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So that she might forget the’ unhappy lova
affar with Clfford Culser, the beautiful
and temipestuous Raine 1s sent to stay with
Ler grandmother in the South of France,
little realising that Clifford is a Handsome
philanderer playing a double game in order
to get his hands on thefortune that she will
onc day mherit

His duphaity 15 ducovered by a young
Frenchman who has already falleri passion-
ately 1o love with Raine, but the sitzation
13 to become even more tragic and involied
before each of them finds the love and
lappiness thev both desire -
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It was generally accepted that the Ball which Lady
Oliventt gave for her débutante daughter, Jenmfer Rose,
was one of the big successes of Coronation Year. Society
was there en masse; some of the Jovehest girls in Eng-
land. The dance took place in a famous hotel overlook-
ing the river. The May might was cloudless and warm,
and the light of the stars scemed to dip into the water.
At times couples drifted outside to get away from the
heat of the ballroom in which the scent of the flowers had
become a\crpowenng

Jer J T T
side—" o .
laughi
sweet lomght in Iu:r crmclme dress of pink sp:tn"led
tulle.

Lady Olventt stood besde Rose, her. sister- mA]aw,
loohing every inch the proud pleased matron and saidl: *

‘\'Vcll, I think Jennifer’s going to pull it ofl. I'm/sure

room, searching the dancers for her own daughter.
‘Have you seen Rane lately, Maud>

+ Lady Oltventt had just at that moment noticed the

fact that her piece had left the room with a young man

named Cldford Culver. But she did not say so to poor

dear Rose. She knew how Rose detested young Culver.
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Really, she was sony these d'\.ys Ior Rosc, who was 2 cof
" ventional and wholly English type in her way.. But sh
had, Lady Oliventt reminded herself, a French mothe
and Raine had inherited a great deal of her terhpéra |
ment from the Comtesse de Chagny. Well—what witl
the French blood, and an Irish grandmothcr on the othe
side, what could one expcct"’ .
When Raine had ‘come out’ last year she h'zd bee
“noted as one of the most beautiful débutantes presnntec
at Court. Too emotional and artistic—her Ladyslnp wai
glad that-her Jennifer was neither of these things. Talcm
seemed to go hand in hand with trouible. And poor Rose
had so set her heart on Raine makmg a good marrngc
-and settling down.
Rose Oliventt, left to herscl{ wandered 'uound stm
searching for the truant Raine, whose grandmother said
she had not seen her for some time. Rather bitterly, Roze
regarded the Comtesse. At sixty-five she was still mag-
nificently ‘handsome, and charmed everybody with -her
wit and humour, and that touch of the grande dame
which so distinguished her. She wore black lace (Bal-
main), the Chagny diamonds, long white kid gloves, and
. cairied an ostrich feather fan. She made everybody e else

in.the room- look insignificant. Her daughter respected
“and admired ler. But they had never really understood
cach other. Now, there was an armed truce - hetween
them, which had existed ever since Rmc married M 1c}md
Oliventt and left France.

The Comtesse had only one great interest and” Ime
these days—her granddaughter., She adored Raine.. In‘
‘her own vouth, Adrienne de Chagny had had scores of
young men at her feet—she understood emotions. -She "
had suffered greatly during the last war'and been finan- -
cially feduced, like so many members of the French oy,
bility. But she was still a wmlth', woman, and owned One E

of the most beautiful places in “the: South of France. -
Raine was her sole heiress.
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Mrs. Oliventr reflected that although the Comtesce
spoiled Raine, she would share at least one view with her
daughter Rose. She would not want Raine to become en-
tangled with Clifford Culver—who was unworthy of her.

It was s0 maddening that Clford was asked every-
where, because he was an eligible bachelor and eame of
a good family. Clifford was nearing thisty Recently, fol-
Jowing the death of hss father, he had become the head
of his firm.

Mrs. Ofivents was never quite sure what Chfford did.
. . . She only knew vaguely that the 'business’ was con-
neeted with spare parts for cars and that Chifford owned
a big factory on the Great West Road But she had lately
heard rumours that he was rapidly spending all the
money his father had made and that ‘Culvers Ltd.” were
1ot 100 prosperous. She was positve, anyhow, that Clif-
ford was after Raine for her money more than for her
youth and beauty That ternfied the mother.

In addition, Chifford had been scandalousty connected
with one ot two girls, and once with a2 married woman in
a case in which he had narrowly escaped bemng cited as
co-respondent. In other words, Mrs. Olisenst loathed
him, and could not understand why Raine preferred him
10 any of the nice boys she had so far met.

She wished that Michael, her husband, had not died
<0 young. He had been one of the youngest Members of
Parliament. He had succumbed to a fatal operation while
he was visiting the Far East. He mught have helped con-
trol Raine; it was so difficult managing her alone, Rose
Olunentt thought, ‘

Despairingly, she abundoned the search through the'
ball-room for Raine, and told hersclf that she must in-
sist upon the girl leaving London with her directly after
the C They would pany the Comtesss to
France. There—in the de Chagny mountain retreag bes
hind Cannes—Rame would be safe from that men
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{which was how Rose always alluded to Clifford Cul-
ver). She must stay there until she got him out of her
blood. Thank heaven, the mother’s thoughts ran on,
Raine was still under age. She could not marry anybody
without her mother’s permission for another six months.
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On the Embankmem, 2 young girl wearing a fur coat
over her evening dress, stood beside a tall good-looking
man in ‘white tie and t:uls her hand clasping his, They
leaned over the bal h the f

Neen lights glittering across the water. Now and again
they turned and gazed at each other long and ardently.

‘Oh, it's wonderful out here with you, Cliff," the girl
said 1 a Jow voice. ‘If only we needn’t go back to all
those other people. Why, why can’t we get into one of
those Dittle tugs, vanish down the river and never come
hack?*

‘You are exquisitely impracticable, my darling,” Chf-
ford Culver faughed, and hifted her hand to hus lips.

She shivered as she felt the ardour of his hiss. She was
madly in love with him. He knew it and played on her
emotions s a musician plays upon the stnings of a sen-
sitive instrument.

He was in love with her, too, in Ius way. Locking at
her, his pulses qmd\ened He remembered lhc supplc
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under the fur coat she had slipped over her bare shoul-
ders. Shoulders as smooth and pale as wory. Her face,
too, was pale. She rarely had any colour.
He was crazies about her than he had been about any
of the ‘others’. Pretty girls attracted Chifford as Lght at-
H -



tracts a moth, but he was cleverer-than the moth. It was

never he who singed his wings. But Raine was different.

He wanted to marry her. But he had to be cautious des-.
pite the deep underlying passions which he knew existed

within her. She was reserved and fastidious—sometimes’
so serious about life and love that it frightencd him. He,

himself, was not serious-minded. Life for him was one

long amusement. He was not even good at business. Too

lazy; too fond of the ‘flesh pots’, and too selfish.

His prevailing passion was for expensive cars (and, of .
course, expensive women to drive in them with him). He
had liked racing at Brooklands, and this year he had
entered for the Monte Carlo Rally, but was not placed.

But the thing that Clifford needed most at the mo-
ment was—money. He was in love with-Raine but-even
more so with the small fortune which she would inherit
both from the old French grandmother, and her late
father, once she came of age,

There was also that superb old monastery in St. Can-~
dell, near Mougins, which the Comtesse’s ancestors had
converted, and she was still restoring. Clifford would en-

joy being part-owner of a property and a fortune near
Cannes. Just the job!

A deep sigh from Raine, :

‘I suppose I'll have to go back. It was mad of me to
run out here with you like this.’ -

‘It’s delicious to be mad, isn’t it, sweet?’ he murmured,
and smiled down at her sideways in that whimsical
fashion which always made her heart melt. She was so
defenceless and lovely—the moonlight gleaming in her
large dark grey eyes. He looked at the slenderness of her,
the sculptured lines of the small head (dark hair cut
short with a crisp curving wing brushed from the brow)
and be found her irresistible. : o

‘I love you,” he whispered. ‘I daren’t kiss you and
smudge your lips, but . . . oh, my dear! . .. you don’t
know what you do to me I’
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“You have the same cffect on me,’ she said, and gave
an excited little Jaugh, When she laughed Raine was
immenscly gay. Yet she could look too sad for her
twenty years; as though all the sorrow and poetry of
Ireland and the coquetry of her French ancestors
mingled in her cyes

He grumbled :

“Why the heck does your mother have to dislike me?*

“I just don’t know! T find it so hard to forgive her for
it, darling. But I shall never give you up no matter what
she says.”

‘Oh well—in a year's time you can do what you like.

“Will you mind if she cuts me off without a shilling
when I elope with you?

‘Of course not!’ said Clifford heartily, (But he had
taken pains to find out that most of the money that
Michael Oliventt had left, was in trust for his only child
so there was nothing Rose could da about that!} And

there was nothing the old Comtesse could do, erther The
old monastery of Candella, and all the de Chagny
property, must eventually pass to Raine

Raine gazed up at Clifford with her misty adoring
gaze. She found him swonderful. Right from the start six
months ago, when she had first danced with lum, she had
thought : “This is it* P've found the one I want®

She had always admired tall fair men—perhaps be-
cauce the, herself, was slhight and darh. There was just a
glint of red in CL{T's thick bright hawr Because he spent
most of his time in open cars he was deeply tanned, which
made his eyes seem a hght bright blve He gave one the
impression of bemng stronger and more muscular than he
was, because of the width of his shoulders. He drested
with taste. Rainc admured his smts and hus choice of tes.
And he was so emusrrg—so full of enthusiasms. She
could sce that other guls were alwavs trving to attract k=

atiention He was utterly rhorrims At the end of BS

first dance he had tightened hus hold of her and s
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So this is Raine! Londons loveliest débutante—asell,
none of the pictures I've seen of you in the Tatler fould
give one the least notion of how beautiful you-are” Then
he had added softly: ‘Raine. Just the perfect name!
Those dark grey eyes hold the shadowy depths of somce
enchanted pool full of rain-water.’ ' -

Well—that had been the beginning—and the end—-
for her. Now they were openly, desperately in love. Oh,
it was maddening that Mummy didn't like him. Neither -
did Granny or Aunt Maud. Yet they all admitted he had
looks and charm. But Mummy had said the other day : -

‘He’s too old for you—and there’s something I don’t
trust about him.’

‘Well, T don’t care about the women in his past,’ Raine
" had protested. ‘Any man as handsome as Cliff is bound
to have had affairs, If he loves me now, that is all that
matters.’

‘I still don’t trust him,’” had been the obstinate reply.
‘Anyhow, you are merely in the throes of a foolish in- *
fatuation. He isn’t any of the things you used to say you
wanted; except in looks. You always declared you would
marry somebody who understood music, or painting, or
books. You aren’t the type to want to rush round in sports
cars and sit on high stools, drinking at all the smart bars
in Europe I’

It certainly wasn’t what Raine wanted, but she
laughed this off. She thought—as hundreds of girls had
thought before her—that even if a man hadn’t as much
In common with you as you might wish . . . it didn’t mat-
ter so long as you were enough in love. (As she and CHiff
were.) He was going to teach her to like racing, and he -
wouldn't interfere if she wanted to listen to music or £0
to art exhibitions—or ballet—which was her favourite of
all recreations. . :

She had row after row with Mummy over Cliff. Of
course, she was sorry in a way, knowing how terribly con-
ventional Mummy was. And that she, Raine, must be



such a disappointment, because she had turned down
dozens of proposals from the sort of young men Mummy
adored. Yet they had all seezned so fecble and dull and
characterless after Cliff. Once, when Mummy had de-
clared that CNfT was just after her money, Raine had
thrown a scene with every drop of her French blood to
the fore. And when she had threatened to run away just
to prove that Cliff would marry her even if she were
penniless, Mummy had ‘piped down®, But she stll for-
bade GIfT the house. And still nagged and complained
if Raine met him at other people’s houses. .

Suddenly Raine said :

*I've got something else facing me now. ...

“What, darling?

‘Oh, some new protégé of Gammeére’s to deal with.'
{Gammére was Raine’s own particular name for her
French grandmother.)

“What's it got to do with you?*

'He's a young man whomn Gaminére thinks 1 wonder-
ful. One of the mpoverished anstocracy now working as
an architect and helping Gammére restore the monas-
tery. She says he is most attractive and also has the mak-
ings of 2 great pamter, but hasn’t had the money with
which to indulge his genms. She has invited hum to Lon-
don for the Coronation and Aunt Maud said he could
look in at Jentifer’s Ball.’

‘But he hasn't come, hashe?*

‘He was going to be very late Some business kept him
in Paris and he was catching a plane later this evemng.
Gammére's taken a room for hum somewhere near us’

‘Well, T shall be jealous if you give him one smile,”
said Clifford lazily.

“If 1 do it will be a frozen one,” she returned with 2
sudden giggle

Hc_ Iihed Rawine when ske chose to be gay. Tee
materialistic Chfford could ol appreciate the deeper.
more sentumental, side of this soung adolescent gt B2



once they were married, he thought, he iwould scon
ynould her into his own ways. And, of. .course, he wonld
marry her. He knew that that mother aiid the old grand~
ma were trying to get her away from him. But he was
incurably optimistic and he had secretly calmed do“n
one or two creditors by hinting that his engagement to
fast year's popular young débutante, sts Raine
Oliventt, would shortly be announced. .

“Try and meet me tomorrow, sweet,’ were his hst
words as they entered the hotel ag’nn. ‘T've got to' g
along to the factory in the morning but T'll be in the
London office about ten. Ring me there.’

He left her to retum to the hotel alone so that they
would not cause undue gossip. Raine entered the ball-
room with a sinking sensation—that sick feeling that she
always felt when she had to say good-bye to Clifford:
When she was going to meet him it was all madly ex-
citing and she felt able to brave anyone or anything for
his sake. But to leave him was to suffer as only the very
young and intense know how. The thoughts of these two
as they parted were entirely and characteristically dif-
ferent. The young girl deeply in Jove—loving and suffer-
ng for love’s sake and with the highest ideals. The man,
remembering with satisfaction the money she would in-
herit and how amusing it would be to see her, not in a
conventional débutante’s ball-dress, but as a Bohemiax
—-wearing gay tartan stove-pipe trousers, for instance,
and a yellow sweater, strolling beside hlm along the

_ Croisette in Cannes. She had the sort of figure a fellow
wanted to show off. And it would be nood to get her
away from the stiff set in which her convent)onal mother
moved. As his wife, she would be a mud success with hi
friends.

-Rame, walking across the h’\!lmom came face to face
with her mother, smiling and noddmg; at her friends
Her heart sank as she saw the frozen and deeply dis
approving ook on Mrs. Oliventt's delicately made-ug
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I am informed that he has done som?thz’n ¢ which I find
objectionable. I've told you a dozen times, and I tell you,
again—he’s a fortune hunter and... L

‘A wicked flirt—a villain—and a wolf . . . Raine
finished, and laughed, digging her teeth into her Iowgr,
lip. ‘How sick X am of this, Mummy v . .

‘And so am I But your behaviour this evening ends
it said Rose Oliventt darkly. ‘I've spoken to your grand-
mother, and we all three leave for Mougins directly after-
the Coronation.’ to -

Raine's small heart-shaped face grew pale rather than
flushed when she was most upset. She turned so white
now that her mother seized her arm and shook her a

“Jittle.

‘Don’t look like that—I won’t have you feeling this
way about Clifford Culver.’ '

“Then drag me to France and keep me there, locked
up in Candella, and see if it makes the slightest dif- -
ference,” said Raine, her breath coming quickly and
jerkily. ‘I don't care. I shall go on loving him just the
same, A thousand miles between us won’t make any dif-
ference. You'll see. And you'll find out how much he ..
loves me—me and not my money. ... -

She dragged heér wrist from her mother and left her
standing there. Rose, who was flushed and thoroughly
upset, almost wept in-public. . :

_Raine was off her head! Rose had heard of young °
girls going mad about men—this was awful—her own °

: :Is{ell-‘brought-up daughter to be capable of such aban- .
on! R ’

At that moment, Clifford saunteréd back into the ball-
room. Raine saw him and the sun broke through the
darkness for her again. Once more her heart sang to the

~ stars. It was frightening to know that shé was to be forced .
to leave London, and she knew that even Gammire:
would s}mw her little sympathy. But so confident was she

that Clifl would go on loving her, and that once she was
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twenty-one, he would take her away even though they
disinherited her—she could not be downcast for long.

Then she saw a young man standing beside her grand-
mother’s chair at the far end of the room and her grand-
mather beckoning to her. She walked across the reom to
them. She saw 2 slimly built man, oot as tall as Clifford
but by no means short, watching her approach. His
slenderness of build gave him a youthful look. She
guessed at once that he was Armand de Rougement—
Gammére’s architect—and that he must be aboutr
twenty-four or twenty-five.

The Comtesse said :

‘Ah) Here comes my granddaughter, Armand. You
must dance together, and you may take her in to supper.!

Raine extended a hand. Armand bent over ir, and
touched it with his lips. He spoke in good Englsh with
aslightly clipped accent.

‘I'm delighted to meet you, Mademoiselle Oliventt."

‘How do you do, saidd Raine coldly.

The Comtesse beamed on them. Lightly she touched
Armand’s shoulder with the ebony stick winch she used
on account of her sciatica, which made walking painful.

‘Here you see a very clever boy, my dear Raine,” she
said. “He knows more about old buildings and the his-
tory of France than anybody I have met of his age. And
he paints portraits in his spare time, exceedingly well,
too, He shall paint you when we are at Candella.’

‘If I may be permitted,’ smurmured Armand.

‘It sounds most exciting,’ s2id Raine in that small cold
voice which struck the young man as being a paradox—
like the coal remote way in which she looked at him.

‘Mon Dieu he thought, ‘with such eyes—such a
mouth—she should be full of warmth, The very essence
of vital youth. It is all there, somewhere, surely. Yet she
appears as glacial as the snow on our beautiud Alps.”

Later, dancing with her, one arm lightly supporting
that slender body 1 the white Victorian dress, he found



her nymph-like grace enchanting. But somehiow he be-
came tongue-ticd and unable to talk to her as {reely fmf-f,
warmly as he would have wished.” About so many things
—the 'goodncss of her grandmother; the big chance he
was having to prove his worth because of the 'v.'or}; she
had given him, and how much he longed to paint & por-
trait of her, Mile, Raine. - )
-As a rule, Armand de Rougement was quite at ease
with people. Women found him charming and quite’
- friendly as well as studious, But he made no appeal 13,
Raine. He was, to her, just another Frenchman, She did
not care much for the French, despite her own mixed
blood. She had always had a mind to marry an English-
man and Clifford was her beau {déal—for ever. Her
large eyes restlessly searched the colourfut crowd of danc-
ing couples and found the tall handsome figure of her
Clifford. He was dancing with o girl whom she did not
know. Tall, fair and rather attractive, dressed in pale
vellow., How magnificent CH{f was, thought Raine,
towering above all the youths who came to these ‘deb
dances’.

‘When will you be going over to Candella?’ She heard
Armand’s pleasant voice with its faint {oreign inflection,”

She dragped her gaze away from Clifford. She was
jealous because he was smiling down at the girl in yellow
who seemed to be enjoying her dance with him. But
somehow Raine managed to talk to Armand.

‘Quite soon, 1 believe,” she said,

‘Then I hope that you will sit for me.!

‘T dare say,’ she said indifferently.

He ignored the slight,

‘Yo}x must be very happy to have such a place as Can-
della in your family, It is, without exception, one of the
most {ascinating houses in the South of France.

As they continued to dance—it was a slow waltz—he
began to tell her about the top floor of the old monas-
tery, which had once been @ corridor of monks' cells and
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which the Comtesse was now rcbuddmg, lummg lhcm
ot et wmemn T Ani — P
timber, And so on—warming to his subject, It became
obvious to Raine that Armand was an enthusiast—ab-
sorhed in his work, which was why, Raine supposed, her
grandmother liked him. She had always been a patron-
ess of the genuine artist.

Raine also became faintly but definitely
that Armand de Rougement had quite an attractive per-
sonality of his own, And his face, she decided, was Like
one of those Chevaliers in ancient French history, some-
times to be found i old illustrated books. Pale and sculp-
tured with large serious eyes—very dark and thickly
lashed. His was a fastidious scholarly face with a touch
of melancholy. But when he smiled he looked cager and
winning, He had rather rough brown hair, worn shorter
than most of the young men of his race, and inclined to
curl. Raine, trying to concentrate on Gammére’s archi-
tect, and being imaginative, could almost sec Armand
wearing shmmg armour, storming the walls of some an-
cient castle during the reign of Charlemagne the Great.
A Galahad of a man—a romantic—gentle and court-
eous. One had to Ihe him But she longed to change
places with the girl in yellow who was dancing with Clff,
What a completely different person was CLff from Ar-
mond! So much more worldly, not at all shy. And not
often gentle (for he had a streak of hardness which fas-
cinated Rame). Her own intense femininity responded
to it

The waltz with Armand came to an end He thanhed
her. She said with sinceritv :

‘Tt was awfully nice. You waltz swell *

He bowed again, pleased with the compliment. She
turned away from him to ¢peak to her Cousin Jenmfer,
As she moved, a white flower fell from her hair Armand
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pickéd it up. It was a gardenia. The waxen petals haé
been bruised and were turning brown. He put the ﬂqwe,r,‘
against his nostrils and his head swam suddenly with the
intoxication of that same perfume which had been drift-
ing from Raine’s hair while they danced. He thought of
Candella—the de Chagny sun-lit monastery; his: work
there; his prospect of secing Raine daily in the near
future, and of painting her in the big room in the Round
"Tower which the Comtesse had given him as a studio:
He had only a small bed-sitting room of his own in Can-
nes where he lived. His mother was dead; his fatlier’had
perished with the Magquis soon after the fall of France.
Armand had had a hard struggle to earn enough money
and to eat enough food to maintain his strength during
his professional studies, Now, at last, with Magon Fréres
(Paris architects, who had an office in Cannes}—and
" with the patronage of the Comtesse, he was being given
.« his real chance. ’ : -
He had come to London this evening on business for
~his firm. To be here at this party tonight with the de
.Chagny family was a great honour for him and he felt
_ thrilled and happy. Not only to enter for the first time in
“his life, an English ballroom, and to be among English
Reople, but to see London so gay with lights and decora-
tions for the Coronation of a young, beloved Queen..
. He had been happy. Yes! But now, all of a sudden, he
felt depressed. Behind that fagade of formality and ‘ab-
sorption in his work, Armand had the mercurial Latin
temperament. Swift, strong emotions. And crushing that
‘ﬁoyver f{‘om Raine’s dark hair between his fingers, re-
. membering the grace and beauty of her while "they
waltzed, he also }Jecame aware that there was to be no
more peace of mind for Armand de Rougement. ‘

In a single hour, and for the first time in his life, he
had fallen desperately in love. ' o
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Jennifer's dance was over, Out of the big hotel poured a
bevy of young men and women, laughing, talking, yawn-
ing a little. It was two o'clock in the moming A small
cool wind had sprung up and ruffied the nver, Sleek
cars pulled up at the hotel entrance. One or two reporters
had lingered to take photographs. It had all been a great
success.

Raine drove back to her Kmghtsbridge home in the
Rolls hired by her grandmother. She was neither talking
nor laughmg She looked pale and sad. Rose Oliventt
was in a good humour now because Rarne was safely with
‘the family’ and That Man was out of 1t. Rather cattishly
she said &

‘Did you see Clifford Culver with the pretty fair girl in
yellow, Rame? He is driving her home. Did you notice
his Jaguar sports-car, Armand ?’ She turned to the young
Frenchman who was seated opposite Raine, looking not
at the streets of London through which they moved, but
at the sorrowful face of the young lovely girl.

She could not know it, but the gardenia she had worn
in her hair Jay in his pocket. Sentimental, like a Vic-
torian,he would not part with it. And she would not look
at lmm but starcd out of the window. He would have
liked to have said or done something to drive that sad-
ness from her sombre eyes. He knew, of course, that she
was in Jove IHe had watched her dancing with the Eng-
lishman whom they called Clfford Culver and had
noticed how her whole face bt up while she talked to

23



hun Hc would have given the w oxld 10 h'we her looL a
" hiim in just such a way. He knew, also, that her mothe
and grandmother disapproved, for he had hc'xrd lhc tw
older women discussing the matter.’

Now, as her mother mentioned Clifford’s mmc, Ram
looked up. In a sharp little yoice she said :

‘T don’t know that girl. I wonder who she is?’

‘A last year's débutante like yourself, my dear,’ sai
her mother. ‘Lilias Fitzbourne—don't you remember
Daughter of Fitzbourne the Banker. Mr. Culver alw't}
chooses young women with money behind them.’

‘Mummy" Raine uttered the name in a low angt
voice that quivered with resentment.

The Comtesse sighed and tried to make things bettc
by plunging into a conversation about the forthcomin
Coronation day. Quite a pity she was so old; she =i
and with such a bad leg, for she would gladly have s
on one of those hard benches overlooking the route an
watched the procession. It would be unforgettable. Mr
Oliventt had not taken seats, she said. They were goin
to content themsclves with watching the television 3
their Knightsbridge flat. But if there were any seats g
ing begging, cheaply perhaps, she might get 2 coup
and send Raine and Armand.

Armand's eyes litup. '

“That would be m'xgmﬁccnt he exclaimed. Raine sal
nothing. She was quivering with the jealous anger evoke
by her mother’s cruel deliberate attempt to blacken Cli
ford’s character. She was agonised, too, by the thought
the tall fair Lilias Fitzbourne being driven home in Cliff
Jaguar; at this very moment. Lilias had no mother. Hi
aunt who chaperoned her must be very easy-going an
allow her much more rope. Ok, lucky Lilias! Oh to i
free, able to get away from the family! thought,Rame.

Once back in the big flat, not far from Hyde Pa
Corner, where the Oliventts had lived for the last fix
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years, the old Comtesse retired to bed. As she histed
Raine, she whispered in the gir'sear :

‘1 hate to see you so unhappy, my darling, but be

guided by your mother and me and do not think too
much about this man, Chiford. And be nice to my Ar-
mand. He is a chanming, sensitive boy, and you wilf find
him interesting.”
" Raine flung her arms mound her grandmother’s neck
and kissed her. She adored the old lady. It was her
mother whom she blamed for this general antipathy to-
wards Chiford, whose anly crime in their eyes was that
he was top handsome and popular with the opposite sex.,
It was not true that he only wanted money. He had
plenty of his own, he said so And no axe to grind by
associating with Lilias Fitzbourne, That Rame did
know! She was certain of his love for her, Raine,

Deliberately, Mrs. Oliventt made a sly exit from the
drawing-room on the grounds that she was going to heip
Gammeére to bed. So Rame was left alone with the
young French archatect,

He offered her a cigarette She refused it She did not
smoke, she said. She also said that she was tired and go-
ing to bed,

Ammand’s breath quichened while he looked at her
She touched her hair and glanced at her reflection in a
gilt mirror hanging over the fireplace.

‘I seemn to have Jost the flawer from my hair”

He made no answer but flushed The brmsed gardema
in his pochet burned a hole. He had a ridiculous desire
ta throw himself at her feet and ash what he could do
for her. But he could only say .

‘Madame la Comtesse has ashed me to take you out
tomorrow afterncon  What would you like to do® A
drive? A cinema® A matinée?”

Raine it her lip, angry and frustrated. Just Lefure
leaning the ballroom, she hiad whispered to Chfford that
she would call upon him at the houe 1n Regent’s Park



where his widowed mother lived with an old aunt. The -
two old ladies went for a drive in the park every aftc;r~:
noon. He would see her alone for a little while. She had
_promised to go. She needed those few moments alone -
with him; she ached to be held in his arms and kissed.
It was so rarely that she could get away to a secret meet-.
ng. . A
gf\’ow that she knew she was to go to France—to be -
removed from him altogether—she felt desperate. Sud-
denly, she looked intently at Armand de Rougement.
Her feminine instinct told her that he was immensely at-
“tracted by her. And with that slight touch of ruthless-
ness which lies in every woman, no matter how soft or
.gentle, she decided to make use of that attraction, She
said : :
‘Armand-—you must, by the way, call me Raine and
not AMademoisclle—Armand, you do so much to help
Gammere. As you know, her whole heart lies'in the re~
storation of Candella. 1 think we should all be grateful
to you for this great interest that keeps her alive and
well) ST
He was surprised and grew speechless with happiness”
because Raine said such things but as he began to state,’
modestly, that he was paid for the work he did and ‘that
it was his pleasure and pride to be allowed to work in
the monastery, Raine interrupted. Her whole soul was
bent on seeing Glifford tomorrow. It would be intoler-
able to have to spend the whole afternoon with Armand:
So she flung herself on his mercy. She told him about
Clifford and their love for each other. L
“You see,’ she ended, “what a position I am in. I am
not of age. I have to get my mother's permission -to
marry. She has taken an uncalled-for dislike to the man
I have chosen. He isnt what she thinks he is, T assure’
you. Oh, Armand, you don’t know how unhappy I am!
I'm telling you, a stranger, all this, yet I find it difficult
to talk about it to my dearest friends. o
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The young Frenchman stood silent 2 moment. He
smoked quickly and nervously. He had been taken aback
Iry her confession, although to be made her confidant
was an enormous honour. He was thrilled when she
drew close to him—so close that he could catch that
irresistible perfume of her hair and see at near quarters
the pearly, exquisite texture of her skin. He tried to re-
member what Clifford Culver looked like, to form an un-
prejudiced opinion. But he was filled with secret dislike
of any man whom Raine Oliventt could love so0 madly.
Here, then, was all the fire and passion he had suspected
was hidden behind her mask of ceol disdain. Now her
secret and true nature were revealed to him. But all that
torrent of feeling was for another man, Chfford Culver,
of whom her mother and grandmother disapproved.

She placed Armand in an impossible position.

‘I will go out with you tomorrow, Armand,’ she said;
‘but T ask you as a great favour—please just give me half
an hour to call on my . . . on Chifford. You see we had
arranged 1o meet . . .1t lsnl that I don’t want to go out
with you. I do want to show you London, but I must just
see Cliff alone for a few moments, I bcg you, as a great
friend. 1 rely on your hindness and tact. .

She broke off. He saw her pallor and emotion and
hardly knew what to answer. He only knew that she
affected him m a way that made Jus senses swim and
that he would like to love and serve her for the rest of his
Ie. He had lived too much alone. There had only, o
far, been one woman in his life : a young French girl in
Cannes who had fallen very much v love with him. But
the pursuit had come from her side. He had tried to love
her beeause he had often thought it would be a fine thing
to have a wife and home. . . but the attempt had failed.
Poor Yvonne had failed to sur hum for more than a fleet-
ing moment to passion or tendemess. He had put an end
to the affarr, hnowmng that he could never marry her.

But in Raine Olnentt he found the aswer 1o his quest
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{or love—to the sun and moon and stars. She was al_l’that
any man could ask for in’this life. But here she was, beg~
_ging him to aid and abet her stolen meeting x_vxﬁh an-
other man. ' o
_ Raine looked at him anxiously.
‘Are you shocked?’
Now he laughed. He replied in French. L
‘One cannot be shocked by a confession of love. It 15
charming and demands sympathy. 1 only hope, Made-
moiselle - . . I mean Raine . . . that this gentleman is the
" right one for you.’ C e
‘T assure you that he is.’ Raine spoke in Armand’s own
language and he was enthralled because her French was |
50 pure. C
TFor months now he had worked at Candella; He had
found Raine’s grandmother all that a distinguished and
_ wonderful old Jady should be. Raine seemed truly of her
flesh and blood—a de Chagny rather than an Oliventt,
he thought. He was anxious to do anything that she
asked—anything on earth. ' o
You must be happy,’ he stammered. ‘I will hire a car;
we will tell Madame la Comtesse and Mrs. Oliventt that
we are driving to see your Zoo. I have never seen’ the
London Zoo. . . ” He laughed. ‘It is Regent’s Park~near-
‘this . . . this gentleman’s home—is it not?’ '
“Yes, it is. And I think you're a poppet!’ Raine ex-
. claimed, relieved and excited now that she saw that she
was not to be deprived of her meeting with Clifford. Her
big eyes, dewy with dratitude, regarded her new friend |
and ally. She decided that he was very nice indeed and
that he had a sense of humour and understanding. She
liked him. o
‘What fun! . .. yes—we'll go.to the Zoo: I'll show it-
all to you. I won't stay long with Chff—I promise.”” .
He bowed. He felt amply rewarded . . he felt that
they were no longer strangers, if she placed such confi-
dence in him. Of course, he would be guilty of helping
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her deceive her mother. That thought alarmed him. But
this beautiful enchanting girl already held him in the
hollow of her slender hand and he was her slave. At the
same time, he would Jile to hnow more about Clifford
Culver. He must waich over Raine. He must for she was
to be his responsibility tomorrow.

When she said good night, she thanked him again for
his sympathy. She left him to smoke another cigarette
alone—and to calm down, standing there in the big,
handsomely furnished sitting-room in which there were
several pieces of French furniture which made lum feel
quite at home; obvious Jegacies from Candella. Later, he
returned to his hotel,

He hardly slept that night—lus mind full of Raine
and this newly discovered love at first sight which had
shattered him. He also thought a great deal about Chf-
ford Culver and all that had been told of him.

In the mormng Ramne went out with her mother and
grandmother., Anmand tooh lumself down to the City
where he had a business date on behalf of his employers.
He had seen Raine after breakfast, and she had said :

‘T3l this afterncon then—the Zoo—at half past two.’

‘Now that will be nice,’ Mrs, Oliwentt had put in, and
beamed upon them both It made Armand feel as gunlty
as a truant schoolboy. But Raie" s bxg cyes shone at him
with an and ] And he
was enthralled to share any kind of sccre: with her—even
this one. But the moment he was away from her, he was
miserable agam. He brooded over the thought of her for-
bidden passion for the Englshman; agonised by the
prospect of having to leave her alope with Ium this after-
noon,

e decided that he must get to hnow Chifford, It
would be better if he could #1he the man and fec! able to
side sincerely wul Rame in this matter. And alter all,
why shouldn’t she marry the man she loved? Armand
knew all toe little about him, but last night Rame had
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tory and his London office. : : SR
Ammangd conceived, suddenly, the absurd plan-of
-making himself personally known to Clifford. He would:;
judge for himself what manner of man he was. Armax}d -
Jooked in the telephone directory and found that Clif-
“ford Culver's office was in Theobalds Road, Spere frarts..
' for motor-cars . . . Raine had sid. Well-{ . . Armand.
could call at the office and ask to speak to Mr, Culver;™
he would think up some inquiry about the prices of such
things, and compare them with prices in France. _
Drawn as hy a magnet, full of curiosity, Armand went -
along to see Clifford. The office was at the top of a build-
ing, and there was no lift. Armand started to climb the .
varrow dusty staircase. Half-way up he hesitated. No— -
- this was ndiculous—he would go down again, he
-thought, and turned. Then he paused. He had heard .
voices from the floor above. First a rather high-pitched
gitl's voice; Armand could hear clearly what she said: -
‘Are you sure you can’t get away from vour silly old-
work even for an hour, Cliff darling? '
*Cliff darling!” . ~
Armand de Rougement echoced these words to hins- -
© sclf, startled . . . and instantly suspicious. Two people
- were coming down the staircase. Then a man’s voice, .
which was that of Glifford Culver, reached Armand :
- ‘Can’t possibly manage it, Lilias, my sweet. Too busy. -
But this evening, as arranged, yes. And now be a good-
.girl and don’t come to my office any more or
- -a scandal with the staff.! '
“Who cares. Do you love me?* (Her voice again) -
- ‘More, I'm crazy for you, angel; Clifford replied. -
Armand waited to hear no more. His fdce burning, he.
walked out into the strect. He felt that he had overheard
-something quite horrible. The name Lilias struck 2 note. -
Of course. That was the girl of whom Mrs. Oliventt had "~
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been talking last night; the girl in yellow who Clifford
had driven home.

So Raine’s family were right! Chﬂ'ord Ciilver was
what they thought him--a cad and a rotter—carrying on
a love-affair with two girls at the same time. With Raine
and Lilias. And beautiful, passionate Raine loved and
believed in him with all her heart and soul.

This was the man she had asked Armand to help her
meet secretly this afternoon !

Armand walked down Theobalds Road in the bright
May sunshine, and ashed himself in deep dismay what he
ought to do about it.



4

Raine was in good spirits at the moment wal Aunany,
drove her away from the block of flats in which she Jived.:
The young man sat in his corner of the hired car- watch-
" ing her in embarrassed silence. She looked cool and freshr
on this warm afternoon, dressed, he reflected, as only a
well-bred English girl could be, in that beautifully-
~ tailored grey linen suit with crisp white collar and cuffs,
With it she wore neat tan shoes. A tan leather, bucket-
. shaped, bag was slung over one shoulder on black patent
straps. A burnt straw hat sat straightly on the small dark
head. And the French touch of chic was there in that red
rose pinned to the collar, and in the perfection of those
French sutde gloves, brought to her from Paris by her
grandmother. Raine was smiling and pleased with life
She was going to see the man she loved, But that fact de.
pressed Armand so much that he could -hardly bring
himself to smile or chat with her. '
He had had a horrid morning and walked for an hou
- through the City after leaving Clifford Culver's office
* trying to make up his mind what to do. By the end o
that hour—and the rest that followed—he remained un.
_ decided. He had lunched with the manager of a firm o
. English decorators who were connected with Magor
* Fréres and he was sure the English businessman mus
have thought him very stupid. He had heen-so distrait
unable to erase from his memory the sound of Clifford’

lazy voice speaking intimately to that girl on the staiy
case.
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Arnmand was tornlented by the thought of sweet, lovely
Raine~Raine with all her pride and self-confidence— -
being entangled with such a monster. ‘Un monstre’, as
Armand privately termed him, A perfidious wolf who
could lead two girls at the same time down the garden
path {was not that fow they put it, m Enghsh®) And
Armand could think of Clifford in other terms in his
own language, too Nothing was too bad for hum. He
ought of corse ta be unmasked, and Rame to be wamned.
But by whom?

Armand had argued the thing out from every angle
Above all things he wished to acquaint Rame with the
type of man wn whom she was placing such complete
trust and whom she wanted to marry. For if she knew
about Lilias, she would be hornfied Yet who was he,
Armand, to open her eyes? He was a complete stranger

ta her. True, he wanted nothing more than to become her
devoted admurer and friend for the rest of life. But that
gave him no right to mterfere m her private affairs

Equally, he argued, st would not be right of him to let
her go on beheving that Chfford was worthy of her love
and trust.

He wished he had never gone to that office this mom-
ing and never ducavered Clifford’s wretched intrigue.
He wished that hé had not come to London and fallen in
love with Raine at first sight But what was the use of
wishing any of these things?

Raine suddenly became aware that she was daing.nll
the talking and that the young Frenchman was being
mast uncommunicative She looked at him kindly—-much
+more kindly than she had looked last night—-becawse
the saw b now as a friend ready to help hers a Kiad of
haisan officer between Chfford and herself. wood?

* ‘How are you liking our London 1n Coropation mooa

she asked him,

They were drivimg down the Malk

ham Palace behund them, thee passed (b
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gilded hoops- that bore ‘the royal golden lions on ‘the
crest, and passed the huge decorated blue and red stands
on cither side. The Park was gaily festooned and ready
for the momentous occasion soon to take"place. Nor-
mally it would -have excited and interested the young
Frenchman. But today he was too deeply troubled. He
really could mot decide what he should do. Even to
breathe a word of his discovery to his great friend and
patroness the Comtesse, would be an act of betrayal to
Raine which he could not contemplate. And if he were
to tell her the blunt facts now, this moment, she would
probably think he had fabricated them. She would detest
him. And he would lose the little confidence that she hdd
placed in him. Or if she decided to confront Clifford with
the story, he would only repudiate it, and he, Armand,
“would be made to look a fool, and be thought a liar.
‘Whatever he did, it would be bad for him. And if by
chance she found that he, Armand, was right, she would
resent him for evermore for destroying her happiness.
Yet, Armand. thought, he was prepared to forfeit her
fricndship if it meant saving her from making such a
terrible mistake. R

‘Armand—you have not answered me.’ He hearc
Raine's voice—cool and with a touch of imperiousness.

‘Pardon,’ he muttered. S '

“You look upset about something,’ she added.

I am . .. he suddenly confessed, and his pale face
flushed. ‘I am worried about this . . . this secret meeting
with Monsieur Culver.

Raine laughed. Her pulses thrilled at the mere sound
of Clifford’s name; at the thought that the car was speed-
ing now in the direction of Regent’s Park and that soon
she would be with him; in his arms, experiencing ail the
subtle magic of his love-making; the two of themIést for
a few intoxicating moments 6 the rest of the world
They had been able to enjoy so few of those momerits, for
she was rarely out of her mother’s sight. And in any
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c.ue, even had she had more freedom, there was no place
inwhich they could easily meet alone.
« 'Oh, voa don’t need to worry about CIHT and me,’ she
said lightly. ‘T'l} take care of that
He was fascinated by the dreamy, passionate lopk that
had come over her face while she contemplated the tryst
with her lover. If he had paints and canvas now, he
thought wryly, he would have liked to have caught that
Jook of warm expectancy in those wonderful eyes with
their large black pupils. How intolerable to think that all
" that passion was for 2 man who was unworthy, and who
within a few hours from now, would be meeting another
gl
Armand was tempted to stop this car and jump out
of it, and disassociate himself from Raine’s amorous pro-
ject. He would not be a party to it. At Jeast if he could
not interfere and warn her, he could refuse to have any-
thing to do with it. In desperation he said .
‘I regret this. You may think it odd of me, but I beg
to be excused,’
She stared at him wide-eyed.
“‘But, Armand, you can’t let me down now. CLff ex-
pectsme.
He interrupted, his heart beating rather fast.
*Bren’ Go to your meeting, but please do not include
mecl-,. Tarl ad wancinals hae nldamed
e . " - It's going to be
-, . ou are not with
me, and we don t lmk up again at the Zoo, then go back
together.
‘You're asking something too difficult,” he said, biting
his lips
‘I can't see why 1t need be at all dufficult for you,” she
protested,
Shie was annoyed because she thought he was acung
like a prig and trying 1o make her feel guilty.
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‘Oh, 1 suppose you may think it wrong of me-to de-:
ceive my mother and Gammére, she broke out, ‘but I
only ask forhalf an hour so that I—I can talk to Cliff.
alone. Perhaps yow've never been in love so you can't
understand what it means.’ - o o

‘Perhaps,’ he echoed the word, pale.again. He had’
_never dreamed that love could be such tortire. Nor that ™
it was possible within so short a space of time to feel-so -
intenscly about a woman. And that woman . . . a mére
girl, inexperienced and impulsive, ready to fling discre- .
tion to the wind and promise eternal fidelity to a man
rejected by her family. o

With a swift change of mood, Raine leaned forward
and touched the young Frenchman on the shoulder with:’
the tip of one small gloved hand. ’

‘Don’t regret helping me, Armand. I thought it so
friendly of you carlier on. There’s nothing very wrong -
about it, and after all I'm not a child. We aren’t living in
an age of convention, and lots of girls I know—friends of
mine—have boy-friends and go out alone with them for
the evening. It is just that my -mother is particularly
strict. T

As well she might be, thought Armand, remembering

" Lilias, who was to be allowed to diné alone with Clifford
“ulver tonight. '



confront the man himself and warn him that he must not
play fast and loose with Raine,

Now Raine was bappy again. Armand watched her
moodily, and tried to be cheerful until he actually
dropped her autslde the house His family occupied the
‘ground-floor fla

Now, Arm:md found life most tedious, He got out of
the car and walked through the Park, all too conscious
of the intrigue he had left behind him. Of Raine and that
man,

In the big, mther old-fashioned, sitting-room of the
Culver flat, Rawe stood clasped closely 1 her Jover's
,arms. Tenderly he had removed her little stmw hat,
Rissed her eyelids, breathed the fragrance of her hair and
then closed ber lips in a long continued kiss, She returned
the embrace with all the tenderness and passion of which
she was capable But there was always that touch of re-
serve—of natural caution which prevented her from
completely losing her head—even about Clifford. And
soon she drew away from him, patted her hair back into
shape, pulled outa cluﬂ'on handkerchief and dabbed her
lips.

