of
chairs, and the green baize stretched over thenghmahogany of
the table. It didn't seem possible that anyonecceukr have been
gay in its gloomy fastness. In the drawing- roonsto®d for a long
time in the cold, marking the unfamiliar outlinet tbe shrouded
furniture; the big sofa, the tall saddle-back whield so successfully
hidden Gael that memorable afternoon, and quitellyihe saw it all
again. Sally flinging insults in the far window, €dear-stained and
distraught, hiding her mouth with her brown boyantis; the
nightmare finish to a nightmare day.

There was a slight sound behind him, and he tumesde that Cherry
had crept into the room after him.

"Richard, why did Gael run away?" she asked.

"l thought you knew. It was something Sally sasbmething | ought
to have scotched long ago."

"l thought it must be you who hurt her."
He looked at her with clear eyes.
"Perhaps it was, after all," he said, and Chergalpeto cry.

"I don't know what's the matter with me!" She smiffresentfully. "I
think | miss her. . . . Everything's changed sadsumdy. ... | must have
gone soft...."

"Not so hard-boiled as you thought you were, arg yaoy sweet?" he
said with gentleness. "Cheer up - you'll be altighre you going to
marry David?"

She nodded and blew her nose violently. "l thinkGael says he has
roots."



"Lord almighty! Is she responsible for you, too¥ bBxclaimed with
humour. "Well, | think you'll be making a wise chei He's a decent
chap." He took her face between his hands and lgawva kiss. "No
ill-feeling between us?" he asked, and she shookdad. "Cherry -
won't you tell me now what was in Gael's note?"

"I'll fetch it," she gulped, and ran out of the nodRichard waited and
was struck by the uncanny stiliness of the housd,vehile he was
still puzzling over the sensation of utter desolathe realised what it
was. Every clock in the house had stopped.

"It feels as if there's been a death," he saidiiprsse as Cherry came
back into the room.

She watched him while he read Gael's note. His faestill as the
house. He read it over twice before he handedck baher.

"Something has happened which has made it impessibme
to stay. | think in your heart you must know abmgt Will you
sometimes send me news of my dear Richard? | Wwihys
love him, as | hope one day you will love David, heither he
nor Richard could ever be 'second-best'.

GAEL."
"You can keep it if you like," Cherry said as hetied it back.

"Thank you," he replied gravely, and placed theeraarefully in his
pocket-book.

"What are you going to do next?"

"Next?" His voice lost its tiredness and took ares ring. "I'm going
to Ireland by the first plane tomorrow."

* * %



Journeying across lIreland to the west, he remerdbeearly his
feelings on that other journey. The tender, haifieenbrance of the
land of his birth, the sightl of the sleeping hills, heavy with dreams
dreams that J were reality leaving that otherdifédream. A land in
which to settle, to rear children and let the woglal by, he had
thought. His pursuit of the horse from Galway had him into
strange places.

Pat Murphy's car bore him along the bumpy roaduo Bor just as it
had done beforddow many miles to Babylan Was that Dun Mor
already, grey against j: the waters of Corrib@&n | get there by
candlelight ... -They were past Casey's now. The gates were in sig
Yes, and back again. ...

The front door was standing wide open as usualRacigard ran into
the hall.

"Is anyone about?" he called.

They came slowly from the library, the two eldeis€allas, dark and
watchful, Conn with his yellow crest of hair.

"Am | not welcome?" Richard asked, hesitating #eliton the
threshold.

"Everyone's welcome to Dun Mor," Brian replied witirave
courtesy. "Put the luggage in the hall, Pat."

"Where's Gael?" Richard said, and met their stges-squarely.
For a moment no one answered, then Brian replied:
"You'll find her on the landing-stage."

A smile touched his grave mouth and he turned hawalards the
library.



Richard walked down to the edge of the lough ambdtfor a
moment watching. There she was just as he hadséest her, a thin
little girl sitting on the end of the landing-stage book was in her
hands, but she wasn't reading. She was looking@uts the water
with that strange, distant gaze, motionless, wiinair.

He called to her softly. "Hullo, funny-face!" Ateéhsound of his
voice, she turned swiftly and, springing up, stdabd,book clasped to
her breast, waiting for him.

"The loose horse must have soured him," she safdshs had seen
him yesterday.

He took her gently into his arms.
"Cherry said you broke the luck by running away."

"Oh!" Her eyes widened in dismay. "I wonder if theduld be so,"
she said seriously, and he threw back his headbaigtied.

He watched the pale outline of her lips framingiaggion.”l haven't a
penny, Gael. | lost what little I'd left on the edthe said gravely.

"But that was a fine gamble!" she cried with prits.he - is he sold
now?"

He shook his head.

"He's all | saved from the wreck. They're boxinglaver at the end
of the week. He's coming back to you, Gael."

Her eyes filled with tears.

"That was like you, Richard Saracen," she said lsimp



"You said you wouldn't marry me - not if | was Cutkin himself,
you said," he told her. "But it's spring. You askeé to come back -
in the spring. What about Michael McGlynn?"

"Michael's emigrating to Canada. The farm is damggood.” She
added irrelevantly: "My greyhound got smashed cgnaiver."

"Was that an omen, you child of portents? I'll yoy another.”

The smile went from his eyes, and he looked dowheatwith a
sadness she had never known in him.

"l would hurt you, Gael, again and again."

She said: "You have hurt me already. Women are Iyinnen. |
should expect it."

He looked into her strange eyes and saw there samgeifinitely
older, infinitely wiser than himself.

"You are my conscience, my friend and my true I6ke,said simply.
She lifted up her pale face.

"You are my only love,” she told him gently. "It'sather
uncomfortable to be someone's conscience. . s.id&s Richard. . . ."

As he held her in that close embrace, the booketigrom her hands
and fell into the lough with a little splash.

Laughing, they lay on their stomachs and begansto dmong the
reeds. Under the water their fingers met, helddanoment, and
parted.



