








CLIMB TO THE STARS

Pat's breath came unevenly.

“Perhaps | ought to apologlse for that kiss.”

“Ought you?"

There was provocation in her voice and in her
eyes. She meant him to lose his head, and he
lost it. He said: ,

“Godl You're the most beautiful, wonderful
thing in the world!1”

And then she was in his arms, and for the
second time he kissed her. Buf this time herarm -
crept round his neck and she was responding
to his caresses in a manner which set all the
fires in Pat Connel's heart ablaze and made him
wonder if this was a mad dream rather than

reality.
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CHAPTER ONE~

 STREAMLINE car with a black shining body drew up out-
'side the main entrance of the motor showrooms in Pic-
* cadilly. The engine ticked over noiselessly. A tall young
. man; almost as spick-and-span as the car, stepped out of it;
‘soft hat set a little jauntily on a smooth head as black, as
Tbhining, as the Royale “Victor”, the newest, fastest thing
in cars Royale had yet marketed.
Hands in his pockets, whistling under his breath Pat
- Connel entered the showroom.
Through the glass windows of an office at the far end a
- girl, seated at a desk, watched the young man walk toward
‘her; watched him smile and exchange a few words with a
salesman here and there. ' '
Jane Daunt sighed a little, shook a drop of ink from
“her fountain-pen, and returned to the ledger in which
she had been writing. She was John Royale’s personal
. secretary, and, as such, one of the busiest young women
. in London. Theré was no time, she told herself, in her
_particular life, for romance. No use sighing because Pat
- Connel was not only one of the most efficient salesmen in
- Royale’s service, but he had a pair of Irish blue eyes which
were too handsome for any woman'’s peace of mind, and
a mouth which suggested that the owner liked to get his
1 own way.
And Pat Connel meant to get his own way. He had
_ limitless ambition. One of these days it was his intention
“to enter a place like this as a buyer, not a salesman. He
_‘Was going to make money, to be a power instead of one
- of the spokes in the wheel which turned the fortunes of
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John ‘Royale, whose name. could be coupled with that of
Henry Ford or Sir Herbert Austin.- . - L
‘In the pockets of Pat Connel there was:very little cash,
His elegant suit, his jaunty -air, were all camoufiage. He
worked for a salary and commission. He could.adopt a
beguiling manner .and. rhapsodise -with fervour on the
petfections of .the Royale motor-car. At times he was
.sick of the whole job and there was nothing but wew '+ = |
. and anxiety behind his smile. But he wasn’t going to I
- anybody know that. * : 4 ,
* Jane Daunt knew it.'And she wasn't going to-let L.
know that she Xnew. But she did, because she wasinl:.
- with him, had been so for over a ye.a{r, ever since he h
first become one of the Royale employees. : R
-Pat was still- whistling when he entered her office. :
was a blithe sound. But Jane wondered just how tired " -
was and hoiv far he had travelled id that car, which ¥
bad been trying tosell to others. . .- .+ ‘
“Hullo!” she said. - - -
**Morning, Miss Daunt.”. -

Tt was 'Jane’ at the dance the ‘other 'nigﬁt,’” she
minded him. IR o

_Those very blue eyes of his lobked at her with frien:
liness. | C SO
| "‘Sure.:. . " His voice held the merest touch of a i
Irxsh-b_rogtxe,.no more. “And why shouldn’t it be J2
no,\‘v if you'd like it to'be? P'm Pat to you. How’s life?”
"Busy, she said. “Tt wasa good dance, wasn’t it?”.
Sure,” he said again, PR |
But while Jane remembered a waltz in the circlé of -’

;Ilms, hwhen her heart had beaten much tdo fast, i
oughts turned to another girl Wwho had danced at *

(l:)all,l “:hich was held annually by the firm for Roy
Seﬂg)e?)e?s. A much more important- girl than Royj‘
ary. John Royale’s only daughter and.heifess; Son’
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. Jane Daunt wundered suddenly if her nose was slnnmg,
‘and dived into her bag for a powder putt. She was glad .
“that she had put on this new brown suit and the orange
}umper with little brown leather buttons. She must have.
:had a premonition that Pat Connel would be in town.
t(}day

. Pat, sitting there on her desk, was hardly aware of the

.grace or slenderness of Jane in her tailored suit or of the
rattraction in her small pale face with the dark serious eyes
and smooth brown head. Jane was meticulous in her

Ework metxculous about her personal appearance. One
.couldn’t imagine those sleek brown waves of hair being

» rufﬂed or out of place. Nor could a man guess that there -
“was a depth of passion in Jane Daunt which belied the
ctranquillity of her brows and the serene curve of her

;small mouth.

. Pat Connel’s imagination was full of the picture of

"Sonia Royale as he had last seen her. He had had a bet
with another salesman that he would ask Miss Royale for
a dance. And he had asked and got it. That was his way.
He rushed in where angels feared to tread. She had
trcated him graciously, but with reserve, a hauteur that
~had annoyed and challenged him. But, God, she had
"Iooked marvellous in her shining silver dress . . . head so
fdll that it might almost have been silver, eyes of greenish-
grey, the blackest, langest lashes he had ever seen, and a
scarlet mouth which had haunted him long afterwards.

" “Miss Royale looked grand that night, didn’t she?”
Pat Connel spoke his thoughts aloud.
Jane Daunt sat still a moment. So that was where his

‘thoughts were! Something, perhaps her own feeling for
'this young man, provoked hcr to be sincere with him.

-~ “Surely you aren’t going to waste your time day-dream-

‘ing about Sonia?”

Pat’s jaw stuck out.



"Why not?” ‘ i
“She’s the most sought-after g1r1 in town-—turmngdown
big titles.”
“Do you know. her well?” asked Pat “Tell me about
her. Is sie a snob?” '
Jane’s dark little head suddenly bent over her blotter K
. “T’'m too busy to enlarge on my cousm s character
“Your cousin! But I had noidea.. ‘
- “That I'was part of the family? But I am, although not
many of the people here know it. The' poor cousin.” Jane
laughed a Tittle. “But my mother was a Royale. Both my
. parents died when I was seventeen, since when I've lived
in the Royale household, But I insisted on working. I
couldn’t bear to be a dependent. So Uncle John let me
train in a secretarial college, and for the last two years
~TI'vebeen his private secretary.”
Pat looked at her with sudden interest. He athmred
anybody whobad an 1ndependent spirit. :
“Well you may be 2 member of the great- famxly, but
“re not a snob, anyhow,” he said. “And you've always
n frightfully nice to me, too.” ’ !
© Her head bent low, so that he could not see the colour
that rose to her cheeks.
“Whynot?” ‘Her voice was soft. :
But Pat’s thoughts turned to Sonia Royale again. .
“How wonderful for yotu to live with the Royales i
think that she is-the lovehest thmg on God’s earth Tell
me more about her. .

But here the manager of the showrooms entered. Pa1
slid off the desk and stood to attention.

“What have you done- this week, - Connel?” Tht
manager was a brisk business man.

Pat handed him his notes for the week.

“Sold a sportscoupé at Basmgstoke-a streamhne a
Reading—that’s all.”



“Not bad, but not good enough.” _
Pat Conriel, who had fought hard, using all his weapons _
to achieve those sales, smiled grimly; o A
“People want to hand over their rubbish in part ex- -
- change. It isn’t easy,” he said. o B
~Said the manager: - =
“You're the chap to do the job when things aren't easy.”
That was praise. But Pat Connel was not satisfied and
never would be until he had climbed to the top. And the .
“top” was a long way out of the reach of a young man
who hadn’t a penny in the world, only one or. tiwo. poor’
relations, and a room in Bloomsbury which wasa home. -
“By the way, Connel,” added the manager, “Miss Royale
is coming to look at that new Twenty Royale with the
open green sports body. The Chief phoned from Coventry.
He wants her to have it for a birthday present if she likes
it. You'd better demonstrate it.”
}  Jane Daunt looked up from her ledger and caught 2
. glimpse of the light that sparkled in Pat’s blue eyes.
“Certainly sir,” he said. ,
“We'll go and have a look at it,” said the manager. .
~ Pat Connel picked up his hat. As he passed Jane's chair
he bent over her a little.
. “T'minluck, aren’t I?” he whispered. . )
She did not answer. She looked after his retreating

- figure and raised her brows. ‘ .
“I wonder,” she said aloud—"T wonder if any man 18

lucky who falls in love with my cousiit Sonia.”

At half-past three Sonia Royale came into the Royale
showrooms. The manager was out ol business. It was Pat
Connel who received the Chief’s daughter, and piloted
her to the low green car.

Sonia Royale examined the
nel’s criticism was of her.

car critically. But Pat Con-



“The silver goddess of the other night was to-day an €x-
quisite vision in 2 blue-and-white sports suit, a white
coat, white beret set rakishly on a platinum head, white
gauntlets on her hands. - I ._

“1 like the look of this model,” she said, and turned to
him. “Let’s take it out.” L R ‘

She was tall, and her manner was cool and superior. The
touch of superiority irritated Pat Connel.

He unbuckled the strap around the bonnet of the car
and displayed the engine.

. “you'd like to see inside, wouldn’t you?” ’

Sonia Royale knew nothing about the mechanism. She
only knew that she liked the outside of the car because it
Jooked very racy and very expensive. She said: -

“Marvellous! Let’s take it out.”

“Certainly,” he said. e
“I'd like to try the gears,” she said.

She was smiling, He could have sworn there was warmth,
‘invitation, in the curve of that maddening scarlet miouth
f hers, and yet he felt the command behind the smile,
_and rebelled against it. He would like to make this girl do
something that ke wanted. Of course he was crazy . . . but
she had disturbed him from the moment he had first seen
her and danced with her at the ball. . A

For years he had been too busy keeping the wolf from

the door in the bitter struggle for a livelihood to think
- about marriage. He had flirted—his Irish temperamen
“had led him to make love a little—lightly—in idle

moments. But to-day he knew himself to be madly anc

unreasonably in love with the daughter of his Chief.

Later., as he steered the Twenty Royale out of the show
rooms into the sunlit street, and Sonia, complacent anc
cool, was sitting beside him, he could smell the faint
lovely perfume which seemed a part ‘of her. His hear
seemed to beat in tune with the throb of the racing car.
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“She runssweetly, doesn’t she?” murmured Sonia,

“A ﬁrst—rate job,” was his reply.

“Let’s go to Rlchmond and then I 1 take over, ! said’
Sonia. :

He guided the car out of the busy thoroughfare toward
Richmond Park.

Sonia Royale sat back in the car, enjoying the snnlight .
of the April day, which was unusually waim, and the
beautiful purring sound of the engine. Mr. Connel drove
well, she thought. Glancing at him beneath her heavy
lashes, she became more aware of the blackness of his hair
and the blueness of his Irish eyes. A touch-of the devil in
that face, perhaps. She had thought him a good-looker at
the staff ball. And she had heard her father say that Connel
was one of his best salesmen. He had a charming voice,
too. He was educated—a gentleman.

She found herself comparing him with the Hon
Francis Glyde. Francis had driven her down to Maiden-
head yesterday. He was the son of an ear]l and had money
to burn, and he was very much in love with her. But what
a weakling he looked, and probably was, and what a bore,
in comparison with this young motor-car salesman.

Something in Pat Connel’s manner captured Sonia’s
imagination. She wished she had met him in her own
social circle. They might have had some fun.

“Daddy says you're a wizard at getting people to for-
sake old favourites for the Royale,” she said as they drove
along.

“Praise indeed from the Chief,” said Pat.

“It isn’t easy to make people do things against their
will, is it?” she said.

“No, but that’s when a thing’s worth doing.”

“Do you always get your own way?” she asked with

faint curiosity.



“] think I do.”

“So do L, she said.” ;o ‘

His heart suddenly leapt So the hauteur, the supenor-
ity, had evaporated a httle She was becommg more’
human. '

_ In Richmond Park he pulled up the car and sald

- “Would you like to take the wheel nowP” .- :

She changed places with him, She put her foot on the .
clutch pedal. He looked ‘down at that small foot and the
slender ankle, The beauty of them made his senses swim.
In a casual voice he warned her that the gear change was
difficult and the acceleration veryrapid. °

_ “Oh, I know how to drive! ” she said like aispoilt cluld
~ - But it only .took him a minute to discover that she |
could not manage a car like. the, Twenty Royale She
would have been safer with somethmg less responsive. He |
;‘had no nerves. But. he did not want, particularly, to .

= his life or let her end her own vxolently So he said:

"N ot 56 fast:” :

Then Sonid Royale became very consmous of the young
man at her side; Her lips took a mutmous curve, She was
used to doing what she liked.

~ “I'm not going fast.” * - '

The car swerved She slowed down a httle, tned to
change gear and missed i it. ’ .

“Slow right down and get into neutral ” he said.

“Ttisn’t necessary.”

“You'll find it is.”

That carnation me in her cheeks was’ lovely, he -
thought. She was not going to admiit that she couldn’t
drive, and that amused him. But the fight had begun. The -
‘'speedometer leapt up to fifty. Then sixty. A car came out
of a side turning. Sonia swerved- d'mgerously Then Pat
Put a hand on the wheel and touched her shm gloved
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fingers. He was immensely thrilled by the contact, but she
turned on him. - .
“I'm driving this car.” : L
“You must slow down. It isn’t safe, and there’s'a speed.
limit.” A ' L
' “I shall do what I like, Mr. Connel.” - _
“In that case,” he said, “if you'll forgive me, T'll get out
and walk.” ' :
. She was staggered. The insolence of it! She slowed
down.
“I'll turn round and drive back,” she said icily.
“Better let me take her through the traffic.”
“I am driving.”
“Miss Royale, for your own sake—"
“Don’t be ridiculous,” she snapped.
Their eyes met. His were intensely blue. To her intense
astonishment he opened the door of the car and jumped
lout. And then, scarlet to the roots of her fair hair, Sonia
put on the brakes. He took off his hat and bowed with cold
courtesy.
~ Sonia’s anger suddenly evaporated. She was immensely
amused. She wondered what his reactions would be if she
took a really high hand with him. A bit of an experi-
- mentalist with men was Sonia Royale. She looked him
straight in the eyes.

“You're_a coward as well as a cad, Mr. Connel. And
you are a little ridiculous, exhibiting such fear.”

That made him really angry.

He had not been afraid for himself, but for her. He
wa._nted to prevent her from being such a little fool as to
dr{:«e that car through traffic, He said through his teeth ;

Pe.ri.mps I won’t take a bus back. Perhaps I'll insist on
you giving me the wheel.”

Sonia began to enjoy herself,

“And if I refuse?”



“T'll make it pretty difficult for you to drive.” :

. He dimbed into the car again, and with a quick move-

‘ment switched off the engine, pulled out the key, and.
pocketed it S : :

Sonia said: o ’ o

, “You go too far. T shal] see that you leave my father’s ,

child, a,gﬁ'rl who wouldn't admit §
rong! And hoiy lovely she was, sitting

“SoI'mto lose my job, am I?” he said,
“1 consider that yo

uhave been impertinent.”
I consider that

3 me feel it worth while.” - R
But his next gesture wasﬁur'l’expected, for Pat, blindec
by her beauty ang '

- his own rage, caught her in his arm:
and Kissed her on the lips, o '

°5 more astonishing had eyer happened to her.
he was furions, byt g

€ was intrigued, She managed to,
y: , _
“My father woulq kill you if T to]q him that.”

“I d.oubt it” said pat, “Now shall e get back? You
! enjoy the thought of me searching London for a new

J ~min}ls references, That'll be difficult, but we agreed
at the difficyly things were the only ones worth getting.” "
14 P



. She bent her head, hiding from him the tiny smile
which lurked at the corner of her red lips. Really, he was
marvellous. She got out of the car. '
“Take my place and drive me home, please, Mr.
Connel.” o
He smiled grimly and drove her home. He took it for
granted that he had offended her beyond pardon and
that he had lost his job. She had nothing to say to him
when he left hér at her home in Green Street. Quietly he
rdised his hat and moved away. _
He was utterly and wholly in love with her now. Out of
that brief, daring embrace had sprung a passion in Pat
- Connel that would not die easily. ‘
‘But Sonia Royale watched the green racing car glitter in
the sunshine and vanish round the corner with almost a
thwarted look in her eyes. \
He was marvellous. She had the strongest desire to sec
4him again. He was the type of man who, having captured
her, might have held her, even in marriage. But she knew,
even as that thought ran through her mind, that she
could not marry Patrick Connel any more than she could
marry the Hon. Francis Glyde . . . or anybody else, because
of that mad folly of hers in Paris two years ago.

CHAPTER TWO

GroomirLy Pat Connel walked into Jane Daunt’s office. .
Jane had finished work for the day. There was :; Sm:exs
straw hat on the side of her dark little head, and 5113 “:;n
drawing on a pair of gloves when the young salesm
appeared. She looked at him ix1.q1nrxn§1}f' o
“Well? Enjoyed demonstrating the Victor
" “Tmmensely,”’ he said.



]ane s dark eyes narrowed a little. Somethmg had hap—
pened ... she could se¢ that thhout bemg told -She szud,
“casually: - :

““How was cousin Soma?” ‘

‘“Beautiful.”” -

“You're loong tired. T suppose it’s this spnng day
It’s so enervating.”

“Possibly. Think I 1l cut along home now.”

“I'm gomg, too.”

“I've got to take a car-to the works ﬁrst Shall I drop
you at Green Street?” )

Her heart warmed to that. It was rarely that she had
an opportunity of driving with this man who ywas the first,
the only one, to go stra1ght to her heart.

When they were movmg along in the sunshine, Pat
said:

“You may not be seeing much more of me :

She gave him a gitick, anxious glance. ' Y

““Why ever not?” :

“I think I'm leaving the firm.”

“But for heaven’s sake, why?”

“Y expect to get the sack.”

“Pat Connel, what have you done?” She shook her
head at him.

He stared ahead of him grimly. :
“Made a fool of myself, little Jane Daunt. Or perhaps
I haven't. ‘Perhaps it’s never foolish to have courage.
Anyhow, I behaved badly because I was angry " Miss
Royale will tell you all aboutit.” - - ‘
‘Jane’s heart sank. Perhaps never until now had she'
realised quite how much he had grown to mean ... . this.

handsome Irish boy with his purposeful chin, and- hxs ga}
msoucmnce

Living in the Royale home she met dozens of men,
rich, titled, interesting, and otherwise. Naturally, her
‘ 16 ‘ '



beautiful cousin was the flaming candle whlch attracted
“the moths, and they fluttered round her wildly. But there
‘had been one or two who had paid attention to the quiet -
cousin and found a greater depth and a sweeter charm in
her than in Sonia. Quite recently Jane had had'a proposal
of marriage. Sonia had thought her mad not to accept, as.
it had meant money. But Jane had no intention of
marrying without love. She preferred her freedom and
her job in her uncle’s firm. )

Recently that job had become even more precious be-

cause it meant that she saw Pat Connel two or three times -

a week when he was not away on demonstrating tours,
And if he left the firm, how would she feel about it? Pretty -
badly. .

Wh'zt on earth have you been doing?” she asked him.

But he avoided answenng her. When he drew up
before the big house in Green Street for the sccond time,

Mie was smiling.

“So long. See you to-morrow ... perhaps.”

With many misgivings Jane Daunt walked up the wide
staircase of her uncle’s beautiful house and went straight
to Sonia’s bedroom. At this hour Sonia was generally to
be found in a cocktail suit lying on her chaise-longue,
resting before she changed for dinner.

And there she was, lovely, sq,pme, fair head like silver
upon a jade satin cushion, cigarette in a long holder in the
corner of her mouth, fingers twirling the stem of an
empty cocktail glass. She looked drowsy, luxurious. She
glanced out of the corners of her eyes at the small brown
figure of her cousin.

“Hullo! Isn't it muggy! It's the warmest April I've
ever known in town. I shall be glad to get out of it when
we go abroad next week.”

Jane nodded. Then she went straight to the point.

L s



“What happened during your drive wuh Mr. Connel
- t}ns afternoon?”

At once Sonia’s eyes narrowed She put down the cock-
tail glass and sat up. o

“He's an astounding young man.”

' “And how has he astounded you?” -

There was more anmety in Jane 8 brown eyes than was
apparent in her voice. . , ~

“My dear, he got. annoyed thh me because 1 wouldn t
let him dmve 1 admit I bungled the gears. Then he tried
to order me about . . . such a masterful young man! Then
I told him’ he was 1mpertment and we had a row, and 1
ended by telling him I was going to get him sacked”

“So that’s it!” said Jane.

~ “More than that. Listen to this..

"-And Sonia, who had alwa)s made her cousin a con-
fidante, because in some queer way she respected a wis-
dom, a capability, in Jane she knew was lacking in her,‘

clf, then told Jane exactly what had happened in Rich-
mond Park.

There rose before ]ane s eyes a v1v1d picture of Pat
Connel taking Sonia in his arins and kissing her. Typical
of him to do'a daring thing like that. But it hurt her .
jarred all her sensibilities. She wished he hadr’ t done, 1t
She said: ‘

“Are you going to have hlm sacked?”

“Gracious, no! I want to see a bn more of hlm He

interests me!”

Jane was only temporarily reheved Her straxght dark P
brows drew together, .

- “Sonia, you can’t fool round with a man hkc Pat
Connel. Surely you don’t intend to.” - -
Sonia nestled luxuriously in her cushions. L
“Have a cocktail, darhng, and don't look 50 severe. I
don’t suppose I'll get much opportunity to break the
18
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young man’s heart. But he might break mine with those

eyes of his. He is a good-looker! Have you got a little
crush on him yourself?” '
Jane got up and moved away abruptly to the window.

. “T like him,” she said, “and I admire his work. He takes

things seriously.” o
“I think- I should take him seriously if I saw much of
him. I get so sick of the men like Francis, who scrounge
round for a stray word. If Pat Connel wants a thing, he
gets-it, doesn’t he?” ‘
Jane swung round. i
“It’s bad enough for you to fool around with people
like Trancis, but you ought to leave employees of the
firm alone, Sonia. They've got their living to earn, ané in
any case it isn't fair of you to lead men on. You know
why!” |
Sonia got. off her chaiselongue and stubbed &
)‘cigarette—end in an ash-tray.
“I suppose I'm never to be allowed to forget Pzzis
she said in a sullen voice.
Jane turned round to her. There was nothinz b ==~
now in her eyes. ST
"My poor dear ... how can you forget it?”
Silence a moment between them. A siler—= &
which they both remembered that holiday ir. Fz=f &= -z
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ver. He, too, was in Pans And one morning, unknow

. Jane, Sonia slipped out of her hotel and married him. -
1e was secretly marned ]ohn Royale s daughter and
siress.

It had ' been a shock to Jane, -and she had never daredx
iink” what effect it would have upon her uncle. Ever
rice Sonia’s mother died, the girl had meant everything
» him.

The man was half- Enghsh half-French on hlS mother’s 4
de. He had a job with an Enghsh firm in Paris. He bad °
1et ‘Sonia at a cocktail party in London. He was aged
bout thirty, good-looking in a rather effeminate fashion,
lender, blue- -eyed, and almost as fair as Sonia. He had the
rerest trace of a French accent, which Sonia had found
1scinating. And he was an adept lover. .

She had asked him to, the house, and John Royale had
aken a violent dislike to him, Perhaps because he realised

at Maurice Gardener was a wastrel, a sponger, one’ of
10se people who manage to move on the fringe of society,
nd a gambler by instinct. In no way the sort of com-
yanion whom John Royale desired for his young and im-
ressionable daughter.

In Paris, Sonia had met and marrled Maurlce Gar—
lener, They, were to keep it secret because Sonia knew
hat her father disliked Maurice, and she was afraid that
e might visit his wrath upon her. He was a man of strong
haracter and he idolised her, but how could she be sure
hat he would not tell her to go to Maurice and let him
<ecp her, and that he would have nothing more to do withy,
rer? Sonia was in love, but she also prized her material’
omforts. She did not want to give up her cars, her trips
o the South of France, her dozen and one luxuries. And
Maurice was always hard up, always in debt.

Jane felt nausea even now, two years later, when she
recalled that moment in the Paris hotel when her cousin
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had confronted her with the smiling Maurice and
announced her marriage.

‘They had sworn her to secrecy. Nobody had ever known
about that marriage except hersclf. She had done her ut-
most to persuade Sonia to make a clean breast of it to her
father, but she had been forced to give that up as hope-
less. \
Sonia’s passion for her husband lasted only a few days.
It had taken no longer than that for her to discover that
there was another girl . ., in Paris. A French girl to whom
Maurice Gardener had made promises. And Sonia had
found a letter in which Maurice protested undying pas-
sion for this Colette, who was a mannequin, and stated
that he was marrying Sonia Royale entirely for her money.

Then there were scenes, reproaches, attempted ex-
planations on the part of Maurice, and finally Sonia, her
passion spent and dead, returned to London with her
&ousin—alone. Never again would she live with Maurice.
Both she and Jane extracted from him an oath that he
would not appear in England or interfere in her life, and
in return Sonia would send him money when she could.
So far, he had kept his promise. He had not worried her
at all, and part of her allowance went to Paris regularly
to keep him quiet.

That secret hung heavily upon Jane’s conscience. She
never thought of Maurice Gardener without wishing to
God that she could make a clean breast of the marriage to
her uncle. To-day, she said:

a Ism’t it time you made some effort to get a divorce
“from Maurice? Why not rely on your father’s devotion to
vou and let him help you out of this mess, so that you
can think about marrying somebody else if you want to.”
Sonia turned on her with the usual protest.
“I shall never tell father. I won’t risk it. I couldn’t bear
to be thrown out and made to go to him.” _

-



So ]ane, with the thought of Pat Connel uppermost
her mind, said:
“Then you must leave other men alone.”
~ And that was the conclusion, with only one satlsfactm
for Jane. She learned from Sonia that Pat Connel was n¢
. tobe dxsmlssed from the ﬁrm

CHAPTER THREE

Nonom! was more astomshed than Pat Connel when his
* expected notice to' “quit” failed to come. He was fully
prepared for it. But nothing happened. The manager
saw him that next morning and sent him on one of his
usual trips-down to the West Country to demonstrate a
- Twenty Royale. ~
. Pat saw Jane Daunt for a few. mmutes before he L 4
off. He was touched when she said: ,

“So you're off on business! There was nothing in thai
sinister remark of yours about leavmcr the firm? T'm s¢
glad.”

She had seemed glad. He hl\ed httle Jane Daunt She
would make a grand friend. And somehow he never con
nected her with the Royales, never felt that it was ar
impertinence to call her by her Christian name or trea
her like a_pal. Certainly she bore not the shghtest Te
sernhlance to Sonia. -

He did not see Sonia again until a weeL later, when he
was driving one of the Royale saloons down Piccadilly
e was held up by a red signal and found himself along

ide 2 big grey-and-silver Royale Victor which he Lnew al
nce belonged to the head of the firm. :

The Chief, a grey-haired man with a rosy cornplexior
nd- small twinkling eyes, was driving the car; and hi
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‘daughter sat beside him. Pat Connel’s heart raced. He
‘stared in Sonia’s direction. She turned her head and
5’3 ccognised him. She was lovely, he thought, in grey, ton-
mg with the car and wearing a chic mink cape, for there
was a cold wind and the April day was not so warm.

He fancied that her cheeks reddened when she caught
‘his eye, and he could have sworn that a smile lurked at the
‘corner of her mouth, and there was direct challerige in the
igaze‘she turned on him. Then the green lights flashed.
‘They moved on and Pat lost sight of father and daughter
in the big grey car.

Sudden depression seized him. He was a fool to feel this
way about Sonia Royale. Obviously she was out of his
reach. And yet, hadn’t he refused a dozen times in his life
to admit that anything was beyond the reach of a man who
had the courage of his convictions and lived by them?

Sonia said to her father: ’

“That was one of our cars. Did you see it?”

7 “Yes, with young Connel.”

“Do you like Mr. Connel?”

“First-rate salesman and an educated fellow into the
bargain. Yes, I like him,” was John Royale’s reply.

Sonia shut her eyes and thought of a hot kiss which had
been laid upon her lips and of Pat’s Irish blue eyes burn-
ing down into her own. She must see him again. She
didn’t care what Jane had to say!

Later that day the London manager told Pat Connel
that the Chief was going abroad. He was taking his
daughter and his niece with him; the latter as his
'secretary. John Royale, apart from his business, was writ-
ing a book of travel for a hobby. Sonia had the fun of the
trip, and Jane took down the notes and did the work.

“Connel, you're to take the grey saloon up to the works
and get her overhauled,” said the manager. “They’re tak-
ine her through France. and possihlv Snatn



“Is the Chief drwmg hlmself ?” asked Pat.

“No, they’re taking Woodharm, their chaut‘feur

Pat considered this gloomily. It meant that Sonia Roy:
would be away for weeks. He would have to just pictu
hér being driven those hundreds of miles into the heart

" Spain and North Africa, which would be enchanting no
perfect in the spring. Pat knew ‘Morocco. In better da
when he was on holiday from school he had gone -

- Tangzer with his father.

"Why couldn’t he go now? Why must he stay behit
just selling cars—selling cars—nothing else? As he toc
the big saloon out to the service' depdt at Wembley, :
overwhelming desire to accornpany Sonia Royale on th:

" trip seized him. It was, on the face of it, a desire as ridic
16us and hopeless as the rest. But that night Pats wil

- stréak was uppermost.

He did. not go straight’ back to his room in Bloom

.. bury that evening. He called at some Mews just behiry

" the Royale house in Green ‘Street, where Woodham, th

* chauffeur, Yived with his wife and two children. Pat kne

_ 'Woodham well, “They had come up against each other ]

- the question of cars and respected each other.

' He found the chauffeur sitting in the kitchen with hi
eldest child on his lap, shirtsleeves tolled up, pipe in hi

~ mouth. He had just finished washmg down Miss Royale
green racer.

He greeted Pat pleasantly

“Iwant to talk to yon, Woodham,” said Pat.

The chauffeur sent his small boy out of the kitchen.
Anythmg I can do, Mr. Connel?"

Pat lit a cxgarette and eyed the chauffeur through the
smoke. ‘

“Are you keen about this trip to Morocco?"
Woodham’s face became downeast.

i
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Woodham and the car.

“Things ain’t easy, Mr. Connel,” the chzuffeur finished.
“But I don’t see as how I can refuse to go without getting
the sack.”

4 Pat had 2 sudden vision of Sonia Rovale in his arms,
that provocative mouth of hers quivering under his.

“You're right,” he said. “Things aren’t at all easy. But
I’\'fz 8ot a proposition to make to you. If you like to agree
to it, things might be less difficult for both of us.”

"The chauffeur took the pipe from his mouth and stared.

“How's that, M. Connel?”

' “Look here, I saved twenty-five quid last year. Suppos-
Ing you have it and take your wife away to the sea for a
holiday, and I take the car over to Dieppe on Monday.”