‘CIiff darling, 1 can’t go to the Zoo and look at the
tigers and lions, with all my make-up spoiled,’ she
laughed.

The man Jaughed too, but at her rather than with
her.,

‘As if you need make-up! You're naturally perfect.
And I, “ouldn t blame the lions and tigers if they wanted
td cat you.”

‘\ ‘ou say lovely flattering things. All the same there's
a Poor lonely young man wating to escort me, and he
wouldn't be very edified if he saw me all smeared with
lip-rouge.” .

Clifford waved the thought of the other man aside. *

“That French type! I can't bother about him. .

'All the me, we owe it to Armand that P'm hiere, He's



been awfully sporting and I'm sure he dcgsn'l really ap- -
prove.’ . T o ‘

‘Are you certain he won't tefl your mother?

Raine looked quite shocked.,

‘Of course he won’t”

*I don't trust these foreigners.’ . ) .

That jolted her a little and Clifford was quick to see
it and regret his vulgarity. After all—Raine was half-
French. He shouldn’t have forgotten. Hastily he covered
up by starting to make Jove to her agagn. He caught her
against him and pressed his cheek against hers.

‘I'm crazy about you, darling. Darling—if only 1 could ;|
run away with you this very moment !’ .

She was all his again, He was so adorable, she thought.
And after Armand, the pale, fine-drawn young French-
man, CHff was truly a magnificently handsome figure.
She thought that he was being especially wonderful now,
for it was he who calmed down and made her sit on the
sofz beside him while he it a cigarette and talked.

“We've both got to be sensible until the day comes
when I really can defy your people and take you away,’
he said.

That brought back the remembrance that she was leav-
ing the country in a week’s time.,

‘Oh, Gliff darling—it will be awful—I love St. Can-
dell and France but it is all so far from you, Swear that
vou'll write to me every day, and I'll write to you.’

“Every da}',’ he said lightly. ‘

And you'll never, never stop loving me?’ .

‘Never, never, his blue, lazy eyes carcssed and
promised her. .

-But his thoughts were mixed this afternoon. e was a

. busy man at the moment and finding it difficult to extii:
~cate Ilimself from, not one, but several financial tangles. ™
~ There was trouble with the chaps at the factory, too. He _

h:_xd quarrelled with his under-manager and dismissed

him, and at once the men had come out 6n strike so he
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had had to re-engage the fellow. There was nothing Clif-
ford hated more than climbing down to anyone. He was
0 xmmcn*ely v:nn. H: hLed to be ommpotent. He was

I DAL RO S

ravishingly beautiful and worth a lot of effort and she
was going to be very rich. But lately he had made a con-
siderable conquest with Lilias, He looked forward to
meeting her tonight. And the Lilias-Stakes were rather
more favourable. She had no mother to interfere. Mrs.
Portal, her aunt, was gay and social and [iked him, he
believed. The only person he would have to contend with
—if it came to contention—was Alec Fitzbourne, her
father. Certainly, the big Lanker would not allow his
twenty-year-old daughter to throw herself away. He had
too much to leave, and everybody knew he wanted her to
net a title. ITowever, neither of these girls would be ‘in-
fants' for much longer and then . . . coolly and
pleasantly, Clifford reflected upon the fact that if he lost
one—there would always be the other.

While Raine looked at him with her serious starry gaze
~—taking it for granted that his Iov:: for her was as deep
and as deathless as hers for hil d the two
débutantes who were both quite madly in love with him.
Raine was his preference. Oh, deaidedly' There was
something very fascinating about little Raine. Lilias was

- more ordinary. And he didn’t care so much for blondes
(being fair himself). On the other hand Lilias was ‘tall
as the gods, and had a remarkably small wasst and dis-
teacting dimples when she smiled. She was less romantic
than Raine—rather more ‘down to earth’, That had its
points. But she was stupid Quite stupid sometumes,

The half-hour with Clifford pased agonisingly
quickly for Rame. And he did not persuade her to sty
longer because he had had to leave the office at an awh-

+ ward moment anyhow in order to heep this rendezvous,
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He must get back. Added to whicl his mother and aunt |
would be returning. So he bad to let Raine go. He was
not fundamentally cruel—he wanted her to -be happy.
Just as he himself wished to be happy. But he had no
scruples and little conscience, and his ‘emotions were
utterly shallow. He took what life offered when it was
offered. He was quite prepared to take Raine's devotion |
and believe while he kissed her perfect lips that he was,
making her happy ; therefore he had nothing to reproach
himself with. In the most charming possible way he had,
entertained her—laughingly showed her photographs of .
himself as a young man—cven as an infant—and some
of the family treasures in this Victorian room. He was the
child of old parents, he told her. His mother was nearly
seventy and worshipped him. Raine could see that, in the
. touching way in which the old lady preserved every little
snapshot of him and even the books he had won for -
prizes at school, (Prizes for boxing and running.) Clif-
ford was not a hook-worm—-and admitted it. '
*T shall teach you to love books once we are married,’
Raine said, blissfully ignorant of the future. o
He wouldn’t have liked to tell her how much “that
-scared him. He fcll asleep whenever he tried to read
- serious books. When the time came for her to go, he re-
peated every vow she wanted him to make about being
faithful to her and loving nobody clse and doing every-
thmg he could to get over to the South of France to see
her if they kept her too long in the famous old monastersy:,
_Shc was pale and on the verge of tears when he walked
with her to the front door. After all, this might be the
last time she would see him before she went abroad be-
cause hc'was having to go up North on business to-
morrow. Then there was the Coronation and the very
mext day—the 3rd June—they were all flying to Nice.
. Oh, Cl.lﬁ' P sh.c said with a catch in her voice, and gave
him a blind, miserable Jook. He felt quite tenderly to-
- wards her. Poor little Raine! He could see what w fata}
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fascination he had for her. Lilias faded out of the pic-

must ‘ee what the form was and what evolved with old
Fitzbourne, once Lilias let drop the fact that he, Clif-
ford, was ‘in the running’.

A moment later Rame was bach in the car round the
cormer of the terrace where Armand watted for her. He
greeted her awkwardly, giving her a quick, covert glance.
How pale she was! Altered, somehiow . . with a leok of
suffering that rent hus heart Bon Dieu! he thought, how
much she loved this brute of a man?! What had he said
to her? What was the position behseen them? What false
promises had he made?

, Rape said in a low voice

‘I don't think I can walk round the Zoo, I feel toa

* < . oo exhausted. It's the heat Do vou mind if we Just
go and have tea somewhere

He did not mind. He did not want to be in a crowd
with her. The Zoo would be full of screaming children
on 2 day like this, So he took her to a quiet café just off
Raker Street. It was run by French peaple and Armand
felt at home here with bis own people and where he was
able to order a good cup of caffec, while Ramne drank her
favourite China tea. He watted for her to talk Finally
the did so—she swallowed all those frantic emotions that
hurt fier so, and made her feel that life without CHff wae
insupportable—and she told Armand how wonderful
’C_liﬂ'crd was, and how the hoped ta be allowed to marry

nm.

The young Freachiman listened, hardly daring to look
into her great soft grey eves. But finally she forced an
opinion from him.

‘Do you think 1t awful that I mean to go on writing to
CIff, and trying to see him? Wouldn't you do the tame



if you loved some girl and your parents tried to put an
end to it? i :

“Yes—I—T'm sure I would,’ he stammered:

“The days and wecks will seem so long at Candella
completely cut off from him,’ Raine added sadly.

Armand put a desperate question to her: g

‘Forgive me for asking this—but is he—is he quite
worthy of so much of your confidence?’ )

Now the sad shadows on her face Iifted. She gave Ar-.
mand a brilliant smile. B

‘Absolutely sure,’ she said. “He is just as much in love
with me as T am with him.’

Armand gulped his coffec. It was hot and scalded him.
He coughed and put a handkerchief to his lips. ‘Then
Raine said « , o

T’'m a sclfish little beast. I've spoilt your afternoon in
London. How can I make up for it?". :

‘He did not know what to answer. But he felt that by
her very smile and the friendliness in her voice she made
up for everything . . . everything but the fact that she
was throwing her love away on a man who did not de- -
serve it. o

- 1f, previously, he had had any doubts about whether
he should or should not interfere, they were dispelled
now. After this afternoon he was 50 conscious of Raine’s
blind infatuation for Clifford Culver that he knew that
he must try to save her. Stranger though he was, it so
happened that he and he alone could help.

After he had taken her back to her home and left her

there he took himself off for the second time that d

ay to -
Clifford Culver's office. : R
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When Clifford’s secretary announced ‘Monsieur de
Rougement’, Mr. Gulver had no idea who the sitor was
until Armand walked into the room Then Chfford was
both surprised and annoyed. It was five o'cloch. His clerk
and secretary were packing up and Chifford had two
hours' work alone stil i front of him What the devil
did the Frenchman want, anyhow? It couldn’t be buei-
ness—he was an architect—nothing to do with spare
parts for cars. But Clifford, always genial until he was
persanally crossed, greeted Armand heartily.

‘Come in, my dear {ellow. Sit down Close doy, ism't
it2 Hope this weather holds for the Coronation. Traffic’s
perfectly ghastly, It took me haif an hour to get through
Holborn. By the way—I believe I owe you a spot of
thanks for bringing Raine along to see me earlier on.’

He paused. Armand had refused to sit down. His face
was stony and unsmihng. His silence made Clifford feel
uncomfortable. He added .

‘Anything I can do for you? Not interested in cars are
you?’

“Notatall,’ said Armand.

‘How peculiar,’ said Clifford with a bellowing laugh,
‘I couldn't exist without mv Jag Don’t you run a bus?*

“Yes, I have an old emal} Renault in Cannes”

“Lucky blighter, bving in Cannes. Want any pounds
while you're in London? I could do with a few francs
over there, Bit of private marché noire, eh? . . . he
bellowed again.
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Armand froze still further and looked with positive dis-
gust at the big healthy athletic man in his swivel chair, |
Clifford sat coatless, his shirt-sleeves rolled up. The red-
dish gold hair clung in damp curls to his forehead. As
handsome as the Roman, Mark Anthony, must. have
been, thought Armand. And as stupid and -arrogant.
But with one diﬁ'erence._l\llirl;‘?llil_\lgry_bad been willing
to throw away a great carcer for the love of Cleopatra.
This man was much more of an egotist. He would throw
away nothing for the love of any woman, He was incap-
able of such great love. How appalling that so fine and
fastidious a person as Raine Oliventt should be in love:
with such a man. And how typical of life. It.so. often
worked in an iromic fashion. The most incompatible ’
people seemed to fall in love—and marry. But it was
more than Armand could endure, to have té-think of -
Raine married to this good-looking philanderer, this
acknowledged fortune-hunter. .

‘Monsicur, Armand said suddenly and with increased
pulse-rate’ ‘we must come to the point. I am not here on
business—nor even on a friendly visit.” i

Clifford, who had been in the act of holding a box of
cigars out to the young architect, paused, and stared.

‘What? . :

‘It is this’ said Armand. (He had to summon con-
- siderable courage for it was a tricky, delicate thing he had’
. to do)) T am a friend of Miss Raine’s'and her family. I

have come over to London partly for my firm and partly -
as a gucst of the Comtesse de Chagny . . .’ he paused. -

‘Well—what about it?’ put in Clifford, and looked

?crplcxcdly up at Armand’s clean-cut aristocratic young
ace. . o

‘I speak with difficulty, Monsieur, stammered Ar-.
mand, '

'M‘Oh, no, you speak our language damned \-«;eﬁ, Mon-
sicury said Clifford, misunderstanding him.

. ‘It is not that which I mean. I come here this after-
: 44 '



noon because I know about you and Miss Oliventt.”

Clifford’s curly golden lashes which women found so
irresistible flickered, then he laughed.

I know you do. So what?”

‘I also know,’ said Armand, breathing rapidly, ‘about
MissTaflas Fitzbourne.’

Clifford’s fair shin flushed scarlet, Slowly he stood up.
He was several inches taller than the young Frenchman,
but Armand held his gaze steadily. Then Clifford said :
- *I don't quite get you, de Rougement. 1 think you'd
better explain.

Armand fought for words. Excellent though his En-
glish was, he would have preferred this combat to be in
his own language and with one of his own countrvmen.
He respected lhe I'nghsh decply and hnew that Clifford
ime fan b ~ard aenenle ~f the typical, trusts

" 1onoured me with
her conf’dence I know she 1 wishung to marry you ene
day.’

‘Olay, said Clifford. ‘I'm hoping for it, too, Dut
what'sit got to do with you?*

‘I know that she has immense faith in you, Monsteur,
and that you do nat deserve it

Now, Chifford’s whole expression changed. He had 2
very quick temper and it flared up. The sweat pearled on
his forehead. He drew the back of his band across it.

‘Hadn't you better be careful what you say? You're
treading on dangerous ground. I don’t Iike people but-
ting into my private affaus.’

‘And T would not fike to sce Miss Oliventt’s lreart
broken,’ said Armand

‘What the hell .. " Clifford bezan.

‘I was actually here this morning,’ broke in Armand.
‘As T came up the stairease I overheard, without mean-
ing to, what was said between you and the . . . the other
young lady.”
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An instant’s silence. Clifford had to rack his brains a -
minute to remember what he and Lilias had actually said ’
on the staircase this morning. He was amazed. So far as -
he knew, Armand was a comparative stranger to Raine. -
True, he had acted as their ally this afternoon . . .-but
that did not give him the right to express his opinionis .
Jike this, and he meant to tell Armand so. Loudly and
angrily, he protested against the interference. He ended :

‘It is 2 damned cheek of you. I resent it bitterly. I'm-
sure Raine would resent it, too.’ ‘

Armand fingered the trilby hat and yellow gloves
which he was still holding. His own face grew stubborn. -
His expression was withdrawn, wary. . B

‘Do you think, Monsieur, it would do for you to ask .
Miss Raine what she thinks about this matter?: I
shouldn’t have thought you wanted her to know? ..

‘Know what?” shouted Clifford. '

Armand shrugged. o

‘For instance, that you are taking Miss Lilias Fitz~
bourne out tonight and that you told her that you loved .
her. .

‘I deny that.’ Co
~ ‘If T had not heard it, I would not be here now,’ said
Armand coolly and clearly. . R
. ‘Youdon't understand our language.’
?rmand pu;}ﬁs tongue in his cheek.

*Just now, Monsieur, you compliment :
Enti y P ed me upon my: |
' ‘Oh, go to hell and take yourself out of my office. I tell
you I'm not the chap to stand interference, What I do-

. about Raine Oliventt is entirely my own affair’ :
‘In the name of friendship I have chosen to make it
« mine, also, Monsieur. s
‘In the name of friendship?’ Clifford sneered, ‘1 rather
h think it is because you have fallen in love with her yotir-

self. Or do you need a little financial backing from her
rich grandmother ?’
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‘I am an architect and what 1 earn is enough for my
needs, Monsieur,’ said Armand coldly,

“Then go and build your ruddy French houses and
kecp your mind off Ramne Oliventt,’ snarled Chfford.

“‘My mind 15 concerned only with thus: that Miss
Oliventt is decply 1n love with you and trusts you abso~
lutely. Therefore, 1 do not wish to leave this office until
I bear you promise to respect her feelings, and put an
end to the other affair.’

Clifford stared, then suddenly burst out laughing,

“I think this 1s rather funny. I don't think I ought 10 be
angry. I ought to laugh *

1 don't think you had better laugh toa much, Mon-
sienr, said Armand. ‘Otherwise . *

‘Otherwise, what? You will inform Raine and her
family that I am dining out with Lihas Fitzbourne, and
that she was 1n my office this morning, and that I told
her that 1loved her?

‘Preciscly,’ sard Armand, ‘but 1 would prefer, since
Raine is so fond of you, not to admnister that hurt to
hey.!

Cliffard looked him up and down m an insuling man-

..

‘I see. A “Froggie nould a-ioomg go” dressed up asa
defending angel "

Armand de Rougement was not by nature belligerent,
but in his veins ran the blood of a man who had died 1
the Maquis under torture which had not extracted from
him one word of information to the enemy. In hus veins,
too, ran the proud bleod of rance which would never
brook insult. His adversary was physically stronger and
weightier and quite obviously used to wearing pugilist
gloses, but Armand put down tus hav and such and be-
gan to unbutton hus coat,

“You wish to fight, Monsteur 2

‘Listen !" brohe 1n Clifford, Ins face scarlet, ‘we are not
in I'rance and duelling is out of date, anyhow. If you're



aterested in Raine—say so—but don’t pretend \ou e -
ame here to save her from my clutches. C,omc out \vzth
t, if you want her for yourself)

Armand said :

‘f hardly know her, Monsicur, 1 da not deny that any
nan m:r;ht grow to love her for she is ver v beautiful and
aveet. But she is also very sensitive and if you truly care
for her as she does for you I have nothm" more ta say.

1 am here to “interfere”, as you call it, onlv because it i ,
1 and I alone who knows about Miss Fitzbourne.’

Clifford came closer to him. He doubled his fists. In an
ugly voice he said :

*Any more from you, Monsieur de Rougement 'md
you'l} have “had it”. Coffee for one and pistols for twa;
if you like~—~but "Il drink the coffec ¥’

Armand went white now. o

*So you mean to go on with this other affair despite--
the fact that Raine believes herself engaged secretly to
g.ezz!"’

I shall do exactly what T like, Clifford snorted the.:
xwrd« ‘and it won't pmﬁt you, ‘\Ionszmr, to spin a yarn
to her about Lilias, T shall enly deny it and tell Raine
that you are out of your mind, She'll believe me~—zhe
.dﬁ*\n belirves anything § tell ey,

He ended with a lwugh, Tt was that arrogant, smug
Lamth, full of powestiveness, that finished Anuand.
Biindly he struck out at the leering handsome face of the -
man who towered above him, In a flash Clifford’s fist

shot back. One L. . two. Tt was that straight xight and
ML whicl had smade hin quite famous as a boser at

Calleee, The young architect buew 3 moment of hlind-
i pain angd then went down into f;hhv ion.

When he reeovered conscivusnes, he found ’mm-»;i
alone in the office. Clifford bad gone,

Arermd picked himsel! gy, ¥ ick and shaking, snd 1 i
trrly achanied, A fine champion e Yo made foa ]x.x‘: ned
Ssgmvr a fhrhier thot b (rsu?da: m[mrl himzeld, and ta
ah
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litde of a diplomat that he had fajled completely to
make things better for her. All that he had achieved was

to make a fool of himself and concede the first round to

Clifford Culver.

His head throbbed. He felt to dizzy that be had to
halance himself against the edge of the desk. Onc eye
was swelling. As he put a handkerchief up to it, he
noticed a sheet of typewritung paper on the desk, ad-
dressed to himself, Ttsaid :

T supgest you do not try to wntesfere in my affatrs again,
You can tell Rane what you damn well ke but if you
do I shall make quite sure she does not believe what you
say. And if she should do so—it will be you who are
responsible for her broken heart, not I

Armand put this note into his coat pocket. He felt
deeply humiliated, yet within hum stirred the implacable
desire for revenge. He was not going to let thie be his Jast
meeting with CluTord. It was, after all, only Round One,
he told himself. And next time he would be more on his

guard, There would also, perhaps, be another method

of dealing with Mr Culver—without physical violence
Nothing mattered to Armand except Raine How to
help safeguard her. He congdered what Clifford had
written. The man was blatant—abominable—yet there
was a grain of truth in what he wrote. Raine would prok-
ably not believe what Armand had to tell her-~if he did.
" And if he could prove it, there might be a tragedy and he,
Armand, would be responsible. For the moment he had
1o admit defeat. Perhaps, by retaining Raine’s friendship
and confidence he might be able to help her more in the
future, As for that accusation that he wanted Raine for
himself—that also was vaguely true. But he had not be-
~ gun to imagme lumself as a nval to Chifford—or ip any
way a suitor for her affections. N
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When Armand was annouaced by Mrs. Oliventt’s Aus-
trizn mad, Anna, who showed hm mto the drawing-
room, Raine was alone. The two elder women had not
yet finished dressing.

Armand gave oply a quick glance around the big room
with the low ceshing which was at the very top of the tail
block of flats which commanded a view across Knights-
bridge and the Park. He had seen the flat once when he
had brought Ramme home from the Débutantes’ Ball,
Then the curtains had been drawn, but now at half past
seven on this May pight, the sun was still shimng He
thought the colour scheme of pale green carpet with yel-

length, grey lace, dinner dress, big pinkish pearls in her
ears, throat bare, and three rows of pink pearls wound
around one slim wrist The only other touch of colour
was the rose between her breasts, and the matching deep
pink of her lips and nails She was always extraordinarily
soignée, he thought; unusually so for a gl of her age.
One of Raine’s greatest attractions was her inmutive
subitle taste in clothes and that almost unconscious desre
lo allure which was all part of her unique personality.
Vell, he told himself wryly, she succeeded very well with
Inm "He was utterly allured by her. And one smile made
him feel that the bruise over his eye was well worth while.
An assistant in a chermist shop had gnen Armand tome



lotion which had brought the swelling down consiter- -
ably but in order to avoid being qucstiongd about that .
eye, he had put on sun-glasses. He apologised for them
now as best he could. o

Because of a—slight eye-strain . . " he mumbled the -
words as he bent over Raine's hand. Then felt guilty be- -
cause he lied, and she was so charruing, saying that no-
doubt it was caused by the close work he did in his capa-
city as an architect. '

Accustomed as he had grown to being entertained at
Candella by the Comtesse~—who was a wonderful hostess
and with a genius for saying the right thing at the right
moment—he found her granddaughter had inherited a
large share of it. She was not ahways, then, like her cold,
conventional mother. And tonight shie was Adrienne de
Chagny all over again—just as the Comtesse must have
been in her youth; with those easy graceful manners and
swift changes of mood—hovering between laughter and

" gravity,

Smoking the cigarette which Raine offered him, and.
drinking the cocktail she had made (iced and delicious),
he stood watching and listening to her. They talked
about London and ‘Coronation fever'. The appalling
tm{ﬁc. The gaicty and grandeur of . the great capital
which had become so gilded and glorified, so beflagmed
and bejewelled with its colourful decorations. They
talked of the crowds pouring into the country from ail
parts of the world; of the brilliance, the expectancy, the
great hopes of the nation behind it all. :

‘T am really quite glad to belong to this young Bliza-
bethan age,’ declared Raine. .

. .

And 1, to be privileged as a Frenchman to sce it all
through your cyes,” said Armand,

Now she laughed merrily.

€ . 1) I .
Monsicur, like a true Frenchman, pays pretty coinpli-,
ments.' ’ o

‘Not idle anes.’



‘Oh, Armand, you'll never make me believe that a man
of Gammére's race means half the pretty things he says.
1 know France too well! I've spent most of my child-
hood between Mougins and London, and I went to
school in Paris, remember '

With a famnt smile he sipped his cocktanl, and took one
' of the salted nuts from the cut-glass dish she held out to
him.
‘Possibly. But I, for one, do not waste words of praise.
T repeat—I am privileged to see London through your
eyes”

“Well, that’s very nice of you, Armand.’

How lightly she said those words, he thought. Balanced
on the arm of the sofa with her glass in one slender hand,
the mellow evening sunlight slanted through the open
windows and heightened the colour of the rose on the
grey lace dress to a more vivid red. He remembered the
other rose she had worn earher tlus afternoon on her
collar. Somehow he would ever more connect Ramne with
roses. But a curious feeling of repugnance overcame him
suddenly, at the thought of her in Clifford Culver’s arms.
Perhaps ke had crushed that rose at her throat, then the
milk-white throat, with his greedy kisses. That big mus-
cular hand that had struck Armand with a boxer's
precision, must have caressed Raine’s dark, satin-smooth
head, and encircled that incredibly small round waist
which, thiy evening, was confined by a grey satin bele.
Suddenly Armand's forehead felt damp. He put down
his drink and passed a silk handherchief across his brow.
He did not want to think about Chifford and Raine. He
was tortured by his own too-vivid imagination.

Raine looked at him with sympathy. He was so very
pale, and wearing the dark glasses, he looked quite il
this evening Perhaps be was not very strong. She sard :

‘Ate you comfortable at that hotel? Pity we hada't
another spare room so that you could stay with us’

*You are more than kind," he sud, and tred to reqain



;s poise and stop thinking about the qfhcr‘ man. But hie .
Inng head and sore eye gave him little chance to (}0
herwise. o . o
He was relieved when Raine’s mother came hurrying
), apologising for being late, and was followed by the
Jomtesse. Then Anna announced Sir Miles Oliventt,
vho was an uncle on Raine’s father’s side. The conversa-
tion became general. Armand ranged himself bgsi@c the
Comtesse and they talked of the glorious old building in_
France in which they were both so'interested. -
"Mrs. Oliventt vanished again. She liked her parties 1o
be “just so’ and although Anna was an excellent cook, she.
was temperamental. Also, the woman who came to wash.
up in the cvening and help, had not yet arrived, so
there were things for the hostess'to do. o
Raine gave her great-uncle a drink. She was very fond
of ‘him, He was a fine-looking old man with white hair
" and a monocle. He belonged to the generation which was
" fast dying out. Sir Miles on his part had a very soft spot
for his pretty débutante niece; he had been less fond of
her mother, Poor Rose! . . . She was such an excellent
. creatiwe but scemed to make hersell unpopular with
+ -everyone. Always sacrificing the human element to th
creed of propriety. Too correct . . . too censorious, b
thought. But she had been a handsome girl when Micha
-~ first married her.
Watching Raine tonight, he decided that he had nev
seen the child look more enchanting, and told her so.
My head will be turned soon, Uncle . . . everybody
* being so complimentary,” she Jaughed, and fluffed
the Jace flounces of her skirt.
Sir Miles glanced in the direction of the vor
Frenchman who was beside the old Comtesse. B
‘From that quarter, tao, I'!l be bound.
‘Qh, yes, but as I told him—the flattering Frenchy
are not to be believed,’ said Raine.
Sir Miles adjusted his monocle.
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Looks » nice young fellowe, Decently tallored, D't
care much for Continental types at a tule Bt it taker
all Kinds to make a workl!

That's what I'm alwayy tellinge My, She Bhevnen
who are cut to pattern. Daddy wat niote Bohimiodva,
wasa'the, Uncle Miet®

‘Ah, well—your father was hatl Teishi, Hhe oiyaell, iy
dear)

‘And Tve got Trish andd French blosd In e, mo the
wonder I'm not cut to any pagtiendar gasies,’ aiyhisd
Raine. ‘I don’t mind telling you, Unclo Miles, it nudea
life difficuft, ¥ wish T were Tike Coudn Jenuifer, who
adores being 2 deb. and always sreme s Ihave fint
as Aunt Maud wants fee 1o,



She nodded, Jooking around alniost fearfully, at the:
nention of that name in this room where her mother had’
made it taboo and where even her beloved grandmotlicr-
was loath to hear it spoken. Her eyes filled suddenly with
tears which she could not control. e

‘T do think you are all awful about Clifford. Naone of
you really Anow him. ‘ S ‘

“Your mother scems to know quite a lot about him, and
the one time you introduced him to me I can’t say 1 was
impressed.” Sir Miles frowned, glanced at his sherry, then
<hook his head. “Not the right type for you, my pet. Con-
ceited sort of chap. Too full of himself and no back-
ground.” LT

Raine clenched her teeth. The tears dried on her,
lashes. That stubborn fighting spirit which she had in-
herited from the Irish side, asserted itself, A

“You've let me down, Uncle Miles, You sound just hike
Mummy. True love doesa’t reckon with “backgrounds”,
vou know, and because CHfT is terribly handsome, and a
it vain in consequence, and he was not at Eton like you
and Daddy—you're against him. He's so marvellous,
tool!

‘What makes you think o i

Raine flung back her head and Jooked up at her great-
uncle, He, who kept racing stables, Jooked down at hu
and thought: “She’s like one of my thoraughbreds . ..
spirited .. . taut . .. and get the bit between her teet]
and she'd fly, like the wind, out of sight. No holding ke
A beantiful thing—but dangerous to be so upaware ©
ker own potentialitics.? :

:Shc floundered in her reply to his direet question,

'Oh, 1 don't know—I can’t deserihe jt—but oven
thing makes me think 0. Everything that's in me .ju
Frows that Clifford is right for me. He's vital and . .

and. ., oh, one can’t always explain what attracts one;
just feel sure)’

Siv Miles sighed,



“Well, well, my dear, don't do anything in 2 hurry.
Wait and see, At your age, I fell in and aut of love a great
nany times before I found the one I married. Never let
your emotions run away with you One can make mis-
mkes, 3ou an\ Thxs Ch:lp may be a nicer fellow than

could have got Unc!e Miles on her <xde. He was thc hmd
of the Oliventt family. But the more they all tried to
blacken Clifford in her sight, the more convinced she be-
came that they were wrong and that she was right. And
the more she chafed against the 1dea of leaving England
and Ciff behnd her

‘The short discourse about Clifford had depressed her
and she was subdued during dinner. Armand, who sat
beside her, noticed it

‘May I take you to a theatre tomorrow night® he
acked her.

She did not answer for a moment. She had eaten prac-
tically nothing of the excellent meal cooked by Anna.
Armand noticed that too, Three tall candles burned in
the Georgian silver candelabra on the well-appointed
table. In that soft light, Raine's face looked indescribably
lovely, but full of a zadness which should not be there,
the young Frenchman thought. And he was disturbed
because he hnew exactly what caused her melancholv.
He was not really surprised when she sud 10 a voxe
which enly he could hear :

“Thanks . .. it’s s0 nice of you .  but oh, Armand
do you think we could repeat the Regent s Park afar—
providing I can arrange it?"

He at rigid. His fine sensitwve fingers clenched over
the embroidered wble-naphm spread acrow hre hnees,
Tor a moment he had no words, with which to angwer.
He thaughe :

‘Amitlung but that. Bon Duwu, if <he conld hnow



where fi¢ is at this moment and with whom. 1T endd
erlviellher!

But he said nothing, Beivied the dark glossos the iy
ture of pain and anger in his eyes was hidden irom he
She repeated her question, in a nervous undertone. He
felt impotent to help her yet would have given much
bring the brightness back to her face and to hear he:
laugh again.

‘Please, Armand,’ she whispered, pleadmgly

Now he answered brusquely with a questzon only sh(
could hear :

‘Do you love this man so much?’ :

She felt that he had no right to ask that—-—-he, a tom
stranger. Yet by virtue of the fact that she had drawn hin
into her confidence and was using him for-her own ends
she must not be offended. So she relaxed and replied wit
a single word—a whispered sigh that rose, he thought

from the very depths of her passionate young hcart
Yes. ...






where hie is at this moment and with whom. 1f I could -
only tellher!... T LT

But he said nothing. Behind the dark glasses the mix-
ture of pain and anger in his eyes was hidden from her.
She repeated her question, in a nervous undertone. He
felt impotent to help her yet would have given much to ™
bring the brightness back to her face and to hear her
laugh again, )

‘Please, Armand,’ she whispered, pleadingly. .

Now he answered brusquely with a question only she
could hear : o

‘Do you love this man so much?' .

She felt that he had no right to ask that—he, a total
stranger. Yet by virtue of the fact that she had drawn him
into her confidence and was using him for her own ends,
she must not be offended. So she relaxed and replied with
a single word—a whispered sigh that rose, he thought,
{from the very depths of her passionate young heart.

Yes.... )

He turned away but managed to say : .

‘Bien! 1 will do what I can for you ... but, please be
on your guard.’

She drew in her breath sharply. Those were the very

s great-uncle Miles had used. Why should Armand

» Rougement give her such a warning? Oh, they were

all stupid, prejudiced, merely driving her deeper into the

arms of the very man they scemed to mistrust, she
thought angrily. Suddenly she gave a derisive laugh.

‘I assure you I can take care of myself, Armand,’ she
said. '
Armand was thankful when Mrs, Oliventt rose and
the ladics walked out of the dining-room, leaving him

and old Sir Miles to their cigars and brandy.

Rose Oliventt, in good mood, tucked an arm through
her daughter’s and smiled at her. : )

, ‘Everybody says yow're looking very sweet tonight, dar-
ing.’ : ‘
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‘Thanks, Mum,’ said Raine in a disinterested way.

The Comtesse's dark, deep-sct eyes glanced with their
diamond brightness from her daughter to ler grand-
davghter.

‘She is 2 great success. And being very nice to my
young Armand, I am glad to see, What were you whis-
ORI U A RGN Y

began to rearrange therm. She answered her grand-
mother,

‘Oh—~nothing,"

‘I think Ammand s a charmng boy,” put in Mrs.
Qliventt, ‘but 1 hope Rame will not be too nice to him.”

Immediately the @it swung round, always on the edge
of animosity towards her mother

‘Hasn't be been to the nght school? Or don't you
think an architect’s job important enough ?

Mrs Oliventt’s blue cyes met her daughter's grey ones
coolly, They clashed, The older woman put in mildly :

'Now, now, Raine dear, don't let's start any of that
sort of ponsense.'

‘Well, isn't that what you meant?’ she demanded
“Weren't you hinting that you wouldn't like me 1o fali
for Gammére's architect?”

‘Really, Raine. . ." began Mrs. Oliventt.

‘Come, come,’ brole in the Comtesse, tapped her
ebony stick on the parquet floor and eyed the o
younger women with faint irony in her gaze. ‘What is
this all alout? And why shouldn’t Rame fal] for my
Arnand? 1 thiok it would be very nice.’

‘Really, Mother,' said Rose Ohiventt m a Jow, annoyed
voice, ‘you didn't bning Armand de Rougement mnto the
family cirele with anv match-makiag ideas, did you?

*1 would not object. The de Rougements are a fine old
fanuly, Armand had 2 famous father whose name will
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live in the history of the last war, and Armand is fast'
making his. When he has finished on my plans for Can-
della, he may be offered a much more important job on.
behalf of the French Government, in connection’ with
some municipal buildings which are going up in Aix-er~-
Provence. '

Mrs. Oliventt shrugged her shoulders,

*Oh, well .. .’ she began. ;

Raine interrupted, her eyes darting anger. :

‘T like Armand very much and I shall always try to
please both of you, but T do wish T could be left to make
my own choice of a man. I get absolutely fed up with
this match-making. Thank gooduess 1 shall soon be of
age’ ) ;

g‘Anc'i then you'll be quite free to do something really *,

stupid,’ said her mother coldly. :

‘No doubt you're referring to Clifford. . .

Raine uttered the hated name, trembling with sudden
temper. The Comtesse said saothingly :

‘dlors, mes enfants, let us not spoil this delightful
evening. Rose, your dinner was excellent. Raine, ma
petite, calm down. :

The girl waltked to the window and stood with her
back to the two older women, staring blindly at the sun-
lit Park. Tears blotted out the sight of the proud flags
that flew from a thousand masts. She heard her mother
say : o

‘Well, if it comes to a choice, I much prefer Armand de .
Rougement to Clifford Culver and T tell you so plainly.™

‘Well, it won’t come to a choice,’ said Raine in a
strangled voice and ran out of the room. ‘

She needed a moment alone to recover her self-‘coﬁtrol_'
and she felt, too, a frenzied desire to speak to Clifford if-
only for one-moment . . . to hear that lazy, charming -
voice reassuring-her of his love and devotion; reinforce
within herself the strength that she must maintain to-
fight not enly her family but her whole world, if she was -
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to stand steadfast at his side—which she fully intended
to do,

Tnsteatd of going to her own Ledroom, she ran quickly
into her motlier’s. There was a telephone there by the
Bt L, et 1n POUDEN

' ' . at this very moment

] eak all the rules he

llad m:\dc with ane and telephone the Olwentts’ flat.
He was curious to know exactly whar M, de Rougement
She hfked lhe recener, When she hc:xrd Chi}'utd's voice
cautiously asking to speak to Miss Olnentt all her vital
lave and faith returned in a wild surge of relief, Oh, how
wonderful! Tor him to be ringing her just when she most
needed him. She Jooked upon 1t as a symbal of the affinity
between them, and almost sobbed into the telephone ¢

'Ol dacling, darling, it's me, Raine, speaking’

‘Raine . , . my sweet . . " s vorce sounded surprised,
“why, hello.

‘I'm so thankful you've rung,” she said emotionally,
“I've been feeling awful tonight and I was just going to
call you and hope that netther your mother nor aunt
would answer.’

‘As a matter of fact I'm not nnging from my home,”
he admitted, ‘I'm spealung from my—er—Club’

‘O, are you dinirg alone at your Club? Ob, darling,
how dreadiul! If only I could be with vou. T can't bear
10 think of you alone when I might be with you'

‘Angel ! said Clifford, and was thankful that she could
not hnow that he spoke from a certan smalf chic res-
taurant of which he was a snember, and where Jater there
would be dancing and a cabaret. Also, that she could
not see the girt whom he had just left at the table where
they had been dining @ deux. A specially ordered dine
nee with champagne. Cliffard was doing things well ..
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and enjoying it. Lilias looked really -rather fascmaggg
tonight in a black, silky oﬂ-the-;houldex dress,. wit
aquamarines as blue as her eyes, around her white throat.
Expensive stones, given to her by her rich ol_(_l father. I"Ielf
wheaten-gold hair was dressed in a new hair style which
suited her. Of course she giggled a bit and had none of
Raine’s elusive charm but she could be good fun and her
old man’s bank balance was something. Clifford, how-
ever, was nearer to being seriously in.love with Raine
than with Lilias. So his conscience about her (what little
he had) as well as his curiosity about the Frenchman had
led him to make this telephone call. = . S

‘I can’t speak for more than a moment,’ came from
Raine breathlessly. ‘Mummy may come 1n at any mo-
ment. Why have you rung?' . :

“To tell you I love you, my sweet.” :

*Oh darling—and I love -you with all my heart and
soul. Darling, T'll never change.’ ’

‘Sweet!” he said tenderly. I wish you weren’t going
away.’

“The thought of it is killing me. I must see you again.
F've just asked Armand to take me out tomorrow so that
-perhaps we coultl arrange another meeting.’ . -

That made Clifford laugh with devilish humour.

‘You've asked him. And what does our French friend
wav to that?’

‘Oh, 1 think he'll help—he seems very friendly to-
wards us.
. Inwardly Clifford was chuckling with that unholy
mirth which he dared not share with Raine. But what
she had said had told him all he wanted to know; Ar-
mand had not given him away. No . . . and he wouldn’t,
reflected Clifford . . . unless he wanted a repetition of
this afternoon’s violence. : ~
‘I don’t think we'll let anyone in on our next secret
meeting, darling,” he said. ‘I'll arrange something, 1
promise. ;
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‘Let’s fix it now," she mid. She could not bear the
thought of the long hours, the long days ahead without
B S e T L S R T

could she get away? She was forced at length o say
goodbye to Clifford without having made an actual
appointment, He said that he was going up to the Mid-
Iands tomorrow. It was business, that he could not put
off (that was genuine) and then eame 2nd June . .. and
afterthat. . . France.

‘But I'ff phone you, or you phone me before you go,
he said and with 2 quick, ‘Good night, heavenly heart,
Iadoreyou...” he rang off.

Raine returned to the drawing-room to find that her
great-uncle and Armand had joined the others. Armand,
watching, made his own conjectures. She was so silent,
0 melancholy for the rest of the evening, Nothing that
he could do, personally, or say, brought a smile to her
lips. And he, alone, knew why.
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Raine lay in the warm sun-dried grass, her head on 2
cushion, fingers laced behind her ‘head and -looked
through her dark glasses at an_incredibly blue sky. The-
odour of wild thyme, mignonette, and lavender was
wafted to her nostrils. The profound silenice of the moun.
tains surrounded heér; basking in all the glory of a sum-
mer day in the Alpes Maritime. e

This was the 17th June, in the. Coronation year of
Queen Elizabeth 1I of England. And this warm scented
spot in the South of France in which Raine lay was the
Orangery, beneath the ramparts of the old medieval
monastery which had been a possession of the de
Chagnys for eight hundred years. The ancestral home
wihicli one day Raine would inherit.

Lying here, with the green shade of an old walout
tree shielding her from the powerful sun, the girl-felt
that she was the only thing alive in the almost uncanny
- silence and stillness of her surroundings. All the rest of
the world seemed to be asleep. It was the hour of siesta—
two o’clock. Her grandmother and her mother were in
- their rooms, stretched on their beds. The old cook—who
was the farmer’s wife—had gone back to the farm and
would come again in time to cook dinner tomight.
Hélene, Gammére’s personal maid, was probably doz-
ing in her big cool kitchen which had just been repainted
and fitted with every modern convenience. Gammgére’s
two wolf-hounds, Peleas and Melisande, were stretched
like dead things in the shade of the trees near Raine, The
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vesy house itself seemed to drowse while Raine looked
atjt.