Woodham stared harder, then laughed.

r “You're joking, Mr. Connel.”

But Pat talked to him hard for ten minutes and
m?}l:lgc’d to convince him that it was far from a joke.

1 t'l ouYe not going to lose your job,” he finished, “and
shall tell the Chief when I get the other side, that your

wi , .
fe was taken bad and you couldn’t leave her. So |
C.S,~—2 2x >
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CHAPTER YOUR

O~E week Iater, John Rovale, his daughter Sonda, and
Jane Daunt were driven by Woodham to Croydon Acto-
drome, where they boavded an hnpz vial Adrways lmm for
Paxis.

But it was not Woodham who dvove the hig prey salooy
with the gleaming silver honnet down 1o Newhaven and
got on board the night-bout for Dicppe, Tt was Pat Connel,
And now he stood on deck in the April stuliphu, fooled
across the rippling onyx water and thrilled at the prospea
of mecting Sonia at the other side. He had fefi i note for
the manager in London, telling him that he had beey
ordered abroad at the last moment with the Chicl, f1 wie
$n immense picce of cheek on his pavt, and he Loew i,

But the story he had ready for the Chiefl wis witertiplie,

He was staking a lot on this, and he Fncy it Bt vt
it worth while? The possibility of six glorions. weels G
the Continent beside her.

Little Jane Daunt would open hier eyes wide ywhey she
saw him. She had taken gprrinl ;mim 1o sy poort Ly te
him last night before <he Jeft the oflier, !f/ h:uf sl
fancied that she was reluctand 1o gy it She vis awiifly

nice to him, and he Jiked fu g Hr» grringered i these i
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At m1dday he was at the statlon to meet the. boat-tram :

rom Paris. -

A pulse beat rather thlckly in Pat Connel’s throat when '

e saw the Royale party descend from the train. Now for

he fireworks, if any. There was Jane : . . the first to )
lescend . . . neat and small in a tweed travelhng coat and"

. beret. And then Sonia. ‘His heart thrilled to the sight
f her beauty. She was a peerless g1r1 wonderful in that

ilky mink coat, and a tiny green hat with a little lace veil’

wcross her eyes. Then :finally john Royale directing
»orters and baggage.
Jane was the first to spot Pat. For a moment she thought

1er eyesight was playing tricks with- her. It was Woodham :

vho was expected to meet the train. But it wasn’t Wood-
jam who'stood there in that olive-green uniform with the
solistied buttons; black: glossy leggings, and a peaked cap
it rakish angle on a handsome head. That was Pat Connel.

As he neared her, he caught her eye and grmned like Q '

ruant schoolboy.

“Good heavens alivel ” said ]ane

Then Sonia saiv Pat. She, too, uttered an exdamanon
" “Good lord!”

Pat Connel approached the Chlef and touched his cap
He said in a clear voice:

“I have to report sir, t_hat I have come in Woodham 5.
place. Woodham’s wife was taken ill at the last moment
and it was not advisable for him to leave her. He didn’t
want to let you down, so knowing how you dislike strange

chauffeurs, I volunteered to come, and -hope you don’ t‘

mind, sir.’

John Royale was smpr:sed and a little put- out, It

had never entered his head that Woodham would not
come, and it was somewhat dxsconcertmg to find one of

his salesmen-in the chauffeur’s place. He knew, however,

that young Connel was an excellent driver, and, of course,
. - 28 : '



an educated fellow. It wouldn’t be unpleasant to have
him on the tour. Pat made haste to add that he could
speak a little Spanish.

“Well, well,” said John Royale, “that’ll be pretty useful.
And if you don’t mind the job, Connel, of course come
along with us by all means.” '

He spoke in the kindly manner which endeared him to
all his employees. There was no nicer man than John
Royale. But Jane Daunt, her small mouth tightly closed,
looked at Pat and entertained the serious suspicion that
this was not all “on the level”. She knew Pat only too well.
She would not put it past him to have engincered this
business. And if he had, and all for the sake of being with
Sonia, then he was mad. And it would be 2 mad trip for
all of them.

Pat was not looking at Jane. He was looking at Sonia.
‘He moved forward and took a small suitcase out of her

_‘_'nand.

“Allow me, miss,” he said.

Sonia looked straight up into his eyes and saw the devil
lurking in them. He was amazingly attractive in that uni-
form. He looked more like a young Spanish officer than
a chauffeur, she thought. She did not wonder how or why
he had come. She merely knew that she was entranced to
have him during this holiday. She had expected to be
bored with just her father and her cousin. Pat Conncl’s
company was worth having. :

As Pat turned away to conduct them to the car, Soma
_whispered to Jane:
 “Isay, what awful fun!

Jane said stonily:

“Is it?”

“More than that, Jane. Do you kuow, I believe I'm
really smitten with vour Mr. Connel®”

Her Mr. Connel. How far from the truth that was!

(B2



At mldday he was s dt the stauon to meet the boat-train

ﬁom Paris.
" A pulse beat rather dnckly in Pat Connel’s throat when

‘he saw the Royale party descend-from the train. Now for
the fireworks, if any. There was Jane : . the first to’

~descend . .. neat and small i in a tweed t.ravelhng coat 'md
a beret. And then Sonia. His heart thrilled to the sight
of her beauty She was a peerless girl, wonderful in that
silky mink coat, and a tiny green hat with a little’ lace veil.
‘across her eyes.- Then' finally ]ohn Royale dxrectmg
'porters and baggage. - . -

Janewas the first to spot Pat, For a moment she thought

~ her-eyesight was playmg tricks with: her. It was Woodham -

who was expected to meet the train. But it wasn’'t Wood-
“ham who stood there in that olive-green uniform with the
_polished ‘buttons; black glossy leggings, and a peaked cap

at rakish angle on 2 handsome head. That was Pat Connel. :
As he neared her, he caught her e)e and grmned like g(

truant schoolboy. .
“Good heavens alwel " szud Jane . : '
Then Sonia saw Pat. She, 00, uttered an excla.matmn
" “Good lordl” '
Pat Connel approached the Chxef and touched hxs cap
Hesaidina clear voice: ,
“I have to report, sir, that 1 have come in Woodham's.
_p}ace Woodham’s wife was taken ill at the last moment
-and it was not advisable for him to leave her. He didn’t

want to let you down, so knowing how you dislike strange -

chauffeurs, 1 volunteered to come, and ‘hope you don't

mind, sir.” 4

John Royale was surprxsed and a little put out It
had never entered his head- that Woodham would not
come, and it was somewhat disconcerting to find one of
his salesmen in the chauffeur’s place. He knew, however,
that young Connel was an excellent driver; and, of course,
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Jane writhe . . . how could she flirt like this, knowing
Pat’s position . . . knowing her own?

It was a lovely day in spring. The French countryside
was looking its best. They passed through Rouen and
Evercux and by nightfall were at Chartres, where they
were to end the first day’s journey. John Royale wanted
photographs and notes on the cathedral there, which was
the sccond most perfect example of Gothic architecture

in France.

It was when they arrived at the Hotel de Ville that Jane
felt most unhappy about Pat. For, of course, there was no
question of his being “one of the party”. John Royale
took a handsome suite for his daughter and his niece, and



‘]ane looked at the back of the tall, graceful ﬁgure in the
green uniform and denched her small teeth. ‘

“You fool, Pat Connel," she thought “You fool to have
-done this.” ‘
 The 1uggage was strapped on to the'car. They were all
- travelling very light and had taken as little as possible.

Pat’s heart sang’ as he took his place at the wheel. The
- gamble had come’ off! Everything was set fair for a mar-
vellous time, The Chief had accepted him, and Sonia’s
*wonderful. eyes had ‘even welcomed him -, .-. only little
Jane Daunt looked -as though she- wasnt pleased He
couldn’t think why.

" “Youwd beiter sit with Connel, Babe,” John- ROyale
| addressed his daughter “Jane and I will sit at the back,
because I-want her to take some notes on the scenery as
we drive along.”

. And that was the way they set off. down the straight

road which Jed out of Dieppe toward Rouen. Sonia, warm
-~ and luxurious in her furs under a Jaeger rug, sat beside
Pat-——near—so near, to him ‘that he could detect that
* familiar heady perfume of hers. And his heart exulted at
~ her nearness and the friendliness with which she now .
talked to him about the trip as they moved along. She

appeared to have forglven him completely for that kiss the
-other day. But he knew she could not have forgotten it,

any more than he had done:

And Jane, trying hard not to feel absurdly Jealous and
honest ‘anxiety for Pat, Jotted down in shorthand the
remarks which hér uncle made about ‘the route wh1ch xhey‘»
traversed, ,

Every now and then Jane's brown eyes hfted from her
. notebook, and she could see Sonia’s fdir head with its
“impudent little hat, leaning doser and -closer to the
shoulder of the haudsome driver. How could she! It made
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“Pat Connel, you're a very unscrupulous young man,
said Jane severely. “Drop this chauffeur business and tell -
/mc the truth. Was Woodham’s wxfe 5o semously ill that he
couldn’t come?” . ,
. “That’s Wwhat I said.” (

" “Butit’s not what T believe.” -

“You aren’t trying, to suggest that I manoeuvred this, -
are you?” His smile mocked her.. : '

“It was wrong, You've no right to be here, and it ¢ will 4
only lead to trouble,” :

“Why should it? The Chief is very amxable and She
teas angehc all day. I was half afraid she’d be so: furious
with'me that she’d get me the sack'on the spot.”

1 almost wish'she would,” said _]ane under her breath

Then Pat ceased smiling.-

“Don’t damp my spirits, Jane. Can you blame me for
wanting to be near her? It may be awful cheek on my paxt
“to even think about her; but Ican thelp it”

jane ‘stood: motionless, the cool night wind blowmg
-against her face. Her gazé ‘turned from the serious, attrac-
‘tive face of thé young Irishman to the glittering lights of
the hotel wherein Sonia waited for her to come and help
“unpack . . . if not to do most of the unpackmg She felt
;wretched and helpless. -

" “It’s a nice situation,” she told herself gloonuly, ‘
“watch the man I'm in Jove with walking straight over a
“precipice, and not be able to pull him back.” "

_ Pat switched on the engme ‘

" “You seem scared to death of me falhng for your lovely

cousin,” he said. “But don’t be. I can take care of myself,

you know. Good night, little Jane Daunt.”

Then he was goné, and she was left stanng after the car
helplessly .

Some hours later a slim, elegant girl in a white f.ur
coat stole out of the Hoétel de Ville and stepped into 2.
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grey-and-silver car which was drawn up at the entrance.
Immediately the door was shut and the car moved away.

Sonia Royale loosened a big white fox collar, revealing
a white throat and a glimpse of black velvet and peaxls,
and gave a little laugh as she stretched slim ankles in
tiny high-heeled shoes before her.

“What a marvellous night for a drive,” she murmured,

Pat Connel nodded, but said nothing. Nobody had
been more surprised than himself when an order had been
sent to the servants’ quarters that he was to take the car
round to the front entrance at nine o’clock.

Having spent an hour washing down the mud-splashed
body, which was no light job, and onc to which he was
not accustomed, Pat had felt tired and ready for bed. He
had not bargained for night as well as day work. But all
feclings of fatigue or resentment vanished the moinent he
saw that it was Miss Royale who wanted the car, and that
she came alone.

There was magic in the night now, and in the presence
of this bewitchingly lovely young woman who sat beside
him,

"Where do you want to go?” he asked.

“Nowhere in particular. Just drive a little way out and
then stop. I must get some fresh air. It's so stufly in these
over-heated hotels, Daddy's immersed in writing, and 1
told him, I was going to bed, and Cousin Jane is typing
out her notes. She’s very conscientious.”

“I like Miss Daunt,” said Pat. "I think she's a fine girl.”

Sonia made a little moué with her curved red lips.

“Oh, yes—she’s a dear. But, of course, it’s a little boring
sometimes to have a relation like that perpetually with
one.”

The cattiness in that remark escaped the young man,
who was so blindly cnamoured. He said:

“Lucky relation to be near you— ;w:;,’wtsmll;;."



"The Insh have a wonderful faculty for saymg nice
,thmgs Drive faster,” said Sonia. - o
Gravely Pat touchedhxs peaLed cap
- “Yes, miss.” -
““Don’t call me that. You re not. Woodham
Jane had said -that'to him a few. hours earher, and it -
had merely amused hin. But from Sonia it sounded dif-
ferent . .. it made his blood leap ‘ ~ :
“*Yow're very nice to me, Miss Royale.”
. “Do you! know that my cousin Jane thinks that you, dld .
this on purpose ' that Woodharn s wife isn’t so ill .
other words, that you, engmeered the whole thing?” .
. Pat'squared lus chin'and looked ahead.
. “That's a very serious allegation.” .
. “I wouldn’t put it past you Pat Connel You e rat_hex
an outrageous young man,’ *said Sonia softly. -
. The red blood warmed hlS brown face R E
“AmI- g oo o
“Was this a plot?” o 2 ¥
. He did not answer. But she saw a smlle Iuerg at the .
_corner of his. well- -shaped mouth, and 4 warm little glow
came over her as she. remembered how those lips, had :
claimed hers—~in Richmond Park,
MTell me,” she said, “Come along why keep the
truth from me?” . : :
“Very well. I did engmeer it. I wanted to come and it
. was the only way I could managejt.” . - :
"It was a very clever way What did Woodham say -
about jt?" )
" “He was a bit scared You’ll never, never blame him, +
will you?” :
Sonia stifled a laugh. - ,
4 “‘11:1 0;.you're obvzously the culpnt Did you brlbe him?”
: es.”
~ “Money to burn—eh?”
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“Far from it. But it was worth everything I had to get
out here.” ,

Sonia thrilled. Her vanity was wholly satisfied by the
thought of this itmpecunious young man throwing away
his last penny in the effort to be near her. Of course it
was that. :

“Why were you so terribly anxious to join this party?”
she asked him.

He wondered, suddenly, if this lovely girl, heiress to
a fortune, was merely fooling with him. He froze at the
thought. Abruptly he drew the car in to the side of the
road, which was dark and lonely and a littde way out of
the town. The sky was brilliant with stavs, but there was
'no moon, so he could not sce more than the dim outline
of her face. There was a rough note to his voice when he
spoke again.

“I don’t know why you want to know all these things,

. Miss Royale. I don’t know why you should be interested
—but if you want the truth—here it is. I came because J
wanted to be near you. That may be an impertinence,
but I'm not ashamed of saying it.”

Sonia drew in a dcep breath. She was nearer in that
instant to fecling real sincere emotion than she had cver
been in her life before. There was something about this
Torceful, impetuous young man which appealed to the
feminine in her, bred in her a wholly feminine desire to
conquer him utterly. He was the kind that would be worth
conquering. It was partly her insatiable vanity and partly
a desire for closer contact with him that led her to forpet
that she was not free and had no right to offer him even
an instant’s encouragement. She knew fuli well that what-
ever Pat Connel did would be in deadly earnest.

She Ieaned a little nearer him until a strand of her
silver-fair hair touched his chin.

“You needn't be ashamed of saving anything—*- e



And why shouldn’t I be interested? Why shouldn tI be"
‘even fattered because you took so much trouble to comeu
~ out here and be with me??
“You can ‘t mean that,” he’ sald e :
But she put out a hand and felt for hlS He: crushed
' it in a grip that made her wince. She could feel hIS ﬁngers
_ shaking. '
* “And why-doyou tth I dldn t Teport you. to Ty fathe
* when you behaved s6 badly in London?" R

Pat’s breath came unevenly
" “Tconsider you behayed rather badly too
. “Perhaps I realised that o v
i “And perhaps I ought to apologlse for that leS

“'Ought you?”. e

“There was provocatxon in her voice and in her eye‘
Shemeant him 'to lose his head, and he Jost it. He'said:-

"God! You're the most beaut1fu1 wonderful thmg i
the world!”,

. And then she was in h1s arms, and for the second tim
- he kissed her. But this timé her arm crept round his ned
- and she was respondmg to his caresses in a.manner whid
set all the fires in. Pat Connel’s heart ablaze and mad
him wonder if thxs wasa mad dream rather than reality.

1

CHAPTER FIVE

THE glamour of that starlit spring mght on the Chartre
i road, and the warmth and beauty of Sonia in his arm

cast a spell upon Pat Connel which rendered him i
capable of using his brain at all.

A little sane thought and he mxght have asked himse
what possible wisdom lay in plunging into a hotly pa
sionate love affair’ thh the’ daughter of his Chxef B
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i her father’s Sran and that she was helrew to8 e,

He could be neither wise ner sane while het heatt
beat to the same mad glad te as hiss 1o conhd only
whisper between his kisses:

“Ilove you...Ilovevou. .. vout know that Hdel™

Senia found herself slipping hnto an enchunted worhl,
She had not meant to. She had wianted to be practieal
about this affair, and never for an instant to low sipht of
the difference in their stations, But Pat was an svdent and
charming lover, and his obvious adovition wae moxt lind
tering, Added to which she was genuinely attracted by
him. While she rested languorously in his cinbraee, her

4eyes shut, her fingers carcssing the thickness ol his hlaek
handsome head, she genuinely wished thot ghe had met
and loved him under very different civarmstances 16 these,

“You're so lovely . . . you're Hke o Hower , . o o1
angel . . . Pat’s husky Irish voice was pouring endea
ments into her car.

The longer she listened and the doser she clung 1o
him, the more sincerely did Sonix yepret the impois
bility of this sitnation. But she was to0 ruch of an epotisr
to allow herself to be consciencestricken {oy jong, {7ve
of course, would tell hier that she had o right to 4,
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Why why aré you like th:s? Why are you bemg
s0 sweet, SO Lmd tome? Ldon’t understand o
" She smiled. :

“Don’t try "Put your arms around me again.”

“But I must know. I-want to understand. I've, had the
most colossal nerve, making love to you hLe this. .

““THank goodness you have.”

“You wanted me to?"”

“Isn’t that obv:ous?” -

“But, Sonia’. . .” For the first time he was usmg her

. Christian name. HIS brain was hazy. He was like one
drunk with love. “It’s unbelievableg. ‘e that you should
feel like this about me.”

. “I'm not the first woman to feel. hke this about you,
Pat You've got the devil i in your eyes, and you know it.”

“But, Sonia .. .” He stammered wildly, caught her
other hand in his and kissed it. “You're so lovely 50
wonderful.” : 2
. She leaned toward h1rn 51gh1ng quunously :

0 “Am I1” » :

“Marvellous! . . . I could never. tell you: how marvel-
lous! And.I-can’t quxte get accustomed to the thought
that you want me to make love to you. .

“Certainly I want you to.” ..

“Do you love me?”
~“Can’t you guess?”

“But do you, do you?” .

“Yes.” She whxspered the word w1th ‘her hps agamst
his ear. And again he Kissed her with .a passion that
blmded her temporarily to everything on earth but the*
power of his personality and the sheer attractweness of
him as a lover,

His ardour moved her, called forth as much sincerity
of fecling as she was capable of for any man..But she was
frightened of that feeling. She did not want to love Pat
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Connel too much, otherwise she must necessarily think_of
his happiness before her own. And the:n she -m}].St in-
evitably end this affair speedily before it hurt him too:
much. There was nothing light or philandering about
this young man’s love for her. She knew  it. It burned.
with a white-hot sincerity. '

Now she drew away from him. She said.:

“My sweet, we must be sensible.” S

He took a deep breath, like a man who has felt him-
self drowning and comes up to the surface again. He kept
her hands fast in his. -

-“I adore you. You know that now, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

“I've always adored you. I fell in love with you that
night at the ball when I first danced with you and you -
were so proud and aloof. You were just John Royale’s
daughter and heiress that night, being condescending to
one of the lesser lights in the firm.”

" She laughed.

*“That sounds awful. Was I so horrid?”

“You were wonderful. You always are.”

“Even when I insisted on driving a car that I couldn’t
drive?” ‘ :

“You were grand. That day at Richmond I fell more i
love with you than ever.” .

“You were awfully daring, weren’t you, my sweet? I
might quite easily have had you turned out of the firm
for kissing me.”

"I don’t know why you didn't. T expected you to.”

“You know now why I didn’t.”

His heart beat hard and fast,

“Sonia, don’t fool with me, will you? Don’t lead me to

h{f)xeve that you were kind to me because you fell in love
withime, .. unless it's true.”

Her fingers stirred a trifie restlessly in his.



© “It’s quite true.”

~ “Butwhy...why...?" < A

“You're not going to ask questxons all over agam, are .
youP Hush, my sweet . don’t try to analyse it. Just be

:happy like I am.” ‘

“But I1.must analyse it. Its 50 Enghtfully 1mportant.

.Don’t you' see what it means? It- mlght be the begmnmg
. or the end of everything.”

"That sounds crypticl”

“But you must try and “understand what I feel. I’
madly, desperately in love with you. For some reason

-which I shall never understand, you're being an angel to
me and trymg to make me believe that you love me too.
Well, that is the beginning and the end of the world S0
far as I'm concerned.” -

“Why the end?” ' .

“Just that there can never be anybody else but you.”

A shadow crossed her face, but in the dim starlight he
did not see it. She drew her hands away from his, found
flapjack in her evening bag, and automatically dusted he

".face with powder . .. a face that burned from Pat’s im

passioned kisses. I .

He went on speaking: '

-“I once had. the 1mpertmence to wonder whether
could ever make you love me. ... . I dreamed. wild, impos
sible dreams about’ you. Yet now you're making then
possible, and that’s what makes my brain quite dlzzy I
too good to be true.” :

“Darling,” she murmured and wished for the ﬁrst tim
in her life that she .was not John Royale’s heiress, bu
quite a poor, unknown girl who could have married thi
man, : . .

“But you see,” continued Pat “now that you are mak

ing my dreams come true, I'm full of doubts and fears.
"About what?”
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“WNot about my love for you. That's indubitable. But
about the future. What possible right have I got to pro-
pose marriage to your"”

Sonia frowned. She did not like that word “marriage”.
It made her feel much too uncomfortable. It reminded
her much too painfully of the fact that she was not frce
to listen to a proposal from any man.

“Don‘t let's worry to-night about the future,” she said
in a low voice.

“But I must. [ love you and I want to marry you. It
may sound wildly impudent . . . for me to proposc to
you . .. but if vou care for me . . . Sonia, darling, there
isn't anvthing in the world T wouldn’t do to try and win
you. That look in your eyes just now when I kissed you
... my God, that's sufficient to spur anv man on to the
most incredible victories. T feel T could scale mountains
...swimoccans ... conquer worlds. . .."

¢ Yousaysuch marvellous things, my sweet.”

“But I mean them. Onlyv tell me that vou love me and
that you want to marrv me, Soniy, and I'll start right
now making mvself worthy of vou.”

Sonia swallowed hard. For a little while she had been
caught up in Pat's whirlwind of ardour and canried along
despite herself. But now he was ninhing bevond her. She
could not, must not {ollow him. She wnd-

“Not so fast, darling, please. We can't talk of martiage
just yet.”

“But if [ love vou and voulove me . .7

“Darling, vou'ie so impetuous Bur we must be pru-
dent. We must look at this thine from all anveles—po
carcfully. There's my futher . 7

She broke off But the cvprosion v b vone was
eloqquent and had the desned c':?m tor ninony Pan down
from the pinnede of rapture on whih he |l
himself,

poised



 Helita cigarette and smoked hard for.an instant, his
. brows‘contracted. Of course, Sonia was right. He was a
crazy fool to let his emotions run away with him like this.
'He could scarcely expect to propose marriage to Sonia
and be accepted on the spot, There was her father to be
reckoned with. And Sonia’s position and his own.
 “You do understand, don’t you, darling?” came Sonia’s
“soft voice..“It won’t do to make our feelings for each
~ other too public, at least not during this trip. Youn can
- see how awkward it would be. You've taken 'Woodham's,
place, and Daddy would be furious. He might throw up .
the wholé trip and go straight back to London. Then
instead of having a lovely few weeks together, there'd be
rows and scenes. Oh, I don’t want that, I don’t want to
spoil this holiday. If we're sensible and careful it can be -
. 50 (\fonderful for us.” o S -
" Pat reflected upon this. He had'to admit. that Sonia
was justified in what she said. Obviously, the old man.
would be outraged at the thought that he, a mere sales-
. man in the firm, acting as chauffeur, should have made
love to his daughter. Ou the other hand, Pat was so much
in love that he wanted to proclaim his passion for Sonia
to the whole world. He was prepared to face eve'n‘john
Royale and say:.“T adore her ... I want to do something
worthy ...something to deserve her, .. ”.
- Fine, brave rhapsodies! But coming down to hard, cold
fact.s,'what could he do? How could he ever be in-a
posttion to marry Sonia? How could he expéct her to
lead the life of a poor man'’s wife? O_r how, could he stamp
?:Lt 3_11 thafcgvas .prpud and independent in himself and
o € on a nich wife . . . even providing that John Royale
hose to sanction the match? : .

4¢ ? . - .
_ Don't look so worried, darling,” said Sonia. “Things
will work out, I dare say ‘

. Let’s just be ha
ol ppy for the
next few W eeks and keep our love a secret: shall ,I,).Z-J.,



He threw away his cigarette and took her in his arms

again. .

“Anything that you say, but I want to do what’s right.
I don't want to be underhand about this love. . . . I should
hate that,...” _ ‘

She bit her lip. He was so very intense and sincere and
she would really rather have kept this affair on a lighter
basis. Pat Conncl was rather a dangerous young man to
tifle with. She was well aware of that. She shivered to
think what he would say if he knew about Maurice. ... ‘

“I don’t want anything underhand either,” she tried to
soothe him. “But obviously it will be disastrous if we give
ourselves away at the beginning of this journcy. We must
keep it a secret until we get back to England, mustn't
wee”

“Yes, I suppose so,” he said reluctantly.

She sighed with relief.

4 “Andthen we'll talk about the future.”

*“There will be a future for us, Sonia, won't there?
You do really care for me enough to contemplate some
sort of life with me?”

Sonia tried to shut out the thought of Maurice . . . and
Paris. She murmured:

“Of course. And meanwhile we'll just be frightfully
happy and have a marvellous time. There’ll be lots of
moments when we can be together . . . steal away alone
for an hour or two. . . . Daddy will never guess in a thou-
sand years, and my Cousin Jane . . ."” Sonia shrugged her
shoulders. “We must just be careful of her.”

“She’s an awiully good sort, is little Jane Daunt,” said
Pat. "Lven if she found out, she’d give us her blessing,

- don’t you think so?”

Soniu gulped. There was an ironic humour in the idea

of Jane giving them a blessing . . . Jane of all people in
the world.



“M’m We must g0 back now,” she whlspered :

“Tell me once more that you 1ove e and that there s
ome hope for me . .. oneday... :

With his arms about ber and his kisses on her lips, -
jonia weakened and gave him a dozen promises that she
-ould never keep, a dozen hopes whxch she knew would
never be fulfilled. ; -

Pat drove her back to’ the hotel feehng a god a giant,
dehnously in 10ve, even ready to go against his better
]udgement ‘and remain Sonia’s lover in secret—because for
this journey she wished it to be so.

-CHA’PTERSIX :

]ANE DAUNT sat on the edge of. her bed transcrxbmg short-
hand notes into longhand, which she liked to do while the/,
dlctatxon was still fresh in her memory.

With the shaded lamp by the bedside throwmg a soft
amber light upon the slight-figure in the green silky
wrapper, Jane looked more like a child intent upon a
puzzle than Jobn Royale’s staid young secretary at work.
For now the smooth brown hair, usually rolled so neatly
at the nape of her neck, was loose and flowed softly almost
to her shoulders, making a lovely frame for the pale oval
of her face. She looked beautiful. But she looked tired and
she felt it, too. She had been writing at her uncle’s dic-
tation most of the evening. Now it ‘was ten o'dock, and -
after the long drive she felt an irresistible desire for sleep )

- Where was Sonia? That was what troubled Jane, Her
cousin had the room adjoining this one. The communica-
tmg door ‘was ajar, Jane could see that Sonia’s room was
in darkness and knew that she had not come back. Her
father thought she had gone to bed. Jane was quite sure .
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Suddenly there came the sound of a door opening and
shutting and a light flashed on. Jane swung round, went -
quickly to the communicating door and opened it wide.
Sonia stood there, takmg off her fur coat. Sonia with fair
curls dlshevelled eyes shining, cheeks 2 richer pink than
usual. When she saw ]ane she smlled But ]ane met that
smile with stern gravity. '

. “‘Where on earth have you been, Sonia?"’

“Having a little fresh air, darling.”

“But you've been gone hours.” :

-“About an hour and a half to be exact, my love.”

Jane’s lips curved irito a humourless smile.

“‘And I suppose you 've been takmg a brisk walk in
those—

-She pomted to Sonia’s hlgh -heeled satin shoes, which
showed no signs of stain or dust.

. Sonia’s smile vanished. She began to taLe off her dress,
yawning. ' ) 4

“Oh, my dear Jane, for heaven’s sake don’t constitute
yourself my keepér. You never have been, and I don’t see '
why you ever should be.” - :

Jane coloured and came forward, riearer her cousin.

“I may not be your keeper, but I'm the best friend
you've got, Sonia, and you knoiy it.” _

Sonia sat down, slender and exquisite in cami-knickers
of rich ivory satin and creamy lace. She unbuckled her
shoes, still yawning. She was in t00 good a humour to be
really annoyed with Jane. Poor dear’ Jane must deliver
her little lecture and feel better, that was alll ,

“You're always a dear to me, Janie. But don’t 1nter£erex'
Wlth me too much, darling. I don’t like it.”

“And T suppose,” said Jane, with a direct look at her,'

“you didn’t like interference from me when I helped you:

. out of that mess with Maurice?”

“Why bring that up?”
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“Decause, you foolish girl, I know cxactly where vou've
been to-night, and I'm not going to bed umzl I tell Yo
. what I think of you.”
“And where have I been?” Sonias grey-green cyes shot
a defiant Jook at her. ‘

“Out with Pat Conncl.”

For an instant Sonia was tempted to break inte angry
retort, to say: “And why shouldn’'t I...?” And to taunt
Jane with the fact that she was fonder of that voung man
than she ought to be. But Sonia desisted. She realised that
it would be folly to attack Jane in such a manner. Un-

- fortunately Jane had every right to trv to stop her from
indulging in an affair with Pat, for Janc alone knew about
Maurice. On the other hand, Sonia imagined herself
thoroughly in love with Pat—for the moment. She was
not prepared to give anything up for his sake, but she was
prepared to have a very wonderful holiday with him. And

ohe only way to ensure it was to throw dust in Jane’s
eves. So she lied coolly and deliberately. Sitting back in
her chair, she smiled and shook her head at Jane.

"My dear old thing, you're perfectly right. But you've

. jumped to wrong conclusions. I went out into the grounds
~of the hotel and found Connel strolling about taking the

air like 1 was. Naturally, we talked. As I told you this

morning, I think he's a very attractive voung man. But I

“did not have an assignation with him. I am not alto-

gether forgetting my position —or his.”