Candelle! How splendid it was, she reflected—this
edifice which had first been rused in the twelfth cen-

- tury, built of old stone and little brcks that were
weathered and blanched now by the years. The tall nar-
row windows 1n the upper storey retained their former
antiquity, Iaced with iron bars against a possible enemy.
Daownstairs there were bigger windows, put in possibly
Just before the French revolution when Phillippe, Comte
de Chagny, and one-time secretary to Marne-Antoinette,
had lost his head at the same time that the beautiful
Austrian queen had parted with hers, Candelia had then
temporarily passed into virtual decay and remamed neg-
Jected; until 1897 when a de Chagny had marned money
and the old place had been restored and brought back to
some of its former beauty.

Long before that, in the days of the Crusaders, Can-

. della had belonged to the old Abbé de Chagny who had
founded an order of monks. Then these solemn walls
had echoed with the chanting of the holy brothers; these
terraced gardens had been fertile fields, to be tilled and
farmed in order to bring money to the Church.

All that remained now to represent the religious
house, were the old monks’ cells which, until this very
year, had been hept closed and never used. The Chapel
had become a studio. (There, Armand de Rougement
was allowed to work and pajnt) The loug cloisters, half
hidden by rambhng vine and b Haea which grow
in wild confusion, the Comtesse found too lovely to dis-
turh, and remained half in ruins.

Raine in this, her favounte retreat, faced the back of
the building. Behind ber were terraces—sloping-down to
the village of St. Candelle, Beyond the gardens, a moun-
tainous descent as far as the eve could sce, led dovn to
Mougins. Bevond that, the blue silk rim of the Mediter-
ranean. At night, one could sce the twinkling hghts of
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Cannes, along the winding coast. On the other side of

Candella, climbing upward still higher, was Grasse.
Candella stood here in a splendid isolation. The tiny vil-
lage had only one shop—butcher, baker, grocer, - post-
office all in one. There was no gas or clectricity, and in -
Candella, no telephone. ‘ )

As a small child and later as a growing gir], Raine had
loved the wonderful unique old place. Now, as she.
matured, she would have appreciated it even more, but -
for the present demon of unrest in her soul. A torment of
loneliness—of longing for the man from whom she had
been parted. -

Candella had become a prison—beautiful, cruel, in-
accessible to Clifford. In London she had been able to,
telephone him—sce him—enjoy some form of contact
with him. Here, she was lost to him and he to her. Only
two weeks had passed since she had returned by air to
Nice with her mother and grandmother, and the Com-
tesse's big Citroén had met them and brought them here.

" Only two weeks, but she felt that it was a lifetime, that
she had been through an infinity of pain and misery, and
even doubt, For since she had arrived at Candella, not
once had she heard from Glifford, Not onee.

She could not understand it. Her mind probed
feverishly and futilely for an explanation of his com- -
plete silence. Perhaps he was ill. Perhaps he had been in
an accident. Or perhaps it was just that he had not writ-
. ten. She knew that to be the most likely explanation. She

was mortally hurt and deeply chagrined, for he had
promised to send at least oue letter every other day, Why
* had he broken that promise? WWhy?

She had managed to meet him once more before they
left the flat in Town—without Armand’s help. For Ar-
mand had been recalled by his firm in Cannes on special °
business before the Coronation. . TR

So Raine and Clifford had met in the secluded lounge -
of a quiet hotel where they hoped to be neither seen nor
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heard. It was the best he could do, he said, just before his
trip to the Midlands. They had held hands and Jooked
into each other’s eyes and said all the things that lovers
about to be parted could find to say. Again and agam,
Raine had promsed 1o remain utterly his, and he had
swom that he would work hard and waic for her. And
when she had said that nothing that her family could do
or say could make her change her mind, he had replied
that he, too, would be fasthful and that as soon as she was
twenty-one he would marry her; then they need never
be parted again.

For Raine, that meeung in a hotel lounge where Clif-
ford could not even take her in ks arms, and only kiss
her hastily and furtively, had been an agony. For the
man it had been disturbing, but he had been thankiul to
put her into a taxi and watch 1t drive away. Raine made
hint feel 2 cur. Much as he wanted her, he was finding
the whole thing a bit ‘heavy going' and the affawr with
Lilias Fitzbourne was still quite promising; he was a bit
more personna grata in her home, too, than i Raine’s.
However, if Raine could fix things so that her grand-
smother would in the end accept him, he was quite will-
ing to shelve Lilias and tie himself up to Raine. He must
Yeave it 1o chance, He hiked a good gamble.

But Raine hated gambling 1n any form. More
especially in Jove, She was true woman, and with all her
heart she desired security—the absolute certainty of feel-
inig that she belonged to Clifford and he to her.

At first, when she arrived at Candella, the unwilling
prisoner of mother and grandmother, she sulked . . .
wepta great deal in secret .. and made no effort to con-
ceal from her family the fact that she was heart-broken.

_They let her sulk, Discussing it, the two women -
cided that it would be best to take no notice of Raine’s
moods, and hope that being out here right away from the

* man would gradually have the desired effect and that
the would get over the affair. They even encouraged her

-



to see plenty of Armand. In fact, Armand was t,he(onb;’,_
person to whom Raine cared to-talk for any lepgtll of -
time. For she felt that she could be herself with Im.n. She -
had made him her friend and confidant. To him she,
could speak openly of Clifford. To him sl}e could express -
her hopes and fears, and she did sovw1th‘out knowing
what it cost that young man to listen and still to hold hls
tongue and say nothing of what he knew. ‘ o
She sat with him sometimes in-the studio.when 4.hc was

* painting, and she was to begin today to pose for him, for
head and shoulders—the portrait he wanted to do of her.
Her mother and grandmother rarely came to the studio
which was at the opposite end of the big building from
that wing which had been turned into a dwelling. There,

" Raine found a certain amount of ‘peace and immunity
from her ‘jailors’. Not that she ever really lost her deep
love and admiration for-her beautiful old grandmother,
but she found it hard to forgive her for the part she
played in keeping her away from Clifford. o

Why, why doesn’t Clifford write? she kept asking Ar-
mand. Co

He, hating to see her suffer and well aware that she
had lost a lot of weight and that her eyes were pathe-
tically big and sad, could only make non-committal re-
ply. He did not, in truth know the answer. It might be
that Clifford had decided to cut the affair and have no
more of Raine. It must be so, since he sent no reply to any
of the letters that she wrote. And Armand knew how
many letters she wrote. She told him everything, -

But even Armand did not know all the {acts. Nobody
knew them, except Rose Oliventt and her mother; both -
steeped in a conspiracy—unfair, if well meaning—to put
an cnd to Raine’s love-affair with the undesirable Clif-
ford Culver. The only person they had to take into their
confidence was old Jean Saville—who owned the shop
and post-office in St. Candelle and who had served the
de Chagny family for fifty years or more. Like his father
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before him, and everybody else in this village where the
Camtesse enjoyed an almost feudal dictatorship—~he
considered her word law. e could not dreans of ques-
tioning it, nor of betraying her trust, Madame la Com-
tesse had expressed the wish that all letters addressed to
Mademoiselle Oliventt should be hept aside and de-
livered to her, La Gomtesse, in person. Also that all lete
ters addressed by mademoiselle to a M. Culver in
London were also be be hept and returned to Candelia~—
to the Comtesse. So this was done and the arder strictly
observed and mademoiselle knew nothing.

Sa the long, hot, summer days went by, and the silver
Meditermancan mights, and Rane wept and fretted, and
not one single letter from Clifford (and there had been
several) reached her. And only one from her to him--
actually posted in Cannes by Armand himself—hy-
passed the Comtesse’s network of espionage and reached
Clifford in London.



Clifford in Londen. . . .

After his return from the \hdhnds. Chfford found
himself with a great many other people working in a
crowded city besieged by sightseers, grappling with 2 re-
morseless climate v.luch wavered between hot sunshine,
cool winds, and pelting min. He had managed to get
things working amicably again in the factory but his
creditors were upon him and he was sorely in need of
money—or at least the promise of it. .

_He was more concerned with '\ppcaemq his lm\k
manager and getting himself well installed in the ‘right -
circles where money was flowing than with carrying on
a wildly romantic, unrewarding love-affair with a young
‘girl. Nevertheless, after Raine’s departure he wondered
why none of the expected letters from her came, and in

. consequence was piqued. Clifford belonged to that class
of man who is first and foremost the hunter and once
red lips were lifted for his kissing he was less eager for the
kissing.

He had ail he could do to ‘keep things going’ mth
Lilias Fitzbourne. Despite the fact that he was unpopu-
lar with most of the careful matrons of Mayfair, he had .
managed to inveigle himself into the I‘xtzboume house-
hold. Ie could be intelligent and even sympathetic when B

" - he chose.

One night at a private dinner-party with the Fitz-
bowrnes in one of those beautiful and expensive man-
sions standing in its own grounds in the Bishap’s Avenue,
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on the far side of Hampstead Heath—~he was quite a
uceess. He had kept off the subject of racing cars or
gambling in the Casinos on the Riﬂem‘(boxh, he kpew
from Lilias, disapproved of by Alec Fitzbourne). The
biz banker's hobby was salmon fishing. Chfford had
swateed up’ fishing in schoolboy fashion. . . . He went
to that party armed with his new knowledge and airily
.~ spoke about this type of ‘cast’ and that sort of fiy, and
all the fargon that might be expected from a keen fisher-
man.
Me. Fitzhourme took a slightly kinder view of Clifford
Culver in cansequence, and over their cigars and a glass
PO DR PR o, N

Clifford thaoked Mr. Fitzbourne enthusiastically and
wondered {2) how he could get the money to buy a de-
cent rod and fishing outfit and {b) how to get the time
off for a trip to Norway When he was alone with Lilias
for a moment, later, however, he felt dated when she
Tooked at him with blue, dancing eyes, pressed a flushed
pink cheek against his and told him that she was sure
*everything was going to be all right’.

But he went home feeling far from sure It was a good
start. bt ha see o Tane o A . Ptk

s hewtsidngy accept him as a possible son-in-law, It
Wwas aggravating, too, that Lilias was beginning to bore
him. She }faAd pever feally done anything else. Her cheer-
§ul disposition and blonde good looks were, of course
assets, Lut the handsome and charming Chfford had had
aﬁ:u'rs with 50 many beautiful guels that he had become
blast. He necded something really excitiog to hold his

fan - And Raine had been exciting: especially swhen -tn




and wrote several letters telling her that he adored her- .
and that as'soon as he could get away he would fly over. -
to Nice and meet her in Cannes. o
These letters, of course, never reached Raine, but were-

burnt by, her implacable mother. The burning took place -
in the presence of a less implacable grandmother who-
never really felt happy about this despotism. She truly
loved her granddaughter and deplored the fact that.:

- Raine was so unhappy. And, as she told Rose—it wasan
awful thing to do really; the letters were-Raines

property. Rose had an answer ready :-
“You know perfectly. well, Maman, that if we allow

Raine to marry that bounder, we shall be responsible for

ruining her life, and I ask you ... do_yer want to see Can-

della pass into such a person’s hands? Or for him to be
the father of Raine’s children? - ’ Co

" 'That shot never failed 1o reach its mark. Adrienne de
Chagny immediately gave in and allowed the intercep-
_tion of her granddaughter’s letters to continue. . |

It was a wecek after the Coronation before that first Jet-

. ter from Raine, posted by Armand, found its way 'to Chif-
ford’s office. Clifford read it. Inordinately vain, he had

_not liked the thought that Raine might be persuaded to
‘drop him’. '

" His handsome face grew smug and satisfied as he read
the three or four flimsy sheets of notepaper written in
Raine’s rather large untidy writing. She expressed con-
cern that she had not received a single note from him
since she arrived at Candella. Then said :

I do nothing but think of you and long for you. Some-
times I think I'm going crazy with nobody to talk: to but -
Gammére and Mummy—and Armand de Rougement,
who comes almost cvery day, and spends most week-ends
here, painting. Without him I think I should have gonc:
mad because I can speak of you to him, CIiff. Oh, my
lave, my darling, have you forgotten me? No, I don’t be-

72



tiere that There must just be some veason, why jyon doun?
wnte, Please, please write to me 1 lov'e you so ternbly.
1 always will. Comfpletely and utterly, Your Rene.

Chfford stretehed his long legs under the desh and It
a cigarette. It really was very pleasant 1o be loved o
much. He had balf a ound to put the Jag on an aw-
ferry and drive 1t down to Caunes, this very weeh-end.
fondon was warm and steamy. Raine descrbed that
monastery in the Esterels with such vividness that he
would give a lat to see 1t and enjoy at all, with her, Damn
that fellow, Armand’ What nght had he to see Raine
Aalled ’!1«.._ Peva AR .
scared of another bashing to tell Rane the truth. Well,
hat was thay. Al the same, Chifard wished be could go
over to France and have another shot at getting in with
Raine's family. But he could 1 spare the cashi or the
time to make the journey, Then there was another com~
plieation. His old mother had bees strchen down sud-
denly with a fatal malady.

There is good and bad in all men, and in Clifford fus
hest quality was lis sincere affection for his mother, He
fnew that lie was ‘her blue-eyed bov’ and that she wor-
shipped his shadow. He hnew, too, that she was dymg
and although she never ashed she lhed fo see him The
doctor had wakd it s only 2 matter of 4 month or two
e 'wdl, he could hang on untit then, And, meantime,
continue the pursult of Lilias. He would have to leme
l}amc for 2 bit. But he had 1o 1ntention of letting her
shp from his fingers, Hewrate to her there and then :

Can’t think why
darling keart, You

you hover't had my other notes, my
good boy

Kaow: [ loathe writing bus I
g but Po¢ been g
and dashed off quitc a few saberh enrctlon o
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you can’t complain, my darling, bL‘C(IttS‘L‘ you lmum t
been so prolific youncl[ This one I've just reeeived is th e
first Pve had. But just to show you how much I Io ve and-'
miss you, ll send you a wire, too.

He sent the wire &
Je taime. C.C.

Then he left his secretary and clerk to cope with the
rest of the day’s orders, and drove the Jaguar to Bishiop’s
Avenue to meet Lilias whom he had promised to take to
Ascot. He had had to sell out some shares last wecek in
order to carry on with this expensive whirl of gaiety, es-
corting the débutante Lilias. But he hoped it would pay a
handsome dividend. ‘ o

Neither the letter nor the telegram reached Raine, ¢

The Comtesse, who was in bed with migraine, opened
the wire which had been brought to her by Héléne in a
sealed packet from the Poste. Mr. Culver's letters she-
never read. The whole thing was too distasteful to her.:
But the wire she examined and it made her mdxgnant
She handed it to Rose.

‘Je faime indeed . . . lic profanes my language. He -
does not really love her or he would leave the poor child
alone.’

‘I agree,” said Mrs. Oliventt, but her hard face looked .
suddenly less hard—and she worried. In her fashion she
was devoted to Raine. Whatever she did, xt was because
she thought it best for the girl. :

~How long will it be before this dreadful business
" ends!’ said “Adrienne de Chagny. ‘Really, Raine is so

changed—it makes me unhappy.’

‘We can but hope that if-she doesn’t hear from hu'n at
all she will decide that he doesn’t love her any more, and

that the whole thing’s hopeless; then it will end
naturally.’
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Adrienne de Chagny Jay against her prilows, a hand-
Yerchief soaked in eau-de-Cologne on her temples; her
eves shut. In a low voice she said =

ere are moments, my dear Rose, when [ wonder if
we ousht to confess ourselves beaten and let her have the
mman she wants.”

‘Over my dead body,” said Rose Olnentr, her Iips
tightening agam. You hnote we are dowmg what s best
for her, Mamaen. Besides, her own father would hate
loathed Clifford Culser.”

The Comtesse sighed agam.

“The trouble is that one can never see why one human
being falls for another. Mr. Calver may have hidden var-
ez, You and I just do not see them, ma chéne.

‘He has no virtues—he 15 just a hateful young fortune-
hunter,” said Mrs. Oliventy, nearer to the truth than she
really knew; ‘but somehow he has got under Rasme's skin.
One has to admit he 1s extremely good-lookimg, and those
who knaw him well say he 1s an amusing companion®

‘Good looks and good humour are desirable qualities
in 2 man. But ephemeral. I wish for more fasting assets in
the man my Rame marnes,’ murmured the old Comteste,
“Nobility of soul . . . idealism . . . chivalry . . . kindl.
ness. Armand de Rougement has all these things,’ she
added.

Mrs. Oliventt sat by her mother’s bed, fanming ber-
self. The scorching afternoon tried her She smd :

*You are stll considering him.!

‘He is radly in lave wath her. Da you not see it, when
they are together?'

Raine’s mother shrugged her shoulders.

‘Maybe, and of course if you shut young people up
together in an 1olated spot lihe thi—amythung might
happen.’

The Comtesse Jay silent. The golden stillness of the
afternoon was broken by the sudden reverheration of



you can’t complain, my -darling, because you /za.uen’t
been so prolific yourself. This one I've just received is the
first Pve had. But just to show you how much I love a{zd :
miss you, I'll send you a wire, too. . .

He sent the wire &
Je Yaime. C.C.

Then he left his sceretary and clerk to cope with the
rest of the day’s orders, and drove the Jaguar to Bishop’s
Avenue to meet Lilias whom he had promised to take to
Ascot. He had had to sell out some shares last week in
order to carry on with this expensive whirl of gaiety, ‘es-
corting the débutante Lilias. But he hoped it would pay 2
handsome dividend.

Neither the letter nor the telegram reached Raine.

The Comtesse, who was in bed with migraine, opened
the wire which had been brought to her by Héléne in a
sealed packet from the Postc. Mr. Culver’s letters she
never read. The whole thing was too distasteful to her.
But the wire she examined and it made her indignant..
She handed it to Rose.

‘Je aime indeed . . . he profanes my language. He
d;)cs not really love her or he would Ieave the poor child
alone.’

‘I agree, said Mrs. Oliventt, but her hard face looked
suddenly less hard—and she worried. In her fashion she
was devoted to Raine. Whatever she did, it was because
she thought it best for the girl. ' '

sHow long will it be before this dreadful business
ends!’ said Adrienne de Chagny. ‘Really, Raine is so
changed—it makes me unhappy.’

‘We can but hope that if-she doesn’t hear from him at
all she will decide that he doesn’t love her any more, and

that the whole thing's hopeless; then it will end
- naturally.’ ‘
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Adrienne de Chagny lay against her pilows, a hand-
herchiel soaked in eau-de-Cologne on her temples; her
eyesshut. In a Jow voice she said

*There are moments, my dear Rose, when I wonder of
we ought to confess ourselves beaten and let her have the
man she wants.”

‘Over my dead body,' sud Rose Olnentt, her hps
tightening agam. ‘You Anow we are doing what ss best
for her, Maman. Besides, her own father would have
Joathed Chifford Culver

‘The Comtesse sighed again.

“The trouble is that one can never see why one human
being falls for another, Mr. Culver may have hidden vir-
tues, You and I just do not see them, ma chére.’

‘He has no virtues~—he is yust a hateful young fortune-
hunter,” said Mrs. Oliventt, nearer to the truth than she
seally hnew; ‘but somehow he has got under Raine's skin
One has to admit he is extremely good-looking, and those
who know him well say he is an amusing companton

‘Good looks and good humour are desmable quabues
ina man. But ephemeral. T wish for more lasting assets in
the man my Raine marries,’ murmured the old Comtesse.
“Nobility of soul . . . idealism . . , chwalry . . . kind}i-
ness Armand de Rougement has all these thungs,” she
added.

Mrs Olivemt sat by her mother's bed, fanning her-
self. The scorching afternoon tried her. She said :

“You are still cansidering kim.’

‘He is madly in Jove with her. Do you not see it, when
they are together?”

Raine’s mother shrugged her shoulders. .

Maybe, and of course if you shut young peaple up
together in an isolated spot like this—anything might
happen.”

The Comtese Jay silent. The golden stillness of the
afternoun was broken by the sudden reverheration of



hammers from the distance. She unclosed her eyes ?‘,‘!}L ,
smiled at her daughter. S o -

‘I hear the workmen. You must admit, Rose, my Ars
mand is making a wonderful job of the restora'tlo'nfof
Candella. And did you not hear what AMonseur le .
Maire said the other night at dinner? Armand’s Dircc-,
tor considers him to be the most brilliant young architect
they have had in the firm since the war.”’ S

‘I must admit I like him, said Mrs. Oliventt. But ‘
Raine will never look at him while she has got that.
wretched Clifford on her mind. I know her too well.".
Stubborn as a little ox.’ \

“The little ox’ was, at this moment, walking down to -
Jean Saville's shop, followed by the two sleepy wolf- |
hounds. The sun had tanned Raine’s face, throat, and
shoulders to a rich gold. She had had her dark smooth
hair cropped shorter than usual, because of the heat, and
looked slender and boyish in her blue linen jeans and
check cotton shirt. But her eyes were the eyes of a woman
who suffered atrociously. Héléne had just told her that
old Jean had left a letter for her grandmother, but none
had come for her.

She was growing sick at heart . . . and frightencd.
Something must have happened to Clifford. .

Around her lay all the beauty of the languorous south;
the mountain-side bejewelled with the fleurs sauvages . .
tiny gay yellow tulips, and cvery kind of orchis. The ai:
was perfumed by the rich yellow Spanish broom. ... . A
far as Raine could see, silver waves of olive foliage glis
tencd in the sunlight. The tall cypresses pointed gravel
‘to the burning blue of the sky. :

How it hurt, all this beauty, without Zim. The: lon
continued silence destroyed her; the uncertainty. Somy
times she even contemplated running away from Ca
della and taking the first plane to London. Pride was ¢
only thing that stopped her. Besides she had no mon
of her own . . . her mother paid for her clothes and ga
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her a small aliowance for hee personal use, but it was not
enough to buy an air-ticket to Londen But she might
have borrowed 1t—yes, borrowed, even f she Iad to ask
Armand or ont of Gamunére’s many old Iriends in Mou-
gins who had known her as a child . . . had she known
Chfford wanted to sce her. But he did not write and say
so. There was the awful rearing doubt i her mind now
as o whether hie stdl wanted lier at all. And ecen ler
own wild emotions would nat allow her 1o throw herself
ata man who drd not love her any more.

She had decded to send him a telegram—to ask a
direct question whichs he must answer . . . or 1t would in-
deed be the end.

In Jean Saville’s cool dim inttle shop where the sun
neser penetrated and which smefled of garlic, shoe-
Jeather, wax polish and roastng coffee . . smelhs that
used to delight her in the old days when she came to visit
Gammére . . . Raine wrote her last desperate appeal :

‘Cannot bear this silence what has happened you must
angwer this or I shatl know all 15 over between us's

She handed the tefegram to ofd fean The old man

“with his steel-rimmed spectacles on the end of his nose,

countcd the words, took the money and mumbled that he
would get it off ‘Toute surte’, She thanked him, never
doubting that it would be done, turned and began to
walk tlowly and wearily home, followed by the wolf-
hounds,

She loohed up at the poble outling of the great monas-
tie Luilding, and the terraced garden that banked steeply
down from the cloisters, and suddenly her eyes blurred.
She tent up a voiceless prayer .

*Cod, please don't let Cliff stop loving me. Dan’t let
anything happen, I couldn’t bear .

An hour later, Hélene hrought her mistress one of
those sealed packets from the loste. Adsieane de Chagny
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read the telegram that Ter grmddaughter had just writ-
ten. A mixture of guilt and triumph glowed in her still
beautiful, dark cyes. Slowly she tore the paper into
picces, then sent for Rose and told her that she thought
‘the end was in sight'. Clifford would not se¢ or answer
this pathetic appeal.

“There is only one worry left . what lnppens when
we get back to London, and Rame finds out. what:we
have been doing.”

‘T hope,’ said Rose Oliventt drily, ‘that nexther of them
will ever find out, because if the affair ends here and now, -
and Raine thinks she’s been let down, shé will never see .
him again. I know. She’s like Michacl. He was the most
generous giver in the world but if he once lost faxth he-
never forgave the person who destroyed it.’

The old Comtesse moved uncomfortably and reached '
for her smelling-salts. She only hoped that Raine’s anger
“and resentment would never be directed:agdinst her.
© ‘Where is the child just now?’ she asked uneasily. -

‘In the studio. For her first smmg for this portr'ut Ar-
mand is doing.’

‘That's good, said the Comteqqe, and felt suddenly.
hannier aonin. "
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In the great vaulted room in the Round Tower which
had once been the monks' private chapel, Rame posed
for Armand.

e g 1o CI A

in fact been the happiest of his life. His time was mainly
divided between the Cannes office and the restorative
work on which he was engaged here at Candefia. But
most of his evenings were spent with the family (at the
Comtesee's request), and the long golden week-end as
well So he had seen much of Raine and that to him was
bliss; especially as she had been 20 gentle and fnendly
since she arrived at Candella. True, that joy was tem-
pered by the fact that the name of GLifford Culver was
too often on her lips. And it grieved him to see her sad.
nessand know the reason for it

Armand’s bruised eye had long since healed, but his
loathing for the man who had administered the blow re.
mained—never to be forgotten, Stil fess could he forgive
or forget what Clifford was doing to Rane. Yet the
yourg man's mind was 1n confusion, for it was difficult
for him not to be thankful that Clifford seemed 10 have
abandoned the pursuit of Raine. He, Armand, was more
deeply in love with her than ever. She had grown in-
expressibly deat to him, Ever new was the thrill of seeing
ber when he came here—that shght, graceful ﬁgun:—f/
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the wonderful face with those grey, cxprestxvc cvc< e
the Raine of to many moods; new and exciting.. . . S’ e
had become, in fact, a goddess ‘in his sight. A godc‘css
made for him to adore. R

This was the ultimate pr mlcg(. .- . to be allowed to
paint her. He had no great conceit of himself as an artist
but every stroke of the brush would be a laboir of love.

- Absorbed, he studied every line and shadow of her be-
loved face and wished that he were a genius who could
immortalisc her beauty.

*You really must not look so sad. Try to qulc 2 Imxc, '
he said :uddwlv '

The corners of her lips lifted slightly but she s1ghe.d o

‘Y can’t help it if I look sad, Armand. I am, and you
know it) ’

The young man bent over his palette and m*ldc prc~
tence of m\\mq colours, bis heart beating fast.

‘1 know, he muttcrcd ‘but try not to. . . . I do not waitt
to paint & too-sorrowful portrait of vou. Your "rmd
mother would not like it '

‘My grandmother and my mother don’t care how sad
I fook,” taid Raine with bitterness, ‘atherwise they would
not keep me here like a creature in a cage!

.-\rm:md winced,

‘Have you heard nothing?” he asked in a low voice,

‘Nothing," she said drearily. *Sometimes 1 think he b
dead 7.

No, no—you would have heard; one of your {riend
would have written to tell you if that were the case.”

She was sifent. Pride forbade her to tell Armaned thé
she had actually had o letter from her Cousin Jennift
this worning and Jennifer had given her news that mac

it q‘slm‘ certain Clifford was still alive. Just an idle par
eraph s

anr.r ny and I were with a party 6t the Cafd de Pa
the other night and we sar Clifford Culver with o rar
Lo
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and the Fitzbournes. You wsed 1o be rather keen on him,
didn’t you? I must say he looks marvellous in tails. He's
got such a magnificent figure.

Such a magmificent figure. Those words had made
Raine's aching heart throb with her memonies of Chf-
ford—of that fine red-gofd head . . those wide strong
shoulders . . . those strong haods spanning her waist . .
the leonine, sheer physical splendour that was alt Clif-
ford. Designed to make a woman—especially an artist—
draw in her hreath. And she had loved him and thought
he laved her equally well. But he danced with Lilias Fitz-
bourne in a London night-club and did not bother to
answer her letters, .

No—Clifford was not dead. Raine was not even
jealous of Lilias itzboume Her mund was abote petty
jealousies. A man, any man—might dance with any girl
he chose in the London season. And Clifford Culser,
thongh not popular with most of the mothers, was in
great demand by the davghters, Why shouldn’t he go
out ta parties? She, Rame, had not expected him to sit
down and mope once she left Town. But she had ex-
pected him to be fasthful—to give some sign of con-
tinued Jove—tell her that he wated for her 1o come back
—lived as she did, for November, when she would come-
of-age and need ask no man's permission to marry whom
she chose, .

Armand’s dark fercent ey es loohed through their thick
lashes at the pensive face of s beavtiful model. The
ot . R - gt Y ea e dada  alama

- . . LR P
tight filtered in a prism of a thousand hues, . . . she
YU . VR e cmecens svete hane with

niture save the high-bached carved-oak ehar with saued
e



velvet seat i which I fn wean sty .gr, bt hu{:{: dg
xn.. I vh._)nh{i back, ('t R R 1 g hen 1."\1.\'.'". ‘{‘,‘
in duct and cotavnles :. of wcrion. It s o) '\xa

rptnes and  deegy- "t'* \r.;nmiv we e ful
Raine felt her stermy vouny heart tr be oure '1!
here than inany of ther reota nt Candedia,

But she persisted thic sfiemonn ia wonoenting im
{and without knowing it, Amnand) by contd nutd
of Clifford. )

If anly T were not st .o Rains Adtienee x?»: i
Oliventt, she said, spanking her full nase ' e
were a bittle peasant gied on 2 Provencal fam!

‘What would you da, then?' Arnand =miled st he

‘Work my way over 1o Enghndeto Lendone.
sepvint,’ , C

He frowned—he found it irksomin to have to 32?5:
the frank and unashaimed longing she expreszed ford
fard. He eid - o

‘What is to prevent vou working your way back-
ag _‘,'ml are? e

Evervtlitng, T am rontrofied !sy oy wothsr am
Gammitre and h\' the {nctthat Tam nni\' RSTSIA ‘.H
away now, they could prevent iy mam et

‘And what if you il fesizted on potng -t
Armand could hardly bring hinenlf to Hﬁ‘llﬁ“':ﬂ‘r
name, yet was cmnpc!l!'d to ask her the qu"*": i
hear her answers. .






velvet seat in wiich Raine was sitting, ber head agaimst -
the cushioned back., Aed nn old Lroken organ, coversd
in dust and colwebs; ont of action, It wor & mem of
cnyptiness and  deeay-~ynt saangely pracelul. Iiv::u ‘
Rame felt frer stormy young heart to be ynore 3 1estim
here than inany ether mom at Candelia, L

But she persisted this afternoon in tomnenting herself
and without kuowing it, Anuand) by continned talk
of Gliffored,

‘If only I were not me .. Raine Adrienne de Chagny
Oliventt, she said, speaking her full name. *If only |
were a little provant girl en a Provengal farm,

‘What wonld you do, then?” Ammnnd smiled at ber,

‘Wark my wav over to England—to Londnn—as 2
servant. : .

e frowned—he found it irksomn 1o have o listen to-
the frank and unashamed longing she expreered for Guf-
ford, Yesaid :

‘What is to prevent vou working your way back—just.
as you are?’ o

‘Everything, T am controlled by my mether and by
Gmmeére and by the fact that I am only twenty, 1 T mn
swway now, they could prevent wy mardage.”

*And what if you still insisted on going to—to Eim?
Armand could hardly bring himeelf tn mention the hated:
name, vet was compelled to wsk her the questions und
hear her answers,

She said in 2 low voiee :

‘Clifford couldn’t and wouldn't marry e, He said he-
fore 1 left—he would not be respansible for creating
trouble in my family while I was «till “an infumt”; Onee
1 am twenty-one—he will take me away.!

Armand shook a paint-brush in the water angrily.

‘No,’ he thought, ‘Mr, Culver wonld nat take her un-
til he could be sure the law was on his side, and that he
would have no more to face than a couple of imate .
womesn. And once he was sure, too, that he would stand
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‘Armand—why did you do that?*

‘It was poor—no good . . . not worthy . . ." he stam-
mered,

‘Never mind, Armand. I'll sit for you again tomorrow
You may be more in the mood, and I may feel able to
smule. I have sent a telegram to CLT. He 13 sure to answer
it. By this time tomorrow, you will see, I shall be smiling.'

Armand loohed at her speechlessly. So! Tomorrow he
could paint a smiling Raine . . . because she would have
heard from Clifford Culver. She would be happy . . .
glowing with her passion and her old fervent behef m the
man., Armand groaned and turned away from the sight
of her . . . asking hunself how long he could endure this
situation. Tt was fast growing intolerable

Raine was no longer remembering Armand, nor notic.
ing the pain, the desire that sparkled so fiercely in his
eyes. She was engrossed mn her thoughts of her lover in
London, . . . Her golden, 'Viling' Chiford. With uncon.
scious cruelty she wounded Armand afresh. Goung up ta
him she put a hand through his arm and spoke to him
very sweetly :

‘I'm so fond of you, Armand. You have been so very
good to me. 1 Anow you'd help if you could. Perhaps
you ean, Listen—] have a plan. Would you ask Gam.
mére and Mummy if you may drive me into Canne this
evening and take me to dinner somewhere They would
permit that. They trust you, And I can phone Cliff’s
humc‘. Then I'll find out how he really is Perhaps }'ll
¢ e e ST T TR

HE : e .
. . . \

Cannes tonight 2



eyes no longer dreamy, but on fire with his own 'I)assiogs.
Through clenched teeth he said : R .

‘A thousand lovely things. T would say that I wor-
shipped you . . . that to me, you were moon and sun and
stars—all the sweet flowers, all the fragrance and -the
music of the world, and that . , . oh, that I- could not live
withoutyou.... o

He broke off, scarlet, and shied away from her hand.

‘I must go. I must get back to Gannes. I have an en-
gagement,’ he added in the harshest voice she had ever
heard from Armand. ) .

She stood staring—her eyes full of astonishment but
without understanding. Then she burst out laughing,.

‘Why, Armand—you are a real poet. Some girl will be
really Jucky to have such sweet things said to her. I con-
eratulate you. . . ." Then she added, naively, T'm afraid
CUff 1s much too English—too unpoetical-—to write any-
thing approaching that ¥’ .

" Armand was on his feet now, wiping the paint from.his

" fingers with the turpentine-rag. His clieeks were colour-

tess. Her laughter had not been malicious—he knew it.

But it hurt him desperately. He could see how far re-

" moved he was from the focus of her deepest, most serious
- thoughts. o

He heard her sigh and laugh, then sigh once more.

- ‘How cruel fate is! Why couldn’t my ClifTord write
such things to me? As for not being able to live without
me, he seems very able to do so, doesn’t he, Armand?’

The young Frenchman made no reply. But suddenly a
mist came over his eyes; a mist of thwarted passion and
‘uncontrolled feeling for this slender beautiful creature
who did not know that she was his goddess and that he
had spoken those words to her . . . and that they had
been dictated by his ever-increasing burning love.
 Herushed to the canvas, took a palette knife and
jabbed fiercely at the outline of the beautiful face he had
begun to draw, until it was in strips. Raine gave & cry :
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“Never mind about the portrait—it was not going to be
good,’ he said,

‘But it was extravagant to.destroy the caovas.”

‘Thaveothers

Now she loohed at him, then said ;

‘Clifford’s terribly busy, you know, He has a big fac-
tory and a lot to do 1n his office.’

The young architeet’s lips tightened. He had an un-
pleasng vision of that very office, and of the red-
carpeted floor rinng to meet him as he fell. Instinctively
he touched the ¢ye that had, although he said nothing
about i, never really recovered from that blow. It had
set up 2 neuralgia—sometimes he felt sharp pams be-
hind the cyebalj which was tresome for a man whose
work demanded almost exclusively the use of his eyes.

Raine continued

‘And 1 dare sav he has social engagements which are
keeping him busy, too. A lot of my girl-fnends know him
—and he's probably taking out beauuful blondes Iike
Lilias Fitzbourne, don’t you think?*

She ended with a laugh. But for Armand 1t keld no
mirth, He knew that she was trvine to b 1=+~

matatae, s, . Lo
he . . .o
she wewse it Leignts of pride down to the

depths of lun‘ginE to contact Chiford and have hes confi-
dence restored, no matter how deep her humiliation. He
knew, also, that deep down she would not tolerate Clif-
ford having a serious affair with another girl,

The sweat gathered on Armand's forehead. He wiped
itaway on his sleeve ; his teeth clenched.

Soething must Le done, He would not see her go
down, She must retain her prde and her dignity. He
must do tomething, something to ensure that.

Suddenly she noticed that he was very pale.

fl[:ua you a headache, my poor Armand?* she asked
him. Your eyes look rather sore.'
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He scarched in a pocket for his dark glasses and put
them on. ‘ SR
‘A touch of the sun,’ he said abruptly, ‘Now I must go

home if you will pardon me.’ I
He gave a stiff little bow and said that he would re-
turn at seven o'clock in his small Renault. He would'go -
with her now to the other wing of the monastery and
ask for permission to take her out. ' -
She took his arm in a friendly way as they moved from
the tall, vaulted studio. They passed through a long, low,
stone corridor which smelt of damp and decay for it
never got the sun, through a studded oak door, and back
into the warmth and beauty, the more modern atmos- .
phere of her gtandmother’s wing. . - .
Armand was absurdly pleased by that so-confiding way
she had of taking his arm, vet her very proximity made
_ him feel almost dizzy with the desire to draw her into his
arms—take those perfect, beautifully-cut lips in one long
heavenly kiss. ,
- He had to speak—to say something to comfort her—
so he muttered : ,
'Of course it is quite possible that Mr. Culver js too
busy for private correspondence. You will, perhaps, get 2
letter tomorrow . . :

‘Not the sort you would have written—1T shall always
remember those things you said you would say. They
were so charming. CHIf will have to take lessons from. -
you.. . shelaughed. . "

‘God forbid,’” said Armand in such a fierce voice tha
Raine’s arm fell away from his and she stared. o

They were mounting the wide oaken stairs to her
mother's boudoir. This section of the old monastery had.
been planned so that the ground floor had been given.
over entirely to a great dining-room, the kitchens, and a.:
!1brary which contained some of the most valuable books -
in Trance. The forty-foot-long drawing-room was on the -
first floor, and from six tall windows one could see to the
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blue infinity of the mountains on one side and away to
the rim of the se2 on the other.

The whole place was dear and familiar to Rame, but
lately she had been so obsessed by her inlatuation for
Ciifford that she had not been able to enjoy Candella
But this evening she felt deep down inside her that some-
thing was going to happen—something to bring the light
and laughter bach mto her hie Her spirits had soared.
She even began to tease Armand and call him ‘a moody
old thing' and tell hum not to be so cross’,

The wreiched Armand now addressed hunself 10
Raine’s mother who sat at her escritoire writing a letter.
In the most formal of voices he asked if he might take
Raine into Cannes to dinrer and a cinema, Rose Oliventt
turned and looked at the young couple, her brows raised
in surprise. She was not displeased but she z a5, 10 face,
astonished, because since therr arrival here, Rame had
refused all invitations from any of Gammére's friends.

‘1 Ratne would like to go out—by all means,' she said.

The girl's lashes drooped. Her cheeks had that sarm
pallor which her mother's critical eye noted and were to

her a warning signal that the girl was excited about some-
shing.

‘You look fevensh, Raine, Mrs Oliventt added. ‘You
chdn’t Tie in the sun too long this afterncon, did you?

‘No,’ Raine said.

‘And did the portrait go well?*

Armand put in hastily :

Notat all. We start afresh tomorrow.* |
~+ 'Oh, well,’ said Mrs. Olventt vaguely, ‘Tll tell Gam-
mére that you will be out tonight. She h;fs a migrame
and she im't getting up for dmner She is aslecp just
now.”

‘Tl bath and change and be ready by the time you get
back, Annand,” said Ramne

He bowed and left her alone with her mother. 1f he,
un bis part, was swildly excited by the thought of spends
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sth Rain® nobo ivb\i\d; ave
3 ut after he had gon®
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urn on h for her di ant quatrd
with M his evening esides—SD felt guﬁty’
knowing fectly ell that the Grst thing she gant |
Jo in Cant® tonight Was to put 11 throud to CV
ford. She \y ;ghed that she had gon° into Cant
with Ao d earlier ay honed ;s of
Jhere she ight have sto0 petter chd ce.of fi
himin. ‘
Toolish she might bes t© e doing ¢ ¢ she T
a for all; just why he an't Writte
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AMeanwhile, Armand drove hunself through Mougins in-
to Cannes. He lived 1n a narrow, shabby Lttle house in a
quiet street belund the market-place 1n which he had had
a bed-sitting room for the last two years,

He let himself 1. His landlady, Madame Tourville,
came to meet him. She was a fat motherly soul—a widow
D N SN . v,

B . '
wWiln HO Ulhaupent save o HURe guil-aliuspigey vlidiacns
tal brooch on her collar. Her hair was done in a moun-
tain of sausage-like little curls, dyed black, She had a
faint Wack moustache and little boot-button black eyes,
Her shrill voice was to be heard screaming incessantly for
Colette, the maid-of-all-work whaom she ran off her feet,
and who stayed here 1n vartual slavery exclusively on ac-
eount of M. Armand. To catch an occasional ghmpse of
him and to reccive a smile morning and evemng when
she brought him a tray wath ts food on it, was Colette’s
reward. He was always so kind and she adored him.
Madame Tourville also adored him and did not charge
him excessively, although as she sud : *La vie est chére
She gave him plenty of good nourishing food and was
especially proud and pleased bLecause he did not move
from her humble house to better rooms when he had an
increase of salary, and his name had appeated in the
local papers as a pr in a competition for
architects, held 1n the Afrds some months ago But in ber
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estimation he worked too hard, and burned the' light in
his room too late. She was always adinonishing ‘him and
telling him that he needed a good wife who would cherish
himand care for his clothes and his health. - o

‘I shall not marry in order to have a good cook or
nurse in the home, chére Madame,' he had told her so
many times. o

To which she would answer with a shrill laugh, wag-
ging a fat forefinger : o

‘La, la, M. Armand, toujours Pamour? Hein?

And off she would go, chuckling, back to the kitchen
to snap Colette’s head off. But Colette did not mind be-
cause she was happily preparing the tray for M.
Armand’s meal. This evening, Madame Tourville had
news for Armand. : S
X ‘Alors, Monsicur Armand, there is a young lady wait-
ing for you in my salon. I tried to tell her that you would
be busy when you got home but she insisted on staying.’

.‘A young lady for me?® Armand ran his fingers through
his short, brown, curly hair, perplexed. o

Mudame bent forward and spoke in a confidential
whisper : Coe

‘It is the jeune fille you used to take out, Monsicur; an
old friend. That is why I allowed her to stay. I-did not
think you would be pleased—but what could I do? ~ -

Armand flushed and he looked stightly alarmed, He
}mcw cxactlx to whom Medame referred. There was ooly

one young girl’ whom he had ever taken out regularly, It
must be Yvonne. He had not seen her for s'x:: months. -
Just before Christmas—when he had told her that he felt
it best not ta see her any more because she was growing’
too fond of him. He had known with every jnstin

. y mnstinct that
she was not right for him 5 and that he could never ask
her to marry him,

He h'f!d a ternblfa scene with poor Yvonue which had
made him regret bitterly that he had ever embarked ¢
the affair. It had been that hyster] K in b it

. at hysterical streak in her which |
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had alvays perturbed him and given him V\an;ing th:x't
ke could never find permanent happmess in X \onn?‘s.

Yionne was three years older than Raine. Sl}e had the
aseet of a good figure and manellous red hair, and the
white skin that goes with 1. Armand had panted her
head and shoulders several ttmes—never very satisfac-
torily because Yvonse could not sit still for a moment.
She was highly excitable and restless, with nove of that
curious tranquility which allowed Rame to pose lke a
professional.
Why had Yvonne come to see him? As he walhed
through Madame Tourville’s stuffy httle hall which
reehed of garlic and frymyg vegetables—Armand felt arri-
tated rather than flattered by this visit He had not
wanted to see Yvonne agmn It had been ternble to hum
sith his gentle and kindly nature to have her clingmg to
his knees, begging him not to break with her It had all
been made worse by the fact that she was an orphan and
had no mother to turn to, hittle in fact but a bed-nidden
grandfather with whom she lwed And her job Qute 2
good job, for she was an assntant w one of the e har-
dressers® salons in Cannes.

This evering of all evenings—wath Rame so much o=
his mind—he certainly did not want a ‘esson’ wi
Yvonne. But as he opeaed the door of Madmze's =
and saw the gul, he toed fo be polite und w emes
pleasuré, B

‘How are you, Yvonne™ he ashed, apd ven, frmse
!)cnf oser lh.e hand she offered, ma}:;i::y p;e;»;\ :;.:_
ingitwith hisfips,

‘Eh, alors, Armand, comment R L

e said that he was well, hoped thag s -
good health, and asked if she would 3o - ¢
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She ‘shook: her head:and, refused the chair he pushed -
forward for her. T
Armand locked. 2 trifle nexrvously around Madame’.
privéte selon. It had a vault-like coldness after the hea
outtside ; she kept the shutters almost permanently closed
The room smelt of polish and damp-rot. It was scrupu:
lously clean but the garish blue striped wall-paper wa:
peeling and discoloured. Madame was intensely -thrifty
and never a sou would she spend on having the roof re
paired. She always hoped that the summer sun woul¢
dry the place and repair the ravages of the winter rains
The little room was crammed with omnate furniture
photographs, and various relics of the late Monsiew
“Tourville, ‘including 2. huge photograph of him whict
hung over the fire-place.” Armand fixed his gaze on tha
. grim visage with the waxed moustache and the hollowec
cheeks of one who had passed into oblivion after a long:
drawn-out illness. - I
~ One ‘brief glance at his former girl-friend had showr
. ‘Armand that Yvonne was astonishingly changed. He
used to like her simple way of dressing and the fact thai
she used very little make-up. But this was an. exotic
young woman with ali the hall-marks of the Parisian shof
in which she worked, upon her. An elahorate hair style
a heavy maquillage; mascara which made her eyes loo}
unnaturally large. He had never cared for Yvonm’z’s'eyes',
they were too protuberant and of an insipid blue. Anc
her lipstick was smeared. That was a thing he could not
stand; when a woman put on so much lip-rouge that it
accentuated the size of her mouth, then became
smeared. How different, he thought, from those delica-
~ tely cut, rose-leaf lips of Raine’s, .
Coﬁ:}lo’:vf;:i 'Stf:onnedashwell as he did, and how little §he
cnscm;)lc she wiI;e:v i wi}i'ﬂmd{ o by the exp e
bt suit‘wi t}(:a;mg h 1s evening; a white ta}lorftd
anglaise which might | o aquisite blouse of brodert.c ]
ght have come out of one of those mil-
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Tionaire's shops on the glittering Groisettc: Then his
glance went t‘; her left hand and his heart jumped, for
he saw the gleam of a wedding-ring. At once he felt
sautly releved. He exclaimed ¢ .

“You are married, Yvonne? Alors, this is a great sus-
prise. You never let me know and I never saw an av-
nouncement ..’ .

She hept her gaze on him. That same intent bungry
gaze, he thought . . 1t used to make him feel uncom-
fortable in the old days. He pitied her then because she
way poer and hard-working and so fond of him, but to~
wards the end that particular expression had become re-
pellent. Tt was as though her nature was lihe a bottomless
pit which would swaltow up a man's pity and affection
with remorseless avidity and finally beggar htm, She said @

‘I did not wnite to you because you told me not to.’

‘Bl bien?” he sud awkwardly. s * .

“‘And there was no local announcement,' she said, ‘for
after that day when you broke my heart by telling me
that you hatfl‘ finshed with me, Armand, I left Cannes

nnd s

_dtu huow o did not mean to break your heast,
Yvanae. You broke your own. When we first started
80 ot together, it was as friends, and you will semember
ﬂ‘mt when you first told me that you cared Jor me in 4
different way. I warned you that it was not the same with
g\f, :\nd it was better we should not conunue our fnend-

\Xp

Her sinile now was almost a sneer.

*Oh, quite so, mon cher Armand, and looking back I
can see that 1 was entuely to blame. You were always
g:s;wlmnes\ and chivalrous. Nevertheless my heart did

He felt uncomfortable and gh i i
wistasatch, glanced impatently at his
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‘I am delighted to see vou, Y\eonne but I ha\'e a \ery;; .
important appomtmcnt and... S

‘Anxious to get rid of me, ch? Sull thc same 1\nn?nd .
she broke in. ’

‘Really, my dear,’ he said, his large dark eyes fuil of
distaste, ‘you did not come back to see me ]ust m order t to:
embarrass me, did you? - S

‘No. ) e

‘Besides—you are married—and I ‘presume you: are
now happy. Perhaps one day 1 shall h'we the pleasmc of
meeting your hushand.

“Plerre is dead,’ she said calmly. e

Armand felt hot and more uncomf{ortable th'm cver

‘So soon? I am deeply sympathetic,” he began. -

She interrupted in the same calm voice. It was'a sinis-
ter calm in Armand’s imagination. He had known it,’in
the’ past, to precede a storm. And he could see by thq
way she kept chewing her lower lip that she was agi-
tated; he could feel also that she bore him a grudge for
the past. Definitely she had changed, and for the worsé,
because she had none of the youthful wistfulness left
which used to touch him, make him want to be kind to
her. This Yvonne was mature and smart, and had a new
holdness which he found wunattractive. He listened,
frowning, while she told him about her short-lived ‘mar-
ringe.

She had received an offer to go to Paris and contmnc
with her hairdressing in the salon of a certain M. Pierre
Thibault, 2 man much older than herself who had a
profitable business in the capital. He had fallen in love
with her and married her. Four months later he died in
a car accident on the outskirts of Versailles. So, sud-
denly, Yvonne's fortunes had changed. She had . founc
herself quite a rich widow, for Picrre had an éxcellent
salon de coiffurc in the Ruc de Rivoli. A week- agc
Yvonne left a manager there, and came down south 1«c
her old home to open up a branch in Cannes for the
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season, She, who had once been poor and of no accounty
found it amusing to have money and power here in her
native town. She had put her grandfather into a Home
for Incurables, she told Armand. She came nearer to hun
at this point,

‘So you see, at twenty-three 1 am a widow with means
~~and 1 can afford to take you out to dine and dance at
the Ambassadeurs, mon cher, if you like to come.” X

“It's very good of you and very nice to see you again,’
he staramered, ‘but. . .

He broke off. One of her handy fiashing with a big
diamond ‘ring, touched a ruby-and-diamond clip on the
Iapel of her white jacket. She gave him a deep, long Jook
and said ¢ .

*So the long months we have been separated have not
made you Jove me any more. You haven’t missed me?
You are not really glad to see me tonight and to know
that ¥ am well-off and that 1 can offer you as much, of
not more, than you can offer me?*

His heart sanh., The last thing in the world he wanted
was to recommence this sort of association with Yvoane.
He might well segret the day he had ever started the
friendship. Yet at the time it had seemed inuocuous
enaugh. Just an ordinary {dendship with a pretty gisl
whom he had met at a local dance. It was unfortunate
that it had hiad to develop the way it did. And more than
unfortunate, Armand reflected now, that she had chosen
10 come back into his Jife. Yvoane, as Madame Thibault,
a rich young widow, seemed in a curious way more for-
midable than the Yvonne of former days,

He thought it best to be brief—and honest. The pain

- inflicted through honesty could never be as bad as that
which can be caused by lies {how well he knew that, re-
membering the ety case of Clifford Culver and Rawe ).

Without preamble, he told Yvonne that much as he
agpreciated her visit and her offer, their old association
could not be resived,
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He saw the thwarted look that made an ugly,mgsk
her painted face. He realised—without being flattered:

" that Yvonne was still in love with him. She said =~

3

“For old times’ sake surely you are not going to cut«
right out, Armand.’

‘It is best,” he said awkwardly. :

She quivered from head to foot, but seemed to ta
control of herself. In a voice scarcely above a whisper s
said :

‘I never thought you could be so cruel. I suppose the
is another woman. Infact I know. ../

“You know nothing,’ he said sharply.

She drew in her breath, pulled a chiffon handkerch
from her bag and touched her lips with it.

“Yes, I do. I went to see the girls in the old salon ¢
morning. 1 heard all the gossip. They told me that y
go daily to the home of the Comtesse de Chagny, the

- above Mougins. They say you are interested in her Er

lish granddaughter. That, then, is the explanation
your conduct towards me.’ .

Armand was very pale now and exceedingly ang

" Any affection he had ever had for this girl—or any sy

-pathy—vanished. He saw that her marriage and |
money had had a deteriorating effect on her charac
which had never been very steady. He said :

‘T detest gossip and will have no part in it, neither

_ I discuss my private affairs with you. Please go, Yvom

She gavea sudden laugh.

“T'iens, tiens! So it is true! You arc angry with me
cause I have hit on the truth. Ah, I know all ab
Mademoiselle Oliventt. See, 1 have even heard |
name! She went to the salon a week ago to have |
hair cut short by Anton, who is an old friend of mi
He told me.’

‘You must excuse me, Yvonne. I have other things
do. Good night,” Armand interrupted in a frozen voi
bowed and turning, walked out of the room.
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proved how little he counted with her sgi'e,as a‘fn\enAd‘
and as an ally. The wretched Yvonne—now Madame
Thibault—had no cause to be jealous of Raine. _
He was such a wonderful friend, Raine declared.
She was thankful Gammeére had introduced him . . . bot}l
she and Clifford had cause to be grateful to him .. .1t
was wonderful to be able to talk about Clifforsl to him. '.,.
he was so sympathetic. . . . And so on, until Armand’s
ears burned and his heart beat with slow, painful throbs.
His pulses were on fire with longing. She'sat there, far
too close to him, one bare arm touching his shoulder and
the perfume of her hair assailing his nostrils. S
They descended the hill and passed Mougins—the
little village that stood on the crest like an enchanted
medieval town, full of charm with its cobbled streets,
narrow, grey stone houses, with their wrought-iron bal
conies, and the charming fountain in the market-square.
Then they drove down again, towards the sea. The blue
waters were still sparkling in the rays of the dying sur
as they turned round by the station into The Croisette.
At this hour—cooler than the day—every café wa:
crowded with gay smart crowds sitting outside drinking
aperitifs, The Casino gardens were brilliant with.banked
formal beds of flowers. In the harbour one or two mag
nificent yachts were moored, and outside the Casino it
self, gleamed a long row of expensive cars, The Salle
des jeux were full. Cannes was a noted playérdund fo
the rich. But Armand and Raine were no strangers here
And he, in particular, knew his Cannes and exact!
where he wanted to take Raine to cat. A small, charmin
restaurant hidden away in a quiet street where the foo
and wine were perfect, and where they could sit quiet]
and talk. .o ST .
‘Afterwards, if you would like to choose a cinera 6
maybe walk along the sea-front—ijust tell me what vo
wish,’ he said. o o . '
‘Thank you. You're so good, Armand. But first Jet 1¢
too






And now Raine learned that Clifford’s mother h"ad‘ »’
been seriously ill and that he had been rushing madly_
between business and her sick-bed. For the moment M.’
Culver had revived and was no longer on the danger
list . . . but as Raine heard this, her spirits soared. For
surely, she reflected, this was the reason why CHff hadi’t
written to her. She knew his devotion to his mother. He

“had had all he could do—what with her illness and his
work, poor darling, she thought. . .
‘Do you happen to know if he has heard.from me at
all?’ she asked hopefully. Miss Culver did not know, .
‘Where is he now? When do you-think I could fmd
him in?’ T
Then the aunt gave her the crushing rejoinder: .-
‘He is in Norway. Yes . . . on a fishing holiday m
. Norway.’ : T
‘A fishing holiday in Norway,” repeated Raine
stupidly. No, it can’t be, she told Lerself. Hé can’t heve
- gone away like that . . . if he had any time to spare he
- would have flown over herec to seeme. ... . . - :
The sweat broke out on the palms of her hands and
her heart gave a horrible sick jerk. At which point Clif-
" ford’s aunt delivered the coup de gréce without know
ing what she did. o e

‘Cliff is the guest of some people named Fitzbourne
I don’t know when he will be back, but I’ll let.him kno’
you rang. Your name is,..?” - Lo

‘No,” interrupted Raine in a hoarse little voice.”*N

* please don’t say that I rang. Thank you and good-bye.’
-She put down the receiver. For a moment everythi
seemed to be swimming around her. Her thoughts we
chaotic. Clifford was away in Norway fishing with 1
. Fitzbournes. Lilias was with him of course, Lilias! .". .
‘Raine could hardly stand-—ler knces were -trembl
so violently—she felt so sick. Through the glass doot
the telephone box, thankfully, she saw Armand, walk
towards her with an anxious face.
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Raine had never been so glad to sec anybody as she was
to see Armand at that mornent. He was hind and gentle
and her friend. She stumbled out of the telephone box
into his arms. Aghast, he held her for an instant of
mingled bliss and pain. Bliss to feel e neamese and
dearness of her, pain because of ker pain He had hnown,
before she spoke, that her worst fears had been realised
and that the call to London had brought her none of the
reassurance she had needed. He looked down at her
white, set young face. The ook of bewilderment and
misery in her eyes was Jike the ool of a hurt child that
asks what it has done to be so hust.

‘Oh, Armand, she said, ‘drmand!"

‘What is it, my dear?’he asked the words adding in his
own language : ‘Pauvre enfant . . . ma pauvre petite ..
what js j¢?*

She realised suddenly that they were not alone, but in
the crowded brillianty lit lounge of one of the ymartest
hotels in Cannes. A tall, shm creature who looked like a
mannequin, wearing a white evening dress, her corsage

* glittering with rhinestones—her hair dressed high, set off
by a spanish comb, came along on the 2rm of a good-
looking young man. He wore a dark blue dinner-jacket.
They were laughing and talking in Spanish. The sound
of the laughter, of the ligh-pitched voices chatteting at
such a rate, had the efTect of calming Raine down. With
a mental jerk she pulled herself together, drew a hand
across her eyes, and said in a bright, hard, litde voice s |
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Come o, Armand, let’s get out of here’
? : (-

‘But,Ra'mc... : L
' she interrupted him. Her fingers

qet’s get out, : ¢
atched his arm fercely. He sensed that she was making
d no more

gtrenuous effort to control herseit He sai
ut walked with her out of the hotel.

Jiolet blue sky- The sea Was almost purple 2
gl dens made the flowers ook fan-

tastic, artificial, as though painted by 2 crude artist.
crowd strolled through those gardens on this warm swin-
mer’s night. The atmosphere Was electric, with all the

~ gaiety and elegance of the Riviera. o

But a very unhappy Youns English girl stood clinging -
Armand's arm- Ina choked voice, Raine said * '

4]

«Where.can we 80° :
Do you want me to take you back to Candella orf
) ° .

chall we have dinner as arranged? _
Don't take M back to Candella—pleasc- 1 couldn’t .
bear it’

“Then we'll have the meal and perhaps you'll feel bet-
. ter after it, he said, his heart aching for her» - -

She nodded dumbly. The tears had begun t0 well into
her eyes and blurred the exquisite evening SkY and the
dark violet of the sed- She hated all these €28 and peopie-
She hated the very stars. And most of all she felt that she
hated Clifford because he had broken faith with her. Bu
that very hatred was bred from love. And it was not ik
Raine to love lightly and as lightly dispose of it. N
Raine to be able to fight all the emotions that she ha
been feeling for months {for this man, with ordind
weapons of anget or pride. They were not strong €NOVE
?assion was still strongct and hate only secondary

ove.

Raine kncw that she still wanted Clifford. How gha
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she thought, as she walked Lke 2 blind person guided by
Armand along one of the back streets, to the Moulin
I’Or Restaurant,

How ghastly that she should still love and want a man
who did not even bother to answer her passionate ap-
peals, although she had left bim on the understanding
that one day they would become man and wife. How
ghastly, st} to feel terrible desire for 2 man who had
gone, idly, on  trip to Norway as the guest of 2 wealthy
man whose daughter atiracted him; who had left her,
his old love, ‘cald’. And his last words had been to tell
her that he was too busy to take a holiday, otherwise he
would fly to Nice.

“In order to see you, heavenly heart,” he had whis-
pered, when they were together.

‘Heavenly heart. She used to Jaugh at that extrava-
gant name, yet loved it because it had seemed so full of
tenderness and feeling. So she had imagined! What a
hypocrite he must have been! And what a foo) she had
been to have believed in him.

She came out of a virtual stupor of misery to find her-
self sitting in the little restaurant which was unknown to
her, at a small table by the window, whilst the waiter
laid ap enormous menu aderned by a hand-painted, gal-
den windmill before her. She way glad there were not
many other people here as yet. The chic world on the
Rivieca rarely dined wntil much later, This was a charme-
ing place; the walls hung with oil pamntings done by
local artists. There were exquisite flowers, and lighted
candles on alt the tables. At one end of the room stood 2
side-table laden with tempting cold dishes. Red lobsters
on silver platters; crisp green salads. Bayonne hams .
wenderful-looking cheeses. The proprietor greeted Ar-
mand with a bow, and suggested that Mademowselle
should try the plat du jour, and recommended a very
special wine to go with it

‘Y don't think I can ext anything; I feel sick,’ Raine



whispered to ‘Armand. But his hand went out, covered .
hers, and his eyes warm with pity and anxiety, pleaded .
with her. o

“Try, chérie, please. : -

She did try. She begged him to order any meal that he
fancied, and agreed to drink any wine the proprietor sug-
gested. But she was shivering although the night was so -
hot and scarcely a breath of wind came through the open
windows. She shut her eyes and drew a long, long breath.

‘Well, I suppose it is all over,’ she said. R

Armand’s heart jolted. The colour flamed into his face.

‘Who answered your call?’ he asked her, and sat back
and lit a cigarette while they waited for the iced melon
which was to start the meal, i

She told him. Fverything that Clifford’s aunt bad said.
He set his teeth, loathing the man even more, but, of
‘course, he was not surprised. He knew all about Clifford’s
affair with Lilias Fitzbourne! But he had not imagined
that the Englishman would be quite so brazen as to drop
Raine like a discarded glove, walk out of her life in .
silence, and go abroad in Lilias Fitzbourne’s company.
How atrocious of him ! Raine ended : o

‘It can’t be anything but over, can it, Armand? He'
obviously doesn’t care about me any more. But I don’t
understand. I don’t. If only T could tell you all the things
he said before T left London. ... .

‘Don’t, please,” said Armand under his breath.

She gave an unhappy laugh.

‘T've read about this sort of thing, and once I had a
friend whose fiancé jilted her. I used to think she was’
rather stupid not to have realised he was the type to let-
her down. But I didn't realise about Cliff, did 1?1
thought he was different. A sportsman above all things.” "

‘To be good at sport—to drive a car in the Monte
Carlo Rally for instance—does not necessarily mean that .
a man has integrity or virtue,” said Armand grimly.

‘But I'thought he was different,’ she persisted, twisting
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immense and overw heimmg Iovc for her. Once morc h\s
hand folded over hers. Hemurmured : . )

“Try to forget him. Oh, my dear, my dear, 1f only I;
could help ¥’

She dragged her thoughts from Clifford and looked at-
the young man beside her. Coming out of her.daze of”
misery, she grew suddenly conscious of how Armand must
feel. At the same time, she remembered her ‘mother's
words—the suggestion that Armand was dn love with’
her. At the time Raine had repudiated it. Without vanity ©
now she considered the fact that he was in love with her.
He might well be . . . and certainly no man on earth .
could be kinder or sweeter, she thought. Poor Armand! -
She did not want him to be in love . . . she did not want,
anything to spoil their wonderful friendship. And ‘the
last thing she wished was for him to suffer the pangs of

-an umcqultcd passion in the way that she was suffering.
Gently she drew her fingers away from his. At that mo- .
ment the waiter served the first course. Because Armand
was taking so much trouble, and spending so mucl
money on this meal, she tried to interest herself in it.

“The food is delicious and I love the désor in here—I
must bring Gammeére and Mummy . . . she began to

talk as though nothing was the matter. Armand tock his
cue from her. She was being brave and he knew it. He,
<100, talked at random. But the time came at the end of .
the meal when they were lingering over coffee, and the

* name, Clifford, came up again. Raine said : _

I don’t know whether I am going to be able to stand
living at Candella in my present state of mind. There is-
too much time for thinking—so little to do. I think I
shall tell Mummy I want to go back to London, and if
I promise hcr that I am no longer interested in Chﬁord .
shie'll take me. -

‘If she believes you,’ said Armand drily.

‘You believe me, don't you'®

‘No,’ he said gently but definitely.

108



She looked nto those wise, deep brown eyes. He saw
herlips quirer. ’

- ‘You hnow too much—vyou see things that others don't
—and oli, you are nght, Armand! OF course I'm still
interested sn him, One can't stop loving somebody m a
moment, especially not when you've been so close to
thear, when you've made them your life. CIfT has been
Ehemy life, Ok, Armand ! .

‘Chérie, he wnterrupted, ‘I beg you not to distress your~
self further. And I beg you not to return to London.
That gay artificral life—all the partes and dances and
50 on, cannot bring you peace of mind. But Candella is
3 place of peace, Give 1t a chance—stay awhile with us.
Dor't goaway, please, Raine.’

She Jooked up at him~—all woman now, hurt, needing
balm for her pain; her hungry heart crying out,

‘Would you miss me

That was cruel of her and she regretted it, for im-
mediately she realised from the response in his eyes, what
ihth:nd d‘one. He answered huskily «

tdown,
:{hdn'! we better go?’

t .
adore you,” he said in a low voice,

Flas s = vy ae  aa, R
LI o f sor
P e - g e+ ached
herself for allowing ‘this crisis to develop, As if thcfxlc
hasn't been enough trouble for one evening, she thought
miserably, ' e

‘Armand, you mustn't feel this way about me,’ shy
2id. “You simply mustn’t.” T
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immense and overwhelming love for her. Once more his .
hand folded over hers. He murmured : L 1}'vi ‘
“Try to forget him. Oh, my dear, my dear, 1‘f on y 1
could help !’ C e
oShe drggged her thoughts f,rom.'Gliff.ord' and looked a;
the young man beside her. Coming out of ‘her daze ot.
misery, she grew suddenly consclous of how Armand mmust
feel. At the same time, she remembered l‘1er mo_tl.le.rs ‘
words—the suggestion that Armand was in Iove .wx.th
her. At the time Raine had repudiated it. Without vanity
now she considered the fact that he was in love with her.
He might well be . . . and certainly no man on eart}: |
could be kinder or sweeter, she thought. Poor Amand.
She did not want him to be in love . . - sHe did not want
anything to spoil their wonderful f;iendship. And - the
* last thing she wished was for him to suffer the pangs of
afi'unrequited passion in the way that she was suffering.
Gently- she drew her fingers away from his. At that mo-
ment the waiter served the first course. Because Armand
was taking so much trouble, and spending soO I.IIUCh
money on this meal, she tried to interest herself in it. .
“The food is delicious and I love the décor in here—1
must bring Gammére and Mummy . . .’ she began to
talk as though nothing was the matter. Armand. took hi:
" cue from her. She was being brave and he knew it. He
too, talked at random. But the time came at the end 0
the meal when they were lingering over coffee, and th
name, Clifford, came up again. Raine said : o
‘I don’t know whether T am going to be able to stan!
living at Candella in my present state of mind. There
too much time for thinking—so little to do. T think
‘shall tell Mummy I want to go back to London, and
1 promise her that I am no longer initerested in Cliffor
she'll take me.’ ' e o
- *If she believes you,' said Armand drily.
“Y6u believe me, don’t you?’
‘No,” he said gently but definitely.
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Jikem)'li{& OI,(llm andt,
Chérie,r ic,’ he j mlerrupted Theg v, You not ¢o dxslncs.q your-
I furthey, Any € You nop 4, feturn ty Lo, ndon
Thay BRY artifieiy) Ife—ajy Parties apg c&s a
50 on, ot YOU peace of mind, g, della s
2 place of ‘et a chy, hance. Ce—stay- ahlulc with ys,
on’t gg o ay, plcasc, Raipe
She locke up at Imn\all oma n v, hurl > Reeding
Im for her Pan; hep Ungry heq ing o
'Would)ou miss me 3¢
Tha, Was eryel of her T and she regreted 1, for im.
mcdfately he Tealisad from g1 fesponse 1 his €yes, whay
she hag done, eamuercdhushly
T wourd miss yo, 50 much ghae I hardyy know hoy, 1
hOUld req St my own life,
She fouched pey lips witly g, table.

0apkin then fung

- He coylg 110t now regigy ;hellmpulse to

’I her 3 mle or what he. ally, vwas foe)

Ly perca th in my body, Ramc, I
ey Sid in 5 oy, Voice,
Ter brey, Quickened but the © tears that filleg her eyeg
® Deither of hap, s —only of sor.
bccausc she, tap, must inflice pay, She Teproachey

allmving this crisis 1, develop, - AS 1 there

t been €OUGh troyple for one e\cnm" she Uw""\
ably,

nand, 5o, TAUSIL fee} ghip ...
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immense and overwhelming love for her. Once rore his
hand folded over hers. I{e murmured = - o 5
“Try to forget him. Oh, my dear, my deary it only l :
could help !’ ) " ‘
She dragged her thoughts from Cliftord and looked at
the young man beside her. Coming out of her daze of
misery, she grew suddenly conscious of how Armand must
feel. At the same time, slie ramembered her ‘mother's
words—the suggestion that Armand was in . Jove with
her. At the time Raine had repudiated it. Without vanity
now she considered the fact that he was in Jove with her.
He might well be . . . and certainly 1o man on carth
could be kinder or sweeter, she thought. Poor Avmand!
She did not want him to be in love . . . she did not want
anything to spoil their wonderful friendship, And the
"~ last thing she wished was for him to suffer the pangs of
an unrequited passion in the way that she was suffering,
Gently she drew her fingers away from his. At that mo-
‘ment the waiter served the first course, Becanse Armand
was taking so much trouble, and spending so much
money on this meal, she tried o interest hierselfl in it
‘The food is delicious and I Jove the ddécor in here--f
must bring Gammére and Mummy . . . she hegan to
talk as though nothing was the matter. Armand toek his
cue from her. She was being brave and lie knew jt, Tle,
too, talked at random. But the time came st the end of
the meal ‘\vhcn they were lingering over coffee, and the
nafnc, Clifford, came up again, Raine said :
) .I don't know whether T am going to be able to stand
living at Candella in my present state of mind, 'Thers is
too much time for thinking—-to little to do, T think- I
shall tell Mummy I want to go back to London, and if
1 promise her that T am no Tonger interested in Ciffoud
she'll take me!
If ehe believes you,” said Armaaed drily,
You belicve je, don't you?' !
‘No, he said gently but definitely,
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‘Have I not told you that you mustn’t love Clifford
Culver? Does love listen to “musts” .or “do’s” eor
“don’ts”? Ah, no, ma.chérie, it is much more dlﬂ‘icult
than that; much more involved. The human heart plays
truant. I have let mine run away with me. It has been
yours since the first time I set eyes on you. Now—now
you know.’ _

. Her lashes drooped. She could hardly bear to see  the
adoranon in those dark, burning eyes which she had
once described to herself as eyes that might well have
belonged to a Knight of the Crusades. Armand was 0
idealistic and sweet. And for some woman, what a won-
derful lover he would make! But not for her. She sat
" there cold and unresponsive because she was still-in love.

with- another man. Still remembering Clifford’s last. kiss,
Clifford’s fingers threading her hair and Clifford’s voice

-telling her that there could never be any other girl in

- the world for him except his ‘heavenly heart’. She heard

Armand’s voice, a little ragged.

‘Have I offended you? Have I been a fool to tell you
of my love, tonight of all nights, when you.have had this
- shock, this grief? Forgive me, ma douce chéne It was
" madnessand I know it
. Now she looked at him.

. “What can I do, Armand ¥’

B ‘\Tothmg Just fornge me,” and he puiled her hand t0
'ps and kissed it. It was a burning kiss of intense
on, but she found it spiritually rather than physically

_turbing in her present mood. Because Clifford had hurt

er with dishonesty she was detexmmed to be honest wnh'

Armand.

‘T wish I could love you in réturn,’ she said. ‘I w;sh I
had never met Clifford and that I had fallen in love with
you, instead. ‘Then we might have been happy, both of
us. But it isn't so—and in the circumstances it might be
better for me- to go back to-England and not see you
any more.’
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‘Have 1 not told you that you mustn’t love- Chﬂ'ord
Culver? Does love listen to “musts” or *“do’s” or
“don’ts”? Ah, no, ma chérie, it is much more difficult
than that; much more involved. The human heart plays
truant. I have let mine run away with me. It has been
yours since the first time I set eyes on you. Now-—not,
you know.’

Her lashes drooped. She could hardly bear to see- the
adoration in those dark, burning eyes which she had
once described to herself as eyes that might well have
belonged to a Knight of the Crusades. Armand was so
idealistic and sweet. And for some woman, what a won-
derful lover he would make! But not for her. She sat
there cold and unresponsive because she was still in love
with another man. Still remembering Clifford’s last kiss,
Clifford’s fingers threading her hair and Clifford’s voice
telling her that there could never be any other girl in
the world for him except his ‘heavenly heart’. She heard
Armand’s voice, a little ragged.

‘Have I offended you? Have I been a fool to tell you
of my love, tonight of all nights, when you have had thjs
shock, this grief? Torgive me, ma douce chérie.. It was
madness and I know it
. Now she looked at him.

" ‘What can I do, Armand?’ .
othing. Just fornge me,’ and he pulled her hand to
hps and kissed it. It was ‘a burning kiss of intense
assion, but she found it spiritually rather than physmall
; disturbing in her present mood. Because Clifford had hmt :
her with dishonesty she was determmed to be honest with
Armand. )

- ‘T wish I could love you in return, she.said. ‘T wish I
. had never met Clifford and that I had fallen in love wi%” -
“you; instead. Then we might have been happy, bo*
us. But it isn’t so—and in the circumstanceés it mi¢,.
* better for me to go back to- England ‘and not ¢35

any more.’ :




He felt Lis whole body grow taut with fear.

‘Raine, I beg of you—do not do that. I think it would
kill me if you left Candella now,’ he said under his
breath,

"But, Armand...

No, please—do not go! Give me a chance to see more
of you. To go on being at your side. It means so much to
me. T realise that you do not love me and that you never
will, but just now when you told me that Clifford was
your life, I understood because you have become mine.
One day you will have to Jeave France and return to
London, but not yet please. Stay and let me be your
friend—only your friend. Let me paint your portrait.
Give me that joy, With all my heart, I ask this of you,
Raine,

She sighed. She felt tired and canfused and very un-
happy. She thought a moment of what 1t would be like
in the flat in London, living alone with her mother. Of
the Coronation Balls and all the wonderful things Jen-
nifer, her cousin, was deing and which she, Raine, could
do if she wanted, A Command Performance at Covent
Garden, Trooping the Colour, Ascot, then Wimbledon
... tennis . . . the giddy social round of the Mayfair
circle, She had never really cared for it, In her heart of
hearls she adored Candella and the quiet, beautiful life
in the mountains, And if she went back to Town—she
would be bound ta see Clifford and that would hurt hor-
ribly. No . . . Annand was right. She might do better to
stay with Gammére a while longer—until she had found
an aradyne for her pain and built an armour of defence
which she could wear when next she came face to face
with him. But, she told hersell, she must think alo of
Armand. Mummy had been so right about him.

“Are you sure it won't bring you unhappiness if I stay
—if you go an seeing me?’ at length she asked.

With his whole soul in lus fervent eyes, Armand
answered .
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Tt will be for iy cicatet kopsiness T heg your for-
giveness for ever teliing vou ol my Ynve. | won't tpeak of
it again, That isa promise.” < . L B

She was deeply touched: Impulsively she gave him her
hand again and as he bent over it, shesid: -

“Thank you, Armand. You are fraly;wonderful to.me:

1 will stay. I'll get over this business about, Clifford With:
out running away from Crndella, OF trying to 7un away
from myself. And T'll w'ritc’}t_o"CLiffox;d,-‘;I'll—?tc),l:{n_xp ia!
we arc in agrcement hecause my’ feelings, 100,
changed, and that T am” glad he-is  enjoying i
Lilias because I—1 am having aivonderful time
Armand de Rougement. - PRIt o

She added that name, §tnmrefing, with las
broke, and with cyes brimming with ‘tears. I e you
Frenchman felt his heart. knoek against hig 1it, 3 L
so hard and so fast: He»kﬁdvj,':ﬂ.‘a't:;w}!mt‘_:ﬁ!;(:is?l\i‘_‘t_l:Iw 13
litdle significance yet it made him ? 1i'no,st,ﬁtph}<§§\[1:ﬂ.r.-)9}
Scarcely knowing what'he did, li¢ "ﬁhidfﬂ)gibl_‘ljf}l@, fol
Jowed her out of the restauranty AR
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The July morning was hot. Quite early in the moming
Raine opened her shutters and let the golden sunhght
pour upon her in a warm cascade. Soon those shutters
must be closed again to keep out the mtensc summer
heat, but for the moment she gloried 1 it, stretching
slim, bare anns above her head Her whole body was
gloriously tanned and this momng she was feeling well.
Last night she had slept better than usual. Her nesvous
system was improving daily and she was glad that she
had not given way to those first wild fechings of pain and
grief, and run away from Candella. Glad that she had
listened to Armaud’s appeal ta her to stay here with her
grandmother,

For a moment Raine Joohed through a heat-mist down
at Mougins, sitting on the crest of a hill~proud and
ancient—rising out of that must, like the illustration of 2
fairy-tale. Down below, old Bertif the gardenes, was
spraying the vines with powdered sulphuc and watching

- the torrents of water that poured at this hour on to the
vegetable. and flower-beds upon all the terraces. This
artificial irrigation was a constant source of Joy 10 the
old man who had lived at Candella in days when every
drop of water had to be curied in a buchet from the vil-
lage pump.

Just below Raine’s bedroom window, long beds of
lavender and pink geranmums sent up & Sweet pungent
odour. The peaches were going (o be good this )Cﬂ,’}'gi
noted. Gammére had pomted out yesterday bow beavy .
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‘She thought quite tenderly about Armand IHe had
been so very sweet to her and, 1n her apinjon, semashably
chivalrous. For he had kept his word imphcitly about
maintaining a friendly attitude, despite the fact that he
was in love with her, Just occ:ummlly those fine dark
cyes of his rested upon her with an adoration that buened
Iike a steady flame. But she did not notice it And never
by word or action had he expressed it again, She had
grown used to his company and interested i his work,
and she shared Gammére's belief that he had a future in
front of him asa painter He was going to paint Gammére
herself, as soon as he had time,

Later in the momning, Armand arrved with hus car,
punctual to the minute He was more darkly tanned than
Raine and looked, she thought, rather attractive in his
spotdess white shirt and shorts. He had shim, straight,
brown Jegs, like 2 boy’s, and those rough brown curls al-
ways gave him an air of youthfulness, yet always there
was still 2 pang in her heart for the bright red-gold of
Clifford's hair; the staggering height and strength of
Clifford. The sheer masculinity which had always at-
tracted hes so vitally. Perbaps becaue the hetzelf, vag 10
essentizlly fragile and feminwne. Pethaps becauwe of the
definite way hc used 10 have of dealing with Ler, which

d been intriguing in contrast to bt oven dreaminest
and rezerve. But Armand maght have Lern ber Lw"rr.
Indeed, she felt often Mdz‘,’!, that s vat 213
would hase beea to him. Pazsicnless, fund, yeure in ki
company. He rever did anythieg to jar her cervmcr ahe
hier an instant’s ol a3 to his exential et orih s
Yet—vumantike at tines—abe would fix tfar vels
ustoaciowly
inz if Le would ever agip forprt otz a
}vu sirgle moment of pag rate Cerrt for b,
)y/n o 2 et
She warriT s’y g
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Clifford Culver again bec"mse shie -was 00, fauhfu‘ by”
nature, and if she saw lum—-she feared shc must low
him again. ’

If Armand felt most unbrotherly whcn she - took h&r
place beside him in the car on that brilliant morning—
he certainly did not betray the fact. He smiled and ]oked
as he put the picnic basket Héléne handed him into the
back of the car. But he had given one ravished glance at
the girl and found her”particularlysenchanting today:
Her slim brownness was set.off by dirndl skirt of laven-
der and white cotton, worn with.a white embroidered
cotton blouse which slipped off each smooth, tanned
shoulder. There were gipsy gold ear-rings in her cars, a
gold choker around the long, slender neck, and a.peasant
straw hat, tied under her chin with lavender ribbons.-

‘One day I must paint you like this and in that hat,’ he
said quife calmly, although his heart was thudding ‘

‘I wonder you aren't tired of pamzmg me, she mur-
mured. \

I never-shall be. You're such a good model——-) ou qt
so still,’ he said.

But even as he said the words he thourrht of that othcr
model who used often to pose for him : Ywvonne—now
" Madame Thibault—the one who could never sit still. It
was unfortunate that he had to spoil this heavenly morn-,
ing by remembering Yvonne. But he had reccived A note
from her just before | he set out for St. Canden .

I must see_you again, she had written, please contact
me at my apartment. If you do not; I .fhall call at your
office. If you refuse to sec me there, I shall pay a wvisit to
Candclla. I" understand that the Comtcsse de Chagny
never refuses to show wvisitors over the monastery and
that I stand a very good chance of secing you there.

The threat contained in those words had been plain
for him to see, and significant, Yvorme was being mah-
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cious, She could alw be a formidibla encmy, o hat
come away after teating up that pote, feeling ity
unhappy abont it He had wothlng whatswoyer with
which to reproach himsell concerning Nyomae- tant he
did not want ta have ta explain hee presenye to the G
tesse—nor to Raine if Yvoune ever came tn (vl
And he hnew her—she had o colowal petve, T Bow
status in Canney bad made her pordibeely gnudent,

To aveid unplentintnest in tho housa of his patisness,
he had been forced to ahyg Yvonne's ppartinent mol tell
her he woukt call in aud sea hee bater Hht s e,

‘T must settle her once aned for all, b har) decitat,

But how a man setile’ an ot fove thial has s 19
scorn and hatted {for it unne be hateed ond aog Jovn that
was making her purme Sty B thisg b ol ot ko,

However, he put away the thoght of Yvonae—datei .
mined to enfoy hiv hotiday with hia deay nid Josely
Raine.

It bnd brought it sovele dellpht and wsthiue tion
lately to watch her winging her fiht with hiepo ), Do ors
the lustre comlug back inta hier eyes, as e trpatued Jup
ability to smile, The portruft had pea been sk o 685
all, bat with just a lift at e cornens of theoes e Bps,
The face of a Rafne who adght ftead st any soap it u-
to the most dazAding ol gmiles.

Because be doved leg wo sopuels andd wanted v g (o
keep hes beside hisn, hie Vil 1ired 40y copapsrer Vila tenh
usceasing Jonging 1 make bave o ler,

“This murning, for the firet Viene, b virgise o8 of Sor hosh
been nirtaken in itagivitg Qist there ool e d e
any hope fur him, ares that e vled et gt OF fud
Gut of bee weitel, For wae it by a2 vieat heat o borast
Sowr an urnl 0 b §n the et el sl tne o 1
erpecally rioe 1. v boah ooy et

‘Toe bemns bnking fuswasd 4 thiy ot e, o o,
Arrmondt

He azavvzed 28 teeddor, bret ettt Ve ok Wi Yol
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at her and slowed down the car “Then her giey - eye=
looked back into his quite charmingly and sent’ the blood
mounting to his head. He thought :

‘Mon Dieu, mon Dieu! it is all I can do’ not to stop t'he
car altogether and take her in my arms And if 1 Iusscc
her I wonder, would she be angry .. ' e

But he dared not stop the car, nor try to Iuss het: He

_ drove on, nevertheless with a wild hopc surgmg within

him, and a wild prayer that he might be given the chanc
one day to touch her deeper emotions; to turn fnend
ship into something more.

He might have been very much less hopeful and happ)
could he have known that on that premse morning, -ang
at that precise moment, Clifford Culver in London'sen
his secretary forth to book him a seat on a plane to Nlce

Clifford was at this time of his life a trifle boulcderscr
A week “ago his mother had died. The first and onls
tears Clifford had ever shed, he shed at her gravcside
then turned his face on real grief and decent feeling, anc
in a most mercenary and cold-blooded fashion set’ hlm
self out to revise his future fortune.