“You know quite well that he isn't like Woodham.”

"On the other hand, he has put himself in Woodham's
anu, and must be treated as such. As a matter of fact. b2
was inclined 1o be a Hude familiar, and that annoyed 72,
0 1 ordered him to get out the car and drive me thress?
the woswn 10 see the sights. T think he was furioue. bet 22

had wdoit, and here Lam! ™

ane thought:



“My poor old Pat . . . how he muist have hated.
treated like that! Butit’s hls own fault. ... *
“I can see, darling,” went on Sonia, “that you've u(“
it for granted that I'm out for a flirtation with Pat
" nel. But I'm not. So stop.worrying about either of us.” )
“Right,” said Jane. “If that's really how you ‘feel,
- glad. I want you to Jéave him alone.” P
Sonia'dabbed her face with cream.
“Why are you so interested in h1m darlmg?” she as
. casually :
But Jane was not ngmg herself away. She answcre
casually:
“We're just.good friends and always have been smcef
~ worked for the firm. T know how attractive you are, 501
and how much he admires you. I don’t think it would
fair of you to fool round with him.” :
With slim ﬁnger-ups Sonia worked the cream mtO
cheeks. Cheeks that' were- still stinging from the
sionate kisses of her lover. And she was thml\mg
~ “I don’t warit to fool round .. . I want Pat to love

. T want to love him . and we're not gbing £
stopped by Jane or anybody else >
- Aloud she said:

“You needn’t worry, Jame I'm not going to hurt
Trishman. Let’s not harp on the subject, because it’s Tz
boring. I'm enjoying this tour, aren’t you?”. R

]ane came behind her and: dropped a klss on the
head.

“Very much But I'm tlred You look simply glox
I don’t know how you manage it. Good mght dear.
off to sleep.”

For'an instant Soma was tempted to turn round
pour the whole of her heart out to her cousin. She
really very devoted to ]ane Jane had been such a st
by, such a comfort such a tower of strength all th
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wiul Paris episode. And Sonia had her good in-
. She was more thoughtless than unkind. Most of
ults sprang from sheer egotism and vanity. She
1 admiration and excitement. She needed emotion-
And she did not se¢c why she should be made to go
yihg for ever for her folly with Maurice. Besides
, Pat Connel was desperately in love with her. She
hurting him. She was being very kind and respon-
he was going to make him happy.

“limpid eyes filled with sudden tears. They were
f self-pity. She was awfully sorry for herself because
urice. She wished she was free to return Pat’s love
d a right to accept him or any other man as a lover.
e saw the flash of tears and was immmediately tender
licitous. She put an arm round her cousin.

hat is it, honey?”

ia hid her eyes against Jane's shoulder.

dthing . . . but I was just thinking . . . how cruel
s been. If only there wasn't Maurice. g

or darling. I know. I wish there was some way out.”
1t there isn’t,” said Sonia i 2 muffled voice, “and
st go on being gond. Sowe!iow, to-night, I've been
ing about Francis.”

ancis Glyde? But why:”

‘ell, you know how much he's in love with me—
i to marry me. ' atraid [ was rather encouraging
n. Now I'm awae f1om Fugland I must write him 2
note and tell him that ity s hopeless.”

1e nodded. So it was of Francis Glvde that Soniz bzt
thinking . . . und of those shackles which were pre
ng her fmm accepting any offers of marrisge ;’:
litde Sonix! Jare sraved a while COmfonmé =

AP
r-___,,.
1gto her, The menior of }"1[ Connel was f ..
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But after ]ane had- gone, Soma wept again in secret
And the tears were not for Francis Glyde, but for- Pat.
She was genuinely miserablé because she suddenly realised

* that the love which Pat was offering her differed from

.any of the other loves in her life. It was somethmg ‘big

- .and enthralling, which she wanted badly and which she
- dared not take, And that did not suit Sonia Royale, who

~ had bad’ practxcally everythmg in the world that she

wanted until now.
Jane, tthmg things over in her own room, felt over-

"whelmmg relief, bécause Sonia had no real interest in Pat.

‘Perhaps the journey to Morocco would be a success

__after all.” Not that her ‘own- posi’tiori, so far as Pat was
. concerned, could alter in any way. But she could put up

with that so long as she knew that he would not have his

~ heart broken or his life ruined by Sonia.

Long before either her undle or her cousin were. R

~-Jane was dressed and’ downstairs and standing on the

_front steps of the hotel. The sky was dlear and blue and

the Apnl morning fresh and exhilarating.
While she stood there, feeling suddenly hungry for her

breakfast, she saw the Victor come into view round the

corner of the garage: She watched it draw up at. the side
of the steps. Pat, at the wheel, looking fresh and attractxve,
in his green uniform, caught sight of Jane and saluted her
She went down the steps and greeted him.
“Good morning, Pat.” oo
. “Good morning, miss.” . S
“Now, Pat, drop that.”
He grinned at her like a boy.
“Top of the morning to you, then, mavourneen.’ ro
“And hardly that.” '
*Then, hullo to you, Jane.”.

~ "“That’s better.” She ‘smiled, and takmg a c1g'1rette-
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case from the pocket of her short sutde coat which she
wore over a polo jersey, she offered it to him. “Have one?”
“And what will the head porter of the Hoétel de Ville
think if he sees one of the mademoiselles offering a
" cigarette in that familiar fashion to the chauffeur?” .
Nevertheless, he took one and thanked her.
“You’re a silly idiot to have come in Woodham’s place,”
Jane remarked in her blunt fashion.
" “ButI'menjoying it thoroughly.”
“You look as though you are.”
“I am,” he smiled gaily. “It’s much more amusing than
trying to sell cars to people who haven’t any money.”
“Well, so long as it amuses you . . .” She shrugged her
-shoulders.
*Are you still cross with me for coming?”
- “I still think it was a foolish thing for you to do.”
“Ah, but you don’t know how sensible it really was!”
- She looked at him steadily. She was not quite sure why
he was in such excellent spirits. Just for an instant she had
" a faint, horrid little suspicion that what Sonia had told
her last night was not strictly true. Had she really snubbed .
Pat and been indifferent to him? If so, why wasn’t he
sunk in gloom, instead of sitting on top of the world?
Still, Pat was like that . . . always trying to get on top of
the world, if not actually achieving it.
“Aren’t you enjoying the trip?” he asked her.
“I think so0.”
“It's sure to be marvellous driving through France this
»-time of the year, and when we get to Spain it'll be hot
" and sunny, and in Morocco warmer still, By the 3
Spain’s a most romantic place.” ]
“We've come for the purpose of giving my v
holiday rather than for romunce,” said Jane drif=
Pat Jooked at the poin: of his cigarette. He £ ~~; o
denly guilty. He would like to have told lml- g b
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just how ﬁlled with wild romance this tour would be

for him . . . and for Sonia. But that was 1mposs1ble He
had agreed that they must keep- their love'a secret .

that for all their sakes he must say nothing until Soma:
gave the word and the time be propiticus for him to
announce that they loved each’ other and that he had.:
asked her to mairy him. SRR

The fact that their love needed all this secrecy was a
fact to be deplored but for Pat it could not destroy the
essential thrill of it. He looked kindly upon Jane's pale..
young face and wondered suddenly what lay behind her
gravity, her reserve, '

“Do you never allow yourself a romantic thought?” he -

-asked her. “Are you always so darned pracncal and
efficient?” - -

. Her brown eyes smouldered, but revealed nothmg And
1t was not glven to him to know that in the very. depthg ..
of her bemg Jane Daunt was essentially romantic , tlnt
her heart was starved for romance . . . that at the mere
idea of the warm sunny days and the moonlit nights in’
Spain and in North Africg, so close to kim, her whole soul

. was shaken, yes, shakén—but to no purpose. For this love
that she bore him was to no purpose, and-therefore must
be concealed. She would have died before letting him
guess what she félt, so she put up a bluff which he found
impenetrable. . '

“I haven't time for fomance,” she said. “I'm much too
busy, and I should imagine you are too.”+ »

“Oh, sure!” he laughed, but there was mockery in those
very blue eyes of his. And he, too, ‘was gwmg away no-
thing this morning.

‘Then the voice of ]ohn Royale mterrupted theu' con—
versationt.

“Ah! There you-are, ]ane And Connel too He’s.a bit
ro



fearly. We haven’t had breakfast. But I prefer people to

“be too early than toolate.” ,

" Pat Connel slipped back into Woodham’s place. ‘He

“touched his cap. ' '

- “Good morning, sir.” o .

. “Another half an hour and we’ll push.off,” said John
Royale, ru}ibing his hands. “Have you looked at the map,
Connel? Do you know where we shall land next?”

" “Yes, sir. We go about one hundred and thirty-nine
kilometres to Tours, and then through to Poitiers, and -
with good luck and the Victor doing its best, we ought to
be in Bordeaux to-night.” ' '

“Excellent,” said Royale, “excellent!”

“Hullo, everybody,” said a sweet, high voice.

Jane and the two men looked up. On the balcony of
the first floor stood the figure of Sonia, fair as the spring
morning in a daffodil-yellow dress of soft wool material,

“and a small Marina hat of the same colour at the side of
her blonde curls.

. She waved to them.

“All set for the day’s journey?”

“All set, my dear,” called back her father.

Jane looked at Pat. And her heart seemed suddenly to
miss a beat when she saw the expression on his face. He
was staring up at Sonia. In his eyes, so very blue under
their thick black lashes, lay a passionate adoration which
was horribly revealing to Jane. Equally revealing was the
look which. Sonia was giving him. Jane, intercepting it,

¥ felt the colour burn her cheeks and her heart sink. There
was something more than instinct now to make her sus-

- picious. She hnew that Sonia had lied to her last night,
and that there was something between those two. Some-
thing that was bound to destroy Pat in the end . .. Pat
with all his ambitions, his gay courage, his ideals.

Jane turned and walked up the steps into the hotel.



‘All the radxance of the mormng had fled for her. She
could only face 4 tangle of thoughts and ideas and emo-
tions, ask herself what she could do, and know, even
wtule she asked, that the answer was— “Nothing!"”

CHAPTER SEVEN y
It could not be said that ]ane en]oyed the rest of that
drive through France, By the time they reached the
Spanish border, still less was she enjoying herself. ‘
That look which she had intercepted between Sonia
and Pat on the morning of their departure from Chartres
was only the beginning of 2 dozen and one little incidents
which“strengthened her- suspxmons that t.hese two were
having a secret affaire. 4.
Mile after mile through the rad1ant spring days Somia
would sit beside the driver of the big grey car, always a
little closer. than was riecessary, never failing at intervals
to give him the full benefit of her lovely eyes. Always
Jane Daunt sat at the back of thie car with her uncle, and,
when she wasn’t taking down notes, was forced to watch
Pat, who, in his turn, glanced constantly at Sonia’s ex-
quisite profile. Such glances left Jane no room for doub!
what lay in his mind: He was madly in love with Sonia.
But what game Sonia was playing, ]ane could not guess
. Sonia was so reticent nowadays. She lied—quite shame
lessly, of course-—whenevcr Jane.questioned her. !
Jane could hardly accuse her of lying, nor had she any
real right to intetfere, except that it was almost beyonc
her endurance to be a silent witness of Pat’s downfall
For what else could it mean for him except a downfallj

If Sonia was tempting him, playing with him, there mus
inevitably be a rude awakenmg for him,



John Royale, engrossed in his literary work, saw nothing
of the little drama which was being performed under
his very eyes. He presumed that the two girls were enjoy-
ing themselves, and Connel was a magnificent driver,

" more useful than Woodham could ever have been, so he
was content. -

They stayed a couple of days in Biarritz, where Mr.
Rovyale abandoned his work for a game of golf on those

-'¥famous and lovely links. .
That was a particularly trying morning for Jane. Her
- unclé insisted upon taking her with him. o

“You don't play golf, but you can be my caddy, and
the exercise will do you good after all the driving and
typing,” he told her. - -

He wanted Sonia to go, too. But Sonia managed to have
a “headache” and announced that she must lie down and
rest. Later, she said, she would get Connel to drive her

- Mlong the sea-front to see the sights of the gay, fashionable
watering-place. X ’

Jane knew what that meant! Sonia was planning a few
hours alone with Pat. What could come of it, Jane dared

~ not think. With a heavy heart she went off to the golf
links with her uncle and left the other two behind.

Sonia spent that fresh sparkling morning in exactly

~ the manner which Jane predicted. The moment her father
and cousin were safely stowed away on the golf course and
Pat had returned with the car, Sonia joined him and went
out, There was no lying abed for her. In one of her most

wattractive outfits—grey flannel suit, white jersey, and spot-
ted scarf—looking as radiant as a June rose, Sonia
allowed Pat to drive her out of the town and a little way
into the country, where they could talk.

"The moment they were in a secluded spot, Pat, his hand-
some face quite pale with emotion, took the lovely figure

- in his arms and kissed her passionately on lips and throat.



e sighed Iangu‘oi'ously as she leaneq against hiz,
“I've néededth s S
“So'haye I Do you know, 1 haven’; kissed you ap,
e we lefr Bordeauyx,» -
“And thas SEEWs a long time ago,”
“It'san Cternity betsyeen cach time ¢ha¢ T kiss yop
he smijeq o Lo
“What 5 born lover YOu are.» A P
“And yoy, Weré hory to pe loved becayge you're o
beautifyy) » : o
He kisseq

, nd grevy sane
1ddenly gray, ‘
“You knoy I dont Iige It, Sonia, A this secrecy wor.
Ties me,” R
-”Darh'ng, aren’t'yoy getting ugeq toip” -
“No, 1 don’t thing ever shall, 1, doesn’t suie
femperamen;. T'd far raghes ‘

“Oh, 1 know 2y the > he saig, frownin :
ad I dare say it woulg break yp, CVerything; byt 1 don’t
€ going behind his 50 in : -
‘Neither doy i
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faurice, her husband with whom she had lived for only zj
ew days, which haunted her most persistently: ‘Where wai
\e how? How much longer would he insist.on extorting
mioney for her silence? And why, why couldn’t she securt
i divorce as secretly and effectively as she ‘had effected
that inad marriage? A , - .
- Much as her father loved her, she knew that this thing
were' it to.come to his knowledge, would shock him hor
yibly. He was the straightest man in the world, and I
‘det'ested any kind of deception’or underhand dealing
Sonia was beginning to be afraid .. . afraid, too, of Jant
Jane knew so much, and Jane was obviously attracted b
Pat. Sonia could not.but be aware that it was'a very dar
gerous gaie which she was playing. © .
© Shehad alittle present waiting for Jane when she can
back from the’ golf course. In a -pen?efted - fashion -
salved her conscience a bit to be extra nice to Jane. |
“Connel droye me into the town, and I found this K
 you, darling,” she told her cousin languidly. She was lyir
on her bed, still keeping-up the pretence of the headache
-~ Jane, brown and flushed after walking those eighteet
holes in the wind and sun of the' April:morning, Yooke!
gravely at Sonia and then at the préseht-—-:i blue-and-xos
cashmere handkerchief-scarf. = © ‘ -
~ “It’s Molyneux, darling,” murmured Sonia.
© “Itf'slovely,” said Jane; “and thanks awhully”
, fiut her shrewd little brain knew perfectly‘{veu whi
- this present meant. That mad girl had been out the whol
morning. with Pat, and this was. a silent method of &
pressing remorse. If only she would tell her what shé W
. doing...what she meant to do about Pat! ' -
Jane could scarcely trust herself to stay in the room an
speak to Sonia. Her nerves were jangling. And-that ¥
unusual for Jane, who was, as 2 rule, so col and poise
She was in a state of nerves for the rest of that day, af



‘it culminated in an unhappy scene that night. She had
rknown that it could only be a question of time before the .
Efintrigu«e between Sonia and Pat was discevered. Sonia
Jwas missing after dinner, and Jane was expected to do .
_some work. But she was unable to put her mind to it.
‘She was so worried about those two. And not only wor-
_ried, but conscious of an entirely feminine jealousy. Why
:ilﬁmu:;t Sonia, who could never marry any man till she was
‘rid of Maurice, take the one man whom she, Jane, had
.ever loved? Why must Pat, who was so dear to her, have
Jeyes and ears only for Sonia? It wasn’t fair!

. There was bitterness in Jane’s heart as she excused her-

def from her uncle and walked out into the moonlit
grounds of the big hotel in search of Sonia.

.~ The luxuriant palms spread dark spiky shadows against
;the Iuminous sky and the air was rich and sweet with the

55c‘e}nt of mimosa. Jane, with a short fur coat over her

: evening dress, wandered here and there, conscious in a

<queer, fatalistic fashion that she was going to find Sonia

Jand Pat together. She did not want to find them . . . all

;that was most fastidious and proud in her shrank from

-.“:',.it -+ . but she had to go on, propelled by something

sstronger than herself.

. She came upon them, at length, sitting in an arbour
»which looked upon a small Italian garden with stone-
‘paved -pathways and white statues among the fowers. "
‘ She felt her heart flick and hurt horribly as she saw. She

- stood stock-still,

= lfat, wearing a grey suit instead of the chauffeur’s
umform, was standing there, with Sonia in his arms.

3 .?oma’s white fur wrap barely concealed a glittering even-

ring dx:ess which was made of some exquisite spun-gloss

E;zﬁczsnglm;rie El?iﬁnlght seeme.d to radiate a million -
" ‘ . ¥y too plainly Jane saw those two



1ces, both 50. beautlful in thelr own way, blurred mto‘
ne dunng ‘that passionate embrace r
Then ‘Pdt caught ‘sight of the watchmg ﬁgure, and
sith an exclamation he released Soria. i
“God, there’s Cousm Jdne!” he said under his’ breath
.Sonia’ swung round For a moment she was speechless\
vith d_\srnay How'in heaven s name had Jane found them
iere? . Was' it ‘by mxstake, or had she deliberately fol-
owed? For an mstant anger.surged through Sonia. She
yas' not’ going to 'be spled upon, 1o matter whether
vlaurice. emsted or not . . .-shé was going to tell Jane so.
she was about to speak,. but Jane turned and ran away
.Tan'as though the 51ght of the lovers was unbearable
o her :
Pat drew a hand across h1s forehead
“That’s torn it,” he said.-
“Damn,” said Sonia under her breath >
- “I'm afraid there’s no doubt in her mind about us now.
Sonia, I wasa crazy fool 16'let you meet me like this. T
felt that we were takmg an awful. nsL And yet I had to
see you. . ..Iwanted-to. .
She ﬂung herself back into his arms.
“Don’t worry. I'll deal with _]ane
“What will you say?”
“Oh, something ..
“But you won't be able to denyit..

“No, I won't try, but I’li just teH jane to mmd her own
business.” :

Pat released her.. N -

I told you this mormng that I dxdn t 11ke 1t, darlmg
It'sall sosecretiveand ...

.She stopped him w1t11 a fragmnt hand against his-lips.

“We've had that all out. You know' why we must keef

silence. It's for your sake as well as mine. T'l} deal w1th
Jane. Don’t worry.” -

N
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CHAPTER EIGHT

THE long hateful scene was over. Sonia had gone
Jane was alone again, ‘ '

She felt that as long as she lived she never wanted
see Biarritz again. She felt that it was a place in wh
she had been- betra'yed.' Sonia was a traitor to her wo
and Pat Connel to his own intelligence. Sonia was sell
and cruel. But Pat was crazy, blinded by this infatuati
enslaved by a woman’s beauty and seductiveness. Hem
know that he could not play such a game with his Chi
‘daughter and get ;clway with it. Even though he 1
serious—and Jane was sure that was so~—it was all
crediblyfdolish of him. He could never hope to ma
Sonia. It would have been difficult even if she had be
free, but as things were it was impossible. '

For two solid hours Jane had argued and protes
with her cousin, used every ounce of strength that
possessed to try to make Sonia see that she could not, m

not, let this affair contiriue. For two hours she L
" pleaded, begging Sonia to let Pat alone, if only for .
- sake, - , ) ‘

And for two hours Sonia had listened and remain
. stubborn. From defiance she had changed to pathos. §
had assured Jane that she was really in love with I
Connel and wanted a- little happiness in her life. A
when Jane had pointed out that it was a gross injustice
Pat to take her happiness at the expense of his, Sor
had changed.again, What sympathy she might have co
manded she lost by becoming spiteful. She had ended

.telling Jane that the main trouble with her was that &
was jealous. o -
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“Very well,” he'said xvretchedly. : IR
Buche glamour of the evening had fled for Pat. He

. felt small and humiliated. He disliked having been seen

* by Jane Daunt like that. She must think him an 'awfl.ll
bounder. She wasn’t the kind of girl to countenance deceit,
and he wouldn’t blame her for despising him. But he must

~* see her to-morrow and tell her frankly that he wanted to

marry Sonia, and he was going to live and work with that
one aim and object in his mind. L

Surely she would admit that love gave him a certain
right . . . real love such as this. She would forgive him
when she knew that it wasn’t just a passing passion . ..an
ugly hole-and-corner temporary affair. '

“The lovers lingered for only another swift embrace, and
then Sonia ran back to the hotel. '

She went straight to Jane’s bedroom and found the
door locked.

“Jane,” she called, “let me in.”

Jane very reluctantly opened that door. Her face was
pale and stern. Sonia avoided her gaze, but went straight
to the point.

“I suppose you're furious with me. But you shouldn’t
have come spying. Then you wouldn't have known.”

“Iprefer to know,” said Jane,

. But even as she said the words, she wondered if that
was true. She felt that she would be haunted night and day
by the picture of those two figures merged into one, like
a.graceful statue of love out there in the Italian garden.
Yine l?vers, both of them, But Sonia was not for Pat, and
i’i;lﬁg}\ltﬂ 1;:;\: bze? hers if Sor’zia, with her cruel egotism

g gard 1or another’s pain, hadn’t drawn him

- Intoher own white arms, '

- "Well,” said Sonia defiantly, “what abouit it?”



footing. Then Sonia would either have to tell
facts about Maurice—or send him away.

Jane slept badly that night. She woke with a »
little feeling that everything was spoilt now. Ther
be no further enjoyment for her during this t
would be nothing but an agony for her to sit in the
ground and watch Pat’s reckless pursuit of Sonia.

It rained that day, and so John Royale abandom
‘plans for spending another morning on the links,
they moved on from Biarritz through Saint Jean de
and so to Hendaye and the Spanish frontier.

Here Pat Connel made himself very useful with
knowledge of Spain, the language, and people. With g
ease he got them through the Spanish customs.

If it hadn't been for her worries, Jane would thorougl
have enjoyed this day whith marked their entry in

.._-Spain. This was gorgeous country and wonderful weathe

-, Spain was at her loveliest in the spring. White walls, blu
“skies, the verdant green of barley fields splashed with sca
~ let poppies, an occasional glimpse of sapphire sea. Pi

turesque peasants on their little grey donkeys, girls wit

coloured shawls and flowers. Black-eyed babies, beautift
as Murillo paintings, sprawling in the sunlit doorways ¢
cottages -which were half-covered with bright  ceri

bougainvillza. An atmosphere which seemed utte11y di

ferent from any other in the world.

"In the afternoon they travérsed a sinuous road flanke
by woodlands, and so ascended t_hrough the violet-blu
mountains, which were savage and splendid against - tt
vivid sky. Through San Sebastian and Tolosa and Vi
toria, they came at the setting of the sun to Burgos wher
they spent the night.

It had been a day of dr1v1ng wh1ch Pat had en]o,e
more than anything. Especmlly those hairpin bends i
the ascent of the Puerto de Echegarate He was a lite

.



‘proud of his fine driving, and weﬂ rewarded when Sonia
~whispered: ’
- “I'wouldn’t have had Woodham through this for any
thing. You're marvellous!”

Jane heard those words, They made her slightly sick.
Resentment burned in her young breast.
" “Why can’t she leave him alone?” was her imward '
thought

. Later that evening ]ane found the first opportunity
since leaving Biarritz to speak alone mth Pat,
- She had dropped her favourite fountain-pen out of her
‘bag in the back of the car. She went round to the hotel
_ garage to find it. Pat, in his shirtsleeves and gum-boots,
" was washing the dust and dirt off the big Victor, A
dgarette was stuck on his lower lip, and he was wﬁhistling
: cheerfully. As he saw Jane~approad1: he took the cigarctie
from his lips and bowed from the waist.
* "Buenos, Sefiorita.”

“That,” said Jane, “means ‘Hail’, or something, I sup-
© pose.”’

‘It's an ordinary Spanish grecting.”
- “Very proud of yourself, aren’t you?”
" His blue eyes danced at her.

“Very.”

She bit her lip. Th
* inforgettable vision Of
. garden at Biarritz with

ere ﬁ&ched zcross her memory that
£ Pat as she had scen him in the
Sonia in his arms. And somchow

| . he was thinking. He, too,
Pat’s intuition told him what £ S
" temembered. He ceased heing fippant. A slow ~d arept

y me and r A
- up under the tan of his f2¢% He cat (



footmg Then Sonia would elther have to tell h1m t]
facts about Maurice —or send him away. ‘ 3
Jane slept badly that night. She woke with a wretche
little feeling that everything was spoilt now. There conﬁ
be no further enjoyment for her during this tour
would be nothing but an agony for her to sit in the back
ground and watch Pat’s reckless pursuit of Sonia. »

It rained that day, and so John Royale abandoned hl‘
‘plans for spending another morning on the links, anc
they moved on from Biarritz through Saint Jean de Luz
and so to Hendaye and the Spanish frontier.

Here Pat Connel made himself very useful with hi
knowledge of Spain, the language, and people. With grea
ease he got them through the Spanish customs.

' Ifithadn’t been for her worries, Jane would thoroughl
have enjoyed this day whith marked their entry int
Spain. This was gorgeous country and wonderful weather
. Spain was at her loveliest in the spring. White walls, blu. .
..skies, the verdant green of barley fields splashed with scar-
- let poppies, an occasional glimpse of sapphire sea. Pic
- turesque peasants on their little grey donkeys, girls with
coloured shawls and flowers. Black-eyed babies, beautiful
as Murillo paintings, sprawling in the sunlit doorways of
cottages which were half-covered with bright cerise
bougainvillza. An atmosphere which seemed utterly dlf
-ferent from any other in the world.
In the afternoon they traversed a sinuous road flanked:
by woodlands, and so ascended through the violet-blue
mountains, which were savage and splendid against the
vivid sky. Through San Sebastian and Tolosa and Vit-
toria, they came at the setting of the sun to Burgos, where
they spent the night.
It had been a day of driving which Pat had en]oyed
more than anything. Especially those hairpin bends i
the ascent of the Puerto de Echegarate. He was a little
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Jane turned from him. For an instant she felt an absurd.
inclination to burst into tears. It was so hopeless and so
pathetic. She was so terribly in love with him. It hurt like
mad to hear him talk this way about another woman . . .
and that woman one who could never be anything more
to him than she was now. .

“You might as well know about it,” continued Pat.
“Sonia won’t mind me telling you. . . . I expect she’s told
you herself that we love each other, You can’t doubt it
after seeing us at Biarritz.”
~ “Pat, Pat,” said Jane in a low voice, “where can it all
lead to?”

His gay, insouciant smile flashed out.

“The altar, I hope.”

“Youwant to. .. marryher?”

~ “That is my one ambition . . . or one of my many, shall
Y/ say? Sonia has asked me to keep all this secret from her
father until we return to England because she is afraid
that it might spoil the whole tour.”

“Uncle Jobn would never consent.”

“Does money make all that difference, Jane? Or is it
just that I'm not good enough for her?”

She swung round then, cheeks flaming.

“Of course you're good enough. . .. Why shouldn’t you
be? But it's all so difficult...”

“Don’t fash yourself, little Jane Daunt,” said Pat in his
peculiarly tender Irish voice. “Don.’t.wor.ry. I can manage
my own affairs, and I believe implicitly in Sonia. She has
her reasons for not wanting me to be honest about my
love for her for the moment.”

“Yes,” said Jane under her breath, “she has her

”

reasons. . . . L y
- .
1 feel rotten about deceiving the old man, but it wou!

spoil his holiday if I told him, wouldn'tit?”
L0



He caught jane s eye a_nd smlled whxmsxcally She tned
smile back. - b i
“Undoubtedly.” ;- : o
“Then forgive me. “and don t be too hard on elther of

5. Just wish us luck.” ’
‘She. found it unpossxble to utter the words that he
arited to hear. He added:.. = . :

“If T ever have the great good Tuck to maLe SOma my q
ife, you and I will be sort of related, eh, mavourneen?” .

She could . bear no more. The desire to weep, became
jo strong for her. She took the pen and tumed and ran’
ut'of the garage. - '

For a moment she stood outs:de the hotel trymg to.
ecover- her composure before she ]omed her unde and
ickled her transcription. - ‘

What a-lovely night, she t.hought' "There was some-
hing about’ Spam which ‘appealed vastly to’ Jane. Shiy
oved all that was uncivilised  about it. She liked to see
he women in their shawls with flowers behind their-ears’
troiling with'’ their lovers through the _starry darkness.
ihe liked to hear the faint sound of a ‘tango rhythin, the
lick of a ‘castanet, and the. sweet' tenor voice of some
joung s1nger chanting an old Spamsh air w1th pecuhar
»assion and melancholy. B

She had never felt so sad in Her’ hfe Nothmg seemed
worth while: The man she loved was in love with some-
ood) else and he was’ gomg to be badly hun at the end- of
t all,

- Even while she stood there, sorrowfully contemplatmg
the night, she saw a ‘shadowy ﬁgure in white emerge from
the hotel, hurry round the corner, and vanish. It was. "
Sonia. Sonia stealmg out'to bid good mght to her lover..

"Jane’s all too vivid imagination pictured the meeting’
between the two. Pat’s gay face would become: eager and

- 68



_passionate. He would open hxs arms and taLe Soniaintoa-.
close embrace. . :
- A little sob rose in Jane’s throat. She turned and ran
- quickly into the hotel.

_CHAPTER NINE

AND so to Madrid! ,

The brilliant laughing capital of Spain was a little

- uneasy. The shadow of recent revolution lurked in the

corners and unrest brooded over the people. But the place

was still vivid enough and full of a carcless charm which

appealed in particular to Jane. Madrid was the very

heart of the most romantic country in the world. In a

- 4 way, it intensified her loneliness, for she had to stand by

“knowing that Pat and Sonia were absorbed in each other,
ever wondering what the end would be.

The first night in Madrid marked a disaster. Jane,
following much the same routine as usual, dined with
her uncle and cousin. And after coffee had been served,
she retreated with Mr. Royale to a quiet part of the
Iounge to take down notes of the day.

Sonia made the mistake of taking it for granted that
"these - two ywould be nicely engrossed with work for the
next hour or so and it never entered her head that her
father would take it into his to go out again to-night.