The death of old Mrs. Culver had left him thh i
little more capital . . . enough to pay off some of his mort

. pressing debts. His old aunt had gone to Scotland :anc

i

the maisonette in Regent’s Park was being disposed of
Ford had taken for himself a small bachelor flat it
nenherd’s Market. Things at the factory were not do

“ing too badly but it was still obvious to Clifford that hu

ought to try and marry money—and qu1ckly
Now, the affair with Lilias was not going as smoothl‘

.as he had hoped for. There was to be no speedy settle
; ment there, which to his chagrin, he had discovered a

soon.as he returned from the Norwegian fishing holiday

Lilias was just as crazy about him as ever and althougl
at-times she bored him because she was so ‘easy’ an
ebullient, he would have married her with her father

. permission. But that permission, Mr. Fitzbourne had no

120

- +



Leen prepared 1o give, When tha '~ ' .
.t T ., « .

e ey
.t - « fnautu was aery
s mnw sHILAGGG m his egation) bu( he insisted on a
year’s delay before his daughter and heiress should he
afowed 1o enter even into an engagement,

It would be something-~if he could pull it off in a

. year's time. But not soon enough. He would prefer.to
find something equally Jucrative a finle more quickly.
So—back carge the thought of Raine, He still thought of
der and wanted her. Exen more so, now that she had
prqu:d him py her mddeo dmmssa} ci hxm fmm Pw- o

: "ow dared that Iela ot

‘ anlove with him, -+, « vt . .
lard angyernonee o+ e = nea gunselts

" Then, dumanw\r——hinlhum, she had
let fall the news that some weeks ago a girl had tele-
phoned to kim from Cannes. Raine, of course. Tt could

e none other, Now why had she bothered to call him
from Canaes, if the was not still interested? Could it be

~ possible that she had dropped him enly because she was
jealous of Lilias? Yet, he thought he hod circumvented
shat by all the pretty-pretty things he had sad in his
many letters, and even telegrams, to Raine.

He was smitten suddenly with the wish 10 see her, to
find things aut for himself, And with that legacy from his
mother beliind him, he could afford now to take the time
off ard pay a brie{ visit to the Scuth of 'rance.

His secretary returned with the news that she could
et lum a seat on the plane to Nice that same afternoon
s he wanted it. e did want i, and the seat was booked.



14

In the glittering blue sea at Juan'les Pins, Raine lay on
her back lazily threshing the water with both arms; her
eyes closed to the hot sun. She felt relaxed.and content.
She could hear the sound of music drifting from ;1}(;
shore and voices of children screaming delightedly some-
where on the beach, and occasionally the voice of Af-
mand who was somewhere near her. He was a strong
swimmer and ventured farther out than herself, . <o
~ *Sure you are allright® L hupt asking her anxiously,
as if he feared that any moment she might sink and
drown in front of him. C
*Quite all right!” she sang back and laughed: Armand
was so funny at times; quite maternal—if one could use
such-a word she thought—in his solicitude for her.
. Suddenly her laughter was edged with sadness, nnd
she felt discontented. T¥hy, event in this enchanted hour,
"fz%zst she remember him? Clifford, who used so often to
&k about bringing her to this very place for their honey-
noon, to swint here in these sparkling waters, Oh, there
was nothing they had not discussed about what they
would do together when they married. How was it pos-
sible that he could have forgotten her? R
Abruptly Raine turned over in the water and began to
swim back to the shore. Armand saw her and im-
ediately followed. He shook the salt-drops from his eyes
and smoothed back his roughencd hair, His fond gaze
followed the girl’s figure, so perfect in the revealing white
swinn-suitz: She was small and exquisite, like 2 Tanagra
statuey-he thought. Ske peeled off her rubber eap and
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began 1o brush hep dark hajr xigomu_rly. Then they
side by side, on the sangg Which e Wanm apg
Jightfy], Both Puton da) Tasses, In o few Moments

ord're ay as my mother,’ che 81ggled a Jigype a
R T hand for the picnic basket, adding ;

Itfuse o your “mo!her",' he sajg With mg,
solcmm'ty and EOmace, They laugheq together, 1y W
i aine

the happ, s, mosy free hoyy R 2 spent sinc
the days pe, e her deep SAppointmens over Clifforg
and if the p, Iing vosce f regret my, sxdxousf)
within her, sha deafeneq herself 1o 1t now, S €njoy e
Leing with Arm, d ag they age th, Ir picnie Lam, harg.
boiled 88%, salad, ang €risp rols and butyey, With je they
dran, Pays—qoa, Ng each other, fer, Rame
lay i, her head onga Cushion, and tubbled 5, a ch
=13 nd peeled or her, i)
looke, own at the

d - They yy,
ripe 1erTies, he llxoughl, ashing for kisses. Spa was fregh
and cnch:lmmg and he could ngy contro] violent
is hea,

L ag lhough it wag 100 much
furhim, he bursy out:

h, R:u'm-, Ratne pr
She gave hin side!ong and cssentiajly feminme look,
What gs je
30U Lnow gy Words of 1hay ally verse'—_ o Voice

as a Jittle hoarse and unstmd;“’Quand Je te poyy
¢ fais peuy., L

She mnshated g, words into English, drcamxly.
When 1 loof ap Oty Irighten pes

he began 10 Jaugh ang dug a Jipgge hole for Lier Peach
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stone, buried it and pounded the sand. over .‘Qle smfﬂl

ve. , ~ U
gm"Silly! Throw me that magazine. I must look at.sgrglfi
pictures. I'm so hot, I don’t think T'll bathe ag“aTI?. s
later.’ : o ol
f\nnand set his teeth, It was a subtle d1m1%a}~ﬂ
wordless reminder that such remarks from him __wqxﬁ_f"_,r-‘
bidden. He accepted the rebuke and picked up the Eng:
lish Tatler which he handed to her. It had only arrived at
Candella this morning. Raine flipped idly through the
pages. Suddenly Armand saw her sit up, muscle§ tauten-
ing, her whole face changing from careless gaiety t0 2
mask of pain. He knew; before she showed it to him, that
she had seen a photograph of Clifford. . ‘ \

He stared down at the picture; it was half blurred by a,
mist of rage—a rage for which,he had no words. Yes!
. there he was, the handsome goldén man with his insole_nt
smile. Sitting at'a table in the Café de Paris beside a fair-
haired girl. That same girl whom Armand had seen on

. the staircase leading up to Culver’s office. Underneath
were the words : ’

Miss Lilias Fitzbourne and Mr, Glifford (_Iuivcr enjoy-
ing the Nocl Coward cabaret, in a party given for Miss
Fitzbourne's twenticth birthday, .

‘Well—what do you expect me to say?’ Armand de- ¢
manded roughly.,

Raine shrugged her shoulders. ‘

At first glance, Clifford’s photograph had given her
infinite pain, followed by a blinding jealousy that she
had never known before. It humiliated her. She used to
pride hersclf that she was not the jealous kind and that
the could be tolerant of man’s failings. But this jealousy
was barn of long wecks of suffering and resentment. How
could he sit there . . . laughing like that in the way she -
so well remembered beside that stupid Lilias (pretty
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1.ilias, in one of her débutante misty erinoline gowns, and
foners in her hair). She was Jooking at Chfford with
open admiration. fow could he . . . when he bad had
all thuse letters from her, Raine; full of love and plead-
ing? Oh, where was her pride, her old belief in life and
Jave? How could she go on hie this? One day, soon, her
mother would insist upen her returning to thew London
home. She coutd not forever fude in Candetla, How could
she go o partics and restaurants and sueet Jum? Perhaps
he was serious about Lihas and meant to marmy her,
which case what a little fool she, Rame, would ook in
front of all the others in her circle! And how awful if
Mummy was given the chance 10 pity her—thae would
be the end.

With sudden violent feehng, Raine flung the Tatler
across the sand—~then turned and buned her Tace on her
curved anm.

To witness so much emnotion and bnow 1t was for that
cochon was a spectacle Armand de Rovgement could not
endure, Onee more he fost control, put out & hand and
haid it on Raine’s bead, lus fingers fevenshh caressing
the dark, damp silh of the tendrils curbing ot the nape of
the stender nech.

*‘Oh, Raine, mon gecur . .. un beloved Rane do ot

~upset yourself all over agan ! be becsed ner

She turned and, with one checa asanst her arm,
Jooked up at him. {le could ses fier teurx wasfong the fagle
grains of sand down that one s ot Cieek s wsible o hige
The sicht tortused him.

“For the love of God—do e
man,' he added hoarselv

Tn averitable frenzy she azvamre

‘Why, why must Feel S22 I oun tredus e bor
any more, I don't, Armsed T2 40

‘Tant vueux’ Sorz o e riter

r ALN mOTe gher thet




‘Yes,' he said, and brought his face down to a’ level
with hers as they lay there side by side. The gay world
revalved around them. Quite close to them;.two people’ -
sat under an umbrella laughing over some joke. A child
ran by and spattered their feet with water from a bucket,
piping an apology in a little high French voice : ‘M’sicur, ™.
*dame, pardon? )

Raine saw Armand’s velvet dark eyes burning down
into hers. She felt the hard grip of his fingers around her'-
wrist, . ' BT -

‘I never stop suffering because of you,” came his voice
through clenched teeth. ‘I love you with every breath I .
draw and with every breath, I suffer. Raine, Raine, if you
only loved me.’ : T

She gave me a choked sound. :

‘You wouldn’t tell me you loved me, then walk out on
me with another girl, would you, Armand?

‘Mon Dieu—but give me a chance! The chance to
show how faithful I would be. I would serve you with
my life—until death~and after that, he added with all
the emotionalism of his Latin temperament. BN

But she knew that he was sincere. One of the great -

attributes of this young Frenchman was his enormous
sincerity, . - o -

A little flame of recklessness spurted to life within
Raine. That photograph of Clifford in the Café de Paris
with Lilias had ignited the flame. It made her feel for
the first time in her life that she wanted to sacrifice her:
self completely; to give love—not only because she wished
to give it, but because it was so desperately needed by the
other person. She wanted to make Armand happy and
~ to be able to say to Mummy and Gammére, and to

. Clifford :

‘I am engaged. I am going to-marry Armand de Rouge- -
ment.’

It would please Gammere in particular. And it would
please her, Raine, because she loved Armand aftér her
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fashion, and she might well find peace and eontentment
with him. 7 he were willing o take her knm\'mg that
with her, he was d-best, she thought

Suddenly her warm slim ﬁngcrs, sticky with sand and
salt water, closed over his, She whispered :

‘Aanand—uwill you marry me?

‘There was a moment of complete silence. The young
man felt that not only his heart-beats stopped in thac
instant, but that the whale world around him came to a
standstill. Then hic returned—throbbing, rushing, tor-
rential. He held her hand so tightly that it hurt her.

‘Raine—piour Famour de Dieu, don't ply with me,
he said huskily.

‘I'm not playing. I meanit.”

*You want to marry me?”

“Yes. That's what you want, fsn'tit?”

He drew o hand over his forehead. It was wet.

‘You know that it is You hnow that I worship you—
but...’

*“Then let’s become engaged,” she broke in.

e sat up and stared down at ber in a posttive daze,

“You don't mean this—you are erazy.’

“Very well. 'm crazy. But accept it. I suppose you want
1o accept my proposal?” she added with a broken laugh.

Yes, she laughed, but he read only unbappiness in her
eyes.

*You still love this other man,” he said in a fierce under-
tone. ‘Don’t deny it. You are offering to marry me only
out of pity for me.”

‘No. Qut of the wish to be happy with you, as well as
tomahe you happy.’
‘But

‘Oh, Armmd Armand, don’t analyse wcrythmg
Don't ash too many questions,” she interrupted again.
“Just tell me that you adore me and that we are going to
bLe vesy happy. We have so much in common—why
shouldn’t we be kappy 2
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“You must know that my life-would be spcnt in the'.
endeavour to make you so. But you must think Jonger
about this, Raine. I fear that you are doing it in a mo-
ment of—vell—reaction. I could not bear you to rcgret
it.’

She, too, sat up and pushed her hair out of her eycs
with a defiant gesture,

‘I shall not regret it. 1 shall be very h'appy with you,
Armand,’ she said in a clear voice, ‘and I'm never going
to think about Clifford again. You have my word.’ .

‘I want that word only if you can swear that it will
bring you contentment.” L

Now she hedged alittle

‘Give it a trial—give me-a little time—but let us be-
come engaged at once, and I will do everything in my
power to deserve your great love, Armand.’

He went scarlet then very pale.

‘Oh, mon Dien !V he exclaimed. ‘It is T who must try’
to deserve you. You are doing me so great an honour;
and one that I never cxpected y
. She put out her hand again and taking his, pulled it

against her cheek and held it there with a charmmg ges-

ture of tenderness.

‘My dear little . Armand—you are very sweet and 1
.don’t think I can reaily do without you, I need you, Ar-
mand’’

"He uncurled her twining fingers and pnt his hps against
the palm. His kiss lingered and burned. In a muffled
voice, he said :

‘Mon amour. Cazur de mon ceeur. It is too great a
happiness. I can hardly credit it.’

She ruffled his curls and began to chatter in a hxgh,

light voice : '

‘What fun we'll have ! You shall be the greatest painter
in Fr ance, and there will be dozens of different portraits
of the pamtcr s wife. They will all be masterpicces. I shall

" help you in your work as an architect, too. I adore de-
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sigaing. We'll stay in Trance, won’t we? I need not go
tinch to London except for a short time, We'll live n
Mougins if we can get a little house, or make Gammére
mve us a wing of Candella. Don’t even let’s be married
in London Let's be mamed in the httle church at
Mougins....”

Annand hstened, entranced; quite unable to believe
that such a miracle had happened He kept covering ber
Liand with kisses After A moment she sard ;

‘Gne me back that Tatler.!

He leaned over, grablbed at it, and handed it to her.
She pulied out the photograph of Clifford, tore it in
pieces and burzed them mn the sand,

‘Now,’ she s2id with a cluldish expression of satisfac-
tion, ‘you see how X feel about him.'

He tried to believe her but he doubted . . . and deep
down he wondered if this was not afl the result of ‘sheer
rebound’ with her—that most dangerous of all emo-
tional states. But he was too much in Jove to argue or
deny her, .

My belaved, I swear I'll make you happy,’ he hept.
stammering.

She almost began to believe it. A new feeling seized
her—something approaching refief because she had
found this outlet for her emotions. With the burying of
Clifford's torn pictured face she kad buried her pain, she
told herself. Never again would she suffer for any man.
She would just be selfigh and let Armand love her—more
than she loved him.

Yor an hour or two she seemed elated and quite as
happy as Armand. Hand in hand they raced into the
water and swam together, Aftenwards, they dressed again
and Armand drove her back to Candella.

‘I must tell Mummy and Gammére that we're going
to be married,” Rame said. ‘then you shalf take me out
and we will celebirate tonight. We will dine at home, then
£o on to the Casino ¥f you like, and dance. [ fike danung
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with you, Armand. Do you remember Jennifer’s Corona- -
tion Ball when we first waltzed together?? o

Did he remember? Yes—that and a thousand other
 things about Raine. How very deeply he had falien in -
love with her in that first moment of gazing into her grey
luminous eyes. And how deeply he had regretted that she - .
had given her love to the wrong man. He could only
pray now with all his soul that he was the right one for
her, and that she would never be sorry for what she had
said to him—for the promises she had just made—on this
crazy golden day. R

Just before they climbed up the last mile to Candella,
they came to a little woodland. Armand pulled-the Re-
nault to one side of the road and switched off the engine.

Turning, he gave her a smile that held a boyish youth-
ful appeal in it.

‘Chéric—do you realise that I have never kissed you
© yet?’ he asked. ;

She smiled back and leaned towards him. He caught
her in his arms. For him it was an intoxicating moment.
*He Ielt the sweetness of her against his heart and that
warm red mouth moving under his own. He kissed her,
knowing that this was a deathless passion, for which he
was prepared to die if need be. That even if his happiness
was not to last and she would go from him as suddenly
" ‘as she had come into his life—he must take what the
_gods offered now. Forgotten Clifford Culver, forgotten
. Yvonne.

Raine tried to infuse an equal passion into her kiss—
she found him a sweet and adept lover, yet she knew that
- there was a portion of her that was cold and dead . . . an
all too large fragment of her heart that was still in heart-
less Clifford's keeping. After a moment, Armand raised
his head, conscious that her face was bathed in tears.

‘Oh, Ruine—ma douce chérie, why do you ery?’ he
asked, and fervently drank the tears with his kisses.

She did not answer and he did not repeat the question..
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‘T think,” said the Comtesse de Chagny, ‘that this calls
for a celebration My migraine is better and 1 am going to
hold a dinner-party for the three of us. Send Héléne
10 me. See that champagne is put on the ice. We will
dine together and, later, you young people can go into
Cannes and dance at the Casino. § am very very happy.
Very happy indeed.*

Raine and Armand stood at the foot of the Comtesse’s
bed in the big oool roem which was still shuttered from
the sun. A light burned over her head from a gilded cor-
nice 1n the old four-poster. Adnenne de Chagny leaned

T T e e

daughter to the young' architect to whom she had grown
so sincerely attached.

*Nothing bas given me greater happiness for vears,
she added, "We must send a telegram to your mother,
ma p'tite Raine.’

“Yes, that will be fun,’ said Raine

Armand advanced to the Comtesse’s side.

*You do me a great honour, Madame la Comiesse §
do not feel worthy, T have ven hittle monev yet or pass
tion to affer Raine, although I hnow I shall make giore
for her in time.’

The Comtesse beamed on b

“You will make plents and be a grear man 2 the
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world of art, Armand. Money need not worfy you, an',- -
how. My granddaughter will have as much as she wants.
She will inherit Candella and e\'crvthlng that goes with -
the estate when I die’

I do not wish to think of that, Armand, saxd q\ncl\ly

‘I believe you mean it,’ she said tcndel ly. .

‘Of course he does, Armand 18 truly romant:c, put in .
Raine.

“‘Well, anyhow, you will receive twenty million fl“mcs
from me on the d'\v of your marriage, my. darling,’ said -
the Comtesse.

Armand uttered an exclamation :

‘I don’t know that I wish to marry.such a rich girl. I
would like to support my own wife,’ he stammered,

“The money can stay in the bank and be, there when.
you need it, the Comtesse said.

Armand kissed her hand. :

‘I thank you from the bottom of my heart for the tmst
you have in me, and for the great honour you pa) me
bv allowing me to marry Raine,” he said. ‘

Raine walked with him to the door. He would have
kissed her hand, but she curved an arm around his neck:
and drew his flushed radiant face down to hers,

‘T really do love you quite a lot, she whispered

.~ 'Be happy—that's all T ask,” he said in a low voice,
Kissed her swiftly and was gone.

With a sigh, Raine returned to her grandmother and
perched on the edge of the bed. -

‘Weli, that's that, Gammére.’

‘And he says he has a diamond and sapphire ring that
belonged to his own grandmother and that he has kcpt it
Tocked away for his future wife, and you will be receiv-
ing it tonight,” said the Comtesse dreamily. Then, with a
lomr look at her granddaughter, she added : ‘How did
thls come about, Raine? Was it that you fell suddenly in
love with him, ma chérie?’
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Raine lowered her lashes. Her expression becanie io-
scrutable,

‘Uve always lihed Armand.’

““Like” is surely not the right word for a girl to use
abaut her betrothed.”

*I am extremely fond of him then—devoted.”

‘But not madly in love >

Raine moved uncomfortably, worried by this cross-
examination,

*Perhaps not as you mean 1t, But it will come—1 dare
say.

“You mean that you still care for the Lnglishman?”

Rains closed her lips tightly, then said :

‘Don't let’s talk about him, Gammére.

But the Comtesse also was uneasy, remembering her
duplicity and those intercepted letters. However, she felt
enonnously elated by the way things had turned out. She
could not have been more pleased about the engagement
if her granddaughter had chosen one of the great titles
in France. No man she hnew would love and cherish
Raine more devotedly than Armand, nor make a more
appreciative ewner, in tme to come, of this her beloved
monastery, The place he had helped to restore. She de-
cided that perhaps Raine's decision to marry Armand
had been hewn from a roch-like determunation to put
Clfford right out of her hfe and build a new one for
herself—~with a young man of whom she had grown 5in-
cerely fond. Well, in time she would grow more than
fond of Armand. Of that, Adrienne de Chagny felt -
supremely confident, She opened her arms and gathered
the girt ¢lose,

‘God Uless you, darling We will have a most joyful
cvening and I know that your mother will come hurry-
ing back full of delight*

“1 might phone home when I'm 1 Cannes, Gammére,
and telf Mummy to put the notice in The Trmes at once,’
said Raine.

.



e Comtesse chewed her \'xps;. ' R )
he wants the Englishman to scc 3t the old lady re-

od, There ar¢ all kinds of ulterior molives ‘behind
sudden cngagement. I hope 10 harm will come © it

Hélene Came in to take orders. ¥rom now onw;mls
ore would be a Tushs the old houst drowsing in the
;mth of the late afternoon must wake. up- There
ould be considerable activity in the kitchens. Pentil

failure in her relationship with her cnly child). But no¥s

surely, Ros¢ could mot comP ain for as Madame de -
Rougement little Raine would hold quite 2 position in

- javender which was =0 deliciousty aromatic at this time.
' of the year: '
Provence Was lovely, she thought. The languorous
_ South had never seemed mOre perfect. And she was be-
trothed to 2 poetic, charming Youns man who adored
her. She would not have to return 10 the London flat for
Jong, and be subjected 0 pher mother’s tyranny-
could return 10 Tive here in the Midias the wife of a well-
known architect and painter. And in a few days tme
people in London, like Cousin Jennifer and Lilias Fitz
_ bourne, would read the announcement of her engage
ment. Clifford would not be able to boast that he ha
broken her heart. )
Suddenly Raine closed the shutters, turned back in
< her darkened room and threw herself down oR to b
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bed, pressing a fevered cheek against the cool linen
pillow-case. She thought :

‘I mustn’s feel Lke this I mustn't marry Armand
just to spite Clifford. T must remember that 1t is to make
Armand happy, and I am not to think of myself. Per-
haps 1 have been too selfish in the past. People who
think only of themselves and what they want out of thus
1ife can never be happy. Armand is sweet and good. I will
become all that he wantsme to be.”

She got up and went to the tall carved cedar-wood
armoire, opened it, and searched in the scented depths
for a dress to wear tonight. Deliberately she chose the
fluffy white one which she had worn for Jenmfer’s Ball,
and which she had been weating when she ficst met Ar-
mand. They were going to dance at the Casino, She would
Jook her loveliest for him.

She took especial care with her make-up, re-varnished
her nails 1o a charming rosy red, and sent Héléne out to
pick two roses for her to pin at her belt. Armand liked to
associate her with roses.

She decided that she would be wildly happy this even-
ing. She was going to receive her engagement-ring and
become, in truth, Armand's betrothed. Her volatile spirits
soared as she thought about it and continued to dress..
She sang a little Provengal love song that she had learned
out here years ago, She had just finshed dressing when
Hélene knocked, and came into her roam bearing a huge
gilt basket filled with red roses; gorgeous, dewy blooms
standing out from 2 bed of moss on their long, slender
stems. Hélkne's sun-tanned peasant’s face was all smiles.
With the privilege of an old-established bonne she wag-
gled a finger at the young girl.

‘Oh, fa laf . .. sec what AMonsieur has sent you.
L'amour, U'amour!’ she laughed.,

Happily Raine regarded the magnificent basket that
HéRne set down on the table by her window. The shut-
ters were open now, letung in the violet beauty of the
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tranquil summer’s night. Raine picked a card from the
roses and read it ; : : . .

For you, my heart’s darling, who are more perfect and
lovely than all the roses in the world. Je t’adore.
' Armand.

She Jaughed a little excitedly under her breath, catch-
ing her Jip between her tecth. It really was quite exciting
to have such an enchanting lover. Remorselessly Raine -
trod on the memory of Clifford arid the flowers ke had
once sent her, and which had brought her such feverish
and mistaken joy. A joy that had been all too ephemeral.

She pirouetted in her white dress before Héléne,
spreading out the skirts like a ballerina, . :

‘Que vous étes belle! But so pretty tonight, Mademoi-
selle 1 Héltne exclaimed, clapping her hands, ‘

‘Tell my grandmother she' will find me downstairs,’
said Raine. And she drew off the roses she had pinned to
her belt, and cut off two of Armand’s flowers and wore
them instead. .

‘I'm going to be happy. I am.’ She kept repeating it ta
herself as she ran down the beautiful wide staircase which
was hung with priceless tapestries, into the big hall where
the candelabra were already shedding a gentle golden
lustre against the panelled walls, There was no twilight
in the South—only a swift transition from day to night.
Already darkness had fallen,

* Raine wandered into the dining-room to make sure
that the table was properly arranged. Gamimére’s loveliest
silver, hand-painted china, and delicate gilded Venetian

glass had been brought out tonight. Red roses in a Stvres
bowl on the table, too; tall wax candles in antique silver-
gilt sconces, waiting to be lit. Champagne for the cele-

bration on ice in a silver bucket. A gay little party,
although now, more tenderly than usual, Raine remem-
bered her mother. No doubt she had ahvays been a real
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diappot to poor M She wished her
mother were here to join the little party tonight. It would
please her. Although, Raine reflected mischievously,
Munmmy was sure to wish secretly that Ammand had 2
shightty move distinguished background. She was one of
those women who were never quite satisfiecd—wath any-
thing.

Hélene came into the dining-room,

‘Mademoiselle, there is a gent) to see you He has
just driven from Nice. I told fum you were busy but he
said it was important and he would not heep you long.”

Raine picked up her wide flounced shirt and danced a
few steps across the dining-room.

‘Who is it, Héllne—one of Gammere’s friends?’

‘No, Mademouselfe, 1 have not seen him before. Clest
un dnglais?

Even then Raine shrugged her shoulders, having no
idea who would be calling at this hour. A gréat many
people, known to Gammére, visited Candella on their
way 10 or from Paris or London.

Without the least suspicion of what was about to hap- ’
pen—she walked into the hall. But on the threshold she
pavsed-—stood stock-still, every vestige of colour draining
from 1.)c1' face. With a sense of unutterable shock she *
recagnited the tall famubar fgure and handsome head of
Chf{ord Culver. He was standing with his back to her,
looking through one of the tall open windows at the
twinkling ghts from the mountan villages below Can-
della. Then he turned and faced the guel in her white
dresy with the festive roses pinned 1o her belt. He stubbed
the cigarette he had been smoking, into an ash-tras
and smifingly eame towards her.

~hullo Raine, he said, 1 ’ surprised
10300t 3 expect you are Surp!




10

*Surprise’ was a mild word to describe what Raine felt
in that moment of supreme shock. Her heart heat o vio-
lently that it made her dizzy. Her legs trembled. As Clif-
ford advanced towards her she began to edge away from
hitn as though from an apparition which frightened her.
She gasped

‘What are you doing here?”’ )

Clifford put his hands in his coat pockets and raised
his brows as though with surprise.

‘Is that your welcome for me? How you've changed.

‘How dare you accuse me of changing—after the way
youw've behaved.

At first he mistook her meaning; taking it for granted
that she had heard about his association with Lilias and
was jealous—that was all, '

‘Really, my sweet, T don't think you're quite justified
in accusing me of behaving badly, and if it's Lilias you're
worrying about ., !

‘P'm not worrying about her,” Raine broke in. ‘I don't
care about her or any other girl you choose to go out
with. You’re entitled to do what you like. You're entitled
to change your mind about me. It was just the way you
did it. Not to answer onc of my letters—that last one—
when I begged you to write—when you knew how much
it meant to me . . .’ she broke off, choking. She was be-
ginning to fecl more normal—better able to cope with
this situation. At the same time she thought: ‘In @ few
moments Armand will be arriving and Gammére will
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vastating. He recognised the dress, of course; but the
creamy colour suited her better now that she was tanned
to such a rich dark gold. He liked that new short hair
style Wwith winged black sitky bair curving backrlfroml-‘her
forehead. She was incredibly slender, too. What a waist !
She appeared to him altogether fragile apd deliciops after
Lilias’s riper, more buxom charms. Physically, Raine had
always appealed more than Lilias to the big blond man.

Softly he said : : o

‘I must say you are what they would call in _this
country “en beauté” ce soir. I admit I was angry with you
but now that I see you again I can’t keep up the’ anger.,
T’m still crazy about you, sweet.' o

‘Why did you come?’ she almost gasped the question.

‘T wanted to hear from you, in person, why you changed
your mind about me and ignored all my letters. Is it an-
other man?’

She ignored that last remark. She said : -

‘Don’t keep accusing me of not having written you. I
sent you dozens and dozens of letters, Go and ask our
old postman here in St. Candell. He always stamped them
for me. .

Clifford gave her a sweeping bow. : .

‘Go and ask my secretary who posted all my.letters to
you.’

‘Oh, this is absurd,’ exclaimed Raine in a nervous,
rather angry voice. ‘One of us must be lying.’

‘I baven't always kept strictly to the truth, my dear,’
‘he said. ‘One has to prevaricate at times to get anywhere
in this hard world, but I swear to you that I did write to

“you and that I did wire, and I can prove it to you.'

‘All right,’ said Raine, breathing fast. ‘I can prove to
you that I wrote, too.

Clifford pulled at the lobe of his ear. A wary look
crept into his handsome blue eyes, g

‘Could it be that one of your fond family has bethank'
tampering with our mail ?’ y
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‘Ol 1" exclaimed Raine in 2 shocked voice. ‘Of course
not.

*Tthas beea hnown.! .

‘I tell you Y posted the letters myself and ., . She
troke off, Her mind was in @ turmoil, All that Clifford
had been saying and inferring had flung her back into 2
state of mental chaos, Suddenly she put the back ?f fer
Band to her Lips and her eyes dilated. Supposing it was
teue, Supposing CIfF had written and somebody had kept
his letters {rom her . . . Mummy' . .. even Gammére.

Clifford's voice intertupted this sinister train of
thought s

‘By the way--have I come at 2n inopportune moment?
You look as though you are about to throw a party in
that charming dress You're lovetier than ever if 1 may
be allowed to say so Or don’t you want me to say pretty
things to you any more?

‘Stop being sarcastic,’ she broke out, her breathing
rapid. The pupils of her eyes were large and dark. She
tiad seldom felt so mentally distressed or confused. Then
she brohe out with a choked sound that might have been
asoborafaugh:

“If you want to know, Gammére is holding a dinner-
party to celebrate my engagement.’

Chifford froze.

‘Indeed I’

Yes—10 Armand de Rovgement. You met him at Jen.
nufer’s Ball?

Clifford's eyes narrowed. The smile on his lips was no
longer pleasant to see.

‘Oht The fitle Trenchman! Let me sec—he's an
architect, jm't he?”

Yes?

‘1 seem to remernber him,' drawled Clifford, “Teh, teh,

bow sad 1o find one's true love no longer teue. And I
always thought you'd be the faithiul kind.



‘Be quiet!” she said passionately; ‘don’t-go.on at me
like that, don’t) ) o

He changed his tune. . : . ¥

‘Look, darling,’ he said more gently, and held out a-
hand, ‘this has been a great shock. The whole thing has’
knocked me sideways. Whether there has been some
funny stuff going on or not, I don’t know, but I assure
you T've written to you regularly and that I've never
changed in my attitude towards you. I've taken Lilias
out—yes'—he shrugged—fait de micux, but'it was no
crime for me to go fishing with her and Papa, was it? .
. *No, said Raine in a whisper, ‘no crime at all.’ ’

He reached her side. Putting his-hands on both her
shoulders he drew her slowly towards him. He looked
down at her with all the passionate intensity and love that
she remembered and which she thought for ever lost to
her, This was unbelievable . . . Cliff, her golden-viking
of a man, here in Candella, telling her that he still loved -
her. After the long wecks of silence and suffering she was
thrown completely off her halance.

‘Darling, he murmured, ‘I flew over to sce you be-
cause I couldn’t bear to let you go until T heard from
your own lips that you didn’t love me any more. But it
isn't true; you do still love me, don’t you, Raine®

She stood irresolute. A feeling akin to panic seized her.
The touch of his hands, the sound of that caressing voice
that had once opened the gates of ecstasy to her—struck
through the vulnerable chink in her armour, That part
of Raine which still belonged to him seemed to awaken.
She wanted to throw herself into his arms and be kissed

- by him madly again and again until therc were no
doubts left, and until she felt spiritually as well as phy--
 sically close to him once more. At the same time she could -

not so swiftly readjust her emotions. She could not forget

Armand. Armand who loved her just as much as she

used to Jove Clifford. She had given him her promise.

+ Gammgére had blessed them. And tonight was a celebra-
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tion; he was abaut to bring her the ring of betrothal.
What an impossible situation $

She drew back from Clifford as though from a ter-
rible temptation.

‘No—wait—] don't adant anything—1I won't let you
talk me round.’

He smiled as he might smile at a small gir] who was
{rightened and needed reassurance. He was beginning to
feel more sure of himsclf, and quite certain that Raine
was still in lave with him. He suspected that her mother
had intercepted their letters. As for her engagement 1o
the Frenchman, he was not going to allow ¢hat. No—~not
if fre had to knock the hitle fellow sideway s again. Raine
was a ‘better bet’ than Lilias, and a good deal more at-
tractive; in fact, o strong was her attraction for Clif-
ford tonight . . . losely, delicate, taccessible Rame . ..
that he wanted her more than he had ever done in the
past. He might even be willing, he decided, to marry her
whether she came into the money or not, and do a bit of
really hard work, himself, for a change He said :

‘Look, darling—it must be obwious to you that I
wouldn't have flown over here to see you if T hadn'e saill
loved you. I came at the risk of you snubbing me. Dar-
ling, we've got to find out about this letter business.

She was not listening to hum. She was hearing the
sound of a car door slam. She felt quite sich. That must
be Armand. Tt must be. She couldn't let the two men
meet—~not ke this . . . with so much Jeft unexplained.
She coulda’t face Annand now; for she hadn’t the least
idea of what she meant to do.

Suddenly she caught at one of Clifford's hands and
clung to it convulsively, ‘Come with me . . .’ she gasped.

He followed her willingly enough. She pulled him
through the door, along a stane corridor, and out at the
back of the house into a courtyard. A small Tat stood
there; 2 little car used by the chauffeur for shopping
when Gammire did not want to take the big Citrofn
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which, in fact; Armand had discovered hidden away:
under a pile of rubbish when he was clearing out one of .
the rooms in a turret on the north side of the monastery..
This Knight, whose history they had traced, had oc-
cupied Candella before it became a religious house—
when it was fortified—as the nobles of the eleventh cen- -
tury had to fortify themselves—against possible invaders.
The Chevaliar had brought a beautiful Italian wife
here who had been born in the small seaport of Can-
della on the south coast of Italy. It was after that that .
the building had taken its Italian-sounding name: It was -
supposed, too, that the little village had received the
more French. version of ‘St. Candelle’ during the same .
period, although nothing was known of any saint of that
name. PR :
The Comtesse liked to see six candles burning beneath .
this portrait which was beautifully executed in rich
colours and for which Armand had found a magnificent
Florentine {rame.
- Most of the great salon was furnished in the ornate
style-of the Italian Renaissance. The gilt paintedchests
and tables, the exquisitely carved chairs with their faded
blue velvet seats, the sweeping brocade curtains had be-
longed to the de Chagnys of the past. The Aubusson
- tapestry hanging on the wall at the far end, and the
wonderful rugs on the polished floor had been bought in
Paris by Adricone de Chagny, herself, in her youth.
) When she was first married, the Comtesse used to live
m one of those dignified aristocratic little houses in a-
fashionable quarter of Paris. Candella had for centuries -
belongegi to her husband's family, but had not been used
as a residence by the last Count, who was not at all in- -
terested in archacology and regarded his vast monastery -
asa ‘white elephant’. Being a man of wealth, he had made..
it habitable during the Second World War in order to
turn it into a Convalescent Home for officers of the .
French Army. After the fall of France the Comtesse, then
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It so happened that Hélene had been looking out into
the courtyard at the moment when Raine entered the
Fiat with the English gentlenan. It was noet that she
wished to spy or to carry tales for she loved Mile Raine
devotedly. But strange things were happening .. .
Babette, the young village girl who came in to ‘do vege-
tables’ for the cook when there vias a party, had alo
seen Aademoiselle drive away. They were gossiping
downstairs and Héléne did not like it. She was 2 s:mple
woman. It was not difficult for the Comtesse to extract the
truth -from her, There were actually tears in Héléne's
faded old eves as she recounted the story of the arrival
of the Lm:hsh gentleman in a hired car from Nice . . .
ey, he had asked for Mademoisclic, she said . . . noge
~wex, o .. Then they had driven away in the Fiat and
Al -"c:ss.’!r in her thin dance dress, too, and without =
o &, fz! Hélene deplored it J‘.lademoz:c” vould

wondh o ooid even though the night was so warm.



—who fag ashed him fo marry. her, only g fo,,. hours
~had dricen g, raith ghie man,

Ie coulg Lot g s it wag s thoygp, hig tongue cf
10 the roof of his mouth, Ty,. Miesse hc!scll', as i
pale ag g chifo 1 he ags,
“Whag does this mey, ? Whay are yoy (hinking, A

« Mmandp
020 trieq g, urter the nap, of Clif,,
Ot come, He kneyy that g unhapp,, SUspicion,
Were shareq by the Comtme, herselr, He coylg see the
d shak; °r the knoly of er stick; ¢he
nds on ghe thin long fingers glittereq and winkeq,

She sajq,

S 00 muych, Whethe, itis e op
of

TOL. | iy 100
. my gnndd.'xugh(cr I
ow nd foung hisvorce,

tus ygj Gl she comes pocp She wipy have ap

e:(planation.‘
he 2 ut her eyes. She felt Positively- g She
Way thinkmg :

7 Dieyt Dicus 3¢ only Rose Were here ¢
sand by me, 1, it is the Englyshy f he has dareg
o come here , e Will tolf Raine t the Tettery, and

€ Wil ke, thing, Yy are Jogy 1+

mang ¢y, 0 the o) Iady's side. She Opened hep
Yes and ooy, d at M. She gy the dys S 0 fus thin
UDE face, § er heare bled for im, She up one of
T fing hand_qand touched by sleeve,
Won pauuredlmand. «'she huspered,
fcmtermpled e bnosll'c.'ccl

urely, Afad,, here



dinner. Gre'it heavens ! If Hclene were nght zmd Raine

had driven away in that mad fashion with an English
gentleman . . . what else could it mean but that Mr. Clif- -
ford Culver from London had come here and taken her
awa

T.i:ere was not so much a fcelmg of gullt in’ the .old
lady’s heart for the part she had played, as of bitter re-
sentment against her granddaughter. How could she
do such a scandalous thing? And quite apart from the
scandal, how could she behave so cruelly to this fine
young man who was her devoted slave? :

‘T shall never forgive her. I shall cut her out ... .
Adrienne Chagny said the words half to herself and half
aloud.

Armand did not hear them. With the sweat pourmg
down his cheeks, he walked to one of the open windows
and stepped on to the balcony. There, he wiped his
streaming face. His heart was like.lead within him. He
-stared bleakly across the lights that twinkled in the
purple distance towards the silvery radiance along the
Céte d’Azur. Putting a hand in his pocket, his ﬁngcrs
clenched over the little box which contained his grand-
mother’s ring. The ring that he had mecant to put on
Raine’s finger to mark their betrothal. In a welter of des-

" " pair he asked himsclf what he had cver done to deserve
- this agony of disappointment and frustrated love? A
.dozen other questions rose to his mind, too. Was it Clif-
ford who had taken Raine away? Of course it must be.
I¥hy had he come, if he was entangled with Lilias Titz-'
bourne? It could only be that he had decided that™lie
still wanted Raine. Yet what excuse could he make for
his outrageous neglect of her? And where was Raine's
determiination to be proud. How weakly she must have
given in, at first sight of him.

Oh, Raine, Raine, caur de mon cacur, ‘amour de ma’

vie, Armand cried sxlcntly as he stood there, staring into
the night.
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1er before-—-dishevelled, and years older. There was little
eft of the fresh, radiant girl who had lain beside him,
jaughing, in the sun at Juan this morning: ,

She came towards hirm, brushing her hair back with 2
pervous gesture: She spoke in a colourless yoice, oD~
viously making an atterpt to be casual.’ .

‘Oh, hullo, Armand. Tm afraid T've kept dinner wait-
ing’ -

He said :

‘Where have you been, Raine? Who were you with?’

She drew nearet How his very soul was shaken as he
saw her smeared lip-rouge: It had 2 strangely physic2
assault upont him as though be could actually see her
now before his very g32¢ ‘n another mans arms; that
man’s lips pressing passionate kisses on her mouth, the
sweetness O which had turned hin, Armand, into 2
super-man only a few short bours 2g0%

“Who were you with?” he repeated violently.

She Jooked at him with unnaturally brilliant eyes.
_"¢] don’t think you had better ask”

¢ have aright to know.’

Then she gave a brief laugh-

«Of course. 1f we are to be married, you are permitte
to ask me questions. Are you going to be a jealous hu
band, Armand?

He could not bear her flippancy in this bitter hour- T
awful waiting upstairs with her grandmother had an
hilated his own sense of humour: He went close 10 ]
and gripped her wrist. He spoke for the first time to]
roughly; 28 he had never done before, his face red .

‘Raine . . - pOUT Pamour de Dieu,whatis this all abo!

syouwill find out”’ g

¢] know. 1t was Clifford Culver.

Yes, it was Clifford Culver)

He licked his dry lips.

“Why did he come?’
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“Ta se¢ me and ask me why 1 hada't answered his
Jetters.!

“These were no letters to answer, he did not answes
you.’

Because he received no letters from me. We both wrote.
Our letters were kept. Do you hear, Armand? All the
letters we wrote each other were intercepted.’

A B b & o 5 oeaen o3t L

would not fose Ius job, since I dragged the story from
him. He would not tell me at first but 1 made him. 1 told
him that st was a crime to hand my correspondence over
to sameone clse, Then, when he confessed, I forgave
him. I know how ruthless Gammére can be. My mother,
too, they have both been ruthless. My mother connived
at this with oy grandmother. What a pretty spectacle!
Two ladies of high principle, of so-called integrty, con-
spiring to steal Jetters that were my sacred property.

She broke off. No flippancy or composure now, but a
trembling that seized all her hmbs, She covered her face
with her hands,

‘Chifford came because he nanted to male sure,’ she
added in 2 muffled vorce ‘He stll Joves me

Amand’s world scemed to reel around hum, but he
spoke calmly. His blurred gaze was on the lovely tragic
figure; but he was thankful thar her face was ndden
from him,

“‘And you sull love him? But, of course, I need nat
ask. I regrey, infinitely, that you sere put to all this un-
necessary pain, 1t was very wrong of your grandmother
and your mother, but no doubt they thought they acted
for the Lest—the best for you. You must not judge them
too harshly.?