But Mr. Rovale, thoroughly interested in the Spanish
capital, found himself bored with dictation, and after a
brief spell of it, decided to put on his hat and go out for
awalk,

If he,wanted local colour he could get it strolling past

" the brightly lit cafés and shops. It was wmn,m’ough on
this starry, windless night for Sparich £ ~sit ont

6o



He caught jane s eye and smlled whlmsxcally She trxed
to smile back. , - :

“Undoubtedly 7

. “Then forgive me e and don t be £00 hard on exther of
us. Just wish us luck. » : o

She found it mlpossxble to utter the words that he
wanted to hear. He added: o

“If I ever have the.great good Tuck to maLe Sonia my
wxfe, you and I will be sort of related, eh, mavourneen?”

~ She could bear no more. The desire to weep_ became
too strong for her She took the -pen and turned and Tan
out of the garage.

-For ‘a ‘moment she stood outsxde the hotel,. trymg to
irecover her composure before she’ ]omed her undle. and
tackled her transcription. '

‘What a lovely night, she thoughtl There was somie-
thing about Spain ‘which appealed vastly to Jané. Shi

_jloved all that ‘was uncxvxhsed about it. She liked to see
“"¢ women in their shawls with flowets behind their ears

txolhng with their lovers through the starry darkness.
She liked to hear the faint sound of a tango rhythm, the
click of a- castanet, and the sweet tenor voice.of some
young singer chanting an old Spamsh air with peculxar
Ppassion and melancholy. B

_ She had never felt so sad in her hfe Nothing seemed
worth whxle The man she loved was in love with some-
body else, and he was’ gomg to be badly hult at the e,nd of
it all.

Even whlle she stood there, sorrowfully contemplatmg
the night, she saw a shadowy figure in white-emerge from
the hotel; hurry round the corner, and vanish. It was
Soma Sonia stealmg out to bid good night to her lover.

Jane's all ‘too vivid imagination pictured the meeting
between the two. Pat’s gay face would become eager and
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“Some of them are supposed to be raving beauties.”
“I can only see you,” he said.
~ She pressed his arm to her side with a little murmur of
appreciation. She had not yet grown tired of her lover's
adulation. It was sweet food for her vanity.

“Aren’t we quite mad to be doing this?" he asked her.
“Are you quite sure you won’t be missed?” _
. “No. I said good night to Daddy and left him working
with Jane. He won't disturb mie, and if Jane comes up
and looks for me and doesn’t find me there—well, she
can think what she likes. I don't care.”

Pat thought a moment of Jane Daunt’s frank question-
‘ing eyes and that expression of disapproval which he had
seen once or twice lately on her small face.

“Cousin Jane isn’t at all pleased about us, is she?” he
said.

Sonia made no reply, beyond a shrug of the shoulders.
“She kunew so much better than Pat why Jane wasn't
pleased. Jane had every right to be angry and disap-
proving, but Sonia could scarcely explain that to Pat!

They found a café, sat down at a little round marble-
topped table, drank strong black coffee in tall glasses and
watched the world go by.

It intrigued Sonia to hear Pat talking fluent Spanish to
the waiters. He seemed to have forgotten none of the
language which he had learnt in his youth. And it
intrigued Pat to see the many devouring glances which
his companion received from the Spaniards who passed
her by,

“You're much too lovely to be safe,” he told her, smil-
ing. “I doubt if any of these fellows have seen anything
look quite as angelic as you do in their lives before.”

For a moment Sonia’s conscience stabbed her, for tiny
though it was, that conscience existed. She looked at him
< iatfully,



“P'm not really'angel'ic, Pat.”

“You are, my sweet.” ‘

“Do you really think T'm—so perfect?” .

“Definitely. For how many girls are there in the world
who are as good as they're beauuful?” '

Sonia bit her lip. 20 ,

“How doyou know I'm so good Pat?"

* * feel you dre, darling.” » :
" “Don’t you imagine I've ever had a love affalr before?”
" “T've.never allowed myself to imagine anythmg about
it. It's perfectly obvious that a girl -who looks like you do
and has had all the chances you've had must a.lso have
had dozens of admirers.” : T
‘ “But you don’t think I've ever adm:red anybody in’ my
turn?” .
“You’re being very serious all of a sudden, Beautiful.”
“I want to.be,” she persisted, urged by something un-
. usually serious within herself. “I want to Lnow if you
think I've ever been in love before.”

“I think that I'd rather not know. I might feel Jealous,
he said, “and in any case, whatever affair you’ve had is
over, and you're going to marry me, That S. all that
matters.”

- Sonia felt her throat go dry She dived in her bag fora

. little gold cigarette-case and put a cigarette between her
lips. Pat leaned forward to light it for her and for an in-
stant she saw the burning sincerity in those very blue eyes
of his. It seemed to go straight to her heart. There arose
in her the most genuine feeling of remorse which she had
ever known . . , remorse that she should be deceiving a
man who believed in her so implicitly . . . infinite regret
that there had ever been a Maurice in her life.

“Pat,” she said in a husky voice, “what would you do

if T didn’t mean to.marry you and was just . . . having
an affair?”






© figure in the fur coat, and was struck -suddenly by soﬁ
thing almost tragic in the droop of her head. She
unhappy, his adored .love! The thought  went throu&
. his heart like a knife. Incautiously-he sprang up t.hq
- steps after her and caught her in his arms,
 “Darling...darling ... wait... don’t go..

And'that was the precise moment in Whlch John Roya!
and Jane chose to return  to the hotel from thei
promenade :

Jane saw .. . and felt the colour scorch her cheeks, the
. "drain away Those two . . . ye gods, what utter folly ..

right in the front entrancel Mr.. Royale saw and stoo
rooted to the ground.. :
© “Good God! ™ he said.
~ His exclamation was-loud enough to reach Pat, wh
Teleased. Sonia and swung round as though he bad bee
shot, - :

“Oh lord,” he said under hlS breath. “That’s done 1t!

John Royale marched up, the steps. He had but a con-
fused impression of what he'had seen. He just took it for

granted that his chauffeur or salesman, or whatever he
liked to call himself, was forcmg his attentions upon
Sonia. There was’ the poor dnld strugghng with h!ml
They had only just come in time,

"Connel, what the devil does this mean?” he demanded,
white with rage.: . )

Pat straightened. The Irish ﬁghtmg blood in hlm YOSE.
If this was to be a battle he would plunge into it without
“fear. Hé would fight for Sonia, and she was worth fighting
_ for. But her thoughts were not so brave. All her love

and desire for Pat was submerged in fear . the fear o
_ discovery,

Pat said:

“Look here, sit, I thmk I'd better tell you
qut! interrupted Sonia breathlessly






" "Now, Daddy, don t jump to hasty condusxons, I: v/

: 'Sonxa, her lips trembling. “I~"

“You're just trying to excuse the fellow, because you're

. soft-hearted,” broLe in her father, “No, Soma, I'm not

v going to have it.” He turned on Pat, “I'll not hear any
. excuses, young man: You've gone too far. What you want

i¢ a good hiding and if I had a whip I'd ; nge 'it to you,
You can consider yourself dismissed.”-
Pat -went white, For the moinent he was too dumb-

',founded to reply Sonia was.near to famtmg She made
“another desperate attempt to calm her father down, but

Mr. Royale in a temper was never a man to be argued or

_ «reasoned with. He had taken it. for granted that Connel
" had behaved in:a familiar fashion unwelcome to his
. daughter and he passed sentence accordingly.

‘He pulled a case from his pocLet, extracted a roll of

notes and handed them to Pat. ' . ¥

. “You re dlsmlssed ‘from the ﬁrrn Connel. Thxs will

: pay your fare, ‘back to England "You can leave in the
- morning.”

© “I-sée,” said Pat slowly, "and mechamcally hxs fingers
closed round: the roll of notes. He felt’ ‘dazed, barely con-
scious that his world was crumblmg to rums around hzm

- Sonia began to cryhysterxcally

- “You can’t dismiss him . . ¥ tell you.I was to ‘blame as

“much as he was . ..Daddy.. hsten tome, .

- “Don’t talk rubbxsh -How -could you be as much 10
‘blame?” Mr, Royale thundered in upon her explananons.
“At any rate I won’t have him come with us oné inch
farther. He can go back to London and cool hxs heels
Come along in, Sonia.”

She was drawn into the hotel protestmg Pat IooLed

. after her, his eyes dark and \smouldermg In a way he

wished that at this particular j juncture of affairs they could
’ ) '









“And what are we going to do without a chauﬁeur?"
asked Jane, feeling suddenly cold and tired,
“God knows. It's spoilt the whole trip. But Im not‘
. going to have Connel with us. And I'd rather drive myself -
than engage one of these Spanish devils. Sonia’s been -
‘making all sorts of excuses for the fellow, but I'd rather
not hear them. If she did encourage such familiarity, she’s |
. adamned little fool and not what I always believed her to .
‘be. Personally I think she's just trying to excuse Connel
because she’s sorry for him. And I don’t care if he did lose
his head in the moonlight and that rubbish~chauffeurs
are not supposed to lose their heads! Pah!” -
. He walked away from his niece, wiping the moisture.
from his forehead with a large pocket handkerchief.
Jane went upstairs. She found her cousin in her bed-
roormn. Sonia had ceased weeping, With a sullen, tear-

sstained face she regarded Jane.
© “Well!” she said.
““Well,” said Jane, ‘T hope you're satxsﬁed "
" “If you're going to start lecturing me you can get out.”
“All right,” said Jane. “T1l get out,’ 7. and she moved

toward the communicating-door.
- Tears of self-pity sprang to Sonia’s eyes again. She

tushed after her cousin.
“No, don't go, stay and talk to me. Oh Janie darling,

‘Iwish I'd never been born.” |
Jane turned and gave hera long dlsdamful look.

A “My dear Sonia, I wonder how many' times you say
‘that, and yet you’re luckier than millions of women in
“this world.” o t

“Lucky!” repeated Sonia hysterxcally ‘and what sort. .

of break have I had recently?”
‘You ve always done what you wanted



“Well, I dldn t want thzs to happen,” éhe said, and'
-overed her face with her hands.

~ Jane felt suddenly cold. The whole affair was so ob-

noxious to her that she w15hed she could walk out of this .

1otel, become disembodied, and be wafted away some-

vhere into space up there with those large, clear stars. -

She was tired of loving hopelessly so much, giving so much

aind getting so little in return. Yet here was Sonia weeping x

noisily because she received everythmg and gave nothing
hat did not suit her.

“Why, why had Daddy got to come back’ ]ust at that,
moment?”. Sonia sobbed. “I didn’t even know he’ d gone
ut. I thought you were working.” ‘

“And what right had you to take I;at out. and let him -

cun such a risk? He’s lost his job—everything. And you're
upposed to love him;” . '
Sonia flung herself fdce downwards on her bed -8

~ “It’s all very well for you. You’re a strong fine character

nd I'm not, that’s‘all: You may ﬁnd it easy to be s0 noble,
but I don’t.” :

“Oh, Sonia,” said Jane.: “You Te S0 wrong, I’m not fine
and I'm not strong and I don’tfind it easy to be noble, but
[ think if I loved a manlike Pat Connel I'd try to con-
sider him as well as myself.” ‘

Soniaraised a disfigured face. ‘

“What can I do now?.I don’ t want Pat to go back to -

England. I want to 'go on seceing hun Oh, I'm so
mhappy!” - o .

“But where’s.it gomg to end? How can you go on like
his, Sonia? You can’t play with a man like Pat Connel
[ swear you can " S

And the old arguments and protests followed until -
ate that night. They left Jane miscrable, tormented with
ioubts and -fears for him. They left Soma with but one

.



CHAPTER TEN

Soxia rose early and went round to the garage before any-
body else was about. She found Pat standing by the car
dressed in tweeds instead of the accustomed uniform. He
looked pale and tired, as though he had not slept. But
when he saw her his face became transfigured. -

“Darling! I knew you’d come.”

She rushed into his arms. He gave a deep sigh and let
his cheek rest against her head. She was as brilliant and
beautiful as the sunlit Spanish morning; he thought, and

(the warmth of her in his embrace was thrilling and com-
“forting, L
“What an’ awful night I'’ve had!” she said. “I hardly
closed my eyes.” ‘
 “Same here, sweetheart. It was confounded bad luck
those two turning up when they did.” ' _ )

“It was my mistake. I thought Daddy was in the hotel.-
Inever dreamed he’d go out.”

“I told you when we were sitting in that café I was .
afraid we’d get found out sooner or later, Sonia. At‘ld 1
don’t-think I’d have minded if we could have explained

“the whole position. But it obviously wasn't the moment
to do s0.”

Sonia tightened her arms about him.

“You've never spoken a truer word, my
if we'd told Daddy last night that we were
each other, he'd have exploded. As it was,
tried to say that I'd led you om, he shut me up-

dear. 1 think

in love with
every time 1
At one



pomt he S'lld if it was true, 1 ought to be r.horoughly
ashamed of myself. e ‘

~ Pat released her. He'lit a cxgaxette and smoked it in -
,ﬂence for an mstance, his face hardenmg

“Whlch only shows that'I’'m not playmg falr " he said.
1 ought not to let'you carry on like this. The Chiefll
never consent to' our marriage and I'll never have the
rxght to ask: you toleave everything for me.” ,

- That wds a dlscussmn which Soma -wished to av01d~
The future did- not concern her so vastly as the present
In her- e}xc1table, feckless fashion she’ lived for the day..
She wanted Pat- now, and now she must have him. She
threw] herself back into his arms, IR

“You're wrong about ‘that. r m riot going to even allow
you to get 'qualms, ‘When' we get back to England Ican
manage Daddy~~talk him round. Only we can’t spring it
on him. It wants very careful slow marioeuvring. Last
night has proved: that But you can’t stop lovmg me .
you can’t. : ~

“ He kissed her passxonately on hps and throat. -

" “I know I can’t, my sweet. I Lnow it. But it’s all gone
wrong...and I don t quite see .

“We must Just go on lovmg each other! » shé broke in
breathlessly ‘Oh, darling, you can’t go back to England
[ shall loathe evéry- minute of the holxday without you.-
[t will be too dreary for words with Just Daddy and Jane

He looked at her intently. .

"Damng Sonia, do you really love me so much?"

. She dosed her eyes and swore that she dld \

R )] never leave you so long as you want me,” he added.
'But I've got the sack. 1 don t quzte see what next Im ‘
joing to do.”

She sighed. '

*“But what shall we do without }ou? Dadd}r s quxte a .
rood driver, but as you know, it was my uncle who's
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dead who designed the Victor, and Daddy knows nothing
about the mechanism of it. He doesn’t understand the
inside of the car like you. do, and if thmgs went wrong-
we’d be stranded.”

The thought of the Royales being stranded on some. -
lonely foreign road was not too good. Pat caressed the
fair silky head of his beloved and pictured a thousand -
awful things happening to her. It was typical of him when

" he said: -

“Then I shall not go back to London. I shall follow
you.” _ "

Sonia was thrilled.

“Darling, how can you?” ,

“Somhehow or other. I know the route you're taking.
I've studied it for hours. Somewhere in this city there must
be a British motor-bike, or an old car. I've got enough.

s, money to buy something that will go, and even if I can’t

"’, .eep up with the Victor, I can trail along and eventually
" catch up with you. The Chief needn’t Lnow I'll follow
and keep out of sight.”

“Pat, yon're marvellousl What a marvellous idea!”

""He kissed her on the lips.
" “There isn't anything I won't do for you.”

Sonia left that garage a good deal more contented than
when she had entered it. And Pat went forth into the -
town prepared to spend the money that had been given
him for his fare back to England on anything with two or
four wheels that would go. He could imagine Jane Daunt

scalling him a fool. No doubt he was one. But when a man

" was in love and his lady loved him, what wouldn’t he do
for her sake?

- Sonia said nothing to Jane when she returned to the
hotel. Jane questioned her about Pat and Sonia answered
guardedly:

“He hasn’t made any definite plans.”
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For ]ane, therefore the whole trip was spoﬂt once
hey moved away from Madrid and traversed the route
o Seville. For. Jane- the sun’ ceased’ to shine; the skies
vere no Jonger blue, and Spam became the dredriest place
n-the world. She sat alone in the back of the car and
ooked. wretchedly at Sonia and ler father, whose portly
1gure replaced the familiar handsome one of Connel in
1is olive-green uniform, -

' She wondered what on earth Pat meant to.do when he
rot back to London, and how he would get a job without
treference, for of course Uncle John would not give him
yne. All. Uncle John would say about Connel was that it
vas a catastrophe that he had ever’ taken the place of the
rustworthy Woodham.' ;

Every now and then Sonia tumed her head and 1ooked
behind her as though expectmg to see Pat following in
the’ dlst'mce Arid whenever Jane’ caught sight ‘of that
pretty, vivid- face, she. puizled over it.. She wonderel]
ust why Sonia. appeared so.full of suppressed excitement.
She ‘felt uneasy. She did not trust Sonia, and one nevex
:new what Pat Connel was going to donext.

“They drove’ without mishap for about one hundred
and. exghteen kllometres on the road to Seville. Some of
he scenery was unmspxred straight,. monotonous’ roads
flanked by brown, twisted cork trees and the’ dusty grey
of olives. But later they ‘came to a marvellous range of
mourntains, and thc sdver Rlver Tajo wmdmg through
he valleys. ' :

It was when they were chmbmg the Puerto de eravetg
that the Victor suddenly inisbehaved itself and the engine
spat and stopped dead. Mr. Royale. ‘put on all the braLe<
and drew the car in to the side of the road. © .

*Confound it! " he said.-

““What is t, Daddy?” asked Soma

"1 don t Lnow, but it's a ' damned nulsance stoppmg th



 this ]ust ona haxrpm bend and up thls damned moun- -
tain.”

The two girls descended from the car, and stretchedA

‘their limbs while Mr. Royale lifted the bonnet of the car.
The sun was setting. The view. down the mountain-side
and into the valley was dazzling and splendid. But it was
Spain at her most rugged and lonely, and not at all the

- right place for a breakdown. -

. Sonia and Jane exchanged glances. *

. “I knew this would happen the moment Daddy tooL

over the wheel,” Sonia said in a low voice,

“Itll be fine if we get left here for the night,” said Jane
_drily.

Sonia looked anxiously down the steep road up which
they had been climbing.

For the first time she began to feel nervous and stramed
- She wondered whether Pat was, indeed, following and

3 ‘would eventually reach them. Perhaps he hadn’t been
" able to procure a vehicle. Perhaps he hadn’t meant to
come. It had been a crazy idea, anyhow.

Mr. Royale was fuming and swearing,.

“I can't see what’s wrong. Must be autovac trouble, I
“think. The petrol’s not getting through.”

Jane went to his side.

“I'm a good secretary, Uncle John, but I don’t know
anything about motor-cars, unfortunately. Can’t we stop
somebody?”

“But we don't speak Spanish, my dear girl.”

- “We might find somebody who understands English.”

" “And we might not! Be damned to that fellow Connel
for his behaviour. He's got us into this mess.”

Sonia stood by with downcast eyes and said nothing.
Jane thought:

“If only Pat were here!”

A motor-bus came along. The driver was Snanich and
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all the people in it were of Spain. They stopped when they
‘saw thé‘big grey car and the trio of English tourists. They
-~ gathered round in their friendly fashion, babbled, gesti-
culated, understood nothing that Mr. Royale tried to say
to them, and in the end climbed back into- Lhe1r bus and
‘ departed shruggmg their shoulders:
© Mr. Royale mopped his forehead, scarlet and furious.
“You oughtn’t to have sacked Connel, Daddy,” Sonia
- said in a sweet, faintly malicious voice.
" “Don’t talk rubbxsh' ” he snapped. “After what he dld,
how could I poss1bly have kept him?”

‘Sonia bit her red lips and said nothmg

The sun was rapidly disappearing behind the moun-
tams In another half- hour the heat of the day would be

| gone and the suddenchill of the spring night would des-

.cend upon them. The prospect of being hung up for

“~hours and hours without much food, on the Puerto de e
ke avete was not to be relished by any of them.

And then came a sound for which Sonia had been hsten—
ing and - hoping all day. The honk-honk-honk of a British
horn and a quick dlug-cllug-éhug that could belong to
nothing but a motor-bike. Eagerly she looked down-the
road. And yes, into view came a man on a. motor-cycle
leavmg a trail of white dust behind him. Sonia knew,
long before the features of the rider were dlscermble that

. it was Pat.

Mr. Royale also watched the approachmg vehlcle He

said:

“The first motor—bee T've seen in Spam It must be
an Englishman.” . : :
Jane, her heart leapmg, recogmsed the ridet in spite

of a strange check-cap, obwously of Spanish make, and a
Ppair of goggles.

“It's Pat Connell” she said 1mpuls1ve1y
26
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“Connell” rcpeatcd Mr, Roy,ﬂc, @ fter whiny hr I
mained speechless. ‘

Thus Pat came back into his own, Fie Tl Ehy tis snesngie
=xpected to overtake the Victor, Tt then he biad
expected anything so lucky to befall it 56 4 breal drimi
of the Victor. He had heen frankly dubions shont {he
whole situation when he had first Yeft Madsid nn tits die -
reputable old Sunbeam, which e Yind found for sale b,
an English garage. A little Lmiffrrfr.;; 2nidd it haeb-bean s,
roadworthy, but how long it wowld ransin w) b taged
not think.

Without wondering vzt s67t of recestinn b vy gring
to get from the Chiel, he pulied tha rraenel,lve s b,
the Victor, stepped from ir. 20G SELGNE (L 20 i,
His first glance was for Soniz, the nevs o f. s, $555 0y
twinkled at her. She fi u*".:rf RN RAZALY 200 Gtna
awav. Pat saluted Mr. p’)-'d. =,

- “Can I be of any anhizne, 5007 fg 23vad it e
utmos: formelity,
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“After ivhai he did—~" began Mr. Royzﬂe. .
“I keep telling you,” she interrupted, “it was as muck
my fault as Connel’s. And he was dreadfully sorry the

. next morning—weren’t you, Connel?”

“Terribly, sir,” said Pat seriously. “Even if you chuck

" me out at the next town, I hope you’ll let me help you

now.”

Mr. Royﬂe was txred womed and longmg fora drlnL
Against all his principles he caved in weakly. And he was
a good deal more relieved than he intended to, show; that

- the young puppy had had the audacity to follow them like

this.
“Oh, very well,” he sald “Get on. with it, Connel and

.-see what's the matter.”

Jane caught Pat’s gaze. agam Those .vivid ‘blue eyes

-~ of his were wickedly triumphant. He actually winked -at

her before he moved to the side of theé Victor and begén
’an examination of the engine. Jane pursed her lips.

. “So this is what they arranged,” she thought. “And this’

. why Sonia kept looking over her shoulder. She expected

~himti”

She refused to confess even to- herself that she was
thoroughly glad to see Pat again. Her pleasure would soon

- have evaporated before- that look on Sonia’s face. She

had got what. she wanted and was ill-disguising her feel-

.ings. Jane turned away from the pair of them feeling ab-

solutely defeated. It was all such madness: Last night’s

disaster- had .not taught them a lesson. Other .disasters
would follow—she knew it. .

Mr. Royale took his daughter’s arm and walked her
firmly down the road.

“I'm feeling stiff and a few steps will do us both good
my dear,” he said. “Come along.”

Sonia.could not refuse, She knew perfectly well that her
father was gomg to Leep her well away from Connel even -
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if he remained with them. But remain he must. She
wheedled Mr. Royalein her most beguiling fashion.

“You must let Connel take us on to.Seville, ‘or even

farther. Dismissing him that way was a mistake, Daddy.”

“No mistake at alll” ‘exploded Mr. Royale. “I can't
have the man-who acts as my chauffeur kissing my daugh—
ter in that familiar fashion . .. good heavens, what next?
I don’t care if the fellow is as well educated as we are.”

“Spanish moons are very glamorous, Daddy,” said Sonia.
in_her silkiest voice, and rubbed her beautiful head
against his shoulder. “And I'm 5o attractive, aren’t I?”

“Attractivel” echoed Mr. Royale with a snort. “L thml\
you 're a- baggage .

*“What a lovely Victorian word, Daddy! 7 .

“But seriously, Sonia, you don’t want me to believe that
¥ ou’re on such terms with young Connel, do you?”

‘She bit her lip and crimsoned.

“I don’t know what you mean by ‘on such terms,” but -
he’s a very nice young man, isn’t he? You've always saxd
s0.”

Mr. Royale became suddenly profoundly shocked and
worried. -

“Sonia, you’re not suggesting . ..”

“Oh, Daddy, you're taking it all too solemnly,” she
broke in, terrified to pursue the conversation.

“My darling little girl,” he said, “you're all I have.
All T've had since your mother died. I've always wanted
you to be happy, but at the same time, when you get
married I want it to be to a man worthy of you. You have
'so much to offer . . . your beauty, your -youth, my money
when I'm gone. You could marry anybody. But it must
be Somebody with a capital S.”

She remained silent. Her heart was sinking very low.
Pat Connel was not, in Mr. Royale’s estimation, Some-
body with a capital S. And as for Maurice, God . . . this
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discussion had only made her all the more aware that she
dared not tell him the truth, - ‘ o
“Why dlscuss my mairiage? It has nothmg to do with
Connel,” she said as lightly as possible. “Take my advice,
and forget that. stupld incident last night, and take Connel
onagain, We'll never manage to drive through. Morocco
without him. Give him another chance.”
“Then for heaven’s sake, Soma, be more decorous and
see that Connel keeps his place ‘ '
Whﬂe this argument was in progress, Jane stood watch—
ing Pat, who by now had the carburettor in pieces.
 “Well,” she . said, “I suppose you think you ve‘ ‘been
very clever.” .
He dlanced up ‘at her. , :
“Don’t be cross with me, little ]ane Daunt. You were
‘so very furious last mght -
“T am—still.””
. “Because I followed?” :
-7 "!Oh, because of so many thmgsl” she sald in a voice
‘of exasperatlon ‘ ' :
'+ “You'don’t like me any more, do you?'"’
,Jane’s dark ,eyes turned to the scarlet glow of the sun
- behind thie sombre Spamsh mountains. She felt suddenly
cold and tired and annoyed with herself because she knew
that she was glad, so much too glad to see.this handsome
1mpetuous -young man who was unconscm‘uslyr drawmg
ruin down upon himself.
If only she could have said-to him: :
. “Follow us, do what you like, only don’t pin your faith
on Sonia or you will be hurt!” -
But she could say nothing. So Pat took it for granted
that he had lost some of that friendship which she had
always given him in London. He was soITY because he

admired Jane Daunt. He even had a curious kind of
, aﬁectlon for her.
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He returned to his work. .

“I had the hell’s own journey pursuing you,” he siic.
“And I didn’t dare stop for a meal in case I should reves
catch you up. But a motor-bike in' the hot sunshine
dust after the comfort of the Victor . .. ye gods... Xt
you imagine it?”

She could, and she suddenly noticed thh h

_livid with fatigue and streaked with grime

was drenched with perspiration.

“Look here,” she said, “You're all in. Take & =iz
rest and I'll give you a sip of tea from mv fask.”

He wiped his forehead and grinned at her.




wxped his face, then hfted a cup of tea to his hps He
drank thlrsuly <
“That's". , . grand! o
Sonia, fnghtened at what she saw,’ rushed up
. “Oh...areyouill?” - -
.- Jane 1mmed1ate1y moved away’ from Pat. and made
furious 51gns to Sonia to be quiet.  ° «
- “Ssh. . little 1d10t - do you want to give everythmg
away?" : :
‘Sonia put a hand to her mouth and stood still. Ant
now Pat’s bloodshot eyes turned to her. She looked st
‘beantiful standing there in the light of the setting sur
that his heart seemed to melt ‘at the sight of her, an
his droopmg spirits revwed Jane ceased to exist for, him
‘But it'was Jane who Came back with more food and mad
him eat.
Mr. Royale looLed on a trifle dublously ‘
“Damn silly business doing all those miles on a motor
. cycle,” he said. “Wonder you didn’t kill yourself.” -
* “I nearly did, sir,” said Pat and stood up, feeling bette
after his Tefreshment.- : .
. Sonia gripped her father’s arm:
“Go on, Daddy,” she whlspered “TaLe hlm back Yo
said you would.” .
Mr. Royale, still under 1ns daughter s mﬁuence, there
-izpon somewhat pompously announced words of pardor
“You behaved badly last night, Connel, but on cor
dition you keep in the position you took with us when yo
came in Woodham’s shoes you may continue with us
Morocco,” he said. :
Pat, exulting, saluted stifly, . .- L .
. “Thank you very much indeed, sir.”” .
" Jane climbed back mto the car {eehng helpless an
hopeless.
Mr. Royale, however, saw to 1t that ‘Sonia sat in th
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hour of takmg the incessant notes from her uncle. She
felt solitary. She wanted to be alone. At the other end of
the deck she ¢ould discern Pat’s uniformed ﬁgure

She felt a sudden loathing of the whole 51tuatxon, and
a curious growing distaste at the prospect of the wecks
ahead of her in Morocco. Yet it was all wonderful. Every
thing around her was new and wonderful, full of vivid
colour and romance. More than anything on earth she
wanted to be with Pat Connel, and equally, under these*
circumstances, preferred not to. be. She was so utterly Te-
moved from him.

They were passing so close to the coast that she could
see the little Spanish farms nesthng against the hillsides.
The sea was blue-green, shlmmermg in the sunlight. Soon
they were to leave Tarifa, the last port of Spam, behind
them, and come to North Afrlca, where the rising moun-
tains Jooked dark and sinister agamst a sLy of purest
blue: : S : : A

The wind blew fresher and colder and now the moun-
tains rose so high that the peaks were wreathed in the
curling vapours. Over those mountains lay Tetuan and
Pogador to which they. would be joumeymg by car to-
MOorrow. - :

Jane’s gaze turned from- the scenery toward Pat. He, |
too, was leaning over the rails staring beyond him, a cigar-’
ette in the corner of his mouth. She wonderéd if he was,
enjoying-it as much as she. She would like t6 have gone
 to his side and talked t6 him. But she stayed where she
was with that curious depression welghmg down’ her‘
heart.

Then suddenly even her en_]oyment in the scenery was
‘taLen from her and her peace rudely shattered. She saw.
Sonia coming quickly toward her. Sonia with a chalk-
white face and fear staring from her eyes.

“My dear, what on earth has happened?” . -
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Sonia clutched her arm. Her teeth were chattermg
“Jane! Jane, somethmg awfull”
“What?” -

Jane had to put an arm around her because the g1r1
was swaying, all her beauty wiped out by a ghastly look

-of terror. She had never seen Sonia look 1ike that before.

“Tell me what's happened, ‘quxckly ‘

'Sonia found her voice.

“Maurice,” she said. “Maurice. .

The colour rushed to Jane’s cheeks

“Mauricel Do you mean he’s here, that you 've seen

him?” ‘

“Yes. And he’s seen me. Look . . . I've just rushed away

from Daddy to you...look!” '

Jane looked. And her own heart seemed to stand still.
She saw a slightly .built man who wore a black beret,
Erench fashion, on the side of a fair head. The slim
ﬁgure, just a shade too debonair, in a pin-striped suit
and light check travelling coat, was all too familiar to
Jane. It was Maurice Gardener, all right. Sonia’s husband.
Jane stared at him stupefied.

“What.in the name of heaven is he doing here? Is he
alone? Have you seen anyone with him?”’

“No, he seems to be quite alone,” said Sonia in a trembl-
ing voice. “Oh, my God, I suppose he’s travelling, like we-
are, but why he should have chosen to come to Tangier
at the same time as ourselves and be on our boat, I can’t

| 1magme1 It’s just a coincidence and the most appalling
Fpiece of bad luck for me!”

“Pull yourself together, and leave things to me,” Jane
said in her decisive manner.

“But what are we going to do?” wailed Sonia.

“Let me talk to him,” said Jane.

But there was no chance for her to sayv‘anyﬂlh}?—»‘fg .
Maurice Gardener alone. At that precise moment
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see.

 turned and strolled along the deck to the two girls. Sonia
was clinging on to Jane’s arm in abject fear. The man'’s
+ gaze fell upon them. His slightly bored expression altered
.to-one of extreme interest and astonishment. The next
minute he was there before them, sweeping off his beéret
with exaggerated courtesy.
~ “Hey! Ofall the astomshmg things. Sonial And Cousm
,j]ane' "
Sonia was mcapable of answering. It seemed hard to her
" now to believe that she had ever fallen in love with
Maurice. Much harder to credit that she had been fool
.enough to marry him. He was good- lookmg, yes. He had a
gay, pleasant voice with the slightest foreign inflection
And she could remember that he had always made love
“divinely. But’ that she should have married him . .
‘heavens! '
. Jane did not lose her head. She sald
“Well, Maunce, you are the last person we expected tc
“The world is full of lovely surprlses,” he said, anc
added with a swift look of appreciation at the beautifu
soignée figure of.his wxfe -+« “And Sonia is surely the
loveliest surprise of all.”
Sonia remained mute. Said Jane drily:
. “Don’t let’s waste time exchanging comphments Ar
you staying in Tangier?” :
. He replaced his beret. His white teeth flashed in‘a smile
““Surely! 'm on a little health trip. I've had a sever
~ chill which almost turned to pneumonia, and in Pari
the winds have been cold. My doctor ordered sunlight
and in Morocco I hope to find it. But I hope to find some
thmg even more delightful now that I've met you.”
“What do you want, Maurice?” Sonia suddenly aske
‘ina sharp frightened voice.
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“It would take far too long for me to, tell you that in
detail,” he smiled. .

Sonia drew a sharp breath and looked in. the direction’
of the glass loggia. Her father was still sitting there
placidly smoking his cigar. But the sxght of him struck.
fresh fear in.her heart.

“Is it more money you want? she whlspered

"“Sonia, leave it to me,” said Jane. “Maurice has had

‘# quite enough out of you. Why don’t you go back to Uncle
John and let me deal with this?”
Then Maurice coolly put his arm through Soma s He
' smiled at Jane, but the smile was defiant. ‘

“Pm not so sure that I wish to be dealt with by you,
little Cousin Jane. You interfered in Paris and broke
things up between Soma and me, and I'd rather not be

. interfered with any more.’

]ane flushed.

K “You wonder that I interfere? Did you expect me to go
back to London and leave Sonia with you, after what
- she found out?”

Sonia Iooked round her wildly.

* “Oh, be quiet, both of you. Somebody will hear!”

Maurice patted her hand.

“Nobody’s going to hear, my dear. And don’t be so
foolish. I won’t give you away if that’s what you are’
afraid of, Nothing would give me greater pleasure than

- to announce to the whole boat that you are Mrs. Maurice
. Gardener. You are so chic—so good-looking. I always did
gthink you were one of the loveliest girls I ever met.
" However ., .”

““You really mean you won’t give me away?” she said
hysterically. -

“Not for the moment, anyhow.”

“Then it is more money you want!”

"My dear child, I admit that one has to live,” he



drawled. “What you have’ been senchng me. lately hasn t

"been altogether adequate And you know I'lost my ]obt
“at Christmas. I have been spending capital. If it hadn’t
" been for your. .. . shall we put it as kindness . I’d have

‘had a bad time. Still, the old firm’s taken me back now

. So'I’m not so hard hit. As a matter of fact I was going tol

‘wnte to you, Sonia, and ask you to, meet me and talk
't.hlngs over.”

-She, snatched her hand away “from hlS She was_ calmer‘f*

'now. Full of distaste she regarded him.

“What is. there to, talk ‘about?. Unless you're willing to

‘set me free . . . let me divorce you. You refused to do so

in Paris. You sald you’d given up that other girl and that

T couldnt find: any evidence against you.. That’s why

things have ‘remained as they are. And of course I know’

.perfectly well why. You prefer to Leep me tied to you

Lnowmg that.I shall néver dare tell my father, and to,

‘get- as much money out of me as you canl Oh, I desplsej
you..L 17

. She broke off, pantmg « ,
- “Sonia. dear, don’t get all worked up agam, ’ said ]ane
“Much better'to keep calm about it.”
Maurice extracted a cigarette from a pacLet and lit it. -
“Can’t we dlspense with the duenna?” he said. “I think
it would be tactful if she left husband and w1fe to have a
word together, alone.”
Sonia turned pale at the words. But she sa1d
" “‘Oh, all right. If you want to see me alone perhaps y

- it is better, Jane.”

Jane shrugged her shoulders She. was qulte smk and
tired of dragging Sonia out of difficulties.. She had. no
desire whatsoever to remain. But she wondered what was

~ at the back of Maurice Gardener’s brain, -

- She could see Pat, still leaning up agairist the rails, en--
T ¢8 - ' '



joying the stern beauty of the mountains outlined against
the gentian sky. Poor Pat! What disillusionment lay in
‘store for him! Jane wondered what he would say if he
knew that his idolised and idealiséd Sonia was now in
conversation with her husband.

Sonia, in a panic, drew Maurice away to the farthest
end of the boat, where she hoped she could not be seen

. by father or lover. .
¥ “Now, for God’s sake tell me what you want, Maurice,”
she said.

“Who are you so nervous of? The old man...?”

She bit her lip. Maurice gave a low amused laugh.

“Don’t tell me you’ve fallen for somebody else.”

" “You wouldn’t have a right to criticize me if I have.”

“Tut, tut, cherie, a husband’s rights. .

The French word of endearment brought the colour
blazmg to her cheeks. He had always called her cherie.
“Once she had thought it so sweet a word! How dead

. indeed is a dead love!

“You have no rights over me,” she said. “And any-

how, even if you have, you swore you'd leave me alone as
* long as you got the money.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“This is all so crude! Let us be a little more delicate
about it. Whether you believe me or not, I am not quite

_ the mercenary fellow vou think. I am human—with
~ human impulses. Once I was very much in love . ,.”

. “With my money!” she cut in. “And my posmon as
]ohn Royale’s daughter

“I don’t agree.”

“I saw it in black and white ir that letter to Col&cf'
You told her that you loxcd her and that you maz'iffv ==
entirely for my money.”

“It wasn’t altogether true, Sonia. I swear it 0
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a httle devd w1th a ﬁendxsh temper and I had to con-
_ ciliate her somehow.”

“That’s a lie. And anyhow I don't see the use’of rakmg

up the past. Things were said which you can 't-deny and I
- told you I'd never wﬂlmgly see you' againi” -

He looked down at her. He had half forgotten that
-gold-and-white loveliness of hers. Perhaps ‘in the first
place he had never really loved her. He was a born gam-
‘bler, and it was'a gambler’s instinct which had made hllIl.{
elope with John Royale’s daughter. He had made a muck
‘of it. He had made a muck of that Golette business.. But
now he was not sure that he wouldn’ t like to settle down
and be a good husband to lovely Sonia.

“Listen, cherie,” he said. “Don’t be so bitter agamst
me. Perhaps we both of us made mistakes, but it is never
too late to mend.” - :

“My dear Maurlce, 1f you aré trym gto effect a touchmg :
rEConc;hatxon, you are malqng the biggest Imstake of yow..
life” -

. “Then you are in love with somebody else," he said.

‘She thought. of Pat ‘And suddenly she said between her
teeth:, : , :

“Yes, I am. What of 1t?" ,

" *“Oh, come!” he said, smiling, “I can’ t allow infidelity, -
it would be too heart-breaking!” '
© “For God’s sike stop bemg ﬂlppant and telI me what
you want.” Y

“That touchmg reconczhatlon which you speak of " he
said-coolly. © - . S

She stared at him in blank dlsmay IF he had wanted."
money she might have got some Tmore for him, But he

wanted ker, that was very different.

" “T really can’t bear to see you look so unhappy," he
added. “So don’t let’s talk about it any more. Where are
you staymg in Tangier?”

‘,',
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“El Mmza,” she said hopelessly.
“I, also.”
“You’re going to follow me?” :
“Not at all. It is where I intended to stay. You will see -
my luggage is labelled. And you need not be afraid that.
I shall give away anything. If you are nice to me, I won’t
~for the moment, anyhow.”
That sounded sinister to her. She sazd
¢  “Daddy knows you well enough, and he’s bound to
think it most peculiar, you being on the scene.”

“My dear child, that's absurd. I've just as much right
to stay at El Minza as you and your father. Now don't
worry. I haven’t the slightest desire to do you any harm,
so take that frightened look off your lovely face. And here
comes-Cousin Jane in hot pursuit of us. So perhaps you'd
better run along. We'll have a word to-night in the hotel.”

Sonia turned away. She realised that there was nothing .

niurther to say at the moment. But her spirits were very
* Jow when she joined her cousin. -

Sonia repeated the conversation.

“It’s simply frightful,” she said. “There is no ques-
tion of us being reconciled. I hate him, and I love Pat.
Jane, Jane, it’s such a mess . . . and I don’t know what to
do.” .

Jane had little advice to offer. It was useless going over
all the old ground. Useless pleading with Sonia to tell her
father the truth and to give Pat a square deal. But if
Maurice Gardener was to stay at their hotel and was going

. t0 assert himself, there was nothing so far as Jane could
~ see to avert calamity.



CHAPTER TWELVE

In the Moorish court of the Hotel El Mmza, ]ane sat
alone smoking a cigarette and thinking about bed. She
was tired after the day's journey and the strong sea air
made her sleepy. <

She decided regretfully that it would be a waste of
time to go to bed and sleep, and waste of a glorious night.
She had thought that nothing could be lovelier than the
nights in Spain. But Morocco was unimaginably lovely.
The whole place was like a tale from the Arabian Nights.
Tangier, a fairy city with its white walls and slits of win-
dows, its slender towers and minarets flooded in a splen-
dour of moonlight. :

Beauty and romance walked hand in hand in thxs placc,n
and all that was romantic awoke in Jane’s heart to-night. .
She was not ashamed of her emotions. She was as frank
with herself as with others. She knew that she was tired
of being practical and calm and efficient; tired of helping

‘Sonia out of troubles and of typewriting Uncle John's
- dull notes. She wanted love and a lover . .. the lover. That
meant, of course, that she wanted Pat. '

Much as she appreciated this journey and, in particular
this enchanting Morocco, she really dreaded the rest of
the trip. It wasn’t easy to be so near Pat day by day and

.to watch him wasting his time and affections on Sonia”

It was an acute irritation. Deeper than that, it was sheer
pain.

What a‘day it had beenl ‘
Uncle ]ohn had disliked the arrival at T’mgxer, the
hldcous upheaval on the quay, with masses of Arabs
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swarming, screaming, Josthng There had been feverlsh
~scenes in the custom house, lengthy examinations of the -
‘car, of the luggage; all the paraphernalia which wasted
over an hour before the gates of Morocco were flung open
to receive the battered travellers and their even more
battered possessions. ' :

It had amused Jane, but Uncle John preferred some-
thing more British and orderly. Pat had been a great help
with his knowledge of Spanish. But Pat was not himself,
He was depressed because he-had not seen Sonia alone
for a long while. And Sonia-was even more depressed
with the shadow of Maurice Gardener in the background.

Of course Maurice had to come face to face with the
Royale party sooner or later and they met him in the
lounge just before dinner. He passed by without any more
recognition than a faint smile and nod at Sonia. .

Where Sonia was just now Jane had no idea. She pre-
'sumed the foolish girl was indulging in one of her danger-
ous assignations with Pat.

She soon discovered that she was wrong on that score,
for Pat himself made an appearance in the Moorish court,
Pat in grey flannels looking worried and unhappy and
obviously searching for somebody. Jane watched him make
a nervous investigation of the various tables in and out
the arches, then she called in a low voice:

“Pat!”

He hurried toward her. He seemed glad to sec her.

“Hullo, Jane. Where’s Soniar”

She did not answer for a moment. But she thought with
some bitterness what a little fool she was to have sat here
in a state of romantic glamour thinking about this man
whose first words to her were of desire for another woman.

“Where is Sonia?" he repeated.

“I don’t know. I imagined she was with you.”
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' "And where 5 the ChlefP Dare. I stay and yarn w1th you
‘fora second?” R
" “If you want to. Undle John s gone to bed ”
- Pat-balanced ‘himself. on the. arm of a -basket-chair,
hands thrust in his pockets; handsome face moody.
* " “I haven’t had a chance to say a word to Soma all day.”
- “Just as well.” IR :
~“You-would say that of course You don t reahse how
" muchwe love each other.” L :
“Irealise qulte how much you love herl "
Pat § ‘chin shot up.. ' ’
" “Are’ 'you suggestmg that she doesnt love me. just as
‘much?” : ‘
- Jane flung '1way her c1garette
~ “My dear Pat, I don’t want to suggest anythmg Idon’t
'really'want to talk about it at all.”? ~
" “Sorry 1f it bores you,” he said huffily. ,
- He was so like a spoxled little boy, she longed to put«
- her, arms- around him in that moment and draw. that
7 attractive head close to her breast and tell him what a
darling fool he ‘was and how much she adored ‘him. In-
stead of which, she said: L
“Well, it isa bit bormg after a tune. T've had it the
whole trip.” .~ -
. His expression changed He. smxled at her thtle ]ane
was looking rather nice to-night, he thought in her thin
chiffon dress of palest yellow, with. a black embroidered
.. Spanish shawl over one shoulder. 1t made her face look
piquant and vivid. She was utterly different to Sonla, and
~ Pat’s head was usually much too full of Sonia to think
about Jane's physical attractzons But to-mght suddenly
he noticed them. He said: -
‘ “1 daresay it bores you to death, ]ane And you’ve been
_.damn good to both of us. Don’t let’s discuss her or my-
self. After all it’s my own tangle and I've got to unwind



it as best I can. Only I assure you she does love me, and
that she wants just as much as I do for us to get married
quickly,”

Jane felt suddenly stubborn. She wasn’t going to answer
that indirect ¢hallenge and she wasn’t going to put her-
self out to encourage him or allay his doubts and fears,
He oftered her a dgarette and she took it. A~ he lit 1t his
hand touched hers and sent the blood racing thireugh her
body.

“How calm and poised vou are, Ltk T Daunto 1
don't think I huve ever met a wornan ~o e busde”

Jane gave a quick, nervous Yanch,

“Quite of e Y shereneated 0 0 : R



Imstresses these days are most attractlve And anyhow r m .
not charmmg

 “Well, I think" you' ve been ternbly so—-to both Soma

jvand myself o 4

Jane grit her teeth Of course, Soma must come into-
‘this! - ,

“Well 1 haven t felt charmmg,” she sald “It’s, all upset
me a lot.” ’
'Now we are getting away from the sub]ect -of you

“Why not?” -

. “ILwant to talk about you.” :
. “Believe me, I'm a very dull subject.” -
“Sure and you're not!”'drawled Pat’s beguxhng voice,

“and it made her feel suddenly helpless powerless to put
up too much of a fight against him in her heart, however

.much she fought against him on the surface. There were
just times like these when she pitied Soma from the bot-

‘tom of her heart. It couldn’t be easy for Sonia to relm\'.
quish Pat as a lover. - , -

. “MayX ]ust ask you one tbmg?” Pat went on.’

. “What?”

“Have you ever been in love?" :

. -She tightened up. She dared not look in his dlrectlon
Pitching her half—smoked cigarette mto the darkness, she,
stared after it.

‘ " *You don’t think that ] lmpertment of me, do you?"
-added Pat in an apologetic voice., :

Answermg him, she mmaged to make her voice sound
casual. .

“Not at all, but why does it mterest you?” : !

-He sighed. ,

“I was just wondermg whether you knew how these
thmgs affect one .'. . I mean, really being in love does just
eatoneup...I wondered if you realised what it can be
like.”- ~
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She was silent an instant. She who knew so well that
love could become an obsession. Sometimes it seemed to
her that she was, indeed, bemg eaten up with love for -
Pat. '

“That makes love sound a destructlve thmg," at length‘
she said. “It shouldn’t destroy .. . it should inspire and

enrich . . .” she broke off abruptly. It was almost more
than she could bear to sit here discussing love with Pat.

But he seemed enthusiastic to continue.

“Sure, and that’s true, Jane. I agree with you. And I
think that love is the greatest of all inspirations. But one
can be consumed by it.” '

“One shouldn’t allow oneself to be.”

“There speaks the practical little Jane. No, I don't
think that you have been inlove.”

She rose with an abrupt movement. Her shawl slid
.from her shoulder and trailed on the ground. Pat picked
‘it up and placed it round her shoulders. -

“You're not cold, are you? Why, you're shivering.”

She wondered if he could be more maddening. And
how dared he take it for granted that she had not been in
‘love just because she was more in control of herself than
he was, perhaps, and certainly more so than Sonia?

She came to the conclusion that if life had horrid little
punishments in store for people who gave vent to their
feelings, it imposed equal penalties on those who held
themselves in check.

“I’'m going in,” she said. “I think I am a bit chilly.”

“I'm sorry,” he said, and meant it.

He would have liked to stay talking to Jane. She was 2
queer, reserved little thing, but he had a profound ad-
miration for her. He knew that Sonia had also. A pity
that Jane did not understand much about the “grand
passion.” He felt that it would soften and improve her.
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: ~lShe was dlstmctly attractlve ph'y’sit'::illy He had thought,

. when he had looked down at:her just now, what mar-

NPV

. tvellous eyes she had.. wxde-set brown, Velvet) She was
~ not all hard, this little ]a.ne!

Suddenl§ Pat sald : : (
“Listen! Isn't that Sonms voxce? Is it herself thats ’

,commg? Ought Ttobolt...I mean do you thmk the
Chief will be with her?”

“No. Uncle John went to bed an hour ago.”
They ‘stood 'still together, side by side, half h1dden by

" one of the white arches. Commg through the court to-
Coward’ them was Sonia 'and a man. in evenmg clothes. To

Pat he was a stranger. But Jane recognised that debonair
figure and her-heart gave a horrid little twist. Maurice!

" What on earth was Sonia doing with him? They had ..

‘barely acknowledged each other just | before ‘dinner. But
Jane knew that Maurice Gardener was not to be-trusted,
She had. wondered ever since they had met on the boat%:

= what-game he ivas up to now. Sonia had thought that he

was trying to get her, back. It looked like.it. Jane felt sud-
denly nervous! It would not do for Pat to meet Maurice.

~The fat would be'in the fire, She touched Pat s arm..

“I'shouldn’t stay if I were you

~ But Pat’s blue eyes were gazmg in Somas dlrectlon
He had never seen her look more lovely than to-night in

" that black lace dinner dress which made her skin appear

dazzling white. Her halr was silver fair,"and she had put

© a red flower behind her ear as-she. had learned to do in

~ Spain. Hls whole heart séemed to grow molten with loves:

for her. He felt that he must see her to say good night, to
hold her in his arms before he. turned in for the mght.
“Wait a second, Jane,” he said. :

Jane opened her lips to speak, then shut them again.

-She did not like the situation, but after all it was not her
© business.' And why should she bother to drag Pat away.



from danger. He had been rushing into it from the first .
moment. that he had declared his love for Sonia. It- was
his own funeral, .

Sonija and Maurice had _come to a ~standstill between
the arches at right angles to Jane and Pat. It was obvious
that Sonia had not séen them. She was talking very
earnestly to Maurice and, although they could not hear
what she said, her voice sounded urgent and shghtly on
the hystemcal note.

" Decidedly ill-at-ease, Jane glanced at Pat. 1{15 brows
were knit.

“Who’'s that fellow with Sonia?™"

Jane made no reply. : ~

I know,” added Pat. “I noticed him on the boat com-
ing over. He was wearing a beret. He isn’t English, is he?”

Jane maintained silence. She felt quite powerless to
answer any questions about Maurice Gardener. But there
“2ame across her in that instant a fateful sensation that
this was a moment of crisis . . . a big crucial moment in
all their lives. ‘

Sonia, still unaware that she was being observed by her
lover and her cousin, continued to argue with the man
“who was her husband.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

¢4THE whole evening had seemed to Sonia one long argu-
ment, Whilst dressing for dinner she had argued with
Jane, who had started all that old business about her
making a clean breast of things to her father, instead of
continuing a lot of lies and deception. Sonia had refused.
During dinner Mr. Royale, noticing Maurice Gardener
at a table not far from them, had expressed his contempt



of mén of Maurice’s type and of all spongers, finishing up
with an onslaught against any-young man who failed fo
" get a job and hold it, and ‘'who tooL money from women.
He had no use for them. . | L

- Jane, of course, had agreed. She, herself was mdepen—
dent by nature and hated. being: beholden to anybody
unless she gave something in exchange.

But Soma, out of sheer perversity, argued in the oppo- .
site dlrecnon She had every excuse for a poor fellow who'™*
couldn’t get work or hadn’t a penny, she declared. And
why shouldn’t he “accept help or charity from those who
could afford to give it? Where was the disgrace? Of course
‘2 Hot argument ensued, and Mr. Royale made it quite
dleat that if ever a young gentleman of that type came
after his daughter, he would be sent flying.

After dinner Sonja managed to whisper in Jane’s ear:
“There! You see how impossible it would be for m
to tell Daddy the truth about Maunce, Or even about PatR

‘bemg in love with me,”

But Jane had no sympathy She answered:

. “You may be 4 coward about Maurxce, but that doesn’t
excuse you for being cowardly about a man you are sup-
posed to love.” o

Altogether a wretched evening for Sonia, and worse was
to follow when, instead of being able to slip off and meet
1er lover, she was waylaid by Maurice, who insisted upon
1aving a long discussion with her. Then followed the
ongest and fiercest of the arguments. e

At the end of an hour of reproaches; bitterness, pIead-

1gs, protests, nothing had been settled between them.
ut the very fact that Sonia seemed disinclined to renew
1 old affections and bonds seemed to inflame Maurice
' quite a sincere passion for her. A passion, however,
hich frightened far more than it flattered Sonia.”
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. They had come finally to the Moorzsh court; Maurxce
 still begging her to reconsider her decisions; Sonia im-
.. ploring him to go away and leave her alone., ; ,

“I'll try and get you more money,” she was saying now,
raising a pale, dxstraught face to, his, * Only go away, go
away, do!”

- He made an expresswe forelgn gesture w1th both hands.

“Cherie, you can’t dislike me as much as thlS Don tyou

" remember our first wonderful night in Paris. . '
~ "And that third wonderful night when I found out
what you really were!” she broke in hysterically.

“Couldn’t you believe that I am sorry and let us begin
again? I have a job, and if you care to live on what I

“"earn, you need not trouble cher Papa at all.”
“Don’t you understand that I haven’t the slightest wish
" to live with you again?”
.. “So! You must be very much in love with this other
.fnan. Who is he?”

“That’s my affair.”

“Mine also, surely.”

“I refuse .to stay here talking to you ' she said, and
turned to leave him.

Pat Connel, watching from the shadows, was then
amazed to see the fair-haired man in the dinner jacket
catch Sonia by the arm and pull her into his arms. Pat
went white to the lips. His cigarette fell from his fingers.

“No, that’s too much!” he said under his breath.

. Jane, with very little colour in her own cheeks, caught

- fus wrist.

“Wait, Pat. Jealousy is a dangerous thing....”

“But she can’t want ..."”” he began.

Then he heard Sonia’s raised voice, every word dis-
tinct:

“Cad...you mean cad! Don't touch me....

111} e—
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""That was.enough for Pat. He sprang forward, wrench-
ing his wrist away from Jane’s small nervous fingers. ©
. “That’s enough for me!” he said, between his teeth, and
seizing Maurice by the shoulders, dragged him away from
Sonia, .
“You. I ‘
~"He never said the other word But his. clenched ﬁst
caught Maurlce by surprlse, a well-aimed blow on the
_jaw which sent the othér man sprawhng on the ground. e
Soma looked at him speechlessly. He was the last per- -
son she had expected to see. The last one from whom she
wanted support-at this paltlcular moment.- She had’an
‘instant. of agonising anxiety: What in heaven’s name
would Maurice do, if he turned nasty - about this? "What .
would he say? She was fo kriow soon enough. . ‘
" ‘Maurice had lost his balance, but' the blow had not
- been hard enough to knock. lum out. He staggered on to
his feet and stood there, a hand to his bruised cheez\’
, stanng a trifle dazedly at the man who hadhithim. - " |
. Jane came slowly forward and stood apart from the trio, -
a tense qu1et spectator of this drama. She knew quite well
- what was going to happen. This was the moment which
_she had anticipated ever since the -affair bet:ween Sonia
_ and Pat began. This would be the commencement of the -

little hell which Pat had unw1tt1ngly been stor:mg up for
himself.

_ Maurice spoke to Pat ]
“Who the devil are you?”

His face was a mottled crimson. He breathed fast Pat
. answered: N . . ‘\
. “That doesn't matter. But I might put the same ques-

" tion.to you. And ask. wh) the hell you lald a hand on
Miss Royale.” =

“Wait, Pat...” began Sonia frenmedly
But Maurlce cut in.
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“Miss Royale, eh? That’s amusing. And so you think I
- have noright to lay a hand on her, do you?”

Pat blinked and stared. The man’s significant words
and attitude sent a horrible wave of nausea over him.’

Maurice continued: ,

“Since you think I have not the right to touch Miss—
er—Royale—perhaps I had better disillusion you as to
your own right to knock me down for domg so. My name’s

<m~Gardener. Maurice Gardener.”

“I've never heard of you,” rapped out Pat.

Maurice took a silk handkerchief from his pocket and

- wiped- ‘his lips.
“So! Then Sonia has kept very quiet about me. "
Sonia stepped forward.
. “Maurice!” her voice was full of wild entreaty

~ He disregarded it.

“No, I'm not going to be treated like this . . . knocked

- Gown b) anyone who thinks he has more rxght to you than
‘I have.” :

'He turned to Pat.

“Look here, young man. Let us make the introduction
more thorough. I am Maurice Gardener and Sonia is
Mrs. Maurice Gardener. In other words a gentleman has a

-perfectly good right to kiss his own wife good night.”

Jane held her breath. So the truth was out at last! How
would Pat take it? Poor Pat. She could pity him now.
‘This was going to be a far bigger blow to him than the
physical one he had dealt to the other man. Maurice was
wnll revenged.

- Pat stared dazedly first at Maurice and then at Sonia.

- Then he said: '

“Tell me that is a lie.”

She could not answer. She was tongue-tied. She looked
ds though she was going to faint. He seized ber arm and
shook her roughly. K /\
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“Go on/ Tell me that man’s lying., He must bel " -

She shook her head wxldly In that moment; Sonia was
punished 2 dozen timey over for deceiving Pat Connel.
‘All her weeks of scheming of hoping were being smashed -

. in front of her eyes. She had played a Iosmg game and now
she knew it. She was lost.
‘ Maunce sald thh a more than usually strong forelgn

. accent

“Perhaps, m’siei, you are to be excused, smce you dxd‘
not know that Sonia was married—and tome.” - . .

- Pat ignored him. His gaze was riveted tpon Sonia. His
ﬁngers still gnpped her arm. His eyes looLed like blue
- stones; clear, hard, pitiless.

“You tell me, you tell mel . Is it trueP‘Are youmar-
ried to this man?” )

She collapsed and would have fallen 1£ ]ane had not
" hurried up and put a strong arm around her.

“Leave her alone, you two great bullies!” Jane said 5
. 4 low tone. “Leave her alone. Youw're half kxlhng her.” -

" Sonia burst intd teats .and was led; or rather dragged,
_ by Jane to a chair, in which she fell. She sat there, crum-
pled up, her fdir head bowed on her arms. The two men
looked down at her. Maurice, shrugged his shoulders and
~ nursed his: injured cheek. He Had broken all his  promises

‘not to betray Sonia, but’ after, all, he.did not relish being
“knocked down by a total stranger, and if Sonia was play-

ing a double game it was time she was stopped. .
But Pat Connel looked at Sonia with very d1Eerent

emotions. The sight of that bowed. figure and the sound¢f
her weeping hurt him unbelievably. All her pride and
) beauty were traxhng in the dust. He knew that Maurice
_Gardener had not lied. Her’ silence and collapse were

definite admissions of guilt. She was married to the man.-
Married! God, was it possxble?

Pat had thought of her as havmg adxmrers, scores of
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them. A lover, perhaps. But a husband, never. She had .
~_promised to marry him. She had allowed him to build up |
~ a hundred wonderful dreams. He felt that she had com-
. mitted an unforgivable sin in lying to him. All her love -

had been a lie. She had known all the way along that she’

‘could not marry him, She had taken his love only to

satisfy her vanity. What an utter, utter fool he had been! -

Jane, standing beside Sonia, trying without much
e SUCCESS to calm “her, looked up and spoke sharply to'

"Maurice.

“You've done enough harm for to-night. Why don t you

clear out?” .

“Eh bien. I'm sorry,” he said, “I didn’t mean to do this.
She drove me to it. Of course I won't say anythmg to the
-old man.

“Oh, go away! " said Jane.

Pat detained Maurlce Very white and set, he said

"i}dfﬁy

" “I apologise for knocking you down. I didn’t know ...”

Maurice put up a deprecating hand.

“But naturally. You have my sympathies. I do not know
who you are, but my—er—charming wife is fortunate to

- have a champion with such a powerful right hand.”
. He bowed, and with a flashing smile made his exit.

“I almost wish you'd knocked him out for good and

“all,” muttered Jane.

Pat sneered:

" “Thanks. I'm not swinging in order to make a widow
~oE Sonia.”

" Sonia darted up wildly, her face blotched and tear-

stamed

“Pat...don’t...don’t be too hard . .. if you knew

everything. ...”

“I don’t want to know anything,” he cut in. “Enough

. lies have been told.”