She raised her head Now he was forced ta Jook upon
i35



Lier white, changed face. Her eyes were full of tears,

‘I don't feel 1 ever want to see them again-—gither of
thern

Silence. A voioe from upstairs; the low imperious voice
of the old Comtesse ¢ ‘ ‘

‘Raine. .. ds thut you? Come upstairs.

The girl glanced upward in the dircetion of the veice.
Then <he Inoked through the dining-room doonvay at
the candles which were huming on a festive table which
Liad been Iatd for the party to colebrate her engagement
1o Anuand de Rougement.

Armand spoke :

‘I bad better go. Naturally you will not want me hee,
ind, of course, you am consider vourself entirely free.
Jur shortengagement s at anend.”



18

Now, it scemed as though Raine came to life—dragging
herself out of her stupor of pain.

She fixed Armand with a curiously cold yet sad Jook.

‘No, Armand, our engagement rests*

His colour heightened.

‘I do not think s0 You became engaged to me believ-
ing that your—your Mr. Culver'—he could hardly bring
himself to use the name—'had let you down, Now you
know this is not the case, 50 under no ciscumstances (h.‘\ll
Thind you toyour promise.”

“That is generous of you, Armand,’ she said in a Jow
soice, and gave a long sigh as though she was infinitely
tired, *but it is too l:uc‘ I hmc sent hxm away.’

‘He tan be recailed—quite easily.”

*No. He has gone to a hotel in Cannes and tomorrow
morning he flies Lach to London.”

*Look here, Raine, this is absurd, Do you think I want
you asa sacrifice, a mastyr™

‘I have decided,’ she said, ‘1 am not going away with
Clifford. I am going to marry you—with the full sanc-
tien of my loyaland loving grandmother.”

Armand looked at her steadily then shook his head

‘Ma miz, you are distraught; you do not hnow what
you are saying.” The words came from him very quietly
although his own heart was rocheung then plunging
asmin, and he was beset by fears both for lier and for
hirnself.

‘Let us put an end to this farce,” ke added.
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‘Don’t you want me any more, Armand?. . -

That question whipped the blood into his face.

“That is not fair. T

‘I ask you again—don’t you want me any more ¥’

“You know that I love you better than my life, but I
cannot take you knowing that this other man has come
back into your life and made full explanationfor his
conduct and that you still love him; that you loved him -
enough to’want to go to the Poste and drag the truth out
of old Saville, You wanted to hearit’ . .

‘Naturally. It would have been grossly unjust to Clif-.
ford, and to myself, if we had each continued to believe
the other had walked out without a word.’ .

The voice of the Comtesse de Chagny sounded nearer-
to them now. Raine’s grandmother was coming down--
stairs slowly with the aid of her stick and one delicate
hand on the banisters. . .
- ‘What is all this about?’ she called out imperiously.

‘Raine, you naughty child, where have you been? Din-

mer is spoiling. Héléne says that cook is in a fine
temper. .. o

She paused. Raine gazed up at that figure—once 50
beloved—with eyes of stone; with something approach-
ing hatred in her heart. The old lady looked. back and

_read that expression. She quailed before it; instinct
warned her that her worst suspicions were founded. The
English visitor had been e .. . ’ -

"During that death-cold silence Armand felt that the
minutes were ticking away to eternity and that there was
'no end to sorrow or despair, or to the cruelties that
human beings practise upon the ones they most love. Al-
ways, always, he thought, in the trail of great Jove comes -
bitterness and a sorrow almost past bearing.

‘Raine,” his voice implored her, ‘let me go, please. We
cannot celebrate our engagement now.? ’

She answered with an unaccustomed violence, She
who was usually so gentle. S
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“You say that you love me more than your life, so
please continue to regard me as your promised wife."

Butwhy, why?

Because 1 will not under any circumstances go back
on my word to you. I ashed you this afternoon to marry
meand I ask itagain.’ .

YLt Y "o I T

T

‘Perhaps,’ she saud, ‘a few. Of course, T know now that
he wrote to me. But whether the old complete love and
faith can be restored between us I do not know. You can-
not go through what I have been through all these weeks,
doubting and resenting, and feel quite the same. The
sceds of mistrust and suspicion have been sown in me.
One cannot uproot them in a moment. Besides—I am
very attached to you, Armand. You are my dearest
friend. 1 would not waut you to be hurt as I have been
hurt.

“1 will not go on with this if it is merely pity you are
offering me.'

‘Oh, don't argue,’ she begged him wearily; 4f you still
care for me, tahe me as I am, without further argument.
1 shall not marry Chiford now, I assure you.’

He opened his lips fo protest further then shut them
again, She scemed so obdurate. Yet he wondered what
had passed between these two. A wild relief had surged
through his whole being because she had refused to ac-
cept his offer to free her. But he could not quite belime
that she meant it; neither was he sure that he had any
right to accept her proposal now. Everything had been
spoilt. That man—damn Jum~had come to Candella
and spoiled everything.

“Letus have dinner, Armand,' said Rathe,

‘or a second he laid a hand on her shoulder. The
smooth dark gold of her sk felt cold despite the heat
of the Mediterranean night. And he could not bear the
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new hard bitterness that had rcpk\ccd all ﬁxe joy \\lnch‘_
had sparkled in her eyes earlier today. :

‘Oh, Raine,” he said, ‘do not let us take too’ many de-
cisions tonight. This all wants well thmkmg over. It has
been such a shock.’

Now the very faintest smile broke the coldness of her -
face and with an involuntary gesture, she gave him her
hand.

‘Dear Armand—come along, we mustn’t keep the din-
ner waiting any longer.’

‘What are you going to say to your grandmother"” he
whispered.

. ‘Absolutely nothing—for the moment,’ he‘ whisperéd
ack.

The old woman and.the young one came face to face-
in the candle-lit dining-room which was so full of the
perfume of crimson roses, the grace and beauty. of
glorious silver, of snow-white embroidered linen and

~Stvres china laid on that long refectory table. A table
that had been polished, centuries ago, by the monks whd
had once eaten here.

. The Comtesse, seated at the head, lea.ned back in her

- high, carved chair and cast a nervous glance at the t]ght-

lipped girl beside her.

‘Well—where have you been, Raine?’ she asked

Raine looked straight into her grandmother’s dark eyes

- and held them in a steady gaze until Adriennc de

Chagny’s wavered and fell. Then Raine answered cooly :

‘Clifford Culver came from London to call on me. 1
took a short drive with him.

The Comtesse swallowed. The sweat stood out on Ar-
mand’s forechead. He could not understand Raine to-
night. That she was in the grip of powerful emotions,
but subduing them, he realised, but he was amazed at
the way she handled the aﬁ'znr It was ironical, he
thought, Madame la Comtesse must recognise in her own
flesh and blood an adversary as formidable as herself.
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Yor Adrienne de Chagny would never forgive an act of
weachery. e folt sorry for the old lady. She truly foved
the girl. And the steps that she and Mrs. Oliventt had
tahen to kecp those two apart had, in her opinion, been
for Raine's own good. Nevertheless it had been a gross
betrayal.

Héltne served turtle foup in white-and-gilt chuna
bowls, then poured out the wine The Comtesse’s face
wias paper-pale wnder the rouge the had delicately pow-
dered over her cheek.bones. Her mght hand, sparbling
with diamonds, shook as she raised her glass. She said .

‘Is that all you have to tell me, Raine?’

The gul answered in the same steady cold voice :

Thatisall.

The Comtesse licked her dry lips.

She knew now that Rune had {ound out. But that she
chose 1o heep silence. That silence upset Adrienne de
Chagny more than the gul's open denunciation could
hase done Tar a nosy anger 15 born of love, byt a sileat
coldness is bred by hatred She could not bear to live any
Jonger if her beloved htele Rame hated her. dfon Dieu,
the old weman thought, why is Rose not here to bacl me
uf® [ hate done wrong but why must I pay for it alone?

She #pilt some of the wine because her hand trembled
0 badly. And she fels, t00, @ burning curiosity to find
out what had happened between Rawme and the English-
man Her only camnfort was the hope that the girl would
marry Anmand whatever had transpired. Otherwise, why
should she be here at this table? .

In a quivering voice, the Camtesse said .

‘1 wish to drink a toast—to both of you, mes crfants,
to your happiness, ma pettte Ramne, and to yours, mon
cker Armand.’

Raine atso raised her goblet but Anmand, loohine at
her face, <cemng the doubt in those great grey eyes and dy
wildness of the old grief that was beginning to breah
mask of her face, suddealy sprang to his feet.
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tolerate such punishment no rmtter how richly dcscr\ ed
A little while ago the dark eyes had opened ‘and staréd
up at the girl's face, Scarcely audxbly, Adrienne de“
Chagny had whispered : '
‘Oh, mon enfant . .. je te demande pardon! .. -
In response to that pathetic appeal, Raine had kissed
the distorted face, the hot tears running down her own
checks, and said : -
‘I forgive you, ma chére G'xmmere——-thh all my heart. -
So now there was peace between them again. And
when Dr. de Vitte came at a little past midnight,’ he ”
announced that the patient was sleeping quite peacefully
and that her pulse was a little stronger. He was even,
more hopeful now that the stroke would not have any -
lasting effect—for which they must all praise God.
It was the night-nurse who finally persuaded Raine to °
leave her grandmother’s side and go to bed. If the old -
lady awoke and asked for her, she would send for -
‘Mademoiselle at once the nurse promised. But A ademoz-
selle must get some sleep. : '
Raine wondered if she would ever be able to sleep"
again. She went down to the library where an hour orse.
ago she had left Armand, being persuaded by Héléne to
cat a chicken sandwich and drink some of her famous ;
coffee. ’
" Raine found him still there, standing by an open win-
dow looking up at the stars. Raine walked to his side.
The shawl slipped from her shoulders. He picked it up,
and put it around her tenderly. She looked tired to death,’
he thought. He lifted one of her hands to his cheek w:th
great tenderness, without passion, '
“This has been hideous for you,” he said.
“You think'of me—of othcrs—-never of youralf she
whispered. %

‘Nonsense,’ he said with an attempt at a huch aﬂd
Madame la Comtesse .. .’
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‘But why suspicion now'" He did write. Hv dnu still -
Jove me. He was always in Jove with me.” . X

Armand made no answer '\mm she dx\'mml lm '
thoughts, .

Amnnd I assure you, that girl Liliny, nteans nmhm;’ "
to him. He has never made Im'c to lier. e was just her,
father's guest in Norway. He was, of course, nice 1o her-
what man wouldn't be, for she is very predy. But | lm\' -
been the only real love in Cliff's life)

Armand flung his cigarette out into the garden. IIo felte
that the radiance of the stars was a mockery and the-
things that Raine was saying mocked him, ton. He knew |
so much more than she did, Tt would have been so easy to
tell her now about Clifford and Lilias Fitzbourne and
that bruised cyd, which still gave him trouble. But he,
said nothing. He would say nothing until he was finally
. suré that she no longer wanted Clifford Culver in her
life, ‘

‘Armand,’ continued Raine, ‘1 don’t blame you for.
" doubting. It's difficult to he sure of anything in this,

world. After what my own dear ones did to me, 1 find it
exceedingly difficult to believe. But T nust givc CHiff the.
benefit of the doubt. He swore on his oath , , | '

““That he stil} wants to marry you?' put in Armand,

‘es,’ she said in a low voice; ‘he even suggested that

. ould go back to England with him tonight.!

An exclamation from Armand.

“‘Knowing that you would not lie permitted to ary
him until you are of age B

‘Knowing that if i went with himy, Gamnire and my
mother would give in rather than see me disgraced,’

Thc young Frenchiman swung round,

but it would be disgraceful for him 10 foree thrn“
hands in such a way and risk your honour,! ‘

" She howed her head. She was almost ton tired (o dnm..
But she remembered the moment in the car when Clif- -
ford had made that suggestion. A mad moment when she
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had reverted to the passion of the past as she felt his hot
kisses on her lips and her throat, and listened to Mis re.
membered endearments

‘I can’t let you go again. Come back to England with
me, my heavenly heart,” he had said.

Why hadn't she gone? Why had she told 4im to go and
returned to Candella? Because reason had revived and
saved her from being annihilated by ber desire for him,
Because Raine Olivent, impulsive and passionate though
she was, could never be wholly the slave of her emo-
tions. Clifford had reckoned without that deep reserve,
that sense of balance which made her different, and so
much more inaccessible than the other women in his life,
He had gone in to Cannes disappointed

‘You won't marry the little Frenchman, He isn't tight
for you. You'll soon find it out and come back to me, I
shall be waiting for you 1 London, my darling,’ he had
said.

But she had come back to Candella and to Ammm'I,
e e e

necessary 1o her even though she was still m love with
Clifford. She could not begin to understand herself, She
was torn in two, Still utterly pecplexed, she stood there
before Armand, the tears trickhing through her fingers,
But he who loved her, understood and nhen she whis.
pered ; ‘Give me my ring, put it on my finger, Armand,
bt shook his head Gently, with all the old Lrotherly
affection, he took her i fus arms and kissed her on both
cheeks. .

"Not tonight, You are much too upset and incapable
of making a choice. There can be no such hasty engage-
ment between us, It would not be fair w you." :

‘Nor to you, perhaps,” she admatted for the first time,
with her wet face pressed against his shoulder, She way,
scbbing but she clung to hum. ‘But don't let me o, AY
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mand I’m all mised up in my mxnd——but I fcel ¥
with you.’

‘Poor little one,” he murmured and stroked hez
and kissed her.

‘You’re so good. I don’t want to hurt you, elther,
wept. i
‘You are not to think of me. If your happiness lzec'z
this other man and he wants you to marry him—!,
niust go to him. After all, you can live in London 1
your mother and continue to see him—Mis. Oliv.
cannot prevent it now. And you can wait until you °;
of age, then decide whether it is to be iim or me.”

She was shocked suddenly; she looked up at him, -
eyes suffused, her lips trembling. Such nobility made .
feel almost ashamed. In a queer way she was consci
of the fact that his character was so much more excell:
than Clifford Gulver’s. Cliff had weaknesses and fau!
discrepancies which were not hidden from her, where
Armand was the finest person she had ever met. Yet |
she still believed that she loved Clifford. How baffli:
and -ironic that one should be drawn as by a magnet :
what might well be the wrong direction. How dangerot
and pitiless were the forces of human passions and loves
+ At last she found her voice ,
~“You are marvellous to me—you have always bee
‘1 thank you with all my heart.’

‘I wish only to serve you, Raine. Believe that and tr
to be happy. Forget our engagement. Let us become goo
friends again. Brother and sister—what you will—uut
you are quite certain what you want, and then that wh
you want is the right thing.’

“That is the dxﬁ'iculty o

‘It is 5o easy for me;' & said with a short Jaugh, and k
his fond, sad gaze travel over the beloved figure in b
white dress and the fringed Italian shawl. Incongrue; 5
one ruined rose still remained pinned to her bele 2%
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the roses he had sent to celebrate their Letrothal, Tt hurt
him to look at it He added :

‘In any case, there can be no celebration of any hind
until your grandmother recovers.’

She nodded, a handkerchief to her lips. He put anamm
about her and drew her towards the doar.

‘Go to bed, little one. You can hardly stand. Tomor-
row things will seem better; and perhaps you will see
your way more clearly. I will drve you into Cannes to-
morrow if you wish to see hnm again before he returns
to London.'

You would do that for me?'

‘I would do anything for you,' he smiled

Wordlessly she reached up, touched s check with
her lips, then walked out of the room.

One of the last crushed petals from her rose had fallen
to the floor. Ile picked it up and pressed it against his
lips. He felt that if he had not heen a man, he too would
have wept with Raine that night—{acing tus own tragedy
of broken dreams, of hopes that were fast receding into
an incalculable distance.



mand. I’m all mixed up in my mmd-——-but I fec] sccme .
with you.’

‘Poor little one,” he murmurcd and st:oLcd her hau'
and kissed her.

“You're so good. 1 don’t want to hurt you, cxther, she
wept,

‘You are not to think of me. If your bappmess lies with
this other man and he wants you to marry him—you
must go to him. After all, you can live in London with,
your mother and continue to see him—Mrs. Oliventt
cannot prevent it now. And you can wait until you arc
of age, then decide whether it is to be him or me.!

She was shocked suddenly; she looked up at him, her -
eyes suffused, her lips trembling. Such riobility made her
feel almost ashamed. In a queer way she was conscious

- of the fact that his character was so much more excellent
than Clifford Culver’s. Cliff had weaknesses and faults,
discrepancies which were not hidden from her, whereas
Armand was the finest person she had ever met. Yet, .

~ she still believed that she Joved Clifford. How baffling
and ironic that one should be drawn as by a magnet in

- what might well be the wrong dircction. How dangerous

and pitiless were the forces of human passions and 10\ es!
_ Atlast she found her voice : '
‘You are marvellous to me—you have always bLeen.
I thank you with all my heart.’ -
‘1 wish only to serve you, Raine. Believe that and try
to be happy. Forget our engagement. Let us become good -
friends again, Brother and sister—what you will—until -
you are quxte certain what you want, and then that what

. you want is the right thing.’ "

‘That is the dlfﬁculty .

‘It is so0 easy for me;* b said with* a short Jaugh, and Tet -

‘his fond, sad gaze travel over the beloved figure in the
white dress and the fringed Italian shawl. Inoonvruously
one ruined rose still remained pinned to her beit. One of
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the roses he had sent to celebrate their Detrothal. It hurt
him tolook at it eadded ¢

‘fa any case, there can be no celebration of any Mnd
until your grandmother recovers.

She nedded, a handkerchiel to her hps He put an arm
about her and drew her towards the door

‘Ga to bed, lttle one. You can hardly stand. Tomor-
row things will scem Detter, and perhaps you will see
your way more clearly. T will drive you into Cannes to-
moreaw if you wish to see him again before he returns
to London,”

“You would do that for me?’

‘I would do anything for you,' he smited.

Wordlessly she reached up, touched his cheek with
h:gips, trh:}? walhed out of the room

ne of the Jast crushed petals fro
1o the floor. He picked irpup anld ;nr;::dr ?ah‘:(;’n{,i’zz
Yips, $e felt that §f he had ot been a man, e lgoo would
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That next morning no workmen came to Candella. For
months now, a little band of them were to be seen daily
piled into a rusty old open Renault arriving at the
monastery, brown-faced gay Provencal labourers.and
skilled technicians; good-natured fellows with a flow of
argot incomprehensible to anybody who has. not lived
amongst the Provengaux, and a genuine love of their
- work, and respect for the young architect who directed
them. e
To Adrienne de Chagny it used to be the loveliest
sight—watching these merry, noisy fellows restore her
ancestral home. There was dry-rot to be conquered—old
- powdering beams to be renewed; crumbling cracking
walls and ceilings to be repaired and repainted. But to-
day a great silence tay over Candella. Tts chatelaine lay
it on this hot summer’s morning—better, certainly, than
the terrified houschold had at first imagived she would
- be—but still tragically altered, R
Qutside the bedroom door, her faithful old wolf-
.houpds, Peleas and Melisande, lay side by side, waiting
anxiously. They would move away for nobody except
Raine, : ’
Armand was to have had a morning with the work-
men on the eastern wall of the monastery, which had
suifsared most severely from the long years of neglect
during the war. But this morning he had other things to
_do. He had to keep his promise to drive Raine into Can-
nes. Also, 10 carry out yet another distasteful mission at
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That next morning no workmen came to Candella. For
months now, a little band of them were to be seen daily ;
piled into a rusty old open Renault arriving at the =
monastery, brown-faced gay Provengal labourers and
skilled technicians; good-natured fellows with a flow of .
argot incomprehensible to anybody who has not lived’
amongst the Provengaux, and a genuine love of their
* work, and respect for the young architect who directed
them. -

To Adrienne de Chagny it used to be the loveliest .
sight—watching these merry, noisy fellows restore her’
ancestral home. There was dry-rot to be conquered—old
- powdering beams to be renewed; crumbling cracking
walls and ceilings to be repaired and repainted. But to-
day a great silence lay over Candella. Its chatelaine lay
. ill on this hot summer’s morning—better, certainly, than

“the terrified household had at first imagined she would °

be—but still tragically altered, : o
- . Outside the bedroom door, her faithful old wolf-
" hounds, Peleas and Melisande, lay side by side; waiting-

anxiously. They would move away for nobody except °
Raine. o DR

Armand was to have had a morning with the work- °
men on the eastern wall of the monastery, which had
- suffered most severely from the long years of neglect

during the war. But this morning he had other things to
do. He had to keep his promise to drive Raine into Can-
nes. Also, to carry out yet another distasteful mission at”,
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t, She had acked DU A0 RICPLUBY =T
:ic:r;;?:;ind ack him not to leave Cannes unti she had
o him. .
mln the smalt houss of the morming, Armand had bgcn
ized with the deepest depression. Sleep was denied
1 m e mamrm o o o Tantad as dha S thor fard

have felt confidence sn Clifford, and wiped out the
memory of the thngs be had seen and beard between
Clifferd and that other girl in London.

He drove hunself back 1o his gension when dawn was
breaking evquusitely in a pearly opalescence over the blue
AL of the sea, while the sun rose above the violet run of
the mountains, A quick bath and change of clothes, then
Amand reached a decision—a difficult one w0 take—
Yot ance again, he deaded that he must see and speak
toCLford Culver.

1t pizht well ‘start something’ which would end dis-
asrouddy for himself; he knew, only ton well, the wicked
temper ard lack of contro! in the Enghshman wha was
thy¥ally bis superior. But Armand was without fear,
Acd pow that he, Wimself, had been o heart-breakingly
Dot 1 marrying Raine, at was to his mind imperatine
ll_'at be should ensure that this tune she would be all
v 2l need feas no further disilussonment,

C&l teno'elock that moenung, therefore, 2 very surprised
exd, seated on the terrace of fus hote) lazing over
let and eroisants saw, through hug

sun-glasses, the
ﬁ&’m of Armard de Rougement walkine Emwﬂ: e
fouer AlL2,  «
¢
jur . : R
.

sewns w

'
-l y Wit ught of the slendedy buils
%X:QSlmn who wore, e so many Frenchman at this
yeat, white shorts and sports shirt, and 2 beret on
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his head. But Clifford was surprxscd Perhaps he even felt

a tinge of respect for the ‘little Frenchman’s’ courage.
.For Armand could not have forgotten what happened to
. him the last time he interfered in Clifford Culver’s per-
sonal affairs.

Clifford knew that Raine had promxscd to marry de
Rougement. Also, Clifford had been suffering since he
said good-bye to her, from intense aggravation because
she would not play as easily as he had hoped into his
hands. The engagement to de Rougement—weli—that
did not much concern him, He knew quite well that she
was not in love with Armand. She had told him, Clifford,
that as far as he was concerned, she had not changed. It
was just some ridiculous sense of loyalty, or some faint
continued mistrust which made her act as she did. But
while he had packed his bag this morning, Clifford had
reached the unfortunate conclusion that he might have
to return to Lilias—and wait the stipulated year for her;
or spend 2 Jot of money (which he could ill afford) and
waste a lot of time, laying sicge to Raine all over again.
The trouble was that he could not get Raine out of his
blood.

+ He rose to his feet and gave a bow of mock courtesy
. as Armand reached him.
‘Bon jour, Monsienr, Why am I privileged to recewe
. this early-morning visit?’ :
" Armand also bowed, but in a stiff, stilted way.

‘Monsicur, he said, ‘there are thmcs that I must say
to you before you see Raine again.’

Clifford cocked an eyebrow,

‘1 did not know that I was seeing her again. 1 thought
I was being sent home in order that our dear little Raine
should martyr herself in the cause of honour and keep
the promise which she mistakenly gave you, and also
satisfy her estimable family who manceuvred the whole

affair in the best traditions, I might say, of French
drama.’ .
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Armand, standing there in the sun, felt as though a
cold wind chilled him to the bone at the sound of that
hated mocking voice and the sight of that handsome,
self-satisfied face. There was only onc word in his mind
to deseribe Clifford. He said it to himself, soundlessly,
between his teeth : ‘Animal’’

Clifford indicated the second chair at his table.

‘Sit down, do. Have a cup of coflee. Afld tell me how
you roanaged to smatch my girl-friend right owt of my
anms. Of course, your awn—if I may be pardo:lzcd for
saying so—will never hold her quite as well as mine.’

The red blood suffused Armand's face, His hands
clenched.

You are insufferable, Monsieny,

*Oh, sit down and allow me to do likewise. T want to
finish my breakfast’

And, so saying, Clifford flung himself back into the |
bashet-chair and proured himsel{ out another cup of cof-
fee. Ye had stopped smiling His mouth was twisted into
a sneer, He shot a baleful glance over his dark glasses at
Armand, ‘Well . . . do you snsist on standing up?*

Reluctantly Armand seated humself. He sard

Raine wilf be commg to see you at eleven o'clock.’

‘She told me Iast might that she had no intention of
secing me again 50 1 propose to fly back a¢ that hour

“All the same, she 15 coming and she has ashed that you
should postpone your flight.*

‘And why?

‘Because™-Armand cleared his doat . ., he wax
speaking with great difficully and with a sicknews of the
heart he found hard to conquer—T fave told her that
1 do not consider her bound to me any lotser, Mdlarw
Iz Comtesse, and Madame bes mother, mirreepted vouy
letters to each other. Had they not doue so, die would
never have altered her ongimal ideas of you “Fhervtore, 1
hﬂm_nv right to thd Ler to any promise sho madn fo e

Clhifford flung his spoon into his siucer with o s battes
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He was very conscious of the young Frenchman’s cx-
treme decency. He must care for Raine in a selfiess
fashion that was frankly beyond Clifford’s comprehen-.
sion, But it made him fecl smalt and Clifford did not_likc
being made to feel small. In consequence he was furious,
He snapped : '
*Am 1 supposed to be grateful for such generosity
‘No, Monsieur, 1 do not want gratitude nor anything
else from you, except the assurance that if Raine con.
tinues to devote her life to you—you will sce to it that
she is never.. . . never. . . disilusioned.’ .
He uttered the {ast word in a low, stammering voice.
Clifford stared at him as though he were a strange phe-
nomenon. But he felt a new hope which, with his cus- |
tomary egotism, was concentrated upon himself and
nobody else. :
‘Has Raine told you what I asked her last night?® :
“Yes. She told me that you wished her to go away with
you at once.’ .
‘Have you actually come to tell me that she will do :
that?’ -
‘No,” Armand rapped out the words. “Under no cir--
cumstances can Raine be allowed to fall in with such 2
.., contemptible suggestion.’ '
n;.%;__,:‘Contemptib!e,’ echoed Clifford, and then gavé a de-
T laugh, *My dear de Rougement . . . surely a roman-
. opement would not be considered a contemptible
n—even amongst the most conventional French ?’
- ‘Raine has no wish to walk out on her family and elope
with you against all their wishes. Incidentally—the
events of last night have led to the serjous illness.of
. Madame la Comtesse. She had a stroke last night and she
Is now very il -
‘Oh, lord, I'm sorry,” muttered Clifford. But into his-
mind there twisted like a snake, the evil hope that the old
lady might dic. That would mean that Raine would .
come into her inheritance even before shewwas twenty-.
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one. With his tongue in his cheek he regarded An.n:md:

“Well, well—this is very sad,” he added, but if Raine
does not intend to elope with me, what are her plans,
might Lask?'

“To continuc secing you in London and, when she
comes of age, she will decide what todo.”

Clifford’s expression altered. He dropped all pretesce
of affability.

‘If she thinks I shall hang around and wait for ker t
make up her mind whether she is gomg to marTy ye= o8
myself, she is mistaken. She isn't the only gitd in the
world, you know "

Silence. 5
A mnan and woman at a table nearby broke into S1r

laughter over some prvate johe. A white-coated =2
came up and asked the two Messeurs if they woeld 3=
more coffee. Out of the large luxury-kose] semled twe
glamorous-looking  girls wearing ewtc s=eIIT
dresses; huge peasant straw hats pa thedr keads TEew
climbed into a long sleck car that waed for S =
front of the hotel and drove off



there is only one girl in the world. That is Raine,”What
happens to her is of such vital importance to me that 1
could honestly and without melodrama, face the end of
my life, rather than see her made unhappy. Last night she.
was willing to marry me despite her feelings for you. But
T would not allow it. And I am still willing-to stand aside " -
if you are, in truth, the right man for her. Monsieur, X
find it hard to belicve that you are the right one but if
you are serious in your intentions, and if you forsake all
others for her (that is part of the English marriage service
is it not—“forsaking all others”) I shall be satisfied.” .

Clifford pulled angrily at.the lobe of his ear. Once
again this man’s words and actions gave him an-in-
feriority complex which he resented. He was very red as
he answered : -

‘You're too damned noble to live, my dear de Rouge-
ment. However, I appreciate your outlook and your con-
cern for Raine. If she is coming here to see me this.
-morning—no doubt we’ll reach a satisfactory conclusion.’
. You will not ask her to leave her home for you with-
out the sanction of her people, will you . . .?’ began Ar

" mand. ‘But no . . . she would not go,’ he added the last
words almost to himself,

‘If you're standing out of this—stand out—and leave
me to manage my own affairs,’ snapped Clifford.

Armand whitened.

. ‘L still consider it “my affair” as though I were Raine’s
brother,’

‘All the same,’ said Clifford, ‘you don’t happen to be

" her brother, and I shall take my orders from her and not
“from you.’

. ‘But you will answer me this. Have you finished with
- Mademoiselle Fitzbourne—or is she a second string to
your bow—and still in the background ?’

Clifford stood up, .

‘Look . . " he said furiously. ‘You know what hap--
pened to you last time you annoyed me.’
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Armand also stood up. He looked at the big angry man
through narrowed lids, his checks colourless. . :

‘I know, Monsieur, and I am not, as you are—a trained
l:oxcr—bul e'f you would enjoy another form of fighting,

1me through if he had half a chance. But I'm not gning
itto him.” -

‘Well, Monsienr?” Anmand rapped out the words.

Chifford said 1

“This has gone far enough. It's becoming ridiculous. T
admit I Jost my temper in London. I shouldn't have hit
yoil Let's call it a day. You stop meddling in my affairs
and I'll promise you to make Raine very happy. Now-~
does that satisfy you?’

1t did not satisfy Armand. The whole thing left him
with a taste of ashes in his mouth and a camplete senvwe
of failure, of renewed frustration. He could not get the
truth out of this man. Clifford had not answered the
question about Lilias Titzbourne, It was obtious thut he
meant to renew his pursnt of Raine, and there wac i
knowing where this thing nught cad, Armand hath come
here meaning to try and safeguard his Love--as he had
tried before—and once again he had farled.

Suddenly, in a hoarse vorce he sud *

‘T beg you 1o act with honour and give Ramne a chane
to recover from what has happened recently I hawe
nothing more to say, so good-bye

‘Good-bye, and Ieave things to me. I'm not such a had
fellow,” Clifford said with returmng good hurwour

For be felt now that things were gung o e hetw
He could sce Raine m London, and 1t wonld onh be
question of weehs, he was sure, before he could ihae &
to dely her famly and marry hon—betore he od
the sumrmer,

%l w
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20

Armand told Raine, while he drove her to Clifford’s hotel
that he had been to see the Englishman.

She looked surprised and a little perturbed.

‘What made you do that, Armand ?’

He explained with dlfﬁculty There was so much he
could not tell her; so many warnings he wanted to make
but felt unable to do so. ,

‘T just had to—tell him, myself—that I no longer con-
sider you my fiancée and that I hoped he would give you -
every opportunity to think this thing over quietly once
“you return to England ! .

‘I see,’ said Raine in a low voice.

He glanced at her. She looked very tlred still, and not

well despite her tan. His heart ached for her. Gently he
said :

~ Don’t - worry too much, ma mie, it will be all rlght 1
am sure.’

‘Oh, Armand, I hope so—you’ve been absolutely won-

erful to me and I don’t feel I deserve it. One can’t go

. about switching gaily from man to man, you know. I feel
so badly about the whole thing.’

He tried to laugh but it had a mirthless sound.

*Ma chérie, you can’t call it “switching gaily”, that is
' 'an exaggeration. And after all our engagement was only
of a few hours’ duration.’

‘But my affection and regard for you go deeper than
-that.

He was happy to hear her say it but somehow it was
“an empty happiness, this morning.
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*You will sce how you feel about it all when you have
had a chance to senew the old ties with . . . with Mr.
Culver. As T told him thus morning—you have got to
learn to readjust your emotions. It is not easy, after
imagining so many wrong things about him, and doubt.
ing his Joyalty to you.”

These words were drageed from him, The gir! at his
side Ind no idea of the difficulty under which he
labouted. Her own feelings were mixed;; last night she had
thought of nothing but her grandmother. This morming
the Com(cssc had managed to whisper the words * *For-
give me’, yet agam, and Raine had hissed and com-
forted Ler, But cven if Gammére made a complete
recovery—and Dr. de Vitte thought that she would—
endiess complications still faced Raine, There would be
an unpleasant scene with Mummy, Jater today. Obviously
both Gammére and Mummy would be forced to retire
{rom the contest, knowing they were beaten, because they
had been found out. But that wouldn’t prevent them
from wanting her to marry Armand—and shehe Clif-
ford. Jt was more than complicated, Raine thought
mxscr.lblv,, it was dr(ad/ul \Iummy would lmc had two

to A 4 1 one nbou: G ¢re’s sxm}e It would
be so awful to have to face her later wday and tell her
that she, Rame, had decided after all nat to marry Ar-
mand but to return to London and continue seeing
Clifford.

Where was the great pasdonate love that had
threatened to sweep ber off her feet months ago? Why
should she care so much shat others felt or thousht to-
d-z)? Why mu)dnl shc w\lk mm Ciifford's hotel this

-t ‘Tnl.c me back

" L B - knc\v that she
stil} foved Chiford and that she Imd been ummeasurably
thrilled to hear that after all he had written; that be did
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love her still, Yet things had changed | . . definitely h}xt
imperceptibly. Was it because of Armand? She did nat
Enow. She almost feit this morning that she would like
to run away from both the men and hide.

A pale, subdued Raine at on the hotel terrace under a
striped winbrella, beside the tall fair man who was o up-
mistakably Englich in his weli-cut groy flannels, and
wearing & carnation which he hiad picked and put in his
buttonhole, An enonmous bunch of carnations wrapped
in cellophane lay on the table waiting for her. Clifford
had, of course, known that she was coming, And he was
Leing very clever and a little more subtle than vsunl—
playing the right tune on her heart strings.

He was devastated, he said, when he thought he was
not going to see her again, and absolutely thrilled thiat she
had comne, He had postponed his journey 6l tomorrow.

As he had told her last night, he repeated that the
whole thing had been a shock, finding that che had never
received his letters (and so on). And worse still—diz-
covering that she was about to celebrate her engagument

" to the French architect. Hastily, Clifford added, that he
thought ‘de Rougement a fine chap'. '

" ‘He did the right thing of course, not binding you to
him knowing how much we stll love each other, my
darling.’ ,

Raine sat sifent. She felt very sad this moming—and
it was a deep and inexplicable sadness, cven though Clif-
ford's strong warm hands covered one of hers. Even
though it was wonderful to hear his rich caressing voice
again, and to sce those amazingly blue eyes of his looking
at her with all the old appeal to her senses. But why
was it that she was haunted by the ghost of Armand?
Armand, her friecnd and counsellor. Her brother—and
her would-be lover. The person who had stood staunchly

" by her side through all her troubles and made life possible
jor her during the long weary wecks in Candella while
she still waited for news from Clifford.
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‘Ol GHIT,” at length she said, *T feel awful, I've hurt
Armand o terribly, you know.”

Clifford frowned but controlled his impatience.

Yes, of course . . . bad show, that. Pity I didn’t arrive
wwenty-four hours sooner. Damned awkward, the whole
thing. But he knows—as well as we do—that you gave
your word ta me befare you gave it to Aim, and you gave
your wond to hiim only because you thought you had Jost

me.

She nodded. *Yes, that's trur, but it doesn’t roake it
any better.!

He pressed the slender fingers.

My, sweet, you're all upset and no wonder. You've
been too long in that gloomy old phce, Candella, afone
with your old Imother and de R He's a
good fellow and all that, but much toa sericus—and no
sense of humour.*

‘I wouldn't say that,” began Raine Joyally.

Hecoveredup:

‘Well, anyhow, none of them there scem partrcularly
gay, and you were made for laughter as well as love, Oh,
my sweet Raine, Twant to carry you off away from them
all. We used to have such fun. Do you remember .. .2

He began 1o recall to her mind some of the meetings
they had had , . . the dances . . . the stolen thrilling
hours . . . the passionate kisses . . . their whole exating,
gorgrous Jove-affair. He ended :

“‘You and I were meant for each other. Armand s just
a lellow you've been thrown back on—a sort
affair. But you're mme and I'm the [ m the
world who could really make you baprs | m=ls under-
stand you, my darling*

She hstened, half-thrilled, ver =
if what be said was strictly troe O
she cried within herself,

Something bad goar .
perhaps the old complee
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haps Jier confidence in herself. She could nnt, no matter
how hard she tried, feel positive this mmnruing that she
had turned to Ammand only because the was lonely and
disappointed. There had grown o very real and wwret £§u~
votion between thean, His artistie side L .o the man wie
was both painter and poet .. . genninely appeided to her,
That side which (difford did not possess; Chifford who
adned ears and athleticr and parties. She bad abways
thought she would learn to like them for his sake and
ask for nothing clen bhut to share his §ife with him,

A deep and renewed resentment agrinst the miother
and grandmother who had come between themn and
spoiled the pattern, bubbled wp in the girl again. She
could not hear all the indeciston. She knew thar if she
was asked a straight question at this mowment s ‘Which
man do you really went?’ she would have found it hard
to answer. Clifford hnd come back into her life, and shie
did not want him to leave her again. Yet neither could
she eoolly and eatlously tum her back on Armand.

Suddenly she took off her sun-glasses and put the hack
of her hand against her eyes.

‘T think T really soust get away from everybody for o
time and think this out alone,’ she whispered. '

Clifford felt suddenly anxicus.

‘Darling,’ he said, bending near her, ‘darling, don't
say that—I"ve only just found you again, I couldn’t bear
to lose you. Ok, darling, 1 wish you'd fly back to London
with me today.’

‘Cliff, darling, that's out of the question.

He shrugged his shoulders,

*Very well—then get your mother to bring you over
quickly. We can meet every dav. Spend all our spare
time together and prove to her that we have no inten-
tion of giving each other up. ;

‘T can’t leave Candella until Gammare is better, I think
she might die if T walked out on her now,

‘Well, look what she did to you . . 7 began Clifford. -
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Raine interrupted, her face white and set, her eyes
hardening.

*She did it from the best motives, and T love her very
much. I wouldn’t want her to die through me. You can’t
ask jt!

PR - L P RCIE T

lac,
feel inclined to leave you behind where you see de Rouge-
ment every day.’

‘Secing him every day will make no difference to my
feelings for him or for you, I assure you.”

‘But you can understand how jealous I am. My God!
you don’t know what you mean to me—how terrific it is
to have you back. He spoke with a passion that con-
vinced her and he was even convinced, himself, that he
meant it, and that if he could marry Raine in the end, he
would let Lilias go willingly. But he was swimming in
deep waters and he might drown if he didn’c take care,
he reflected grimly. The last letter he had had from Lilias
was pretty passionate, He didn't want any trouble from
that quarter,

‘Raine,’ he added, ‘swear that you do believe in me
now—that you won't let this interception of our letters
destroy your old love for me. I did wnite you know. It’sa
bit hard on me, all thus, .. "

He looked so boyish and unhappy and reproachful in
that moment that hes heart warmned to him, With a surge
of the old fond fecling she pressed his hand. Her cjes
grew beautiful and soft. She looked wistfully at the red.
gold of his hair and the magnificence of the broad shoul-
ders and long, fine body. She saw his gaze wonder to her
mouth. The very look was as physical as a hiss and
quichened her pulse-beats, She was still in love with him,
she thought .. . she must be. . ..

‘Oh, Cliff darhng . " she whispered.

“You do love me?’ he ashed eagerly.
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Yes.” : _— )
‘And you'll come hack to London as soon as you can?
“Yes. ' . o
‘And you'll marry me . . . you will marry me, my
heavenly heart ? L

Fes. ... )

She had said it. She used to say it again and again’in
the old days and rejoice in the utterance of that onc
word of affirmation. Yet this morning it sounded flat. The
essential vital core of love seemed to be missing in her.
She only knew that her first loyalty was to Clifford, and
that the sad ghost of Armand de Rougement must be .
banished for ever . . . if she was to keep faith with any
man...or with herself ... 7

“T'o thine own self be truc’ . . . Shakespeare had iwrit-
ten those words. She understood now, for the first time,
the vital urgence of them.

Se she qualified that *ves',

‘But give me time to think. . .. I don’t want a de-

" finite engagement just now to any man. I want just to go
on sceing you. But please don’t be angry with me, be
patient, Cliff,’ she begged.

e felt frustrated and annoyed that he could not
achieve 2 more definite result. But no amount of argu-
ment or persuasion on his part could alter her decision.
So, he thought, furiously, he must hover between these
two girls in his life and be ‘pushed around’ all on ac-
count of the confounded money. He took care, however,
to b 25 charming and sympathetic to Raine as_possible.

‘1 understand your point of view absolutely, my dar-
Jing, and you will find me very patient,” he said; ‘the only
promise 1 intend to drag from you is that you will not be
coerced by your family—or de Rougement—into an en-
gagamnent with him before you see me again.

She gave a faint laugh then, but her eyes were enor-
mously sad and troubled. :

‘I can give you that promire, Cliff darling. No engage--
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ment would be posaible now. Everything is far too con-
fused.’

“This time you will write to me and I to you, and 1
shall expect you back in London in a week or two's time.
Is that right?*

*Yes,” she nodded.

‘Wil you stay and lunch with me?’

‘I can’t, darling,' she said in a low voice; ‘I've got to
get back to Candella. I can’t leave Gammére just alone
with the nurses. The poor darling is frightened by what
has happened.

Clifford would like to have said, “To hell with “the
poor darling” " But he nodded bus head and murmured :

‘Of course. Please give the poor old Comtesse my deep
sympathies and ask her to try and receive me m the
future as a wonld-be admirer and friend, rather than an
outsider who 1s trying to grab her granddaughter. Tell
her that as far as ¥ am concerned she can alter her Wil
and cut you out, I shall sull want to marry you.