“Well I daresay you'll get the truth now,” smd ]ane
" “You knew,” Pat said, his eyes ﬂashmg at ]ane “You
knew she was married and didn’t warn me.
~ “My dear Pat,” she said coldly. “T- don’t nge away other
-people’s secrets. Tt was not my place to warn you, neither .
was it my story to tell.” ;

. He flushed a dark erimson.
.. “Perhaps not. And you would be loyal. It’s ]ust as well
there is some loyalty left in the world." . - B

Sonia put the back of her hand agamst her mouth and
~ looked at him piteously. . .
“Pat, how can you be so hard?”
" “Do you blame me? Can’t you see ‘what you ve done to.
me? You should have told me the truth long ago. It’ s you ‘
who have been hard—and cruel.”

Jane, her heart poundmg, hurting, measured his hurt .
his broken faith, his wounded prlde, and could have wept
for him. But she felt there was nothmg for her to do but . -
go out and leave these two alone. : ’ .

She went.up to her bedroom. She did not switch on the
light, but stood a moment by the window. She could see
nothing but Pat’s face, white, hurt, bitterly angry. She: .
suffered for and with him. She would have given much
to spare him'this knowledge and this pain. Yet she could’
do nothing. All her love for him was useless. She could
not even comfort him. It was the realisation that her love
was 50 futile that defeated Jane to-night, When she turned
_away from the window, the tears were pourmg down her,
“cheeks. g

In the deserted Moorish Court, Soma and Pat talLed
together. But not for long. Feeling was too high on both
sides and although Sonia, womanlike, half enjoyed a big
dramatic scene, Pat wanted to fly from if. - -

 Hew ould have left her when Jane did, but she caught
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" his hand, and 1mp10red h1m hystemcally to stay and 11sten

* to her.

- “What is there to be sald?” he asked her roughly
"Unless you want to give me all the lurid details of your
marriage with this Frenchman.”

“He isn’t altogether French —he’s half-English.” -

.“All the same to me if he’s Portuguese.”

Sonia stopped crying. She gave Pat a resentful look

g» from under long wet lashes. . : '

“I thought you loved me . .. if you did, you couldn’t
be so brutal. . '

He stared at her incredulously. :

“Brutall I? And how about you? Could anything have
been more brutal than your treatment of me? I believed
in you. I loved you so much that I would have staked my

life on you. And I would have lost it. Well, I have lost
all that really counted.”

. ":;{}’ “It’s just as hard on me.”

“I deny that. You haven’t suddenly discovered my wife,
in my arms.”

“I never wanted to be in Maurice’s arms. It's the last
thing I wanted.”

He gave her another incredulous look.

“I just don’t understand you, Sonia. How could you
have imagined that you’d keep me by leading me on with
all sorts of hopes you knew must inevitably be wrecked?

" I presume the Chief doesn’t know either."”

“No,” she whispered. “Nobody does—except Jane.”
 The story poured out then. As far as Pat could tell, he

“as hearing the truth now, when he learned of the foolish
infatuation which had led Sonia into the crazy marriage
with Maurice Gardener in Paris, two years ago. She ex-
cused herself on every score. She had been young, im-
pressionable, spoiled, she said. And he was ready to
believe her and to credit that the whole thing had been
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a mad mlstake whu:h many another -lovely, foohsh girl
- might have made. .
But there seemed to him nothing to excuse her cowar-".
" dice in keeping the story from him. Even if she had, justi-
. fiably, been too frightened to confess to her father, she -
should never have withheld facts ‘from him, Pat. For he
had truly loved her, and. true love, surely, deserves falr
- and courageous treatment.

“You let me ‘think that I was gomg to marr) you-—world
" for you—and it wasn’t true. You just made a fool of mel!”

he reproached Her bitterly. *
“But’ I wanted to marry you. Pat, don’t you -love me

~ - enough even now to wait until I can get a divorce?”

He was silent a moment. He had been so shocked by
the discovery that Sonia was married that his brain had
. scarcely -had time to smooth things out, or analyse his

~emotions. But as.he-looked down at her, his beloved one,
- “who was fair ‘as a lily, beautiful as a poem, his heart g:&\\a
a_great-jerk of red-hot pain. He had loved her so very
‘much. Too much! The- goddess had tumbled from her
) "pedestal and lay shattered at his feet How could he ever
feel the same about Her again?- - -

She caught his arm a.nd looked up at h1m thh swim-
ming eyes. :

. “Pat, Pat, don’t betoohardonme....” . ..
~ He found himself shaking. :

“You don’t understand what this has done to me, Soma
I absolutely counted on you and your love?”

“ButIdolove you...Iswearit.” - ,' 2o

-“Do you? How much? So much that: you'd come with®
me this very moment to your father and ‘tell him the
truth? So much that you'd tell him everything that you've
told mé and then go-away with me and let Gardener
divorce you, and start life with me somewhere? Would
- . youdo that? Would you, Sonia?” -
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For an- instant she stared at him wxldly Then her

" lashes drooped, her cheeks scorched. .
+ “Daddy would chuck me straxght out and you too, and

“we wouldn’t have a cent. , -

“Ah! You’re being cautlous The ﬁnancxal side comes.
into it, does it? It wouldn’t appeal to you to take my
hand and wander with me like a gypsy, away over the
‘hills? That would be too sentimental, too romantic.

i‘ »You’d rather have the Victor to drive you to the stars, eh?”

She snatched her hand away. -

“Now you're being melodramatic and hateful.”

“No, I'm being honest with myself and trying to make -
you honest, too. But you don’t love me enough to be
chucked out with me, do you? You want a watertight
position before you tell your father anything about your
husband—or your lover!”

She flared into temper like a spoiled child.

4 “Pat, you're just being a fool! Don’t you see that if we
handle things carefully we can still have a wonderful
time, and there wouldn’t be any need to face poverty or
disgrace?”

. Silence between them. In that instant the last shred of

“faith in her seemed to be torn from his heart by the very
roots. He felt sick with disappointment. Then she made
the final mistake. She came close to him, put her arms
about his neck and strove by sheer physical allure to win
back his admiration.

For a fraction of a minute all his senses stirred in re-
-gponse. His arms went round her savagely He had never
“Peen more in love with any woman in his life than with
this one, never wanted anything as madly as possession of
her—complete possession.

Then he saw something unbeautiful, distorted in her
mind which blotted out the beauty of her face and form.
She loved him, but not enough to make a sac =~
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him. That wasn’t love as he understood it. That wasn

~ what he was going to accept; no matter how attmc’tiye ]
seemed on the surface. : :

o Speechlessly he. thrust her away from him, turned an

" rushed away, out of her sight, "~ ~ '

. /CHAP,TER-FOURTEEN , :

Jane wém insearch of Sonia, . . :
- Jane had had her’ “ary” and finished with it. Now,
anxious for her cousin, she went through the hotel to look
for her. She found her stil sitting there in the Moorish
court, ‘ - o a
“Hadn’t you better £0 to hed?” Jane said kindly. “It's
“been a horrible evening for al] of us,"and it’s no good
. ‘e : . &
. talking about 1t now. We must wait and see what happers
in the morning. You've 8ot Maurice to deal. with. I'pre-
sume youstill don’t intend to te]] Undle John” .
“I do not..I've had enough’for the time being,” said
Sonia bitterly, “I'm more than ever determined not to tell
Daddy.” ~ SN : '

Jane said nothing, She felt that it was hopéless to try to

Jane took her firmly to her bedroom and left her there.
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~* She, Jane, would have to see Maurice in the ‘morning.
"~ She would have to talk to him and try to induce him to
. let Sonia alone, or arrange a quiet divorce. '

Meanwhile she found it impossible to go to bed until
she had made sure that Pat was all right. She knew that he
had been hit hard by to-night’s revelation and that it
mlght go badly with one of his hot Irish temperament.

With her Spanish shawl around her shoulders, ]a,ne
searched El Minza for Pat. But Pat was nowhere to be
found. She telephoned to the servants’ quarters and was
told that Mr. Royale’s chauffeur was not in his room,

After that Jane began to be afraid. Where was Pat?

What had he done when he had left Sonia? How far had

he been affected by the discovery of the truth about her?
Perhaps it had just driven him wild, and he was in the
mood not to care what he did.

.. A dozen alarming conjectures shaped themselves in
'-j’ane’s mind. And the knowledge came to her that she had
really never loved until to-night. But to-night she loved
Pat Connel with all that was fierce and passionate and,
simultaneously, protective and maternal in her. She was
conscious of nothing but the overwhelming desire to help
him, and if necessary, save him from himself,

She knew that she must find him before she closed her

eyes in sleep to-night.

The hotel guide, a brown-skinned, dark-cyed Algerian
with a red fez at an insolent angle on his sleek black head,
was lounging on the entrance steps, arms folded, a cigar-

_ette between his lips.
Jane addressed him. Immediately the figure in the lum-
inous white robes leaped to attention.
“Lady?”
She asked him if he had seen a young Englishman in a
grey flannel suit . . . blue eyes, black hair . . . he was wear-
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mg a green chauffeur’s umform when he arnved at the

‘hotel this afternoon .

. ‘The guide gave Janea ﬂashmg srmle

. Yes, he had seen the gentleman In fact, half an hour ago
‘he had been in conversation with. him. The gentleman
had wanted distraction and had asked where he might

find gaiety'anid music in the town. - :

“Where did you send him?” she asked the guide. :

“T5 Lotus Café, lady. Very gay there! Moorish- gxrlsrv

N dancmg . Moorish music. . . best in Morocco.”

Jane stared in front of her It did-not take her long to
* make up her mmd what she was going to do She said
promptly - .

“Take me there.” ‘

"The guide stared: His eyes expressed horror.
" “Lotus Café not for lady. Only for gentleman
" . Janeslips tlghtened

", “You can look after me. I wish to go there” N

The guide salaamed. , : T '

“Itlady pleases. ; ’ . shall Iorder.conveyanceP" AU
. “How far is it?” o ' :

"‘Way ‘down hill. Near main street.”

“Then get the hotel car.” " ' o

The guide hastened to do her bxddmg He saw money ."
init and that.was all that mattered-to him. If the pretty
little English lady, who held her shaw! firmly about her as
though to hide her charms rather thanflaunt them in the
manner of his own women, wished fo go to the infamous
caf¢, she must do so. After all he was used to receiving.. .
yueer orders . . . particularly from American adies, who™
found these places of entertainment “all too cute”.

The car drew up outside a narrow white house with
ween shutters. From the lower windows came an orange
low of light, and a noise which seemed to ]ane to have

close association thh the wallmg of cats on the roof

. -






His head shot ap. He ]ooLed in her dxrectzon W:th
immense astonishment he recognised that small’ figure in
the light camels’hair coat, belted round the Walst smzﬂl N
hands thrust in the pockets

“Jane,” he said stupidly. " C

She béeckoned to him; He’ rose to hlS feet. He was a
little drunk, but not very. He paid his bill, quite aware
that he was bemg charged three times more than thei ..
drinks were worth and in no mood to dispute it. He came
straight through the smoke-thlckened café, took' Jane's -
arm, led her outside, a.nd let the stnped curtain fall be-
hind them.

“What the hell are you domg here ?"” he asked

His voice was like his eyes, rather blurred But Jane
looked at him with profound relief, a relief so great that
she could have wept. If nothing more than this had hap-
pened to him—she need not have womed her head ofy
- about him.

i “You idiot, Pat Connell” she said in a funous httle
" voice. “You prize idiot!”
- “Why, may I ask?” -

""Coming down to a place like this and gettmg tlght S
. “I'm not tight.”

“Not very,” she admxtted “But if you'd sat there much
- longer you’d have been’ very ... then anything might have" .
happened to you in that thlevmg, pock-marked crowd.”

He dropped her arm, pulled a cigarette from his pocket

. vand lit it. As he flung away the burnt match he stared.
down at her flushed angry young face.

“Who told you I was here?””
“I asked the hotel guide.”

“How indiscreet of him!" said Pat and laughed but
the laugh was not a blithe sound. -
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He suddenly sat’ bacL in the comer of: the car and put
 the back of hishand across his eyes.

The gmde dlscreetly slammed the door.

“T'walk back,lady.” - v '

. The car.moved on. ]ane sat still, conscxous of httle -
satlsfacnon because she had “always been nght o

" Pat said: ' Lo
. "You were damed rxght about that whlsky God it was -

foul! The ‘whole café was foul IR R

- “Yes,” said Jane. ‘ Ty e

I felt crazy. I wanted to get tlght I was for a bxt, but
I'm not now. I see it's no use. Good old Dowson knew all
about it. ‘I called for madder music, stronger wine, hop
_ ing to put thy pale lost lilies out of sight ..

' “Please, mterrupted ]ane ‘Don t quote Cynara to |
me” - "
3 “No, it’s cheap, 1sn 't it? Ifeela b1t cheap .
. Herlove and pity for him battled with the desire to b .
s mtensely angry with him. Impulswely she put out her
“~hand. He: clung to thé small cool ﬁngers as a drowmng

man dutches atastiaw, : '

“T'm. not cross, really,’? szud Jane "I’m dreadfully
grieved for you.”

“Sure and I've been a double dyed ass,” he said, his
rich Irish voice breaking suddenly “But I loved her 50
miuch, Jane. Iadoredher!” e

" “I know.” co

. “She shouldn’t have let me go on behevmg I had a nght i
: to her love.” . Y

“She’s a queer girl, Pat ‘She's been s0 spoxled all her
‘ hfe, I suppose one must try to make excuses 1f she isn't as
rational as other people.” ~

“You can-excuse her, I can’t. I shall never forgwe her
for not tellmg me that $he was married,”
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'rat.her hLe a txred dlspmted httle boy “There was no

*‘question of sex in that embrace. Her own blood’ rmght be
-1éaping wﬂdly because’ of -his prox1m1ty, but she knew
*‘that there was no passxon in him—only a ‘craving for com-

~ fort, for sanctuary, somebody to help hxm bea1 the mtense

' pain of his disillusionment. -

© All that was proud and reserved in Jane made her want:

':to push him away, to'cry out sharply

““Don’t] Don’t touch me. I'm not here ready for the

: faskmg, just because Sonia has faﬂed youl ”

‘But there .was something déeper, warmer, and . much'

. moré human than that ‘which made her 0b11v10us of her

own feelings to-night..She was concentratmg on h1m She

v,
T

" put both-arms around him and said "

“Poor dear! Poor dear Pat!” :
- Neither of them' spoke agam But they sat hke that
with’ their arms clasped about each other,’ while the hotel

“car, chmbed the steep hlll towdrds El Mmza

R}
- During those few moments Jane:was absurdly, wﬂdly

“‘fhappy And he.was absurdly, wildly unhappy But the

comfort and security of their embrace seemed to draw- the-

* sting out of thmgs, or at: Teast made them more bearable

for him. -
Just before they reached the hotel they drew apart

o again, but he kept hold of her hands

" “I can’t pretend to thank you," he saxd husL11y “1 don t
suppose I shall ever be able to tell you how much you ve

* done for me to-night.”’

Now that his arms were no longer: around heér she wasi
filled with sudden embarrassment A hot blush enveloped‘

- her whole body.

“There’s nothing to’ thank me {or Pat g she sa1d but
did not look at him.

“Plenty,” he said. “To begm W1th I expect you saved
me from makmg a complete fool of myself !
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" feel frlghtfully guﬂty about it oo I had no 1dea youd
) worry about: me...forme...it as sweet of you, Janel’”
She turned away and began moving to the hotel. -
. “See you in the’ mormng, Pat. Try and sleep now, won't’
© you?” : ‘
“Wait & moment,” he said,
" She turned back'and srmled “Yes?”
__“I'm not going on with this trip.”
Shelooked him stralght in the eyes.
" “Yes, 1 youare, Pat,” she said.
- “I'm notl. Do you tth I could stand hours and days
) of this journey with her . .". never getting away from her
- <. afteriall that's happened oo it would 'be a bit too
“much!” -
“Pat,” said Jane quxetly, “I've always thought Soma an
.egotlst--and—-1 think you're one, too.”
“What'is egotxstlcal in it?” ~
“You are. concentrating on yourself and your ‘own
_ reactions. But I think you have my uncle to consider, too.
>+ In that rather mad fashion of yours, you took Woodham’s
" lace. You volunteered to be our chauffeur. Then you got
‘yourself into a'row, and upsat everything - and everybody
after whichUncle John forgave you-and took. you back.
Now you're going to walk out on him.-You know that he’s
been looking forward to driving over the mountains more -
than anything. You don’t hesitate to land him in diffi-
culties, do you? He won't tolerate strange drivers. He's
depending on you; must ke suffer because of this mess? I
~ admit that most of it is Sonia’s fault. But you'ré a bit to_,
blame too, Pat, for rushing into the, ajfa:r, aren’t you?
I‘rom the beginning it was bound to be dxsastrousf "
He had listened to her speech, smokmg qmckly, hls eyes
fixed on the luminous distance. Then he said:-

“If Sonia had been free to marry me, as I thought she
was, it wouldn't have been a disaster,”






“I daresay there’ll be trouble,” said Jane. “But I'll see -
Maurice in the mormng ‘and try to make him more reason-
able. He gave her. ‘away-to you, to-mght But.I think he’s
too much of a cowsrd to do'so.to Uncle John. He knows
perfectly well that he wouldn't get anot_her penny.”

Pat looked at her with horror in his eyes.

Sonia had been sending Maurice Gardener money
blackmaxled by her own husband. It was beastly, beastlyl .

“Stop thinking about it, Pat Go to bed and forget,” -
said Jane. : :

He pitched his agarette mto the darkness

“Very well.” - '

. "She came nearer to him and’ touched his arm, .
' “And Pat, be big,” she said. “Big enough to help Unde _
“Johin. I know it won’t be easy if you have to see Sonia
every day. But you can do anythmg if you make up your
mind to it.” ' ’ . ‘

“I believe- you could ]ane Dauntl “hesaid, . ¥

. “You, too.”’ . - L )
i “Oh, very well since you ve dec1ded everythmg for me,
Illtrynottowalk out.” ", :

“1 don’t want to make’ your decxsxons for you, Pat. It’ s
nothing to do'with me really. But I'm your friend .
her voice choked a little on that word .. . As a fnend I

. ask you to stay and see the tnp through SR
“I'will, Jane,” he said. “Good mght ‘my dear. Good
_ night, and thank you again.” ..

She held out her hand. He, took'it and ralsed it to his
Aips. It was a gesture of homage and gratltude But'it-
shook Jane’s nerve. She longed to cry out:

“Oh Pat, Pat, I love you sol.So desperitelyt Pat, don’t
let the thought. of Sonia hurt you any more. Let me Iove
you...let me!”

But she did hothmg of the sort. She drcw her hand
- away, turned, and walked into the hotel.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN -

jANI: awakened that next mornmg to find Sonia standing
by her bedside, and the sunlight streaming bnlhantly irito
the room. She sat up and rubbed ber eyes.
+. “Hullo! Is it very late?” :
“No, it’s quite early,” said Sonia. “But I had to come
and talk to you. Look.” - ‘
She held out a sheet of notepaper, scribbled over in a
slanting untidy hand.
' “From Maurice. Pushed under my door.”
_ Jane pushed her dark tumbled hair out of her eyes
and, hunching her knees, took the note that Sonia handed
. her. She yawned.
' { “Gosh! I'm tired!”
- “Haven’t you slept? I haven’t! Not a wink!”
“I slept like a horse, but I was, pretty late getting to
bed?” :
. “Where were you last night?” asked Sonia, regarding
- Jane curiously. *“I felt frightfully worried and miserable
after I got to bed so I came along to talk to you, but you
weren’t here.”
“No,” sald Jane, without meetmg her cousm s gaze.
- “Y was out.”
“Out! Who with? What were you doing out at that time
_ef night?”
v “Iwas with Pat,” said Jane abruptly.
“With Pat, were you? And what had he to say to
you?”
“Quite alot,” answered Jane.
“Aren’t you going to tell me?”
“Let me read this letter first of all.”
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“Well that solves one dxfﬁculty anyhow, said Soma
“In fact it solves quite a good many. Maurice has gone.
He left after an early breakfast "
“We're leavmg too.” ’ o .

’ “But -he, didn’t ‘know that. He just thought he’d be -
_doing me a good turn by dearmg out. I thmk he was
sony for last ‘night,”

", Jane was wide awake now. She read what Maurice had “
wrltten -and with considerable ‘relief. Certamly he was™
savmg them all'alotof trouble

“DEAR SONIA,

.. “Omn tthlng thmgs over.1 have dec1ded that I
behaved like a cad to-mght I had 1io. nght to break my

; word and give you away. I suppose I was a cad.ever to
marry-you. I see it is useless. trying to effect any sort of .-
reconciliation’ between us since yow're' in love with thxu(
othier fellow and you don’t want me. I-only hope I haven’t!
upset your appl&cart too badly Anyhow, TI'm not going
to make trouble between you.-and your father. I'll clear
out of the hotel and. dxsappear Don't worry about me
any more. ( :

“I hate to mention money but thmgs are rather bad
with me and so if you can send me a little now and
again, do so for old time’s saLe, cherze , ’
~ “T think jt’s more than possible that I ‘may nge you
grounds for dlvorce in the near futire, You may communi-
~cate with me at my old address in Paris,’ !

: "‘Yours, , ST
“MAURICE.”

Jane looked up at her cousin, '
“Well, that’s the best thing he’s ever done.” :
“Having done the worst 1ast mght ” said Soma bltterly
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e came between me and Pat, Thats all that really

' ‘matters to me.

Jane reached for a cigarette, 11t it, plcked up the tele-
~ phone and ordered a cup of tea, then lay back on her,
. pillow and smoked thoughtfully :
- “Thank God, there won’t have to be a scene or argu-
. ‘ment with Maurice. He’s come to his senses at last. I think -
it scared him . . . being knocked down by Pat in that way.
«Of course he knows perfectly well, too, if he gave you -
away to Uncle John, he'd never get another shﬂlmg 1It’s
money that really counts with Maurice.’
~ Sonia got up and began to pace the room restlessly.
She looked haggard and wretched. The sleepless nights
had marred her loveliness. She said:
 “Maurice may be out of the way, and it may even look
" as though he’ll give me a divorce. That would be pretty
. wonderful, but I've lost Pat. I have lost him, haven’t I?”
“$he turned and faced Jane. “I suppose you know all there
is to know. He talked to you, didn’t he? Go on, Jane. Tell
“me what he said. Tell me. I've got a right to know.”
“Sonia,” said Jane, “I'm not going to tell you anything
aboutlast night except that Pat very nearly made a fool
of himself because he was so unhappy about you, and I
stepped in and stopped him. That’s all. It’s been a ghastly
‘shock to him and you can't be surprised. You can take it
for granted things are over between you two.”
“Why should they be?” Sonia suddenly flashed, cheeks
crimson, eyes blazing. “Why should they if I can get my
nf'reedomP If Pat really loves me, he’ll forgive me. You
can’t wipe out love all in a minute like that.”
“Oh yes you can!” said Jane grimly. “And I think you
pred it out last night very thoroughly.”
Sonia drew near the bed, her small hands clenched to
ber sides.
"Has he told you that he’ll never forgive me?”



g “Yes, 'said Jane quxetly

““I don't see why he shouldn’t.” :

““You maj have no pride; Sonia. He has plenty, 'md in
’splte of this hole-in-the-corner affair with you, he has a.
sense of honour and strzughtness ‘He never could forgive
you for leadmg him on and encouragmg him to love you
when:you knew the position you were in.’ g

.. Sonia faised her head a handkerchlef to her qulvermg
hps ' - ;
. “And arewe a11 contlnumg the trip i m thlS atmosphere? o
she demanded. “It’ll be charming, won't it? So friendly,
. sosmooth1” she ended, with an hysterical laugh. -
© “As far as. Y know we're continning,” Jane said. “You've
considered yourself since this holiday began. Now you
- must think of Uncle John. He’s frightfully keen on it all
. and he’s enjoying the rest, Jooking. forward to writing his
.-book. We needn t all get dramatic and break up the party
and worry him to death, need we?” .- . ¥
- “Isuppose not.” - Coe y 2
. “T'daresay-it won't be pleasant But you'll ]ust have to
.. make the best of it.”.
““With Pat and myself not on spealdng terms, eh?” said
Sonia. “That will be fun!” -

“You've had your fun l

“Oh, how cruel you arel " said Soma, breakmg into

fresh sobbing,. . -
- “l don’t mean to be cruel,” said.Jane. “But you would
- have this’ aifaxr, Now 'you must put up with' the results.
It will be just as unpleasant for. Pat Only for God’s saLe
leave him alone.” :

Sonia did not reply. She sat w1th hunched-up shoulders
in.an attitude that suggestéd defance. Her thoughts ran
on 1ndxscnmmately In her fashion she was still -in love
with Pat. The very fact that she had lost him made her
want hxm more. She was not going to glve him up without
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: prospect of watching Sonia maLe a ﬁght for him, of Pat
~ being hurt all over agzun did not appeal to Jane; -

. She got up, put on her dressing-gown, and went along
“to the bathroom in a mood of depression. She thought

" with a wry smile how lucky her'uncle was. He was the only

person who looked forward to this journey with any real
, pleasure, bhssfully ignorant as he was of all the trouble
going on around him: Dear old Uncle John!

* . Atten o'clock Mr: Royale.emerged from the hotel ready.
- for the day’s journey. The Victor was there, sleek: and
shining- for them, with Pat at the wheel. Jane and Sonia -
followed Mr. Royale to the car. Pat gave them all a cold
detached look; touched his cap and sald ~

“Good mornmg! v ‘

 For the fraction of an ‘instant Pat s gaze rested upon the
ﬁgure of Sonia. Beautiful and desirable as ever. But this
‘mommg, desire seemed cold i 1n Pat’s heart. He was con-,
scious only of bitterness. With icy pohteness he touchd |
< his cap, said “Good mormng, and set about helpmg w1th,
the luggage :

" Mr. Royale—-—no longer womed by the thought - that
there was a “firtation” ‘going on between, his daughter
‘and young Connel—all that nonsense, he .imagined, had
been left behind them'—seated himself in the back of his
car with ‘his niece, Who was to take notes of their travels.

Sonia took her accustomed seat beside the drlver She
stole a look at him. She had taken special pains with her
toilet this mormng She had touched up eyes and cheeks,
removed the traces of her sleepless night, and put on,\a/
new and attractive suit of almond green, with a thin
, Hunganan blouse exquisitely émbroidered.

But Pat did not turn his head to look at her. He drove
away from Fl Minza with a _stony face, his gaze fixed on
the road before him. He was conscious only of that fierce
© resentment agamst Sonia. He almost hated her because of
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" her gracé, her beauty, all that had ever fired his imagina-
tion, all that had made a fool of him. The familiar, in-
toxicating ‘perfume which emanated from her was an. -
irritation now rather than a stimulant. -

Jane, taking shorthand notes at her uncle’s dictation,

~ glanced up now and then at the two in front of her. She

- could hear Sonia making an attempt at conversation,

~ which was responded to by Pat only with cold formality..
_Not once did he look.at her, Little doubt Sonia must feel

" chagrined and thwarted. But it was Pat whom Jane pitied.
She knew of those two it was Pat who really suffered.

Jane found it hard to concentrate on her work. Several

- times she had to interrupt her uncle and asL what he had
said.

“What's the matter with you, my dear?” he said, sur-
prised by her unusual inaccuracy.

She had no excuse to offer. She only knew that she

_found it hard to concentrate. She kept thinking about
tst night—Ilast night when the hotel car had driven Pat

- and herself back to El Minza, and they had clung close

. to each_other. He, blind with pain and misery, seeking
desperately for comfort. She, only too ready to give it,

- loving him with all her soul. This love business wasn’t
fair, Jane cried to herself. It wasn’t fair. It hurt far too

. much, ,

Pat went on answering Sonia’s artless questions
abruptly—almost rudely. He would have given anything
to find that it was all a nightmare; to wake up, be able to
look into Sonia’s large shining eyes and know that she

~"spoke the truth, and had always spoken the truth, know

that she loved him and he could rely upon her love; that
~ one day he would make her his wife.

There were grim difficulties ahead of him. He knew that
well enough. As soon as they got back to London he must

. leave John Royale’s service. He would not stay in the



VICCOI‘ Company, nor see- anybody that reminded him of.
Sonia. Life stretched before him a blank—-;usc a blank-— :

'nothmg more.

- They left Tangier behmd them. The white mmarets,' :

'-'the mosaic mosque, faded into a blue distance. They were
_on the dusty, winding road which led to the mountains—

those sinister ranges where there had been so much ﬁght-“

. mg amongst the Riffs.

Sonia looked about her gloomxly She d1d not caru

* much for the aspect of those dark remote peaks and this *

rough territory. She was miserable. The savage country'

. made her more miserable.

But- it appealed to ]ane Thxs was real Morocco I
had a fierce, proud beauty of its own. It appealed to all°
that wasremote and proud in her.  ~

It did not seem long before they were, swallowed up in

: _ the dark valleys between the mouritains. The road grew

more lonely; the surface stony and the ground on cithl -

-side of them was a greenish ‘brown, dotted with stunted'

.them, the spring flowers of Morocco.

palms and shrubs. In the d15tance, through a mist - of

. blue, the mountain peaks were veiled in low-lying rain
\ clouds But above them the: heavens were clear and the
sunshine brilliant. |

It looked as though at any moment they mxght plunge

into a storm of rain. The big black storm clouds rolling

up on the horizon were grand and awe-mspmng -
Everywhere grew the little purple ground irises, fields of

l

Now and then they passed a sohtai-y Arab on foot, ot

" ‘riding a donkey. Sometimes women padded along on bare

feet, wearing shawls and smped petticoats, and these un-
veiled women of the hills inspired John Royale to make
copious notes, It was all amazingly hke a scene from

K

,ancxentjerusalem he announced,
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" But Sonia was not interested. She turned round to her~
father and said:

“'Where are we gettmg to? It’s hombly lonely T'm
sure we'll be attacked and robbed.”

- “1 doubt that, my dear,” said Mr. Royale. “Mind you,‘ p
there was a case of kidnapping not so very long ago—an
English newspaper correspondent was carried off and held
for ransom. But I dOn t see why we should be. We're not
3. _important enough.

Sonia glanced at Pat. ‘

| mxght be carried off and sold in a slave marLet," she
said childishly. )

Pat’s face did not move a muscle. But he was thmkmg }

“Yes, that’s what you would deserve. To be sold as a
slave . . . to be whipped . .. to be made to suffer as you
make men suffer....”

When they had been drxvmg a couple of hours, they
«stopped for a breathing space and had the drinks and
‘sandwiches from the lunch basket which they had brought
from El Minza.

Mr. Royale and Pat examined the map between them.
They had left the main road which leads from Tangier to
Ceuta. They had taken a less sophisticated route which
Mr. Royale chose because jt would eventually land them.
at Pogador—a Moorish town in the valley said to contain
relics of architecture dating back from thousands of years
B.C. ‘

“We should reach Pogador before dark, shouldn’t we?”