Raine did not know that those words were uttered out
of sheer bravado and that Clifford would have been o
very sorry man this moment to find hunself Ianded with
2 wife who had no prospects. But they parted on the best
of terms, and there were tears tn Rame’s eyes when—in a
corner of the hotel lounge, empty at this hour—he took
her in his anns for a brief moment and Kissed her goodbye.

‘They embraced silently and passionately, Then, with
sincerity 1 his voice, Clifford said :

‘I Jave you so much, Ramne, Come back 10 me soon *

She clung to hun for a moment. She felt strangely
frightened because the embrace for ber was sensuous yet
bereft of all joy—as though his arms—hs kiss—drew re-
sponse from her body yet nothing from her beart,

She felt in the same [nightened, lonely mood when her
grandmother’s chaufleur called for her and drove her
back to Candella, Armand had wanted to take her Lut
she had refused. He bad let fall the fact that his Chief
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had an emergency job for him to do in Nice gnd she was.
not going to interfere with Armand’s work. ° _ ‘

She was utterly exhausted in mind-and body when she
reached home and walked into her grandmother’s room.
The nurse met her with an anxious expression, o

‘I am glad you have come back, Mademoiselle—
Madame la Comtesse is very restless and speaks of things
which I do not understand, I think she needs you.’

The girl seated herself by the big, splendid bed which
looked so strange with a white embroidered spread neatly .-
drawn across it instead of the usual lovely brocade. And
Gammére looked shrunken and unhappy instead of her
old charming witty self. As Raine drew one of the slen-
der old hands into hers, she knew that she could never
have hated Gammére for long. There was too close an
affinity between them. They were so alike—proud, im-
pulsive, and fierce in their passions. She uniderstood what
remorse Gammére was feeling, and because she could not

- bear her to suffer, bent over her now and spoke to her as
tenderly as though there had never been a rift between
them, She spoke in French, which language she knew
the old lady preferred. T

‘Deatest—most heloved—how are you ?’

The Comtesse’s dark eyes which had been so tor-
miented, grew suddenly content. The thick whisper that

- came from her was clear to Raine.

‘Better. More feeling . . . can move my foot . . . not dead
yet.-Can’t kill a de Chagny easily.’

Raine swallowed hard.

‘I know, dearest. 'm a de Chagny, too !’

‘Where ...is... Cl-Cl... She did not finish the name
but R'aine finished it steadily for her. .

. ‘Glifford? Going back to England. I've sent him away.
No .. . don’t struggle to ask me things. I'll tell you. He
~has agreed that we should wait and see what happehs in

the future. When you are better, I shall go home with
Mummy and decide.’
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‘The look of relief that crossed the Comtesse's find old
face was very revealing. She thought: ‘How they hate
him—Gammére and Mummy, Poor Gliff

Their hatred saddened her yet curiously enough did
not foster 1n her the old flame of hot resentment and de-

she believe it—or was it just her fancy—but the right
side of Gammére's face scemed less distorted. Oh, thank
God the stroke had been such a mild one ! Adnenne de
Chagny, old though she was, was fighting every inch of
the way; not yet ready for the Angel of Death who had
spread his dark wings for one terrifying moment over
Candella last night. Today the rustle of those wings was
Jess distinct, Lafe was stll pulsing through the fraid Lody.
The invalid spoke again; Rawe bent to hear.

‘Don't . .. cancel . . . announcement m papers.’

‘What announcement?' began Rame.

‘Toi...et Armand*

Raine caught her breath

“Gammére, I don't want to be engaged 1o anybody for
the moment.

‘The Comtesse’s face worked.

‘Raine , .. mon enfant,  beg you .. he has grown lile
asontome...agrandson.. I wantyou to be happy
... I will make up for stealing your letters. . . . But Raine,
Raine ., . do not break Anmand’s heart.!

It was the old impassioned Raine then who cried out :

“You would all rather break mine 1

Yet, even as she <poke, she felt that subtle inexplicable
change within herself . . heard a deep inncr vorce that
wihipered

*Are you quite sure that you would not be heart-broken
if you lost Armand for ever?”

.
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Rose Oliventt sat by the open window in her daughter’s
bedroom, fanning herself with a folded newspaper. :

It was five o'clock. An hour ago she had arrived from
England, panic-stricken by the telegram that had recalled
her ‘to her mother’s house. Although she had. never been
close to the old lady, she loved her after her fashion, and
greatly respected her. The news of the sudden collapse
had been a shock. :

She had seen and spoken with the Comtesse, and now
~—for the last half-hour—had been arguing with Raine.
 Raine, wearing a short-sleeved, flowered cotton

wrapper, lay on her bed, a handkerchief soaked in eau-
de-Cologne across her throbbing temples and over her

. closed eyes. She had been resting here in the darkened
room trying to get rid of the worst headache she could
remember, Then her mother had come in, flung open the
shutters and started this argument. So like old times,
Raine smiled grimly, although every nerve in her body
seemed to be jumping in protest. ‘

"Poor Mummy ! So anxious to do the right thing and be-

correct . . . and so tactless. She seemed to have no human
impulses at all, the girl reflected wearily. -Everything
Mummy did was well thought out, looked at from the
right angle; all her emotions—if any—were pigeon-holed
and controlled, . : s
The natural panic Rose Oliventt had felt in London
\thn she first knew about her mother’s stroke, had long

- since been disposed of. She was now her well-composed-
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practical self. There would be no more chaos at Candella
with Rose Oliventt in charge, She disapproved of the
Trench day-nurse and meant to talk her mother inta
having an English one. She wasn't sure Dr, de Vitte was
tacMing things the right way. She would send for a
specialist from Pans tomorrow, Heéldne was being stupid
and hysterical. The whole staff needed controlling.
Everything had gone to pieces in Rose’s absence. As for
Raine. , . well, there was little to be said for her. She was
just a little foo! who did not know what was good for her
and never had done. Mrs, Oliventt had been so delighted,
she said, to receive that finst telegram announcing
‘Raine's engagement to Armand. True, he was not quite
the match Mrs, Oliventt had hoped for, considering
Raine had been the most beautiful débutante of her day-
But he was of anstocratic birth and breeding, and both
clever and good. Rawe would have money, and Gam-
mére adored Armand. So it would all have been splen-
did, Then—to hear that Gammére's strohe had been
caused by the untimely arrival of that dreadful Clifford
Culver. .. well ... how coxld Rame have been so wicked
as to upset the poor old lady who had done so much for
Raine all her life? Why couldn’t she have sent Clifford
about his business instead of rushing off m that scanda-
lous manner just as she was about to receive her ring
from poor Armand?

Mrs, Oliventt’s cold disapproving voice drone d on.
Raine listened with dull apathy. She did not even resent
the things her mother was saymg. She thought : *When
one has suffered oneself one grows folerant of other
people. Mummy appears hard and cold but I know she
as frightfully upset by all this so I must be patient.’”

But suddenly it grew too much. Rane pulled the
handkerchief from her eyes and glared angrily at the
older woman, Instinctively she noted how cool and tidy
Mummy Jooked—even on 2 hot day like this, after a long
Journey, Rose brought ‘London’ with her right into this
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room—wearing that well-tailored grey silk suit which
toned with her hair and the smart white pancake hat in,
which she had travelled and not yet removed. She was
very good-looking, yet such an alien to Candella,‘t_her'girl
thought. Tt was just as though she had never been born a
de Chagny and had no niche in the old historic, roman-
tic plate. . S .

‘Mummy, said Raine, sitting upright, ‘I think we had

better put an end to this conversation. Perhaps you don’t
know yet why I behaved in what you call a scandalous
manner. Perhaps Gammeére hasn’t told you? But I don’t
think you have any right to reproach me. 1, by rights,
ought to be reproaching you, and some girls in my posi-
tion would never speak to their mothers again after do-
ing what you did. - .

" Rose Oliventt changed colour. She tilted her head
higher. S
“.."*Oh, yes, I admit Mother and I had no right to keep
. ybur letters.’ ’ o

‘It was disgraceful,’ said Raine in a low voice.

‘All the same it was essential we should put an end.to
the affair between you and a man whom we know.to bé a
cad and a fortune-hunter.’ -

“You know nothing of the kind, Mummy, but pour

* Pamour de Dien, do not let us go through all this all over
again. Just get this clear—you did something very wrong
and you don't seemn to realise what havoc you’ve caused.

- Gammere knows that T have forgiven her and T am quite

* "willing to forgive you, but not if you are going to make

" “life intolerable for me.’

Mys. Oliventt stood up. Glancing: at herself ‘in 2
mirror, she straightened the collar of the guipure lace
Cravat at her throat. The trembling of her fingers was the
only sign of her inner agitation. She would never have

-admitted it, but she had had a few very.bad moments
onice she knew about Clifford’s arrival here, and realised
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that she and her mother had been found out; failed in
their scheme to separate those two.

She loved her daughter, difficult though she found her.
Raine was so utterly different from herself in tempera-
ment as to breed this unfortunate continual antagonism.
And Rose still regretted that the had not brought into
the world a nice easy ‘pudding of a girl' like her niece,
Jennifer. Raine’s exceptional beauty and character made
her impossible to deal with. But she could see that she
would have to yield a few inches or she would never get.

“anywhere with Raine, So she turned, and walking to the
girl's side, spoke to her with a meekness she rarely showed.

‘Raine, my dear, I do owe you an apology about those
letters; T admit it. We were wicked old women to deceive
you. But we were desperate. We were both so certain that
if you were parted from Mr, Culver long enough, you
would realise that he was not all you thought him.”

Raine moved uncasily and avoided her mother’s gaze.
She muttered :

‘Oh, all right, Mummy. Let's call a truce. It's much
too hot to fight and with Gammére lymg so ill, we mustn’t
think of anybody but her.’

Mrs. Oliventt drew a chair up to the bed and con-
tinued on a soft note :

“You look very seedy, my poor darling. It’s all been too
much for you to bear.”

‘I'mallright; it's only a rotten head.”

‘Stay in bed and I'l bring your supper up—just like
T used to when you were a httle girl. Do you remember
how you used to get into “states” and we’d have a scene,
then you'd cry your eyes out and I'd send you to bed and
bring you your favourite supper*

Raine's own face softened. She could see th-\: her

P R N R -

sweet {0 me. Thanks awfully, Mummv,, but it’s much too
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hot to stay in bed tonight. I’ll come down and dme, \mh
ou .
’ ‘And will you forgive me, dear~about the letters?

. Yes/

‘Mrs. Oliventt cleared her throat, drew a pearl -headed"
hat-pin from her hat, took off the hat, and smoothed
her smartly-groomed grey head. She felt better. And now
she was filled with curiosity to hear details.of what had
actually happened last night. Her poor mother’s <peech
was so blurred, she hadn’t been able to explain fully. -

- Patiently, Raine submitted to a cross-examination.

She found that she could speak of Armiand with ten-
derness, and some remorse. He was a darling and she
hated to distress and disappoint him—so much she ad-
mitted to her mother; but, after all, her first layalty must
be to Clifford. Their separation had been brought about
_ by circumstances beyond their control. They still loved
each ather and . . . but somehow she could not go on
... talking about Glifford. None of it seemed to ring quite’
. true. She felt cold and afraid—of herself-—of the future

... Of everything,

"ghen Mis. Oliventt, watching her daughter closely,
sai ‘
You rcahse that T had already sent the announcement
of your engagement to The Times as I was asked to dO,
-when I got your first telegram P,
Raine bit her lip.
~ “You were very quick, Mummy.’
.. ‘I wanted to be—T was so very pleased. You won’ t ask
. me to cancel it, will you?”

‘T would prefer not to announce an engagement to any
man, reaily. I tell you, Mummy, all- tlns has upset me so
much that 1 just don’t know where I am,’

- -Those words caused Rose Oliventt inwardly to re;oxce
But for once she was tactful enough not to- betray satis-
faction. She said:

‘Well, it may be too late to cancel it of course. But we
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can, xl’ necessary, deny it later on. One often sces: “The
g bmum- d-so and d-so will not now
lake place”.

Raine suddenly turned her face to the pillow. She
could bear no further discussion, She felt that she was
‘being got at’ on all sides And she had left her grand-
mother eatlier after having been forced from sheer pity
and sympathy to promise that she would not banish Ar-
mand altogether. Not until she was one hundred per
cent sure that she meant to marry Clifford, anyhow.

1What ought she to do? She just wanted to be left
alone, Raine thought in despair.

Her mother bent and kissed her.

‘There! I am not improving your headache, dear. I'll
£0 and have a bath and change. Is Armand coming to-
night?*

‘1 believe so,’ said Raine with an effort. “Gammére
asked that he should.”

“Yes, there is great devotion between those two, it's
really very sweet,” said Mrs. Oliventt with a smule of some
significance, Raine saw it and thought :

‘I fecl as though I am being hunted . . | hounded . . . as
though something in me will go snap n a minute of they
don’t lay off.!

She gave a great sigh of relief and shut her eyes again
as her mother closed the door after her.

But she was beset by her own thoughts, They crowded
in like winged creatures whimng round and round
through her tired mind. Faces, too. Clifford’s face para-
mount—so handsome and vital; with the gleaming hair
and the blue eyes that used to make her senses swim.
Clhifford, most compelling and masterful of lovers,
dominating her existcnce, begging for her total surren-
der. Then, Armand . . . the fine pale poetic face of the
young 'renchman. In a curious way, 1t was more mature
than Clifferd’s. There was so much wisdom m the large
dark eyes—such a healing quality in the mere touch of
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his hand. Both men came to haunt her and appeal to her. ™
The one full of the pride of possession and his masculine
power. - The other, so much more spiritual and melan- -
choly, yet . . - she had seen those dark eyes full of firc and
felt those fine lips crushed on her mouth in-an ardent,
all-desiring kiss. And she had thought for a.few carefree

" hours that she would take him for a lover and a husband
and live with him one day here in Candella. "~

Almost, she found herself wishing that Clifford had.
not come back. T o

‘T must stop thinking and worrying or I shall go mad,””
she decided. ]

She got up, took a cold shower, put on a thin dress-of. .
dark blue organza, and went downstairs. She wore no
jewellery and had only touched her lips faintly with
rouge. She had no heart for dressing this evening. She still

- felt ill and tired. What a contrast from last night, when
she had walked down these same stairs radiant in her
“white evening dress and wearing Armand’s roses. The
rest of -those roses, which Héléne had placed on-a table
in her bedroom, were dead. Raine had looked at them,
and thought they were a symbol of the misfortune that -
had overtaken Candella. They had shed their petals in

- the great heat and lay in a scarlet desolate pool upon the
carpet. o
- “Down in the hall, Hélne met -her young Mademoi-
selle with a telegram in her hand. Raine opened- and
read it. It had been sent from the airport in Nice.-

- .Come to London and to me very soon shall be waiting.’
Llove you. Gliff. ) no

Only the faintest thrill lightened her gloom. She

; cx:ushed the piece of paper in her hand and thought
bitterly : : ce

‘Now, now when it is almost too late . ... they let mé
have my letters and telegrams !’ C -
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In the middle of dinner, she was given a letter which
+had been sent by special messenger from Cannes. She
excused herself to her mother who was cating dinner
with her, and opened it. This was from Armand.

She knew a sudden disappointment because he had de-
cided not to come tonight after all. On the other hand
what she really wanted was an early bed and sleep. She
read the letter carefully, It was wrtten in French @

T'rés chére, it began,

1 did say that I would come to see you but I beg to be
excused I've only just returned from Nice and I have a
very bad headache. . . . (Here Raine smiled wryly, they
all had headaches tonight, and no wonder.) . . . I did
mean to come but in a way I feel 1t is best you should be
left tonight in peace. You need repose, my poor child,
you have been through so much. 1 would not add to
your wornies for an instant of I could help it. But before
1 sleep I must write this letter and let you know that
whatever you decide I shall accept—and if the decision is
in the other man’s favour—I shall not complan. You
owe me nothing. No matter what you may think or feel,
as I told you when we met this morning, your engage-
ment 1o me was not binding. It was a sudden impulse on
your part, when you believed that Clifford had deserted
you. Now that you know he has not, 1t 1s only natural that
you should want 1o go back to kim. I understand and I
shall never reproach you Le bon Dieu knows that I am
grateful for every hour 1 have been privileged to spend
wwith you—for the wonderful moment when jou per-
mitted me to hiss your lips and feel that you were mine
—and in particular for your friendship and the confi-
dence you have shown in me. It may be dsfficult for me
10 see you any more, for the present, anyhow. I love you
too much, And when Afadame la Comtesse is better—
which please God will be soon—I shall beg her to release
me from my work at Candella There are other architects
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better than 1. Unless, of course, you_ decide.to return to
London, and then I can carry on.” (Here Armand had
written something which he had scored out heavily, as
though regretting it). The letter ended with the words:
I shall pray from the bottom of my heart for your happi-
ness, most beloved Raine. You must always remember
that it is that happiness which is so important to me.’

‘ Your devoted

Armand.

Mis. Oliventt glanced across the table at her daughter.
She was surprised and a little concerned to see tears run-
ning down Raine’s cheeks. Mrs. Oliventt laid down her
knife and fork. o

‘Darling, have you had bad news?’ - -

Raine shook her head; folded the letter and put it in
ber lap. She wiped away the tears, and made pretence of
continuing with her meal. What a letter ! Could any man
have written a more beautiful and gencrous one, she
thought. How adorably he had behaved. e bad taken
his congé and stepped aside for the man whom he be-
lieved she loved, with complete nobility.

She felt that she did not deserve all his kindness, Fat
from bringing her relief, this letter scemed to stir up,
antew, all her {rightful doubts about Clifford. :

As for Armand not sceing her any more and resigning
from his work on the restoration of the monastery—that

" was unthinkable,

‘T won't answer the letter, she thought. ‘T'll go intc
C.:mnes and see Armand, mysclf, tomorrow. I shall tel
him that he must come back here whatever happens o1
it will be the end of Gamnmere.' -

{IWas that the only reason? Or was it that she would
miss him so abominably if he stayed away?)

{'{ék‘:nc came into the room with cheese and fruit.

So much disturbance at your meal-time, Afadan
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and AMademoiselle, she grumbled; ‘a telegram, a letter
and now, a visitor.”

“A visitor—who?” asked Raine,

‘We can’t see anybody tomght, Héléne,” began Mrs.
Oluentt in her sharp way.

Héline, who dud not Like Aadame, tossed her head
and turned to Raine :

‘But the visitor 1s for Mademorsclle, and she says that
it is important.’

“What name does she give, Héléne® asked Raimne,

‘She is from Cannes. A Madame Yvonne Thibault,'
the old servant answ ered
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‘Who an earth is she?’ asked Mrs, OIlvcntt i :

Raine said that she had not the least idea but had bet—
ter go and see. She did not want any more food.

Héldne had put Madame Thibault in the- hbrary
Darkness was rapidly falling. The two huge electric can-
delabra on wrought-iron stands at either side of the stone
fire-place had been switched on. They shed a golden
Jight upon the elegant book-lined room. .

Yvonne Thibault had been walking up and down thh
nervous, restless steps; disinterested in the books, al-
though mindful of the elegance. It was her first visit to
the famous converted monastery but the name ‘de
Chagny’ was one familiar to anybody who lived in Can-
nes. Yvonne could not help being impressed by these sur-
roundings and half regretted that she had dared to come
here. But her last futile attempt to regain Armand’s
affections had had such a bad effect on the neurotic
young woman that she had felt driven, maddened by her
jealousy, and determined to revenge herself in what man-
ner she could . . . if only to wreck Armand’s chances with
the Comtesse de Chagny’s granddaughter, When Raine

“entered the library, the French girl glanced at her
sharply and with some surprise. Raine looked iil and pale
"and had dressed carelessly. She did not present a par-
ticularly glamorous spectacle to Yvonne who judged al
women by their chic in costume and maquillage. With
an inward soeer, she decided that it must be the de
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Chagpy money that Armand was really after. How else
could he want to marry, this thin, colourless English girl?
She was immature—uninteresting.

Raine looked inquiringly at the ultra-smart Yvonpe
and wondered who this ostentatious young person could
be with her flaming red hair and painted face. Hand-
some in a way but little better than the poor imitation of
2 Hollywood film star.

“Madame. .? began Raine inquiringly.

Yvonne advanced with a glittenng smile.

‘You must forgive me if ¥ intrude, Afademoiselle,’ she
sid in her own l:mg\mge, ‘but I have mther urgent need
to speak to you.!

Raine drew forward a comfortable Iookmg arm-cbmr.

‘Please be seated, Madame,’ she
in the sarne language.

Yvoane sat down, crossed her legs and opened 2
cigarette-case which she handed to Raine.

‘No, thank you,’ said Raine.

‘Then if you don’t mind Mademoiselle . . . said
Yvonne and Jit the cigarette which she had put into a
long ivory holder.

Raine stared. What an extraordinary creature! What
possible business had she here at Candella? Who and
what was she? She might be a vendeuse from one of those
exotic shops on The Croisette.

Then Yvonne, blowing a curve of smoke into the air,
sid :

‘f am afraid that you will not like what I am here to
say, Mademoiselle.”

Instantly Raine's muscles tautened. She became aware
of danger....

‘Pourquoi, Madame?’ .

*We have a mutual friend—in Monsjeur de
Rougement. Armand.”

Now at the sound of that Christian name  intimately
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spoken, Raine’s heart ‘started to beat quickly. She hnked .
her hands behind her back’in a nervous way. -

‘Of course,’ added Yvonne, ‘I know he is more t}ml a
friend to you because I saw.in the local paper this morn- :
ing the announcement of your engagement.’

Yes,’ said Raine with some difficulty, ‘that is posmble.

‘I am afraid I cannot congratulate you, Mademoiselle?

Now Raine’s tecth bit into her lower lip. :

‘You are being mysterious and extraordinary, Madame
Thibault. Does Armand know that you have come to.se¢
me?’

Yvonne gave a denswe laugh and flicked the ash from
her cigarette into an onyx ash-tray on the table beside
her.

Far from it—he would be e\cecdmaly dxsp]eascd 1f he
knew.

“Then may I ask why you have come and exact]y who
you are?’

‘I am the woman, J\Iadcmozsellc, that he should, if he
behaved with honour and decency, be marrying in your
place.

Raine’s brain, already over-tired and puzzled—could
hardly take in the full significance of this statement. But
she felt the sudden necessity to treat this unwelcome
visitor with extreme caution. Her own natural dignity
came to her aid. She drew her slim figure up to its full
height and tilted her chin proudly as she said :

‘I\I’td'xme Thibault, I do not know what you are try-
ing to tell me or—what you think you will gain by telling
it; but I am afraid I shall not make a good listener. I do
not wish to hear any more. In the normal way, as a friend
- of Armand’s, you would be welcome to this house. But
-after what you have just said, I must ask you 1o Ieavc.

Now Yvonne took the cigarctte-holder from her lips

- and stared at Raine’s pale young face in genuine amaze-
ment, |
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* ‘You mean you don’t want to kear what I have to say 2’

‘Idonot.’

‘But, Mademoiselle, you don’t und, d....Youare
deceived if you imagine that Monsieur de Rougement isa
good man. He is a bad one. Like you, I loved and trusted
him only to be et down in the most treacherous manner
because he found that a marriage with you would be
more lucrative and. . !

‘Madame, 1 am not prepared to hear more,’ cut in
Raine sharply. But her heart was sinking, sinking, and her
eyes closed for a moment as a spasm of pain and despair
contracted her whole bemng.

Was this true? Was she, Raine, to be yet further dis-
illusioned {n men . . . forced to believe that Armand owed
a debt to this painted, vulgar young woman which he
had failed to pay? It was a staggening blow . . . for Raine
had thought that she could at least helieve in Armand;
that ke was different from other men She had placed
him on a pedestal; regarded him as noble and of umm-
peachable integnty. A man who had the nght to critcise
the failings of his fellowrmen; mn the way; for instance, that
he bad eriticised Chifford.

Before Raine could speak again, Yvonne sprang to her
feet and laying aside all pretence at civility and control,
started a tirade of accusations agamst Armand.

He had seduced her . . . he had broken all his promises
-+« she had flown for refuge to a good man in Paris and
married him; even then Armand had written to her and
asked her to return to Cannes where he could se¢ her.
Then, when she returned, he had told ler that he was
going to marry the Laghsh demoisclle who was the heiress
to Candella,

‘Oh, yes—he told me that he didn’t want to sce me
any more as he had pulled it off with you,’ Yvonne con-
tinued viciously, ‘but he begged that I should remain
in Canries so that he could go on meeting me. He koew
that T could give him the warmth and passion he could
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not expect from a convenable English girl like yo
and... . Ch
‘Madame—please?” Raine broke in with hot pi"
sick to the soul. ’ ‘ ) '
Yvonne went on : .
“Alors! 1 didn't think it would be right to let you m¢
him until I’d told you what he was like. It wouldn’t
fair to such a nice girl. You would soon find out wha
hypocrite he isand... B Lol
The shrill voice damning Armand with French inv
tive reduced Raine almost to a state of hysteria. Fins
she put her hands against her ears and spoke violentl:
her turn. ) —
‘Get out . . . you dreadful woman . . . get out of
house I’ o
Yvonne, scarlet and in the grip of one of her fien
tempers, saw suddenly what she had done, and burst
tears. N ]
‘Have pity on me, Mademoiselle;, she-pleaded, ‘1
Armand so much! And I am sure he still loves me.
cannot marry him, knowing this’ o
Raine's hands dropped to her sides. She was shive
Never in her life hefore had she been subjected to st
humiliating scene. She looked with horror and disgt
the weeping woman in front of her. She could not be
hear another word. She could not even believe hali
Yvonne had said. At the same time, the awful fa¢”
into her consciousness that Yvonne had destr¢’;
absolute faith in Armand. There is no smof,
fire . . . so they said . . . so there must be sor ¢
this unpleasant story which the French won
folded. She must have had some sort of aff
mmand, g
Almost, Raine could have laughed mn-
They had called Clifford a fortune-hunte:
just another? Yet she would have stake
. sincerity of his affection for her.
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She said, suddenly, hoarsely :

'Please go away, Madame Thibault. I assure you I
shall remember what you ha\e lo!d me, And 1 assure you
also that my g to de no
Tonger exists—but for reasons nlhcr than l}xo:e you have
just given me. Now you must leave. T am not very well
and I do not wish for any further discussion with you.'

Yvonne dried her tears, dabbing carcfully at the mas-
caraed lashes. She felt that her attack on Armand’s
character had fallen strangely flat. She was both puzzled
and intrigued. Why should the engagement have been
broken, when it had only just been announced? Perhaps
the English girl had had a quarrel with Armand. Not
over her, Yvonne; but something else. Well, that suted
Yvonne and there might be a chance now for her to re-
gain her old status with Armand. She started to speak
again but Raine walked to the door and opened it.

‘Good-bye, Madame, she said stonily.

‘I hope you will forgive me, AMademoiselle, stam-

mered Yvonne, taken aback and feeling decidedly out of
place.
. Tt was not until Yvonne had actually left the house
that reaction set in with Raine. Refusing to answer her
mother’s questions about the visitor, she went mechani-
eally into her grandmother’s room to say good night to
the invalid, then locked herself in her own bedroom.

Her brain was in turmoil. She kept seeing Madarne
‘Thibault’s sneering, made-up face and hearing that shsill
voice denouncing Armand. There was a thickeess in
Raine’s throat. She thought :

‘I've had about as much as I can take ..

Yvonne Thibault had come Iike a snake and spat out
her poison and whether the things she had said were en-
tirely true or not—they had blotted the shining page on
which Raine had written the name of Armand as her
particular Chevalier.

Young though she was, Raine knew lfe; knew that
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excuses could be made for a young man in France who
lived alone and might conceivably have formed a pas- -
sionate attachment with some girl although wzt%xou:t )
serious intention. Besides which, it would not b? fair t°
judge Armand until she had asked him about Mme Thi-
bault and heard his side of it. And she was stdl_ sure
enough of him to fecl that he would. have a suitable
explanation. Gertainly, nothing would induce her to _bc-. :
lieve that he had been carrying on an amorous ntrigue .
with Yvonne at the same time that he'had laid siege to
her heart. Co

But Yvonne’s visit had left a nasty taste in Raine’s
mouth. It had come on the night when, more than atany -
other time in her life, she needed to retain her ideals,
and feel her confidence in mankind restored. .

She looked out at the night. It was without stars or,
moon and there was the sinister threat of a storm in the
air. The odour of syringa, and of the tobacco plants
which Gammere had planted just below her window,
filled the air with pungent sweetness. But the burden of
doubt and sorrow in Raine's youthful soul was almost
past bearing. Tonight she did not know what possible™
adjustment she could make to her emotions nor find a
way out of the maze in which she was irappcd.

On the one hand Clifford seemed to be waiting faith-
fully for her as he had always waited. Yet earlier today
she had felt that she could not go to him because she
could not walk out on her dear Armand. Now when an-’
other woman had laid prior claim to him, Raine had
experienced the feeling of startling, inexplicable but
quite definite jealousy. She had hated that French
‘woman—not only because of her ill-bred exhibition but
because she had announced that Armand belonged to .
her;and stiil wanted her., :

Raine turned, walked into her room, flung herself
down on her bed and hid her eyes against the pillow.
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Why, why should she care about Armand and the other
woman?

If she still loved CIT and meant to marry him, why
worry whether Armand loved her or not? His past could
not concern her, and nor would his future. To wish him
to remain faithful to her for the rest of his Iife even
though she did not wish to marry him would be intoler-
ably vain and cruel

Yet—Ramne's thoughts sped on—she knew, too, that
she could not bear the idea that there was another
woman in Armand’s life. She began to cry hopelessly.
Surely all this feeling in her for Armand could not be
completely platonic . . . nor could it be merely because
her amour propre had been upset by Yvonne Thibault’s
revelations.

Unable to face another hour of lying here, sleepless,
Raine dried her tears, found a silk-fringed Italian shawl
which she threw over her shoulders, and walked out of
the monastery.

Her mother had retired early and was probably al.
ready asleep, for there was no light to be seen under her
door when Raine passed. The only lamp that still burned
in Candella was the one in Gammére's sick-room where
the night-nurse dozed or knitted.

Raine walked quickly out of the house and up the
road that led to Grasse. There had come a sudden suffo-
cating heat that hung like a blanket over the moun-
tains and encompassed the girl as she walked up and up
towards the hights of Grasse. I'rom the distance echoed the
sullen roll of thunder. Now and then a lightning flash
lit up sky and earth with ternfying bnllance. Yes,
thought Raine—there will be a storm She did not care
She was not afraid of storms She even welcomed the
idea of one as a diversion—a mood in tune with her own
wild, turbulent feelings.

Now as the starless midsummer night grew darker and
the storm-clouds banked closer, the rain came down in

203



great spattering drops. One or two cars passed Raine’s..
slim figure, for it was not yet midnight. An old peasant, .
wearing espadrilles, carrying a basket, and with a mon:
grel at his heels, passed and called out to her in gut-
tural patois : ‘C’est bon-. . . the good rain’; tomorrow, he
added, they could collect snails and sell them to the
restaurants where Pescargots were a gourmet's dish. The .
rain brought business to the snail-vendor. )
Raine bade him good night and he added :
‘Hurry home, mon enfant—the storm is coming.’ ‘
She did not hurry nor did she dream of turning back.
But suddenly she seemed to be plunged into a vortex.
Lightning flashes zigzagged across the cloud-torn skies,
the thunder rolled and reverberated in deafening orches- -
tration, Raine was drenched and panting by the time
she reached the top of the winding road. Exhausted by
the long climb and her own emotions, she stopped and
wiped the drenching rain from her face. She was con-.
scious now of feeling first hot, then cold, as though with
" -fever. Possibly she had a fever, she thought dully. It used -
to attack her out here in the Midi when she was a child.
She would run quite frighteningly high temperatures.
- She decided to turn back and began to descend the steep
route again towards St. Candelle. It was still raining
bard, but the violence of the storm was abating. The
thunder rolled more faintly, the temperature had -
dropped. It was cooler. Co
‘A ragged man with a beard, and with a sack over his
head, suddenly got up out of the ditch and approached
Raine and called to her. She did not understand what
he said. She did not even recognise the language. But his
appearance frightened her, and she became suddenly
aware of the folly of being out alone on this road at such
- a Jate'hour, and in a bad storm. No wonder they thought -
‘her crazy at home! . :
_ The man lunged at her, and she turned and ran as for
her life. She rushed down the hill, terrified that the tramp
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was following, Now she tripped into a hole in the road,
fell forward, cut both knees and lacerated her hands,
trying to save herself. The blood poured down. Her
heart pumped as though she were dying but the ran on
and on—gasping for breath, crying.

She hardly stopped until she saw the familiar splen-
did outline of the monastery of Candella, and the light
burning like a beacon from Gammére’s window.

Somehow she managed to get mto the house, shut the
front door and bolt it like one who has had a nightmare
and is trying to escape from it. She stumbled up the
stairs with a pam in her side and her torn legs and hands
bleeding profusely.

A moment later, the night-nurse came out of the Com-
tesse’s room to make herself some coffee, and found
Raine lying, unconscious; half-way up the staircase.

With a cry of alarm, the good woman ran to Rose
Oliventt’s door and knoched on it, calling to the English
Jady to come quickly. Rose appeared, and ternfied at the
sight of Raine’s dripping form, heiped the nurse carry
the girl to her bed. She then sent the nurse to rouse old
Hdléne. She must get the cook’s son to go at once for
Dr. de Vitte.

Mrs. Oliventt knelt by Raine’s bed and chafed one of
the ice-cold hands, moved from her customary com-
posure to tears,

‘Raine, Raine, my darling child . . . whers have you
been? What in God’s name has happened?”

Raine opened her eyes. She looked without recognition
ather mother and murmured a name.

‘Armand.’

‘The name did little more than perplex Rose Oliventt
still further. Albeit she took it as a good sign that even if
delirious the girl called for Armand and not for that
other...,

But later on, all that Raine muttered, was quite unin-
telligible. When the doctor arrived, having hastily thrown
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a coat over hxs pyjamas and driven through the storm
from Mougins, he said that AMademoisclle was in a high
fever and that he found her pulse-rate quite alarming.

So then, until dawn broke—it was Raine, and not her ',
grandmother, who neceded the close attention of both
doctor and nurse. They worked together to bring that
dangerously high temperature down.
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‘When Armand reached the offices of Magon Fréres that
morning he was handed 2 personal message by one of the
assistants. A Madame Olwentt from St. Candelle had
telephoned and wished to see him at Candella im-
mediately.

‘Are you sure it is not Mademoiselle Oliventt?” asked
Armand quickly, but the young man assured him that it
had been Madame who phoned.

With some concern, Ammand sorted the morning’s
post on his desk, took from a drawer a blue-print of Can-
della which he wanted, and told his assistant that he
would be back Iater on.

He drove through a sparkling country-side. After the
storm and the drenching rain, everything looked so
much fresher and greener. The fragrant earth steamed in
the hot sunlight. The sky had returned to its former stain.
Iess blue. But Armand felt depressed as he drove along
the familiar route which he had traversed 50 many times
during this last year. He did not really want to see Raine;
it all hurt too much, and he wished to God that the poor
old Comtesse had not so impulsively and quickly tefe-
phoned the local newspaper office about her grand-
daughter's engagement. It had become public news at
once and jt was exceedingly painful for Armand to be
warmly congratulated by his friends i Cannes and Nice,
when his chances of marrying Raine were now so remote

He turned into the courtyard of the monastery. The
old stoncs had been well washed by last night's rain. The
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pink geraniums looked sotry for themselves, beaten down--
in the long border. But a clematis spreading over the’
walls around the kitchens- had “brokén _into ‘glorious .
purple blooms. Two -white: pigeons sat side .by side, de-.
liciously, on top of the portico. Their cooing made 2
gentle murmur, otherwise Candella was strangely sxlegt‘
this morning. No workmen shouting to each other; no,
sound, as usual from the younger members of the'staff,
singing as they washed .and ironed, or peeled the vege-
tables. . » . S
It was Héléne who first gave Armand the news-of
Raine’s sudden illness. She was in tears and crossed her--
self as she spoke to Armand. . . S
‘The devil has entered Candella. Saints preserve us,
Monsieur de-Rougement! -All our luck has gone. First
Madame la Comtesse, and -now the pauvre . petite
Mademoiselle.” - : " ' ' '
Armand lost colour.
‘What is wrong with Mademoiselle? - : .
Héléne had no time to answer, but crossed herself
again and moved off, muttering. Raine’s mother had
leaned out of an upper window and called ‘good morn-
ing’ to Armand. Héléne was afraid of Rose’s.sharp
tongue. She hurried off to do her shopping.

Upstairs in the Comtesse’s boudoir, Rose Oliventt told
Armand as much as she knew. . '
~Armand uttered an exclamation : . )
‘But where had Raine been, nom de Dieu? What in-.
duced her to go out alone so late ?’ ) ,
‘That’s what we don’t know. It's all most mysterious.
. She scemed to have some kind of brain-storm. She be-
haved like a little lunatic. She must have left the house
while we were all asleep, then been caught in that ghastly
storm. It was a mercy she wasn’t struck by lightning. Shé
was frightened by some tramp, too, I know, because she
told me so when she recovered this morning.’
. ‘Bon Dieu! whispered Armand.
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‘She was drenched—looked like a drowned thing when
we found her on the stairs. The doctor and my mather’s
nurse had to work quite hard with ice-bags and drugs and
0 on—to get the fever down. It was one hundred and
ive degrees, at one point. I know the thermometer is dif-
ferent in your country, but you can imagine—since our
normal temperature 13 ninety-eight point four degrees,”

“Bon Dieu!" repeated Armand,

“Then, when she started to babble in a delirious sort of
way, she called for you,” finished Mrs. Oliventt, who
ooked tired and older than usual, this moming.

Now, Armand flushed to the roots of his hair. Rose
Oliventt felt a sudden affection for the young man who
oved her daughter so tenderly.

Yes, she added. ‘Raine scemed to want you, but we
did not send for you because she eventually slept and the
doctor thought it best to keep her as quiet as possible. It
was alarming, but never really critical. Raine used to be
subject to sudden high temperatures even as a child. The
one thing against her being in the South of France in
summer is that here she is far more prone to these queer
attacks, particularly whep there is thunder about.”

‘She is very highly strung,” said Armand.

'On the other hand, 1 think something especial hap-
pencd o upset her,’ went on Mrs Oliventt. ‘She won't
tell me, I can’t get 2 word from her about 1t. But she had
a visitor—a lady from Cannes—Ilast night, and after-
wards, when I saw Raine again, she Jooked quite ghastly.
She had, I may say, just received your note which touched
her greatly.” .

“Thank you, Madame,’ said Armand in a low voice.
‘And who was the visitor?” ;

‘A French girl, I believe. A Madame Thibault, i T
remember rightly.”

Armand sgzoocyl rigid. Every nerve in his body had
jumped at the mention of that name. The colour rushed
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to his face again. Then he <’nd in an aimosz maud&m
voice : -

‘Yronne Thibault?’ ' ‘ ’

“You know heér?’ asked M. Ohventt curxoud\'

“Yes,' said Armand, with difficulty; ‘I know her'

He <p0’\e calmly but inwardly was a raging funmcn of-
fury, of resentment. So Yvonne had carried out her
threat to come to Candella and make trouble ! How sca -
dalous, how abominable! And what in the name of
heaven had she told Raine? A tissue of lies, most likely.

. . . Scurrilous accusations against him that ‘would hax.e
distressed poor little Raine.

He said : )

‘Afadame, 1 beg you to allow me to see Raine for om:
moment—only one moment, but it js essential. will vou
trust me?’

Rose Oliventt put a hand on his arm and patted it in

a motherly way.

My dear boy, of course. But don't stay long becau%
she is weak with the fever; still quite ill. I have made up
my mind to take her back to London as soon as she can
travel and we can leave my mother. Dr. de Vitte is con-

_ vinced that the Comtesse will recover rapidly now. Edch
* day she has more movement in her limbs and spmks nore
dulrlv
‘Gréice & Dien,” muttered Armand, but in this momenl
his thoughts were more upon Raine than his bclovcd
patroness.
A few moments later, he stood beside Raine’s bed. The
_ nurse had discrectly moved into the adjoining bath-room,
and waited there. '
Armand’s feelings were indescribable and almost too
poignant to be borne as he looked down at the girl whom
- he adored. The shutters were drawn and the room dim;
redolent of Raine’s own familiar fragrance. She lay thers
against her big square pillows, ioo}.mq extraordinar’®
smail and chxlddlkc with her short dark ruffied hairs
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her pale young face devoid of make-up. Two hectic pink
spots showed on the high cheek-bones. One of the hands
he took felt hot and feverish. The big grey eyes looked
tp at him in a2 dazed way but she managed the fatatest
smile,

‘Armand . .. bon jour ... Ididn'tespect ... you....*

‘I had to see you,” he said husbilvy

*Sit dow n for a moment, please *

He seated himsell gingerly on the edge of the bed,
clinging to that small hot hand as though to an anchor.
He said :

‘Raine, my dearest chuld . . . what 1s this all about?
What drove you to take that senseless walk in the storm
last night?”

The big tears gathered on Raine's lashes and rolled
down her checks, She whispered .

‘Iwasso...unhappy.’

‘But I thought you had made your deciston quite
happily, and that you were looking forward to gong
back to London to..."

“To CMI?* she finished for him, still whispering “Yes,
T thought so, too. And I still think I must see him again
and give the whole thing a fair chance. But last mght I
also felt as though it was the end of the world for me, In
a way, it's flattering to you, Ammand, Lecause once T
thought so highly of you.'

His heart bnocked. He could not bcar that past tense.

“You mean you nio longer think so2*

‘I don’t know. I don’t even feel that I care much . .,
about anything, or anyone.”

‘But that is all wrong, and quite unlike you,” he said
quickly. “Please tell me exactly what Madame Thibault
saidtoyou.

Raine caught her breath,

“Youlnow,..thatshecame .. .?

“Your mother has just inforined me.”