‘ mqmred Mr: Royale. '

. Pat nodded. “Yes, sir.’

“What sort of place is Pogador?” queried Sonia
pettishly. “Sounds awful to me.”
© “Aren’t you enjoying it, Babe?” asked her father.

“No,” she said abruptly.

“But you 've been in such hlgh spirits all the-way along,”



Ahe szud and eyed ber a trifle anxmusly "Feehng qulte fit,
. dren’t you, darling?”’
~ “Quite, thanks, Daddy.”
Mr. Royale turned to his hiece.
“What'’s wrong with her, Jane?”
© - “QOh, just a little bored with it, perhaps," said ]ane,
hedging.
. But. Sonia looked at P'xt and this time- Pat looked
- strznght back at her. Into her large’ limpid eyes came a4
look of pleading. But his were dark and bxtter She took a *
-sudden step towards.him.
“Pat,” she whispered under her breath. .
“Can I do anything for- you, miss?” he asked in a cold
deliberate voice. ‘
She turned away, scarlet and furious. ‘
When they moved on Mr. -Royale suggested that his
daughter should sit beside him,
“Come- and hold your old Daddys hand, Babe,” hgr
* said affectionately, “and let Jane have a rest from work.”
Sonia had no other choice but to fall in with his sug-
gestion. But looklng at the back of Pat’s handsome head
she swore to herself that she would make him change his
feelings before this journey ended. He should not look at
her like that, coldly, dispassionately. He should not.
j Jane, seated besxde Pat, mamtamed a silence which he
eventually broke.’ . Co
“Jolly little j ]oumey, isn’t it?”!
“It’s such a pity,” said Jane, “that we have to concen-
trate upon our personal emotions. There’s so much to he~
got out of everything else. Look at the grandeur of thxs

scenery. Don’t the mountains make you feel that alI our
dramas are petty and futile?” -

Pat’s set face relaxed a little.

“‘\Jot so much petty as futile, Jane. Love, hatred, all .
the emotions are quite futile!”
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She winced. :

“As I told you last night, my dea.r, you mustn’t let it
" hurt you too badly.”™ ‘

~ “Ah, but you don’t know what it is to love, Jane.” -

She was on the point of denymg that violently and
saying to him:

“It isn’t true! I do Lnow what it is o love . . . suffer °

. to watch the man I love being hurt by anotherv
oy ;womani Isn’t that bad enough?” . ~
 Butshe said nothing. After the pause Pat added:

“How completely circumstances can alter ‘one’s. out-
Jook! This time yesterday I was glad to. be alive, there

- was so much to look forward to. To-day, I don’t really
-feel T'd care if we were set upon by a lot of cut-throats
and finished off.”

Jane smiled grimly.

““Speak for yourself, Mr. Connel. I don’t want my throat
*ﬁ};t thank you.” : .

“It's much too nice a throat to slit, anyhow,” he said,
with a flash of his old gallantry.

Jane actually blushed.

“Idiot!” she said.

Suddenly he felt the warmth of her friendship flowing
to him. It pulled him out of the darkness, the almost suici-
-dal mood in.which* he had set forth from Tangier. She

| was great, this Jane, she was fine and strong. Any fellow
“on earth would feel glad of her friendship.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

-~ THEY came to Pogador after what seemed an intermin-
able run of two hundred miles across the mountains.
Sonia was depressed and bad tempered and did not join in



the general enthusiasm as they drove down a steep hill and
' sighted the lovely old town. |
The big Victor purred slowly and smoothly through
‘narrow streets that were cobbled and indescribably filthy;
nevertheless the white walls, the blue arches, the old
Eastern houses crowdmg one upon the other crazily, v with
+little space for air, presented a picture of purest beauty.
Across heavily lattlced barred windows, climbed
masses of Aowering creeper. Gardens fvere gay with cemg 5
geraniums, and the delicate pink of almond: blossom IIOW‘

. ¢ in full bloom.

: “Oh, it’s marvellousl ” crled Jane, lookmg to the nght
_ and left of her. .
., “Idon’t suppose you'll ever see’ anythmg more really
Moorish than Pogador,” said Pat. “I've been lhiere once
before. The hotel is only barely fit for tourists, and that's

. about all I can say, but I think the Chief w111 get. enough

} copy here.” b

-Mr. Royale was already in raptures Sonig’ sald nothing.
She was nursing a grievance against ]ane Jane could
make Pat speak to her.-Why should he smile and talk to
her like that? Sonia hated Pogador. She complamed of
the unsavoury odours, She refused to see the fairy- tale‘
fascination of the place

Pat had to drive very slowly. On either side of the car
‘ ﬂowed continual' streams of humanity and animals. Don-.
,Leys goats, swarms of half-naked children with enormous
black eyes and lovely mischievous faces. N

‘The big English car was regarded with great cunosu,y/‘
Not many tourists came to Pogador. It was too far out o
. the usual route, Swarms of little Arab boys rushed after
them screaming for backsheesh. .

Pat guided them at last i intoa kind of square which was
cleaner and more civilised. And here they found ‘their
hotel, and it was thh some relief that they dlsembarked
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~ fzur stender beauty, and w1th a-small Spanish mantil
" draped over her head. Through the black lace her gold
- hair gleamed charmingly, and in that dark delicate fran
' her face looked a httle pale and sad. It gave her a haun
-ing look.
. “You're like a Goya plcture, my dear,” her father T
‘marked gallantly.
Sonia glanced through her long Jashes at Pat, who ha<
~ puton a grey Jounge suit and just joined the party He dil
~ mnot return her gaze.

Jane, watching, wondered gmmly "how th1s evenmg
~would end. The mantilla, the tragic. air, the black drest

: showmg the warm white, beanty of Sonia’s throat and

' shoulders, were ‘all to attract him. jane knew it. Pat must

~know it, too. Was this gomg to be another sleepless mght
for everybody?

The dinner was poor, the worst they, had had -on thxs
journey so far. They were the only guests in the hotel.
Algerian waiter who attended them was anxious to please,
and-they managed to’ ﬁnd some sherry whxch was drmL-

able. But that was about all.

““Ishall be glad to leave Pogador!” said Soma as they lit
their cigavettes. “Is foull” * '
' “My.dear Babe,” said her father, * you haven t the nght :
‘ spirit of adventure, If you want the Tuxury of civilisation
© you should have remained behind in a place like El
Minza, We're gomg into the wﬂdemess It will be a wilder .
and more primitive journey to—morrow, won 't it, Connel?” i
he addressed Pat., =~ - . ' T
“Much more so, I believe, sir,” he said. “Although as a
matter of fact 1 haven't been farther than Pogador k
myself, ”
" *I think it should be thrllhng," said jane

“It might be,”said Soma, and looked through her '
lashes at Pat, " ‘



They had black coffee—the best part of the meal—in
the one and only lounge, which contained a couple of
divans piled with striped cushions, white walls hung with

‘Eastern rugs, little inlaid Moorish tables and a jewelled
lamp hanging on chains from the ceiling, which gave a
rich subdued light.

“It’s quite Oriental and romantic, isn’t it?” remarked
Sonia, with a rather high-pitched laugh.
¥" “Those rugs are worth some money,” murmured Mr.
Royale. “Jane, my dear, if you've finished your coffee,
how about coming along to my room and taking some
dictation? I've a good deal to say about this place.”

“I'm ready,” said Jane.

She caught Pat’s gaze as she rose. She had been qmet
-and nervy all the evening. And Pat was obviously in a
state of nerves. It was equally obvious that he did not
want to be left alone with Sonia. His eyes half pleaded
ws-Jane to stay. But she had to go. Reluctantly she followed
her uncle out of the lounge.

Sonia sat back against one of the cushions on one of the
divans. The hour for which she had been waiting had
come. Her heart beat fast. Her cheeks were delicately pink.
She said:

“Have you a cigarette, Pat?”

Immediately he rose to his feet and offered her his
cigarette-case. Courteously he lit a match and applied it
‘to the cigarette for her. But he avoided looking into her

. eyes. He said in a chilly voice:
<~ “If you'll excuse me, Miss Royale—or should I say Af7s.
Gardener—TI'11 get off to bed. I'm rather tired.”

Sonia sat bolt upright. Her face scorched with burning

colour, her eyes furious. ' ;

“How dare you!” she asked under her breath‘ “Og,
how dare you!”

Pat put his heels together and bowed.
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“I beg your pardon M iss Royale, if you prefer it.”
“You know that I prefer it. You know that nobod)
else dreams .
“I'won’t make the mistake agam,” hecutin.
“It wasn’t a mistake. You did it on purpose . . . to hurl
me. ..."” she panted.
Pat clenched his hands. He was conscious of strong
emotions tearing through his body. And now he ldoked
"down at her. He was well aware of the haunting lovelines:
of that cameo-like face framed by the black lace mantilla
He could feel all the allure of her red amorous lips, her
limpid, asking eyes. Yet he was conscious of one outstand
ing fact. He no longer loved Sonia. He no longer re
spected her, therefore he no longer loved her. Desirt
without love . . . that was nothing . . . worse than nothing
He could not enter into it. He could not even be sorr
that he had hurt her by using her married name.
“If you don’t mind I'll go to my room,” he said.
“Is that all you're going to say to me?” she asked in
trembling voice.
“I don’t think there’s anything else to say.”
“Thereis. .. there are thousands of things.”
“Then they're better left unsaid.”  *
She put out 2 hand and caught at his arm.
“Pat, don’t be like this . .. I know I've bee
"~ you .. . that I've lied . . . that I was a ¢
anything that you like . . . only don’t be lit
talk it out . . . we can’t go on this way ...
- been to each other.” C
For an instant Pat looked down at her |

z

- Then he said: _—
“You don’t understand. It’s because o! . . -

to each other that I am through . b{"
Sonia.”

“Youmean you don’twantto...ms
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. “Make it up!” he echoed. “How can one make up a
_ thing like this, Sonia? It isn't just a quarrel ., . a dispute
- that can be settled.” ‘ ' '
“But supposing I tell you that I'm going to get my
divorce and be free?” :

“That doesn’t concern me.”
~ “But it does, Pat. It must! Oh, surely you haven’t lost

., all-your love for me . .. my dear . ., it’s all been horrible

"', . beastly . .. and I'm to blame, 1 realise, but there’s

happiness ahead of us . . . if you'll only try not to be so
 bitter.” -

He was stirred by her as he always had béen. He knew

- that she was his for the asking. But when he remembered
all that she had done, her cowardice, her dishonesty, those
other feelings died in him. "

“No, Sonia,” he said. “No. There can be no possible

- happiness ahead of us. We're through. I told you that Jast
“Tight.” ,
- “But Pat,” she cried. “You can’t have stopped loving me
altogether. . '.” .

“I'm not going to discuss what I feel for you,” he said
roughly. “I only ask you to leave me alone.”

Her face went white. Her eyes looked abnormally large
and wild. She was sinking all her pride—ready to stoop
to any levels to get him back.

“Then doesn’t it mean anything to you that I can get
my freedom?” e

}:‘It would have done,” he said, “if you'd been wx}hng to

“_go away with me last night . . . face poverty a”Id d‘gf’zt
anything, as long as we had each oth.er. But 'r‘c;ve t°
hang round and just wait till you think th;; }’? g
me, plus everything else that you want out (;f e

She put the back of her hand agamit her lips.

" “Oh!” she whispered. “You beast!
“I'm SOITY;” he Said, and felt him~
149 -
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1 don’t believe that you ever loved me. ...”

“You’re not capable of Judgmg," he said.

She threw him a speechless look, then rushed out of the '
room through the striped curtains which led into ‘the
hotel entrance. She ran stralght into- the arms of Jane,
who, cigarette between her lips and a fountain-pen in her:
band, had come down to find some ink. Sonia knocked-
the fountain-pen out of her hand, and Jane stooped to(,,
pick it up. '

Sonia was in a white-hot passion, and ‘as the two girls
stood there staring at each other, the last shreds of Sonia’s
control snapped. She said through her teeth

“You've done this, you ...!1” :

“Done what?” demanded Jane, takmg the agarette
from her lips. :

“You've taken my place with Pat. He beheves in you.
He likes you. And he just loathes me now. Loathes med "
tell you. He hasn’t a kind word to say . . ; oh, my God, I
wish I'd never been born!” .

Jane flushed to the roots of her hair. She caught Somas :
arm and shook her a little, ,

“Be quiet. For heaven's sake, be quiet! ...”

“You said something to him last night . . . ydu made
things worse, I know youdid. ... ‘

Jane shook her cousin again. She was quxte aware that -
Sonia was hysterical and not responsible for what she
~ said, but her gaze sped in teiror to the striped curtain. If |
Pat was through there, he would hear every word thil+.
. Sonia was screaming. Thank goodness nobody else -was
about. The dimly lit mosaic hall was deserted:

“Sonia, you must be quiet. You know it’s not true, I've
always tried to help you.” .

“But you're in love with Pat yourself You can’t deny

it, You re glad Maunce ruined thmgs between me and



g“""' . -« . .
¥ control yourself this instant I shall go straight upstairs

' Pat. You want Pat for yourself . . . you can't deny that
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~you're in love with him. ...
~* Jane was as white now as she had been red. She found

~herself shaking. She dropped Sonia’s arm as though she
could not bear to touch her. Under her breath she said:

“Sonia, I'll never forgive you for this...never!”

] don’t carel”

“But you will,” interrupted Jane, “because if you don’t

and tell Uncle John everything.”

That brought Sonia to her senses. Panting, wild-eyed,
she stared at Jane, then began to whimper.

“Well, it's true. Why shouldn’t I'say it? Jane...”

“I don’t want to talk to you,” broke in Jane. “I think
you're off your head. And I'm sorry for any help I've ever
given you.”

Sonia flung up her arms with a dramatic gesture of

““despair. The black lace mantilla slipped from her head.

She caught it in her hand and turning, rushed speech-
lessly up the stairs to her own room.

Jane stood motionless. She felt quite sick. It wasn’t so
much that she resented what Sonia had said. She was not
ashamed of loving Pat. But to have the thing screamed
aloud . . . her well-guarded secret exposed in that way,
possibly to him . .. that was unbearable!

In a dazed way she looked at the fountain-pen in her
band and remembered that her uncle was waiting for her
to go back with some ink. She was not by nature melo-

«{_dramatic or hysterical like Sonia. When there was some-

thing to be done she did it, no matter how unpleasant. If
§he had to face Pat in that lounge she would face him. The
ink was there, on the one and only writing desk. She had

scen it. She only hoped desperately that Pat had not
heard. '

Then the striped curtains parted. Pat walked thenrseh



and they came face to face. He- had o‘r' course, been an
unwilling listener to the scene which ‘Sonia had madé.
He, too, was white, and there was a sick look in his eyes. -
His gaze met and held Jane’s for an instant. Then, to her,
dismay, a burning tell-tale flush spread over her face and - .
throat. She could not speak. She walked straxght past him
into the lounge.

He looked after her, his emotions chaotm But he was‘,'
more conscious of shame than anything else in this hour.
Shame at Sonia’s treachery to the cousin who had always
been so loyal to her,

He knew that to-night’s events had torn the last roots
of infatuation from his heart. In a way it was'a ‘relief,
because he could not suffer about Sonia any more. He
could not even hate her. He only felt indifferent. And in-
difference is the final nail in the coffin of love. ,

He would like to have said something to Jane, tried té
have helped her, make things easier for her. He knew
perfectly well what agonies of embarrassment and humili-
ation she must be enduring. She, who was so proud. She
was the last girl in the world to want any man to know

_that she cared for him under such conditions as these..
And it had never entered his head until Sonia’s words
had put it there, that Jane was in love with him. She had -

- been a fine friend, and a hard critic. But he had never
suspected that she entertained more intimate feelings for

him. : C

He might have doubted the truth of what Sonia had®
said had it not been for that burning revealing colour on

Jane's face just now. That had betrayed her. For an instant

he put a hand up to his eyes. God! What a mess! But
whateverhe did in the future he.must try not to let her see
that he knew. He was so grateful to her for all that she
had done for him. He owed her so much. And he felt so



completely unworthy of her love, if indeed, she had hon-
‘oured him with it. ' ] .

Jane came through with the ink. They fwmded 1901\1%

at each other this time. But Pat said, with 2 deliberate
attempt at casualness: _

" “What's our Jane doing snooping round with pen and
ink and that determined expression? On business bent
for the Chief?” :

" “Yes. We're working. Yow're the one that's snooping
round.”

She passed him, her heart-beats hurting her, dark lashes
hiding the distress in her eyes. As she reached the staircase,
Pat threw.a swift, unhappy look at her back.

“Good night, Jane.”

“Good night,” she said, without looking round, and
went upstairs and passed out of sight.

{ She was more wretched than she had ever been in her
life. Pat’s casual treatment of her downstairs just now had
raised a doubt in her mind as to whether he had heard
what Sonia had said. There was no definite need for her
to fee} quite so outraged or ashamed. But she did and she
was miserable. .

.It would be a good thing, she thought bitterly, when
this trip ended. There seemed no hope now of ha:ppiness
or peace for any of them. As far as she could see, to-
morrow’s advance into the wilderness, where they would
be flung more than ever upon each other’s

company,
- would be sheer purgatory. And she dreaded it e
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- She walked in. The curtains were drawn. In the shadows
. Pat lay in bed, shivering with fever under a thin blanket,
. Helooked at Jane with over-bright eyes and groaned.

“Oh, so it's you! Welcome, Jane. I thought it.was that
greasy, fat, unattractive woman who calls herself the .
chambermaid.”

Jane walked to the bedside. : «

“Never you mind about attractive women. You ]ust
hurry up and get well,” she said in her brusque way, but
her brown eyes were soft and anxious for him.

He blinked at her.

“I feel like hell, Jane Daunt. Can’t think what’s wrong.
. Came on so suddenly in the night.”

“It’s a visitation on you for your sins. Have you taken
some aspirin?”’

“One.”
~ “Ridiculous. You want three at least. I'll crush some
‘and get-you some warm milk,_

Pat groaned again and turned his back on her.

“Warm milk! Sure, and I'd be sick as a dog. Jane—
don’t start bullying me when I'm ill.”

She looked at the black tousled head on the white pil-
low ... such a darling boyish head, she thought. And she
loved him so frightfully! But she kept up her stern de-
- meanour, made one or to practical suggestions, carried
them out, and then left him, promising to look at him
* again later.

- She joined her undcle and cousin, who were down in
the lounge.

“Well, what do you think of him?” asked Mr. Royale.

“He looks rotten,” said Jane. “But I don’t suppose it's
anything but "flu.”

“Get a doctor,” said Sonia pettishly.

“My dear!” expostulated her father, “there won’t be

an English doctor in Pogador. A Spanish ‘medico’, per-



haps, but you might as well consxgn yourself to the g'rave
straight away as send for one of them.” ,
“A nice place you’ve brought us to, Daddy.”"” '
“Come, come, Babe. Look at- the sumnshine, and that
glorious collection of palm trees out there. You've got
your tail down for some reason or other. Not su:kemng .
for "flu too, are you, darling?” : .
“No,” said Sonia, and lapsed into sullen sdence R
The three of them spent the morning mspectmg the
fine old architecture in the Arab quarter of Pogador. Mr.
Royale enjoyed himself, He did not mind the delay. Jane
took notes diligently, but Sonia was bored and had little
to say. She was not amused by the bazaars. She-was never
really amused unless she was being the centré of interest
herself, or some attractive man was mang love to her.
Now that she had lost Pat she had lost all mterest in this
holiday. The relationship between herself and Jane wasi/
strained, too. She had said more than she intended last -
night and she knew that Jane was angry with her. “
| But there was more trouble in store for the Royale
"y party than any of them had bargained for. When they
. reached the hotel they found it in chaos. The servants
were tearing about with scared faces and the stout black- .
. -bearded gentleman in the red fez who called himself the

manager, immediately rushed to Mr. Royale and began to
- babble incoherently.

The two girls stared at each other.

“What's he saying?” demanded Sonia. :

“T don’t know,” said Mr. Royale. “It’s all in Spamsh
and I can't understand when they speak at that speed.
" Something has happened, anyhow. The whole place seems

-to be fermenting, Jane, my dear, run up and see if Con-
~ nel’s any better, and if he knows what the trouble is. He's
our only interpreter.”

Jane started to walk' across the hall, but there was no

-
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- need for her to go farther. Pat, himself, appeared, He was
in pyjamas and dressing-gown. He was hollow-eyed and
~ his cheeks were scarlet with fever.

“What on earth are you doing out of bed?”. crxed Jane.

Pat was shivering visibly.

‘““Have you heard?” he said.

“Heard what?” asked Mr. Royale. “What the deuce is
.all this about, Connel? Everybody s tearing about lxke a ’
lot of lunatics.” )

“They're packmg up to get out, sir. In about half an
hour there won’t be a soul left in this place.” '

“But why? What'’s happened?”

And then Pat’s lips formed and uttered the dreaded
'word . . . just one small word, but sufficient to make the

faces of his listeners blanch.

“Smallpox,” he said,

! Sonia immediately screamed.

“Oh!” and her hands flew up to her delicate plnk-and—
‘white cheeks as though, in an instant, she visualised her
loveliness being destroyed by that most dreaded scourge
of the East. ’

Mr. Royale said:

“Good God!”

Jane stood still, her gaze fixed on Pat.

No word came from her. Following instantly upon
the shock of what Pat had said there came to her the
fearful suspicion:

- “Pat...has he got it?” -
~ . Patwas telling the Chief what he knew.

'During the morning nobody had been near him, in
spite of the fact that he had rung his bell constantly.
Then he got up and walked into the corridor and saw
the Algerian who had waited on them last night, carrying
-2 bundle of clothes down the stairs, He had questioned

~ the fellow, who had told him that four of the staff had



gone down suddenly with smallpox. Nobody intended to
stay except a kitchen-boy and an old Arab who washed
dishes, both of whom had had the disease.~

“But they can’t abandon the hotel,” protested Mr.
Royale. “It’s preposterous.” ‘

“Theyre a lot of cowards,” said Pat. “And it’s just
what they will do.”

“Well, whoever wants to stay in it?” said Soma in a
high-pitched voice. “We must get away ourselves at once
—at oncel™

“Of course,” said her father. “I ought never to have
brought you here, but it never entered my head that
there'd be an outbreak like this . . . it's terrible, terrible!”

Then Jane, whose dark eyes had never wavered from
Pat’s feverish face, said sharply: :

“But what about Connel? He can’t travel He's in 2
high temperature. He might get pneumoma

“I'll be all right,” said Pat.

But even as he spoke he felt deadly faint. and swayed
on his feet,

. Jane dropped a parcel which she had bought in thé
* bazaar that morning, sprang to his side and put a sup
_porting arm around him.

“No...you're far from all right!”

Sonia clutched her father’s arm. :

“Daddy...daddy... he’s probably got it.”

Mr. Royale’s cheeks lost all thexr healthy colour.

. "My dear...what an idea. .

“But it may be true!” panted Sonia. "It probably is
Jane, come away from him, don’t touch him!”

Jane threw her a look of withering contempt.

“WhatshallIdo...justlet him drop?”

“But, my dear, if he has got it ... " began her-unde.

““Well, if he has, he isn't vomg to be left to it like a
animal on a bundle of straw, is he?” Jane asked furiously

+ 0
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Pat only half-heard the little storm which was raging
over his head. All the faces, the Chief’s, Sonia’s, Jane’s,
were revolving round him. The pain in his head was
‘excruciating. But he was conscious of Jane’s protective
arm, of her defending voice, and he knew suddenly that
she did love him and that it was love in the real sense of
the word. :

He laughed stupidly, swaying on his feet.

“Sonia’s wise . . . not to touch me . .. mustn’t risk
’anything .butI. I haven’t gotit... only.vaccinafed

. little while ago. .

- Then the world blacked out and he went down like a
stone at Jane’s feet, almost dragging her with him,

Sonia refused to let go of her father’s arm.

“Daddy, don’t touch him, you mustn’t. Let Jane be a
fool if she wants.”

. “What in God’s name shall we do?” said Mr. Royale
weakly. “We were wrong, very wrong, Babe, not to be
vaccinated before we came out to Morocco. I shall never
forgive myself if I've brought you into danger.”

“We must go away at once!” said Sonia.

“Sonia’s right, Jane. We must get out of this im-
mediately and drive straight back to Tangier.”

“And take Pat with us?” asked Jane, looking up, the
Christian name slipping unconsciously from her lips.

“That’s impossible,” said Sonia. She was trembling with
fright. “If he’s got it, we'll all get it. We daren’t risk that.”

'Very well,” said Jane. “If he stays here I stay with
him.”

“My dear Jane—" began Mr. Royale,

“It's unthinkable that we should all leave him here to .
die if he is really ill,” cut in Jane. “You can see for your-
self that these rats are all leaving the sinking ship and
soon there won’t be a soul in the hotel. I can’t let Pat lie
here and starve. He ought to be in bed now. Uncle John,



you must help me carry him in to the divan in the lounge.
We can drag him there between us and- I 11 get some blan-
kets from upstairs.”

“It isn't fair to make Daddy touch hzm . .’A’ began
Sonia.

Then Jane turned on her.

“Oh~—you make me sick. And after all ces

She choked and paused. She was going to say “After’
all your protestation of loving him. . . .” But she’ dared
not give Sonia away in front of her father. '

Sonia was thinking of nothing but that awful word
smallpox. In her estimation it was not the time for
romance, or for remembering that she had ever been in
love with Pat. She looked at his unconscious ﬁgure wuh
horror, all her an\cxety for herself,

Mr. Royale, in a state of nerves and shghtly dazed by
the whole thing, allowed his niece to take command of
the situation. It seemed to him a critical one and there
was no time for him to wonder why Jane should be so
concerned about young Connel. He just did what she

i, asked. Together they managed to drag Pat into the Moor-

ish lounge and got him on to the divan. Jane tore up-
stairs and came down again with blankets, which she’
piled over the sick man. Then, with a ‘white set face,
she faced her uncle and cousin.

“Now listen,” she said, “there’s no time to argue or
dither. Pat's very ill. He says that he was only vaccinated
the other day so I don’t suppose he’s got smallpox, and .
I'm not going to worry. I was vaccinated myself not so -

,mmany years ago. The main thing is that he mustn’t be
‘moved at the moment. Drive him out in the car now and _
he'll certainly get pneumonia and die. But you two have
. got to get away, Uncle John, you must take the Victor
and drive back to Tangier. You won't get there till mid-
night, but it’s the only thing to do. Then you can send

TAn
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an ambulance out from the clinic for Pat. I'll stay here

and nurse him until you come. It’s only a question of -
twenty-four hours.” o

- “My dear, it’s very noble—" began Mr. Royale. N

“It’s nothing of the kind,” she mterrupted “I want to -

~ doit. But you and Sonia mustn’t stay.” '

Mr. Royale turned helplessly to his daughter
She took his érm and clung to it, avoiding Jane’s clear

. stern gaze.

“Yes, Daddy, Jane’s right. Let’s get off quickly. It
doesn’t matter about food. We daren’t touch any food
from this place. Oh, come on, quickly . . . they can bring
our luggage back in the ambulance. Don’t let’s wait for
it

For an instant Mr. Royale hesitated. He eyed his niece
with misgiving. ~ '

. “I don’t feel I should leave you, my dear. .

" Jane, wasting no time, was crushmg some asp1r1n in a
slip of white paper. -

- “Ishall be quite all right, Uncle John. And the sooner
you reach Tangier, the sooner we’ll have help.”

“God bless you, my dear,” said Mr. Royale, with the
suspicion of a break in his voice, “You’re like your mother
was before you. .. a very brave woman.’

Jane shook her head and smiled. Uncle John didn’t
understand. It wasn’t brave to stay behind with the man
you loved, and face danger with him. She would have
had to have much more courage to leave Pat lying here
alone.

She went out into the sunlit street and saw them off.
Sonia, now in the car, was still jittering, but bade Jane
good-bye and was seized with sudden remorse at the sight

“of her small solitary figure standing there on the doorstep.

“Will you be all right, Janie? Hadn t you better come
with us?”
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“No,” said Jane coldly. D

“Don’t think too badly of me, Jane. I know I'm a
coward ... but smallpox.” , SRR

“We don’t know that he’s got it yet,” snapped Jane,
“Good-bye.” ‘ ’

~

CHAPTER EIGHTEEEN

A FEW moments later Jane watched the. big shinin
Victor disappear in a doud of dust. Perhaps then he
heart quailed a very little. Undle John had gone . .. an
she was alone with a very sick man in a practically deser
ted hotel, in an isolated Moorish. town- full of thieving
natives and the lowest type of Spaniard, Not pleasant]
Then the thought of Pat and her love for him over.
whelmed her and cast out all fear, ‘ )
Quickly she went back into the lounge. Pat’s eyes were
wide open now and he was muttering under his breath
and obviously delirious, She took his hot hand and held
it 2 moment, looking anxiously down at him. She had no
Particular knowledge of nursing, only practical common-
Sense and that mother instinct which is in évery woman
who loves. She could only do what she thought best. She
had not the slightest idea hoy long smallpox took to
develop or what the symptoms would be. But, somehow
she did not think that par hag got it. They might, of4

course, both catch jt just through staying here, but therée
vas no alternative,

She decided that it woul

he local medico”, At least he would know how to deal ’

his own country. She found her
brepared a question in Spanish,
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“and then tried 'to find somebody who would listen to
her.

The manager hlmself had seized his thmgs and de~ :
parted. He did not intend to risk anything. Jane, wan-
dering from room to.room, found nobody in the hotel
except the old Arab and the boy in the kitchen. She tried
to make them understand what she wanted. But it was
Jhopeless. They were both willing and eager to help her,
but could do nothing butlook at her like uncomprehend:
ing animals, roll their eyes, gesticulate, and pour torrents
of bastard Spanish and Arabic into her ears.

The kitchen was in chaos. The cooks had departed in
the middle of preparing the m1dday meal. Jane, although.
shelwas healthily hungry, decided that she would not
eat any of the food, in case it was infected. She must go
hungry for twenty-four hours. And it would not matter if
Pat had nothing to-day but drinks. She found a saucepan,
‘poured some water into it, boiled it and took it upstzurs
to the lounge. She could give Pat sips of that when it
cooled down.

Pat tossed and moaned and muttered on his pillows.
Jane left him again and hurried out into the street. The
little square was deserted. Pogador appeared to give
no sign of life. The rabbits had scuttled into their war-
rens. A rumour had been spread by an ignorant member
of the hotel staff that the English chauffeur had brought
a mysterious plague to Pogador . . . an illness resulting in
rapid death. Already two. of the hotel servants had suc-
cumbed, not from smallpox, the tale-bearer said, but this
plague. The English gentleman and the golden-haired
sefiorita had already fled from the town in their car. No-
body, therefore; would go near the hotel. Smallpox was
bad enough, but the thought of an unknown plague
spread terror through the superstitious natives in all
quarters.

oy



When Jane appeared, anybody -that saw ner scuttled
away from her, believing her ‘also to be a carrier of the
fatal malady.

She found it hopeless to try to approach anybody or to
find the medical man. So at length she retumed to the
abandoned hotel and to Pat'sside.- .

She sat down beside him, wiped her burning face with
a handkerchief and closed her eyes. Heavens! she was
tired and hot. This was a bad business and quite frankly
she could not look forward to the long hours in front of
her. Hours of anxiety over Pat’s condition and without
food for herself, without even daring to maLe herself a
cup of tea down in that filthy kitchen.

Pat threw up an arm and moaned.

“Sonial” :
Jane’s lips tightened. So he was stlll tthmg of her.
Sonia who would have abandoned him to his fate thlf
day! Not very jolly for her to sit here and listen to hixﬁ

raving about another woman.

Then Pat looked straxght at her with. hls glazed eye*
and muttered.

“You'revile...you'revile...1”

Jane laid a hand on his forehead and stroked back the
_thick dark hair.

“You're not talking to me, I hope,” she said, w1th :
flash of her old humour.

“Go away,” said Pat. “Don't try and get me back thi
, wa),Soma Despicable. . . hate you.,

Jane lifted her brows. So that was how he felt abou
Sonial Well, it wasn’t anything for her to be jealous of!
She went on smoothing his forehead. He thrust her awa
and babbled about his love and his hate.

She went upstairs to her bedroom and brought down -
bowl of cold water, a sponge, and towel. The only thin,
that she could do was to bathe him and try to Iower hi
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neither of them stirred. At length s0me oOr € roiing
mists cleared from the sick man’s brain and he g‘rewsud-'« -
denly aware of real things. His lashes lifted, saw, hazily,
the striped silk curtains and mosaic walls of the Moorish -

lounge; became conscious of the -divan on which he was
lying, and conscious, too, that a gxrl a stim girl was
lying in the crook of his arm crymg as though her heart
would break. '

For a few moments, weak and dxzzy, he made nexthex
movement nor did he speak. But he looked stupidly at
the girl’s dark ruffled head and her prostrate figure in the
thin blue linen dress, beside him. Then he knew who it
was, With a sense of shock he spoke her name. "

“Janel”

Instantly she drew away from him and sprang ‘to hel
feet. Gasping, drawing a hand across her wet eyes like ar
ashamed boy, she looked down at him.

“Jane,” he whispered again. *What the devil .. .?”

“So you’re sane again,” she broke in.

He knit his brows.

“Sane? What’s been happenmg? What am I domg
here? And why were you .

She interrupted him, her cheeks scorchmg thh em
barrassment.

“You were delirious. Old 1d10t you pulled me dowr
and I couldn’t get away . . . raving you werel”

He looked up at her, growing every instant.cleare!
and more fully conscious of things. And very consciou:
indeed of the memory of Jane lymg there sobbmg beside
him.

“My dear,” he sazd “Why were you arying?” ~ ~

“I wasn’t!” she said angrily. “And don't talk. You' v
got to lie quiet. You've been like a madman with fever
but'I suppose the aspirin’s done the trick. I bunged abou
half the bottle into you, trying to get your temperatur
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She gaye , ervous Iitela laugp,
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rxght now. You go to sleep now— wmp yourself up on that
other sofa over there.” :

“No, you should sleep again.”

“I don’t want to.” -

“Pat, you're weak as a rat, and whatever you ve got, it's .
important for you to sleep.” :

He fixed his blue heavy eyes upon her.

“Do you nevér think of yourself?” ,

“Certainly. But'I'm not tired: And you re my pauent*
and you've got to do what the 1 nurse says.” )

“What a grand nurse she is, too.” :

Suddenly her head hfted and her eyes widened.

“Listen!” .

“What to?” :

She didn’t answer for a moment. Then she- walked to
the striped curtains and parted them. After a pause she let
them “fall again and turned back to him with a half;
shamed laugh, ~ A

51 : . ,

“It's nothing. I just thought 1 heard ‘ o

“You've got the jimjams,” he broLe in. “And I don’t
wonder: It’s all been an awful strain on you, You're tired
. out. You’ve got to sleep now, Jane, and if there’s anythmg '
to listen for, I'll do the listening for the next few hours.”
~ She walked back to his bedside and was furious with’

herself because the tears ‘welled into her eyes.-She was
weak from lack of food, ‘and after the heat, exertion and
. tension of the day. He saw those tears glittering on her
lashes and was filled with indescribable tenderness for
her. Until now ke had felt too ill to think much about he{ ‘
but in this hour the full realisation of her courage and -
what she had done for hlm came upon, him, He held outa’
hand. ~ .

“Come here, Jane

She obeyed, and found herself placmg her ﬁngers in. "
his. : S :
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“Now, Pat, be good and sleep again,” she began, and
made an effort to blink back those tears which she felt
were ridiculous.

He said:
~ “Iwant to tell you that I think you’re the grandest girl
I've ever known. Not onc in a thousand would have
risked smallpox like this. I wish to God I thought I could
do something to repay you. If I grow to be a million I
shall never forgct that you staycd behind in this infernal
phce with me.”

She shook her head mutely, and stood there speechlessly
with her hand locked in his. And the sight of Jane Daunt,
who had always been so practical, so poised, so cool,
looking like a child in her dressing-gown, with her dark,
ruflfled hair and with those tears streaming down her
cheeks, was infinitely moving to him. It was impossible
for him not to remember what he had heard last night
... remember that Sonia had accused Jane of being in
Jove with him. Well, what more could any woman have
done for any man, than Jane had done for him this day?
And how in God’s name was he ever going to repay such
a debt?

Suddenly he drew her hand against his cheeks with
a caressing movement and then kissed it.

"“The grandest girl I've cver known,” he repeated.
“Thank you, dear, and ... bless you!”

It took Jane her last ounce of pride and pluck to with-
stand that stirring tenderness from him. She could so
casily have broken down and flung hersclf straight into
his arms. But somehow she managed to Jaugh helplessly,
drag her fingers away and say:

“I'm just the world’s idiot. Don’t mind me, Pat. It's
the diet. I don't think slimming agrees with me.”

Then she went back to the chair and drew the blanket
firmly round her.



“A few mhore hours of sleep and you’ll be a A"
man,” she added. “And in the mormng . sing hey
the'rescue party!” '

- “You're an obstinate chxld ” he sajd. “But 'mot °
. too, and I am not going to sleep until you've-had -
~ rest. I can’t really think why we don't both go to slecp

]ane blew her small nose violently. -

. “Just in case of robbers and thieves.”

. “Well, I daresay we'll wake up if they come, and as Ionq
as they ] Ieave us alone they're welcorne to taLe anythu‘

© . they see.”

“Quite,” said Jane with a laugh that had a break in- i
- “Well, I'll make a bargain. I'll go to sleep if you do.”; ]
* She agreed to that, And once her heavy eyelids dosew
she was soon fast asleep because she was really worn ot
But Pat had no intention of sleeping. It was he wh
watched over her during the rest of that sinister mgh
and during that silent watch, the Lnowledge came to hi
that all these weeks and months he Had been a blin
fool. Jane had loved him and he had loved Sonia. An
therein he had made the biggest mistake of his life. T
it was Jane Daurit and not Sonia who was worth a-man
loving,-and for Jane, with her grand character and th:
adorable mixture-that was in her of soft femininity an
courageous boy, who could fashion the ladder on which
man ‘might indeed, climb to the starsl

CHAPTER NINETEIZN

"Hap Jane and Pat sat down and thought about it, the
might have named a dozen people who would .come
. their rescue; authorities of the English clinic in Tangi:

heading the list, But never would they have hit upon th

-+ by q



n who was eventually responsible for putting an
na to that nightmare scare in Pogador.
. Soon after dawn broke over the Moorish town, flushing
tbe white minarets and shuttered houses with rose and
opalescent light, a little bus rattled over the cobbled
street and pulled up in the square. It was the fortnightly
bus from Tetuan, and Pogador’s one method of com-
munication with the outer world.
* Out of this bus stepped two or three superior Arzb
merchants, a dark-skinned soldier of the Foreign Legicz
the driver with his mail bag, and—a slim, blue-¢ved man
--who might be English or American~—who wore z czac
suit and a black beret at a rakish angle on his fzir ZezZ.
. . He was not surprised by the deserted appearan:
square for it was still very early in the mornin g H
the main entrance barred, and knocked upsn i
They should be open to meet the bus, he thouzts = -

. el

and stood there in the fresh cool morning wzvmizz =7
stretching his limbs. |

Nobody answered his summons. Kz irocies smes
loudly and called in Spanish.



© “Pat, listen. It'll be help of some kind, anyhow!™

- With a fast-beatmg heart, Jane uribarred the front door °

. found herself starmg, stupeﬁed at the falr—halred man in
., the beret. | e
“Maurice!” she gasped.-

p fof ‘the hotel and flung it open. And the next moment she

' Maurice Gardener stared back at t her. His Face was 2
study in bewilderment, as he took in the sight of the small -
. girlish figure in the orange dressing-gown, the ruffled hair, :

and pale little face. Then he tooL off his beret, blmkmg

hard.

. “Mon Dieu! Cousin jane! AmT mad or is it you P" o

‘At.any other time than this Jane would not have been
pleased to see Sonia’s husband. But at the moment h

seemed an angel in disguise, and she stralghtway began to -

_ary with sheer relief from the nervous ténsion which she
~ had passed through since yesterday. She sobbed:
“Oh, Maunce, but I'm glad to see you.” ‘
He came into the hall, shakmg h1s head in bewﬂder
ment.
i “But ]ane, ‘what does thls mean? Why the tears? th
" have you opened the door'to me? Is the place bew1tched1
Are there no servants, . . ?” '
Jane tried to stop crying. . ~
“No. Nobody. Everyone s gone . oh, where have yot
come from?”
On the bus from Tetuan. When I left Tangier I wen
straight to Tetuan and was so bored I couldn’t remain
"I heard there was a nlght bus leaving for this outlandisl
spot. Someone told me it yas worth seeing and that th
mountain air would do’ nﬁe goo}:l 50 anng I came. Anc
. sapristi, what a journeyl "~
© He broke off and stared at Jane. :
. “Why are you crying? Where is ;.. Sonia?”
Out tumbled Jane’s story. Maurice dropped his bag
: 176 '



v"r’:a dgarette’ and lstensd im o ami—oeee I

hanged colour somewhat when the vy "oms T - oL

from her lips. He clicked his tonzue.

 “But this is serious. You poar U : :
rxperience for vou. Why in heaver's mame Z2in - s o
iith Sonia and Mr. Royale:”

: “Because,” said Jane in a low voize I vl B0l
... Mr. Connel.”

 Maurice Gardener pulled hisEps doom I e mimns

“The gentleman with the strozz vigiz o o7 Zoo
[ thought mv charming wife was fntzmerel = i
“I'm afraid vou finished all thzt, 20z
“Well, this is no time to dis= :
wm, a solitary visitor to a strickez ©TvT. zmi T LT
“onnel ... has he the smallpox:” )
. “No, we are both convinced hz 227 =12 It L
itroke. But Sonia was afraid thes It wir e T
md anyhow his temperature was § T TRIET O
lared not move him.”
Maurice nodded.
“So like Sonia. She would
But you, Cousin Jane, I have




md Mr Connel 'to get away from th1s place When do L
you expect the ambulance?" ' ‘
“Not for hours. And anyhow we don’t need it now. .
Pat’s almost well agam-—-only he’s too weak to walk far
Maurice reflected, bmng his lips.
“Then get him dressed ]ane, and I will commandeer
the bus.” ,
- “The bus!” repeated Jane. o ‘ ‘
Why not? The driver is a Spaniard. I can tackle hnn
He expects ! to remain here until the afternoon, and I
can get.you and Mr. Connel halfway to Tangier, and
we will’ probably meet the rescue party. I am a good
driver~:then I will, return home with the bus. Much better
0 get you away at once; isn't it'so?”
“It would be a ternﬁc relief,” she said. "And Maurxce,
it would be wonderful of you.. S
He bowed as she paused. .' 3 : SRR |
“It will be a pléasure to me to be of some use in thxs
world. My existence is generally futile. You have ‘sald
hard words to me, Cousin- jane, on one or two occasions,
but perhaps maybe you will give me thi§ chance to.show
you that I am still—a gentleman!™
]ane wiped her eyes. It was typical of Maurice to be
showy. and grandiloquent, but she knew that he was com-
ing up to" the scratch as far as he could do She said
hushly " :
“Thanks, Maurxce You Te a brxck ” ‘
He bowed' again.” - A
- “From petite Cousin Jane that is ﬂattery indeed!” He
went out into the sunlight,- prepared to bribe the driver,
commandeer the bus,,and take charge of the situation,
Jané rushed back to Pat and told hxm ‘the surpnsmg
news.
“Good lord! 7 sa1d “Pac. “What a queer state of aifaxrs
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. .. Sonia’s husband coming to the rescue. Decent of him,
Jane—after I've knocked the fellow down, tool”

“I think he has a good side to him, Pat.”

Suddenly he held out a hand to her.

“And you, you've got something in you, Jane, that

- would bring out the best in any man,”

She clung to his hand for a moment, her tears falling
again.

“Sorry . . . for being . . . so stupid . . . I think it’s just
lack of food.”

« He drew the small hand to hislips.

“As long as I live I shall remember that you risked

sheer horror in order to stay béhind and look after me,
* Jane. Dear, dear Jane!”
“Oh, don’t say nice things to me . .. I'm really not in
the right state of mind to stand it, Pat,” shesaid, her face
- puckered and wet with tears, “I'm going upstaif§ to dress,
- and bring dowm your things. Then we must get you up.
- You do feel strong enough?”
“Sure . . . another twenty-four hours and I'll be myself
“again, I reckottit's been a bit of fright about nothing.”

She nodded,'g“;niling at him through her tears.

And an hour later they were on the road to Tangier in
that badly sprung, draughty, rattling little bus. Maurice
sat at the wheel in excellent spirits, between his lips a
cigarette, which he removed only to utter imprecations
against the steering and the gears, which were, he in-
formed his passengers, of pre-historic design.

The passengers themselves sat on their hard seats fully
conscious of the luck which had come to them in the
shape of Maurice Gardener.

It was good to be away from that hotel and the sinister
atmosphere, and much of the discomfort of the bus
was mitiga.ted by the cushions and rugs which they had
brought with them. Jane, still in her role of nurse, had.
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wrapped Pat in blankets and filled a hot-water bottle for.
. his feet, determmed that he.should not catch cold after -
_ the fever. And Maurice had rummaged the kitchens and -
. found tinned biscuits which they could eat without fear
and ‘which assuaged 'some of the. .pangs of hunger nov
assailing both patient and nurse. :

A never-to-be-forgotten journey!

- Janel had Jittle to say. But now and then her soft brom
eyes rested upon Pat with a tenderness which, she coulc
‘barely conceal and an immense thankfulness that ther

was no need to be anxious about his condition.
_ . As for Pat, it was to Jane rather than the ] passmg scen
ery that hlS gaze frequently wandered. Gallant Jane, be
. fore whom mentally he bent his knee.
* “As for Maurice Gardener, Pat could only regard th(
gay, insolent figure at the wheel with a feeling of friend
“Iiness. It didn’t seem to matter at all that he was Sonia’:
husband, and'that it was he who had shattered the
. romance which Pat had woven so wildly around her
 That all seemed long ago, another life. This was a new
~ life in which reality had réplaced romance. And nothmg
was'so real or so important as the frxendshlp which Jane
had given him and the love which she had proven up tc
the hilt.

The sun rose higher as they Joumeyed along retracmg
the road which they had taken only two days ago. Soon i
. grew so hot that Pat was able to dlspense with his twc
. layers of blankets and rugs and his hot water bottle. Bu

Jane fussed over him.

“You're not to catch cold,” she kept saylng

He smiled at her and answered:

“All right nurse, I'll be good.” - -

It was not an ambulance wluch met them two hour
later on that remote, sun-baked mountain road. It was the
Victor driven by Mr! Royale, with an elderly man wearing
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soon go home and never set eyes on the infernal country
again: This night has taken the spirit of adventure from
me, all rlght >

“I think it’s encouraged one in me,” said ]ane, w1th a
funny little smile. '

. Mr. Royale looked at.the drxver of the bus and shook-
hlS head.

“Fancy that fellow Gardener turning upl Tve never .
~ liked him, but I suppose we owe him something for this.”

“I think we do,” said Jane.
~ “Have you had anything to eat?” her uncle asked, .
. conscious now that Jane’s face.was pinched and hollow-
eyed. . ,

“Only blscults, she confessed
. “Well, we've brought hot drinks in thermos ﬂasks, and
_ food,” he said. “And before I drive a step farther I'm
. goingtotake a cushion and a rug and steep.”. R

~““We might all do the same,” said Jane. - ‘
~ Dr. Pollock emerged from the bus and approached

them.

“Nothmg much wrong with that young fellow except
atouch of the sun,” he said. :

“And I don’t think there’s much wrong w1th me except
hunger,” said Jane. : '

“You're a lot of frauds,” saxd Dr. Pollock. “But it’s just
as well you're out of Pogador. Its about the most un-
civilised spot in Morocco.”

There folloived a strange plCl’llC, all of them srttmg in ~
- the bus. Pat, Jane, and Maurice Gardener drank hot
coffee and ate -hard-boiled eggs and bread-and-butter
ravenously. Never ‘had food tasted so good. Mr. Royale
- and the doctor joined in the’ repast, and they might all
have been old, attached friends. This -queer encounter -
had brought them in close contact. They found them-
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selves exchanging stories and jokes, laughing helplessly,
quarrelling gaily over the last crumb of food and the last
drop of coffee. ‘ S ,

And after that they slept . . . all of them, including
Maurice. '

“They'll be raising blue murder i Pogador if I get
back late with their bus,” he said, "but mon Dieu, I must

have my piece of rest as well.” :

" Later, when the afternoon had grown cooler and Pat
had been transferred into the Victor, Maurice -prepared
to make the homeward journey. Jane shook hands -with
him and said: B

“You've been grand to us, Maurice. I'm going to tell
Sonia.”

He shrugged hIS shoulders and pulled the beret more
rakishly on the side of his head.

“The charming Sonia has no use for me, and I haven’t
""much for her now. She has played the coward in this
-game.”

“One must make allowances for Sonia,” said Jane.

“I shall do what she has wanted me to do for so long,”
he said. “I shall set her free. Good-bye, Cousin Jane. We
are not likely to meet again.”

Driving back to Tangier in the Victor, Mr. Royale
said:

“Not such a bad chap after all, Gardener. Very decent
of him to collect that old bus and bring you young
people out here. I felt I ought to do something in return,
so I told him to look us up next time he was in London.”

Pat and Jane exchanged glances. They both knew,
somehow, that Maurice Gardener was not likely to call at
the Royale house in London.

And John Royale was never to know that it was Sonia’s
husband to whom he had extended that invitation, for

~ the divorce which set Sonia free later in the year was
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.50 dlscreetly manoauvred that Mr. Royale rcmamed in
ignorance of it and of the whole of that disastrous folly -
. which had almost ruined his daughter in Paris two years
Cago. - o
CHAPTERTWENTY -

ABOUT a month later Jane Daunt sat in her.accustomed
’place at her desk in the office of the bxg Royale show-
rooms in Plccadxlly

She had-had a busy day. It was a ﬁne May and in Lon-
don there was plenty of business doing in the car world.

Jane, tired and hot, wiped the nib of her pen, sat back
* in her chair, and lit a cigarette.

It was half-past four. An hour whxch she had been
eagerly awaiting ever since she- started work to-day. Pat
was coming to see her. There was a letter in her bag from
him received this morning, télling her. to expect him at
. this time. He had been away on one of his usual jobs on
behalf of the Royale motor company, and ]ane.'had not
‘seen him for a week. A very long week it had seemed, for
ever since their return, from abroad they had been’in
contact almost daily. If he didn’t catch a glimpse of her
here in the office he rang her ‘up at home or took her out
for a meal or a picture. Since their adventures in Morocco,
and in particular that sinister night together in Pogador,
there had existed between them a comradeship and under-
. standing that had been infinitely satisfying to Jane. As
. far as she could see it had been equally satisfying to Pat.

He had been a changed man since his return to Lon-
don. The wild, irresponsible, "impulsive Irishman had

given place to a_steadier man; a man still ambitious and
hard-working, but with a more fully developed sense of
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proportion, one WI"!O could put a true value on lhi'rl{{s
and did not waste his days in dreaming, A

She had beard from everyhody in the firm that he had
been working furiously, and her unde had personaily
expressed himself “pleased with young Connel”,

The break between Sonia and Pat was final and abuo-
lute. Thev had not even had to endure each other's com-
“pany on the return journey from Tangicr, becanse Sonta,
once she got back to El Minza, removed herselfl from the
little party. Pat was finished with her, therefore she was
finished with him. She had had a letter from an old zchon
friend in Majorca, inviting her to stay out there, and she
accepted. She left her father and cousin, pleading «s an

excuse that the horrible adventure in Pogadar had com-
pletely destr oved her nerve, and she would not go « mils
farther in the car. So Mr. Royale pacred her off by tez 1o
. Majorca and he, his niecs, and Connel returned to
~ England alone.
As far as Jane could judge, Pat had put the pas Lehind
" him verv thoroughly.
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‘ 0 discreetly manceuvred that Mr, Royale remained in

" ignorance of it and of the whole of that disastrous folly

,' which had almost ruined his daiighter in Paris two years
ago. A

~ CHAPTER TWENTY :

Asout a month later Jane Daunt sat in her accustomed
place at her desk in the office of the big Royale show-:
rooms in Piccadilly. -

She had had a busy day. It was a ﬁne May, and in Lon-
don there was plenty of business doing in the car world.

- Jane, tired and hot, wiped the nib of her pen, sat back
in her chair, and Iit a cigarette. -

© It was half-past four. An hour which she had been
: eagerly awaiting ever since she started work to-day Pat-

was coming to see her. There was a letter in her bag from
him Teceived this morning, telhng her to expect him at

"y this time. He had been away on one of his usual jobs on

behalf of the Royale motor company, and Jane had not.
seen him for a week. A very long week it had seemed, for
ever since their return, from abroad they had been in-
contact almost daily. If he didn’t catch a glimpse of her
here in the office he rang her up at home or took her out
for a meal or a picture, Since their adventures in Morocco,
and in particular that sinister night together in Pogador,
there had existed between them a comradeship and under-
standing that had been infinitely satisfying to Jane. As
far as she could see it had been equally satisfying to Pat.
He had been a changed man since his return to Lon-

don. The wild, irresponsible,” impulsive Irishman had
given place to a steadier man; a man still ambitious and
hard-working, but- with a more fully developed sense of



roportion, one who could put a true value on things
* 2nd did not waste his days in dreaming. .

She had heard from everybody in the firm that he had
- peen working furiously, and her uncle had personally
expressed himself “pleased with young Connel”. '

. The break between Sonia and Pat was final and abso-
lute. They had not even had to endure each other’s com-
pany on the return journey from Tangier, because Sonia,
once she got back to El Minza, removed herself from the
little party. Pat was finished with her, therefore she was
finished with him. She had had a letter from an old school
friend in Majorca, inviting her to stay out there, and she
accépted. She left her father and cousin, pleading as an
excuse that the horrible adventure in Pogador had com-
pletely destroyed her nerve, and she would not go a mile
farther in the car. So Mr. Royale packed her off by sea to
..Majorca and he, his niece, and Connel returned to
‘England alone.

As far as Jane could judge, Pat had put the past behind
him very thoroughly.

During the journey back to England, and in the days
that followed, Jane was no longer forced to undergo the
torture of seeing the man she loved interest himself in
another woman. She might not count in his life except as
a friend, as she wanted to, but at least she was spared
the misery of watching him head straight for disaster.

Jane looked at her watch. A quarter-to-five. Pat was
ﬁlst‘;.vge. :r:smcczirr}ing up from the West country, Probably
Condon these dags. }tlr aﬂic block. It was awful driving in

vehicles, Privatt:1 y(f;;s eaill?lllghitx,r‘izhj ; Wlt'h e heary
Jelisha beacons, - Aing signals, and the

-Sonia was coming back from Majorca to-mo
1ad met a marvellous young man 01]1t there in xzrk?;; 31}11:
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was interested, so she had told- Jane in the Tast letter
received. :

“ Well, whatever future troubles assailed Sonia, next time
Jane was determined not to be mixed up in them. It was
* quite obvious that Sonia could not be happy unless she.
had a lover and was satisfying her personal vanity, and -
equally obvious that no disaster would ever teach her a
lesson.. One day, no doubt, when she was free, she would
marry again, and then some_ unfortunate man as her‘
husband would have to try to control her.

A voice behind Jane said:

“Hullo!”

. Jane, in the act of: ‘dusting her small nose and smooth-
ing an unruly lock of hair, swivelléd round in her chair.’

- “Oh! Hullo, Pat. It’s you.”

Pat Connel came into the office and shut the frosted-
glass door behind him. He looked brown and well and_
was wearing the grey flannels in which Jane always liked‘
him. His blue eyes were brilliant and his voice held a
/' note of excitement as he said:

“Great news, little Jane! Gr-e-a-t news!”
Jane blinked up at him.
“My dear Pat, what's happened?”

He balanced himself on the edge of the desk and handed
her his cigarette-case.

“First of all, how’s Jane?”

“Fine. And what mischief are you up to, Pat Connel?"
“No mischief at all. Sure and I'm a hard-working devil
these days, and you know it. I’ve just sold two Victors m*‘f

Devon and Cornwall.”
Her brown eyes rested on him with a softness whlch was
+ for him ‘alone. He was such a boy, ‘this “hard-working
devil”, and she wished she was not in love with him and

~ that she could just feel in a platomc way about him as he -
did about her.

186



“Well,” she said. “Come on—out with the news.”
. “I had a long-distance call from our manager last night.
‘He thought I'd like to know that I'd been promoted.’

;. “Promoted!” repeated Jane. “What to?”

“Sales manager in France, little Jane. Not just salesman
in England, but manager of the Continental dep6t. I hear
the Chief was impressed by my knowledge of languages
when we were abroad, and they've offered me this job at
a salary of one thousand pounds and commission. ]ane, '
it’s grand.”

She sat still. She wanted to congratulate him. It was
grand . . . a big job, and it would satisfy quite a few of
Pat’s ambitions. But it was going to take him away from
London...from her. With a sinking heart she said:

“How splendid, Pat. No wonder you're excited. T sup-
pose it means you . . . will live in Paris.”

“Of course. I love Paris, don’t you?”

“Love it,” she echoed.

“Won’t you smoke?”

- “No, thank you.”

“And there’s some talk of me going to Madrid later on,
as well, and trying to interest the Spaniards in our cars.”

“Madrid, eh?” said Jane.

Their eyes met. Her lashes lowered nervously, ‘and he
suddenly flushed under his tan. They were both remem-
bering that first fatal night they had spent in Madrid, the
night when Mr. Royale had found his “chauffeur” kissing
his daughter and had dismissed him. That night when
Jane had suffered agonies of mind only a shade worse
than she suffered now when there was no Sonia, but she
was still no more than Pat’s friend.

Pat said:

“I'm'tostart in June—two weeks’ time.”

Jane draummed her fingers on her blotter.

“So we shan’t be seeing much more of you here.”

Y o T



- 'He did not answer for a moment. He looked at he
- bent dark head. All remembrance of the folly of Mﬁ@ﬂ‘
‘and of his infatuation for Sonia Royale was wiped Qv
- another memory . . . one which-he regarded as ;. _,3
sacred .. . a slim young figure in an orange dressing-, -
huddled beside him in the shadows in a Moorish k.
lounge; a gallant young figure keeping guard over. hq
. a very gallant girl who had stayed behind in a faqve
smcken town to nurse him and had taken an appalh;,
risk for him.

. He had realised that night that she loved him. -
reahsed this afternoon that he loved her. And he did n
‘know what to say, he, who was usually so ready wit

spéeches, with an Irishman’s faculty for making love to
‘pretty woman. But this was different, this profound fee
ing which welled up in him for Jane Daunt and brougt
a lump to his throat,

She looked up at him, her eyes bright and rather har

“You'll have to write occasionally and tell me ho
you're getting on.’

© “Will you miss me, ]ane?”

She blushed to the roots of her hair.

“What a conceited question!”

“Well, will you? Tell me.”

“Certainly not.” :

“You mean you won't miss me?”

“Why should I?” -

“You’re hedging.”

“Oh, don’t be so silly, Pat.”

"Perhaps I am silly,” he said. “But I'vea notion th
I'm going to miss you . . . just like hell1”

Her heart raced. - o

“Oh, no you won't.”

“But I will, Jane, because your frxendshlp means
much to me.”
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" "Yes, Marry me and comie and hve w1th me in Paris, my

" dear. T feel T've got something. t offer you. A good job

and a good screw.. Of course/the Chlef may chuck me out
'for daring to propose to his nie f But as you've told ‘me
in the past, I've got plenty of ng drve. ]ane, darling, won't
you marry me?” . ‘ L :
C¢T... Tcan't thmk n A
“I’ll go to the Chief to-mght and ask per:mssmn
“Certainly not!” cried: :Jane. “Uncle John has no say a
all inmy prlvate affairs. I shall marry whom I choose.”
- “But supposmg he chuicks me out?”
“He won't. I won’t let him.”
. ‘Pat drew a deep breath'
"Then you mean you wzll marry, me?”
“I suppose 50,” said Jane weakly. “I expect I'm mad a
a hatter. But I must . . . I must come with you, Pat. I lov
you so muchl Life doesn t mean a thmg to me either
without you.”
He pulled her out of the chalr into his arms.
“You re too good for me, Jane, but if you'll take me 2
I am .. there’s nothing I'won’t do to justify your 'Lrus
in me.’ :
Her ‘arms were about his necL and her cheeks, we
with tears, pressed against his. She whlspered
“If you love me, that's enough.
“Ah, you know how to love, ]ane, my dearest. Haven'
you proved it . .. a dozen times? Jane, you must teact
" me something about it, too. I'want to learn all over again
_ And I swear you won’ t have to pull me out of Moorist
" cafés, or lecture me . :
“More than once a year?” she ﬁmshed for hlm, half
laughing, half-crymg :
~ “Never,” he said, smoothing the dark hair back from
~ her forehead. “Never, my sweetheart, if I have you
‘You're so very sweetl ”
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. An OMICE DUY LPLRLU INC QOO AN Prerea in; jany
Pal’s lips upon hers, was not aware of the fact, T
wave one look at the Chiel's secretary and the
Trish salesma‘n. locked in each other's aras, then yorel
again, mischievously whistling: “Love in Bloom.”
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