“Then you must know , . , what she had to tell me*
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‘No, Raine. Yvonne Thibault is capable of saying:
things that are a long way from the truth. I-intend to tell .
you the truth. -Whatever ‘clse I have done in my hfe,
swear hefore God that T will never lie to you.”,

She acknowledged those words by a nod of her head '
How tired and weak she felt this morning ! Empty of all
fecling . . . as though every emotion had been drained out
of her heart. She had not meant to see Armand any inore,
yet now that he was here she felt strangely comforted. The -
faith that had been partially destroyed by Madame Thi- -
bault, was rctummg—Armand’s very. presence here
q(.cmcd 10 rencw her confidence in his integrity. ‘

She wanted to cry—to smile—to be sensible—to be\,
foolish. She did not know what she wanted-—so she lay

- there with her hand in his, quietly weeping. And she-
listened while hie told her about Yvonne Thibault.

‘What she did was. unpardonable,’ he finished, ‘but if .
was done out of insane jealousy. She was always like that.
and it was because of that, we originally parted.’

“You—did-—love her once?’ -

‘As a young man who is lonely and loves a pretty girl -
who is in love with him—yes,’ said Armand with a faint -
regretful smile. ‘

- ‘T understand,’ nodded Raine.

‘You are really extraordinary !” he c\claxmed and bent
“yver her hand and kissed it,

She gave a weak laugh. :

“T'here’s no need for a lot of drama and nonsense.
Surely it is only in melodrama that men and women rush
away from each other saying “I believe the worst and I
never want to see you again™. I didn’t like Madame Thi- -
bault, quite frankly, and I was prepared to hear your
side/

‘Nevertheless, you doubted me?’ :

Raine shut her eyes. He found the gleam of tears on
those long silky lashes most disturbing, and wished pas-
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sionately that he had the right to gaher that frail young,
figure in hisarms and hissher tears away.
id @

§\l:;l:‘;-’; 1 didn’t like was when she said that you had
asked her to go on seeing you even after your engage-
ment to e,

That was 2 gross lie,” he said mndignantly. ‘Lhase Leen
doing my best to get rid of Yvonne ever since she Te-
tutned to Cannes, T realise that it is oply my word against
bersbue,,

‘Don't go on,” broke in Raine. ‘Naturally I believe you.
Women can be such cats, Especially disappointed ones.”

Again he bent over her hand and this time bis own eye-
1ids stung with hot moisture.

‘Raine, Raine, 1 can never thank you enough, and
never kove you enough, whatever happens. I have no
right to love you any more but ¥ do. Pour Pamour de
Dizu, choose what is best for you, mon petit cocur, and
don’t go on harrowing yourselt.”

‘Tl try not to, but it's all very difficult. I'm still in an
absolute maze.’

“Your mother says she is taking you back to London
quite soon as your grandmother is so much improved.

“Yes. Then I shall see CIiff, and afterwards I think I
shall try to o away on a cruise round the world or some-
thing,” she $2id with a smothered laugh, while the tears
wné_l :ubed to xgﬂ weakly down her cheeks.

‘Ek bien. Get away from all of us and give y
Plcxixtly olf lt)icxm: to ﬂﬁnky‘ give yourself

‘I feel better now that T have spoken ro you,’ she whi
pered. ‘You know, Avmand, I juse couldn')l bear to h:::
You topple off your pedestal?

He looked quite shocked.

‘Tor heaven's “}f dar‘z‘t'p_uk me on one again. No man



in her, as she looked on his face th:s mommg, she {elt -
that hér main impulse was to throw herself into his afms
and be kissed as he had kissed and comforted her before.
She was almost afraid of London—and of Gliff. But.she .
had a strong sense of duty; a loyalty to the old love that .
.made her feel it imperative that she should get away from:
Candella—and Armand. Her family had done Chff 2"
great wrong by intercepting his letters. It would be
equally wrong of her to walk out on him just because she .
had been allowed to doubt him un]ustly, and grow fond
of Armand. '
Armand pulled out a handkercluef and dabbed at the -
- tears on her cheeks.
‘You look like a funny Tittle girl, and T adore you,’ he\
said, then covered her hands with kisses and left her, be- -
~ cause he could not trust himself to stay a moment longer. .
But, glancing back at her over his shoulder at the door,
‘he added : ‘Let me know how. you get on, and be hapj)y
‘mon tresor, If you need me—I shall be here.’
" . She was still crying when her mother joined her later.
-~ But the nurse, taking her pulse, announced that it was -
more normal, and that Mademoiselle was already very -
much better.
Raine did not see Armand again before she returned.
-to England with her mother. But she was not surprised
to find how much she missed him. She was tempted on
p several occasions to send for him. But she resisted, know-
» ing that it would not be fair. '
By the beginning of August, Gammére had so far re-
covered fron her stroke that she was able to be carried
downstairs and she began to speak almost normally again.
But the attack had taken its toll and the old lady looked
_particularly {frail, although she behaved with her usual
courage; that mdomxtable will that had brought her
" through two world wars. She reluctantly agreed that in
the circumstances it might be best for her beloved grand-
daughter to return to England. The Comtesse had cor-
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responded with Armand and told him that it was her
dearest wish that he should resume work at Candella,
and Magon Fréres had arranged to complete the restora-
tion, and recommence the work at the end of the first
week in August. So that meant that Armand would be
bach at Candella then, Raine wished to go away before
he came. It was a bitter blow for the old Comtesse that
the girl would not recognise any engagement to the
young Frenchman, but on that point Raine was ada-
mant. Gently but firmly she reminded both her grand-
mother and mother that they had been instrumental in
snapping the old thread of romance between Clifford and
herself, so they must not grumble if she thought it only
right to give him another chance,

Adrienne de Chagny could do no more than accept
this decision with resignation. But as she kissed her grand-
daughter good-bye on the day that Rose and the gisl flew
back to London, she whispered :

‘Co.me back soon—to me and to Armand.’

Raine did not answer. She was quite well again physi-
cally but incapable of making any major decision. She
only chy«, as she sat n the great Elizabethan air ship
that carried her and her mother thousands of feet above
the mountains, that leaving Candella caused her a deep
sadness. And that not even the thought of meeting CIiff
at the other end (and she had wired him that she was

coming) could make up for the pain of
Coring) could p pain of Jeaving France—
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"Clifford sat in his car, smoking. He had pulled up on the
side- of the road in Kensmgton Gardens beside the Te2
Pavilion. He was waiting for Raine to join him. It was
one of their old favourite meetmg-places She used, a5
often as she could get away, to take'a taxi from nghtﬁ-
bridge and join him heré. On this August afternooi
when the late sunshine was dabbling the green leavés
with gold, and gleaming on the Serpentine, London was
lovely and not too hot. But Clifford loathed it. He had
just driven through the slow-moving traffic from Theo-
balds Road and thought he had never'seen the Park lock
-worse . . . only a few odd stands, fast being broken ups
Jeft to remind one of that gay Coronation week. Every-
.- pody who was ‘anybody was out of Yown—even Lab
‘Fitzbourne who was at this moment dnvmg with her.
father and aunt down to the Italian Riviera. " -
" Sheer necessity forced Clifford to stay in London dul'-
ing August. He had to work, and he was up against more
competition than he liked to admit. In addition, he had
had ‘one or two singularly trying meetings with -poor
Lilias before she left Town. She had been dragged away.
by her family and from him, Clifford thought with his
. usual conceit. And how she had cried ! He had never se¢n
the big blonde girl so upset. In' this very car, in Richmond
Park where he had taken her for a farewell picnic,’ she
< had implored him to try. to. get away' and ‘join her. in
Portofino where Lilias and her aunt were spending the
main part of their month’s holiday. Mr Fitzbourne had
* important business i in Rome -
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OF course Clifford had told her that he couldn’t pos.
sibly go to Ttaly; but he had p!?l.nisicq to \y'ait the year
NESC UyS. FIE JLIU DAU 10 JUCA UL Tty 50 Yaiu
tional the could be. Now he had to go through 1t all
again with Raine. Women were such unexpected
creatures, and dangerously feline, he decided. One never
knew when the claws would appear under the velvet paw.
But Clifford had no intention of being scratched, The
main thing to do was to keep the two girls apart, and 1t
was most fortunate that now Raine had returned, Lilias
had gone away.

He had not long to wait for Raine. He flung away his
cigarette and, as he saw her jump out of the taxi which
she paid, and walk towards the Jaguar, he was a little
:hockcg to see her looking so thin. That grey shantung
suit with the pleated skirt positively hung on her. But
she could never be anything but beautiful with those
magnificent eyes, and he liked her large white hat with
the graceful {ringe around the brim. She was, as ever,
very clegant. He really must speed things up and get her
tothe altar without further delay.

‘Welcome back to London, and to me, my heavenly

heart” he murmured as he opened the car door for her.

Seated beside him, she allowed him to take her hand.
She pressed his in response. But her lashes fluttered ner.
vously as she saw the warmth in his eyes. He looked as
h:md'some as ever—dressed, like herself, in grey, and
wearing the sort of well-tailored shirt, and hing sitk
tie and handkerchicf, that made him always such a
debonair figure.

*Eean't tell you what it means to me to get you back,’
he added. ‘Don't let’s stay here. Let’s go farther afield
where I can really be alone with you for an hour.

She nodded. She seemed to find it hard to speak, as
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though she felt overcome. "And as he turned the ]agu’tr
around, out of the Park gates and down Kensington’
High Street, she felt altogether strange. It was like years,
instead of months since she had last sat in this car beside.
him. He had not changed, he said. So she must believe it.
‘But, in those old days she had experieni:cd a swift and:
passionate reaction to every fresh reunion with him. On
top of the world—ready to defy that world for his sake———
flying the banners of a gay, brave love.

Coming over to England, in the air this morning, she
had thought of Clifford, and resolved to meet him with-
out prejudice. To put the memories of France and Ar-
mand behind her. But too much had happened to make
that possible. She could only be sure of one thmg, that
she still found Clifford handsome and charming in a wa)
that no woman could fail to find irresistible.

While they drove along, and he steered the car out of
the traffic and over Putney-Bridge and the busy river,,
Clifford did most of the talking. It was, perlnps, a little |
heartless of him, he thought, to take R'unc to' the same
place where he had so recently brought Lilias. But there
were so many delightful secluded places for parking one’s -
" car in Richmond Parl\

He questioned Raine about her flight—and talked -
about nothing in particular until, thcy were right away
from the crowd. He even asked quite politely after the
‘health of M. de Rougement. And that, curiously enough,
was the one time that Raine felt her heart beating at all -
fast. But she answered coolly : :

‘He is well. He was truly marvellous about the whole

"unfortunate thing—and in the face of what has hap- -
pened to us both.”

‘T must say I was extremely annoyed by the notice that -
appeared in The szcs, of your engagement. A lot of
our set have been coming up to me and asking if T knew.”:

Raine stared stonily ahead of her. She was still very
tired and disinclined to argue or analyse. During lunch -

220



her mother had begged her not to see Clifford but she
fad insisted. Now she wondered if Mummy had not, for
ence, been right. She couldn’t get anything into propor-

fort—~it was all t0o close, and events were crowding down
upon her far too rapidly.

She felt all her reactions to be mechanical until Clif-
ford stopped the car under the green shade of some trees,
and then, 25 no one was in sight, took her in his arms.

‘Dacling . .. at last! . . " he sighed rapturously.

She allowed htm to hold her and hiss her for a mo-
ment. His lips were urgent and demanding. His fingers
rufficd her hair, caressing the nape of her neck; it was
the old expert love-making which she used to find so
madly exciting. For an instant she forced herself to blot
out all thinking, and to respond on a wholly physical
Lasis, She could not have fallen so completely out of love
with him, she decided. It was just that she was not feel-

head, she said in a frantic little whusper :

*Make it all as 1t used to be . . . don’t let me lose you. . +
Cifly Clif, datling . . . make me loue you again!’

He.\\as too lacking in sensitwity to recognise the real
despair that lay behind that cry. He took it for granted
that she was just over-emotionée . . . (typical of Raine !).
But she was very sweet, and there really was something
precious and enchanting about Raine which he found
lacking in Lilias Fitzbourne Besides—there was_a
genuine desire in Chfford to do as Raine asked—to revive
their old passion for each other absolutely. ‘He covered
her face with kisses and said every lovely thing to her that
he could think of. Mag & ime
that he might not have expressed in a more cautions
moment.




o .

faithless that he had even so much as taken another girl-
out to-dinner. Anyhow, he had never wanted to marry
any other girl in the world. He quite understood what it
must have been like for her, at Candella, and what had
driven her to become engaged to de Rougement. Jolly
decent fellow, Armand, and all that, but the engagement
must be denied. He, Clifford, was madly in love with
her and could not wait for her coming-of-age. - .

‘We must marry now, at once,’ he ended imperiously..
‘We will make your mother understand’ that what.she
has done has only brought us closer together. Raine,”
angel, look at me. Tell me that you will let me-get a
special licence, and marry me at the end-of the month.
Your mother will have to give her permission. She’ll have-
to. : . . . :
Raine drew away from him. The moment of passion
- had passed. It had neither comforted her, nor filled the
void in her heart. It was as though she was left spiritually
famished and. physically, very slightly repelled. Those
{ew moments of hot kisses given and taken, which hag
left the man triumphant and anxious for total surrender,
had revealed to the girl one outstanding fact. She was not.
in lovc with Clifford any morc. The old memories, the
old affection and friendship were still there, like silken .
‘invisible cords joining them, but ‘the vital link was miss-
ing. The key to her deepest, most sincere emotions had
been lost. Where or when would she find it again? Would
it be in time restored to ‘her by Clifford if she were.
_patient? Or was it Armand who held it, even now, back -
there in Candella? Strange how she could actually smell .
in. this very moment the strong scent of the ripening
grapes in Gammere’s vineyards and hear the sound of
the Provengaux singing—the hammers echoing through '
the monastery. Armand would be directing their labours.
Or in his studio, perhaps, painting. And he would be
* feeling sad and lost; she knew it. Both he and that grand- -
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mother who had.l’z}r_«vﬂ
adorable in her szgi;.:z, v;n.‘
Clifford touched her hatr. ) »
Sweetness—what 15 12 1 havest beard f"f‘ ol ::ef
what T want to know Will vou carry meat e end €
thismonth? L o
‘Then she swallowed hard arnd jooked him stmizhe i

theeyes.

‘T can't, Gliff,’ she sud. -

He was staggered by that direct and simple answer
and stared at her open-mouthed.

‘Butuhy not?

' just can’t rush into anythmg I was too hasty be-
e R Armand;

. ) . - cause you
didn’t really love him. But you do love me’

«She averted her gaze, Her cheehs bumed. Nervously
she took a compact from her bag and wiped away the
rouge he had emeared at the corner of her mouth. Then,
smoothing back her hair, she looked at him and said

‘I don’t think you understand *

‘No, L can't sy 1 do.?

She thought :

‘Armand did. He understood absolutely, and advsed
me 1o zo away.” :

) She was becoming gradually aware of Clifford's ego-
¢ ected her in the past, bt it struck her
today forcibly, He tried to draw her back into bis arrms,

. Darling, don't be unkind, It's been
$ince we were 0 happy toy ether, and thy i
stepped into the show and %ld a lot of h-':xll'm"“!l:tu:’zxft::}lxy
But 'wu‘rc ot £0ing to male me suffer for that, are ou;
.\"'m;l Te not going to tell me that voms 1 ! ',
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like winged creatures buzzmg and circling craz.zly through
- her mind, knowing no respite.” .

‘Cliff, do try to understand,’ at Iength she saxd One

can’t just go back and pick up the old threads when so
much has happened in between.” ,

- “Then you don’t love me any more ! I’ !

‘I didn’t say so. I'm not going to say anything today
I told Armand before 1 left that I needed to get right
away from everybody ‘and sort this thing out. Do be
patient—do try to sce what has been done to me.’

I rather think you’re making an issue of it that doesn’t
exist,’ said Clifford hufﬁly, and pulled a cxgarette-case
from his pocket.

There was an unhappy sxlence during which he lit the

* cigarette and smoked. Stealing a glance .at him, Raine

" saw a-deep scowl on the handsome sun-burned face. She

was beginning to find out how spoiled he was and yet . .
"how could she really be angry.or resentful if he took up
this attitude because he loved her? She felt strangely
~ humble, because two so different (and so nice), both
" loved her this way. But she would not admit even to her-
self, which one she really loved. Because she dared not.
She felt that 1t would be too dangerous to take a snap- -
decision. And it was with all Adrienne de Chagny's stub-
bornness that Raine reiterated to Clifford that she must
. get right away and think things out alone.
‘I really feel that I don’t want to get married at all,’
she said with a short laugh. -
Clifford made no answer. He felt furious and frus-
trated. And positively damp in the palms at the thought:
" of all his pressing creditors and what was going to hap-
. pen in his life if he could not pull off 2 match with one of
these débutante heiresses. What the lieck was the good-of
. them all being in love with -him, and weeping over him,
and merely increasing the burden of his debts because he
had to spend so much money in the pursuit of their Iove, ,
he asked himself thh brutal cynicism, ’
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Raine was distressed, and she put a hand over one of
R YA
. ;‘P'

*I dan't know that Pm awfully keen on being stood up
side by side with your Freachman and then told which
skittle you intend to knock down,’ he muttered.

Raine went scarlet.

“What a beastly thing to say !’

'I'm sorry," he said quickly, and pulled ber hand up to
his lips. ‘I'm just damned miserable because I want you
now, and T don't want to wait, azd I don’t Iike to thint
there is anybody else in the offing."

The unpleasantness of that other remark k2d ehocked
her but she forgot it and sof tened again.

‘I'm sorry, too, CLffi—I'm bring 2 bomitle bore
everybody, but I just cannot and will cot be foreed im0
marrying in a hurry. I don’t went you, or Arzmand, to
wait for me. I told him so and ¥ tefl you the saree”

Aghast, Clifford said

‘But why thit sudden change? When we met in the
South of France you were terribly pleased to see me
again and to hear the truth about our correspondesce.
You wanted to come back to me. What's happeced be-
tween then and now?”

She put her face in her hands,

‘1 don’t know. Honestly T can’t think. I don’t under-
stand myself, so I can hardly explzin to you.’

He was terrified that the prize he 55 ardently desired
was thpping through his fingers.

"Raire, Raine, don’t walk out on me pow. I just
couldn’t stick it. T went through a bad time when I first
Imagined that you'd stopped writing to me. It was hell.
Then I saw hope again ! Don't take that hope avay now
~Raine—for God's sake, darling~—don’t you realise how
much yout mean to me?”

She felt dizzy. There was that other man, too, who had
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also sworn that he could hardly be'\r to: h\c thhout l\er '
(Oh—love was becoming a burden almost too he:w3 o
be borne,) She felt like a ship swamped by. thlS over
burdening of love, slowly sinking. .
‘T do thank you, Cliff, with all my heart, she v.hm
pered, ‘and I know I’ve changed and that it's all Y.
fault. But perhaps one day I’ll feel as I-used to. This will
pass. Please, please don’t be angry and unsympathcm.‘
Forgive me. Let me have a little more time.’ RN

He saw that it would be uselessito argue further and
that if he did not give her the sympathy she asked for, he
would only antagonise her. He made an effort to smother
his annoyance, his genuine fear of losing her, and to‘d
her that it should be as she wished.

‘T'll wait for you till Kingdom-come and T'm ‘not
going to be afraid of the Frenchiman or anybody else.1
know you belong to me and that all this will pass as you
say. You'll come back to me in the end. You poor little
soul—you’ve had rather a packet lately, and it’s been too
much for you !’

His kindness moved her more than his passion. It was
- the old impulsive Raine who hugged him now.

“Thanks, awfully, Cliff. It's dear of you. And I hope—
. like you—that everything will be all right.’

“You don’t intend to go back to France?' he asked
Jualously.

‘No,’ she said in a low voice.

*Well, I must be thankful for small mercies.’

She gave a miserable laugh. X

‘T feel spoiled and stupid, but I'm sure I'll be more
sensible once I'm of age. I scem to have made a mess of
things since my coming-out as a deb, don’t I, Cliff. T’
start again from my birthday in November and try to
make a success of lifc.’ ¢

Clifford threw away his cigaretie-end with a wcm}éf
flick of the wrist. [

‘For heaven’s sake don’t tell me I've got to wait u¥ -
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“Then you have still got'a little love left for your ..
Chff> C -
She nodded, yet felt strangely guilty after she had done
so. For if she had really delved.into her soul and asked
herself why it was improbable that she.would meet and
marry another man, she would know. that it was not be-
cause of Clifford. Not because she had a ‘little Jove’ left
for him. But because of the young architect whom she
had left behind at Candella.. ‘ ‘

A sudden nostalgic vision of Armand smote her con-
sciousness . . . the thin, brown-faced young man so
essentially French with beret on his head and white
shorts and sports-shirt, and the dark glasses shielding his
eyes from the hot sun of the Mediterranean. Armand, in
his shabby little Renault, driving with her through Mou- -
gins, down to the sea. Armand, lying beside her on the
beach~—or laughing with her as they swam in the warm
blue water. Armand in the studio, painting her, looking
at her with his grave brown eyes. Armand, white-and
strained and tense, renouncing his claim to her—for her-
sake. '

‘Be happy. Just be happy, he had said in farewell.

She shivered suddenly and turned to the man at the
wheel, h

‘Take me hore, will you, Cliff ?’

‘It's all been frightfully unsatisfactory from my point
of view,” he said, as he switched on the engine, ‘but if
this is how you want it, darling, I must give in.’

‘Nothing is as I want it. ButitisasI thinkit ought tobe.?

He gave her a moody look. The inexperienced little
débutante had grown up a hell of a lot since they first
went around town last spring, he thought. Had the fel-
low in France anything to do with this alteration in- her .
—or was it just that she feared being rushed into matri- -
mony? Damn those two women—her grandmother and
her mother—{or interfering with the post. They had suc-
ceeded better than they imagined, in putting a barrie
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between Raine and himself. But he tried to be charming
and understandiog as he dreve Raine back to Kniglts-
bridge.

‘I refuse to eat my heart out from now until October.
I shall just take it for granted that you'll come back to
me, my pet. And this tume there will be no one to des-
troy our letters, so I'll be a good boy and write to you
every day, if you like,

She gave 2 nervous laugh. But she was relieved that e
was no Jonger trying to force her 10 say Yes. It was posi-
tively frightening that one could change so quickly, she
reflected, but it scemed fatal to try and recapture old
thiils, She did still care for CIiff; but not nearly enough
to make an immediate marriage, even with the full con-
sent of her family.

Maybe, she thought, I shall change again in time. I
can't trust myself to say ‘yes' or *no’ while I'm in this
state, It will be better once I get right away Perhaps by
the time I've got to Salisbury, I shall feel ternbly anxious
to come back to CHff agan.

He tried to extract one more promise from her as he
kissed her good-bye in the car at the entrance to her
block of flats. A quick embrace that brought neither of
themmuch joy.

‘At least give me your word of honour that you won't
walk out of my life until you've seen me agam and given
me 2 finalchance.

She hesitated, then with a faint sigh, gase hin that
promise.

Yet it was with relief that she left him and Jet herself
inta the flat. She heard the voice of her great-uncle talk-
ing to her mother in the drawing-room. Uncle Muiles was
just the one person in the world she wanted to see and
be with. And at this particular moment, she meant to
beg him to book their seats on the plane to Sahisbury
Just as soon as it was possible for hum to arrange the long
journey,
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B '2_5.

T doubt, my love, whether I have ever scen you look so
well, and T'll swear you've put on a stone since we left
London,” said Miles Oliventt.

. Raine laughingly protested. '

. “Uncle, pleasc . . . if 'm as fat as all that, I must go on
a strict diet once we get home.’

‘Nothing of the kind. This craze for slimming is a great
mistake on the part of you young people—you look very
lovely, my dear. Stay just as you are. I'm writing to your |
mother this morning to tell her all about it.’ )

Raine sat back in her basket-chair. They were break-

_ fasting on the terrace of the beautiful villa just outside-.

" Salisbury, where she and her great-uncle were the guests

. of General and Mrs. Orlanger. The General had been at
Eton with Miles Oliventt. Mrs. Orlanger was twenty
years younger and a charming friendly woman who had
made Raine feel at home from the time she arrived,
which was over six weeks ago.

Raine, finishing grape-fruit and coffee which a smil-
ing black servant had just served under the umbrella that
shielded them from the brilliant sun, shaded her eyes with
her hand for a moment. She looked with pleasure, as she
had done daily ever since she came here, at the beauty
of the distant majestic mountains. They appeared to be
quite blue in the radiant morning light. The garden was a
blaze of colour. The scarlet of the ‘lame of the forest’,

. the huge exotic zinnias, and the many species of orchid
.grown in the open by Ruth Orlanger, looked almost un-
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real, Raine thought, with a background of glossy palm
trees.

She Joved Rhodesia, She found it a beautiful, stimu-
Iating place with a perfect climate. Much about it, of
course, reminded her of St. Candelle i the summer. But
on the whole the South of France—and certainly the
British Isles—and her old familiar life, seemed very re-
mote.

She had not been given much time for thinking or
brooding since she arrived in Salisbury. The General had
jnterests in a gold-mime at Que Que and, almost im-
mediately, the four of them had left Salisbury by train
and followed the szme route taken by the Queen Mother
and the Princess when they visited Rhodesia a short while
back.

Raine. Ruth Orlanger had, of wourse, been primed in
advance about Sir Miles’s great-niece coming out here
to recover from an ‘unfortunate affaic’. But Raine never
discussed her private affairs with her hostess—charming
though she was. And neither did she appear unduly
anxious to get back to England, Sir Miles, himself, did
not know how Raine was feeling about things—nor did
he question her. He thought it best to leave her alone.
But he did know that a great many letters came for her
both from London—and from Cannes. And that she on
her part did quite a lot of writing. But she seemed calm
and even happy, and took a deep interest in their long
and rather tiring journeys

However, in his mind she was much less nervy and
depressed—and this putting on weight was a good sign
And at a big Ball in Bulawayo, given by wealthy friends of
the Orlangers, Ramne had scored a great success, She had
looked exquisite and danced exery dance. He had wen-
dered at times if she had lost her heart to any of the
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good—lookmg healthy young Rhodcsxans who cagerly
claimed her time and attention.- K

But Raine seemed to remain aloof from thcm all Tran- :
quil as well—but aloof. .

Nobody but Raine knew the inner hunger shc had-v
been feeling ever since she came to Rhodesia<—~for one of °
those two men she had left behind. A hunger of the heart
—for Armand. And for Candella. Never for Clifford..
She knew now that she must break with Clifford; that’
she could not love him again in the old wild way. She be-
longed to Armand, to his country, his way of life, there
in St. Candelle—with Gammeére.

She had not yet written to tell Armand so. She did.
not find it easy to write the final letter of farewell that.
must first be sent to Clifford. She had been writing in-a
non-committal, platonic fashion to both the men. Every’
time she came back to the Orlangers’ villa from some ex-
cursion, and picked up her mail-—she found a pile of let-
ters. from Clifford. All passionately assuring her of his.
love and fidelity, his eagemness to get her back. The very
urgency and intimacy of them seemed to make her feel
embarrassed these days rather than flattered; sorry that

_she had ever been on such terms with him. The old love
. was quite definitely as dead and cold as the ashes of a
burnt-out fire—never to be revived.

No love-letters came from Armand. He wrote only once,
a week and then as a friend; telling her bits of news about

" her grandmother, the monastery and, sometimes, about
himself. The letters ended always w1th an assurance of
his life-long devotion—but asked nothing of her. Ohnly
Clifford’s were written in posessive vein; arrogantly sure
of himself.

Rainc ‘had found herself searchmg at times, in vain,
for .one single expression of passionate love from Ar-
mand; knowi ing now that she had-been away so long
from hun that she loved him. Really loved him; and-
that it was to him she must return. If he still wantcd her!
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‘That, now, “:13 ber anxiety . . . in cae Armand slxoulf\
have grown tired of waiting and turned, perhaps, to his
old girl-friend . . . or found a new one. Alter all, she had
not bound him to her. He was free to choase and in one
of his recent letters he had suggested rather plainly that
he was preparing himself to hear that she meant to marry
Clifford Culver in the autumn.

That is how I want it, if it is for your happuness, he had
written.

This paragraph had flung her into a panic. She had
written back hastily to tell Armand that all ideas of mar-
riage to Clifford—or anyone else—were still far from
her mind, She had laboured over that letter—feeling the
growing flame of desire to write quite differently; to tell
him that her voyage to Rhodesia and long separation
from him had elucidated things and shown her where her
real heart lay, Yet she was, in a queer way, afraid to
make a binding, irrevocable move. She had not yet for-
gotten the mental chaos that had followed her over-
impulsiveness of the past.

But as the Rhodesian golden days sped by and she
grew physically fit (not indeed fat, but rounded and per-
fect), her longing for Armand mcreased. She merely
skipped through Clifford's effusions They seemed to ring
false. But she treasured every word that Armand wrote.
And every word that came from Grammére, or her mother
who was still at Candella, grving her news of Ammand. Al
scemed well. The work, under Armand, was almost com-
pleted. Gammére was walking agam, with two sticks
nowadays, instead of one, and speaking clearly, with
much of her vigour restored

Raine read and re-read such lines from Gammére as:

. Arma.nd_i.r his old delightful self and has done @ begu-~
iful painting of Hélénc—quite an old master. Put he
fooks thin—and is far too serious. I fear he 1 still very
much in love with my Raine, .. .



Those words had made Raine’s pulses throb as though
on fire. Still very much in love with her. Oh, wonderful
thought! She must put an end to the affair w1t11 Clif- -
ford. She had delayed long enough. And yet . . . she
hesitated to hurt him, if he was sincere . . . poor Chﬁ' !

She had a bright idea this morning and e*{pounded it
to her great-uncle.

‘Couldn’t we take a boat home to I‘rance ﬁrst———m- )
stead of England? So that we could pay a visit to Can-
della and Gammére; then you and Mummy and I could
go on home to London. Wouldn't that be fun?

Sir Miles grumbled a little. He had the passage all
booked and arranged for the second week in October. He
could, of course, cancel it and with the General’s in-
fluence no doubt they could be accommodated on 2 liner
that would get them to Villefranche. But why?—he
asked Raine—suddenly taking off his sun-glasses and
staring. He actually saw her bite her lip and avoid his
gaze, and she muttered that she had just ‘thought it
would be nice’.

Then the old man who had loved Raine ever since.he
first held her, as an infant, at the font—for he was her
godfather as well as her great-uncle—hid a pleased face
behind his newspaper. Of course . . . what an old jackass
he was! .. . That young French fellow whom Rose and
her mother wanted Raine to marry was the reason. By
gad, it was a good sign. She didn’t want to go back to
London—but to the other chap.

‘(\iNell well—I’ll see what can be done, my love,” he
sat

Raine, her heart beating faster than usual, said :

‘Oh, thank you, Uncle Miles !’

The Orlangers’ head-boy came out on to the terrace.
White teeth shining in his ebony face, he handed a letter
to Raine. :

She opened it. It was from her grandmother—more
brief than usual and had to be read slowly and carefully
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because the fine slanting French handwriting had grown
shaky since the Comtesse’s illness. But what the bad to
say was of such moment ta Raine that she sat quite still,
staring, her heart pounding.

I theught my dearest child that I should tell you that
although I have known this for a few weeks {Armand
asked me not to pass on the news until ke was sure), I
ought to tell you now it i confirmed. We are all gneved
hese thet we shall soon be losing Armand from the dis-
srict. Magon Fréres have ashed him 1o represent them in
@ French-Canadian firm of archizects which they ore
financing. It &s an importans thing for Armand and full
aof prospects. When ke asked my advice, your name came
up. He made it clear to me {although not in dctual
words) that he has no hope of ever getting you back be-
cause he feels you mean to return (o London and marry
Clifford Culyer. But he did say that he feared that 1t
might prejudice your outlock if you thought ke was con-
tinuing 2o wait and hope, so he has accepted the post, He
flizs to Conada—{uebec~on the 17:h Ostober. I think
he is writing to you before he goes. . ..

Raine read no more . . . the hardly noted the final
paragraph in which her grandmother expressed her frank
sorrow that the young architect should be passing out of
all therr lives.

For a moment Rane watched the bright-winged bird
fly from the top of one date-paln to another, uttering &
strange jarring cry. Svmehow the unaccustomed wuqd
made her very conscious of the fact that she was here in
Southern Rhodesis, {ar, far removed from Ann:.\_nd and
Candella, And he was going to Canada. He had given up
hope—and he was goung night away; deliberately separa-
ting himself {from her

‘Oh, Armand . * the whispered the word breathlesly
and sprang suddenly to her feet. Her muwnd was in dm{q



again. Peace was destroyed. Clifford’s last confident let-
ter had reminded her of her promise to go back and see
him before she made a decision. Dear life ! If she kept that
promise and did not first go to France, she might lose
Armand for ever. And she knew now definitely that that
would break her heart.’

‘Uncle Miles!” she exclaimed. She was trembhng
‘What is the date?’

He glanced at the paper.

‘This is two days old, my ]ove, s0 it nust be the twelfth
of October.’

" She put her hand against her hps and her eyes
widened.

‘The twelfth—" she repeated. ‘And Armand flies to
Quebec on the sevénteenth, OL TToonle Mo oot e
1 going to do?’
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Armand was packing Already, one large light-weight
case suitable for air travel was ful), and had been shut
and fabelled. The second, lying on the bed, he was not
getting on with quite so rapidly. He was not feeling too
well. He had one of s bad headaches, He had distressed
Mme. Tourville greatly by eating practically nothing dur-
ing the Iast forty-eight hours.

Armand’s usually calm and well-ordered mind was in
something of a tunnoil. It was a turmoil into which he
had been flung ever since he agreed to leave Cannes and
represent his hirm in Canada

He would not be entirely without friends out there. He
even had one particular friend with whom he had studied
in Paris, and who had‘married a Canadian girl and
setiled in Quebec. They were looking forward to seeing
him and he expected to arrive 1n tire for the christening
of their first child to whom he was to be godfather. But
this exile from the Midi and especially Cannes where he
had lived so long, had begun to weigh down his very soul.
It was an uprooting from the France he adored and mn
particular, the golden South. Canada seemed such a long
way off. Life would be so different there. He would enjoy
his work and it was, of course, agreeable to know that he
would eamn excellent money from now onward, and that
AMagon Fréres had promised that :f he did well during
the two years in Quebec, he would come back to a direc-
torship here, That sounded magnificent. But the nearer
he came to departure the more miserable Armand felt.
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He did not really want to make money——or even become ;-
a director. He wanted to go on with his beloved paint-
ing. And above all, oh, mon Dicu! mon Dicul he’
thought, above all, I want to look upon” Raine’s face: .
again! ' S
He fully realised that he was about to sever himself .
wholly from her. It was €ven going to be hard for him-to :
go up to Candella tomorrow, see all the work he had "
done there for the last time, and bid good-bye to his be-'
loved Adrienne de Chagny. : o
It had caused him many sleepless nights and much
deliberation before he took the serious step. But, as he-
had written to Raine, he felt it best that he should go. He
did not want her to feel any further bound to him. How _
well he knew that love, and even more so, pity, can be-
come remorseless chains—an emotional drag on the per-
son who could not return such feelings. In his modesty,
he believed that Raine still loved Clifford Culver. :
The thing that had finally decided him was the un-~
expected letter he had received from his English adver-
sary. A note had arrived from Clifford a few weeks ago.
Armand had said nothing about it to anybody, even the
Comtesse. Clifford had, of course, written that letter.out
of sheer malice and devilment. It was cunningly con-
trived to shake any belief that Armand had that he was
on the winning side where Raine was concerned. It had
been in a way friendly; Clifford had thanked Armand
for his ‘sympathetic acceptance of the situation’, and
_even apologised for the violence he had originally shown
him. But it had ended with a description of ‘the many let-
ters that poured from Rhodesia into his lap’. Raine wrote
almost daily; he said, and seemed eager to get back to
London to him again. So he felt it only fair to let Ar-

mand know that there was little hope left for him. The
letter had ended : . :

Of course this will not surprise you as you know Raine
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and I always loved each other before we were so brutally
separated. ° -

Those words had reduced Armand to a state of des-
pair, and been shattering for his morale. Afrf] since he
suffered from perhaps an almost foolish humility, he was
quite ready to believe that Raine wished to returm to her
eld love, and count kim, Armand, out. The letters he had
received from her had been charming—but never the
outpourings of 2 woman in love, So he had burnt his
boats and agreed to go to Canada. Here he was, only
forty-eight hours away from the Jong flight.

He had just found a snapshot of Raine which had fal-
i A R PR

—worn longer at that period—Dblowing m the breeze, on
the upper terrace at Candella, She was laughing (it
was the Raine he loved to sce} and the photograph must
have been taken before he knew her, or even before she
had met Ciifford Culver. She looked so much younger
and happier than Armand had ever known her.

1t was bitterly hard to realise that he would not see her
again, and must think of her in England, marrying a man
whom he could never Jike nor trust. But she seemed to
have made her choice. He knew one thing, there would
never be another woman for kins. He would go on loving
Raine until he died.

He put the little snapshot in the wallet which would
travel with him.

A less paignant and more unattractive memory of the
past had also been revived when he had feund a small
stydio portrait of Yvonue, when he turned out 2 cup-
board full of old papers He had consigned it to the
waste-paper Lasket. He could remember Yvonpe with
nothing but repugnance.

He had seen her once since her spiteful attack on him-
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, when she visited Candella. She had tried 1o make .
e with hun but in a few bitter, furious sentences
{ he had spoken more narshly to her than to anybody

his Yife—he told her exactly what he thought of . her,.
4 warned her t@ keep away from him in future. He had

ed : -
‘Fortunately you did not make as much mischief as you
oped for, 88 Mademoiselle Oliventt 15100 loyal and in-
egral 10 be easily turned from i ricndship.’ L
‘And he had given Yvonne no further chante ‘to_makc .
cenes. However: ¢he seemed 0 have resigned herself to
the fact that all was over between thenm for soon after-
wards, she sold the new business in Cannes and returncd
to Paris. ’ o
" Sop that unpleasant phese in his life was ended. - -
Strange how tired and ill he felt today, he reflected-
He must Y and snatch an ‘hour's siecp- The October -
afternoon was very close. The heat had not yet broken
and the countryside was ‘n need of Tain. Tonight he was
being given 2 farewell dinnel by M. Magon and his
family. He must Y and pull himsclf togethel> - o
o Mme Tourville kmnocked on the door. She came in with
an armiul of freshly laundered shirts and Jaid them %
- the bed. She sniffed, her eyes red-rimmed, as she regarded
. Armand. = B
) ‘Mais, ¢’est épouvantable." che said (she had been 52y~
 ing it for days). “The last washing 1 shall do for you,”
Monsieur Armand.’ - :
 Armand gave 2 faint smile and patted the plump
choulders of his landlady. )
“There! 1 shall write to you and when 1 retur to Can-

nes, 1 hope you will let me have MY old room again,’,he
murmured. 5

1‘\'1me Tourville wept audibly, @ black-edged handkt;.r
chief to her eyes. c

i ‘Ciolette weeps in the kitchen, 100. Ah, mon che? Mot
sieur, there are few gentlemen who have peen in th

240



house whom we have found so thoughtful and so kind,
and whom we shall rss so much.’

‘T shall mss you, too,’ he said, and looked around the
shabby but comfortable room knowing that he would in-
deed often wish himself back in this place. He would
even long for that familiar odour of garhe from
AMadame's kntchen and her excellent coffee m the mom-
ing; her maternal solicttude for lum, He had been here
so long. He had been a very lonely young man when he
had first come te Gannes, Here, too, he had dreaméd his
first dreams of Raine. Most nostalgic of al} was the bitter-
sweet memory of the eveming when in this very rogm he
had put on his white dinner-jacket, and prepared with
utter joy and 2 full heart, for the dinner that dvas to
celebrate his engagement. "

Madame regarded him slyly over her handkerchief.

“‘Monsieur has not heard from . . . la petste fille of the
Comtesse de Chagny?*

“Yes,’ said Armand and tumned away, ‘I had a Jetter
from Mademoiselle this morning. She will shortly be re-
turning to London.”

Not to Cannes?’ persisted Afadame. She, better than
most people, knew how this pauvre jeune homme had
suffered. L'amour had brought him no happiness—none
at all. He neither slept nor ate properly these days. He
was all bones, and his eyes were unnaturally big. Ahl it
was tragic, for he wasa saint |

‘Perhaps,’ she ventured, ‘you will enjoy Canada, Mor-
sieur. 1 shall pray for you * And now she broke into fresh
sobsand hastened from the room.

Her kindness, her obvious distress at losing him,
touched Armand deeply. He had been quite overcome
last night, too, when Adrienne de Chagny gave him as
a farewell present, a very beautiful gold-and-enamel
suff-box which had belonged to her husband—a
treasure from the Paris Exhibition of 1870. She had
thanked him for his devoted labours at Candella. His
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studio, she said, would be shut up, bgt ‘she hoped that'ir;;
future years—if she lived long enough—she WO}lld see.
him painting there again. SR

“You know, my dear boy, that I regret any part that I

. played in bringing pain into your life,’ she had enc_ied,‘
‘I had, perhaps, no right to encourage Raine to consider
marriage with you. But it was because I was so fond of.
you—because I roped! .. AR
‘I, too, hoped. And I .shall remember you with nothing
but deepest.respect and affection, Madame la Comtesse, .
he had broken in and kissed the blue-veined hand—al-
ways a little shaky these days—which.she held out.to’
him. . R ' - : -
Even Raine’s mother had thawed and shown a softer
side when Armand dined at Candella last night. She,
too, liad expressed her regret over what had taken place.
Less subtle than her French mother, she had remarked
quite frankly. that it was a disappointment to her that-he
* wasnot to be her son-in-law. T
, It had all been véry painful and not much use. The
curtain was coming down slowly but inexorably on this.
. episode in his life, he thought. There remained nothing
“but regret, and his undying love for his lost Raine.. .

. He packed the shirts that Mme Tourville had just’
laundered, then flung himself down on his bed, laced his’
fingers behind his head and shut his eyes. '

How his head throbbed ! and how restless he felt, how -
wretchedly indifferent to the life abroad that awaited

him. He found some tablets, took one, and -closed his
_ shutters. Then he lay down again, praying for sleep, "
Bug he only dozed. He had the ‘strongest and - most,
pecpllar conviction that Raine was here in this room . . .
ot thousands of miles away in Southern Rhodesia -, -

but here, looking at him with her wide ' -He:
heard her calling to him ; , ’ grex eyes.. »
‘Armand, Armand?’ a

 Yes, he could swear that he heard her. But he la‘ughed‘ ~
' 242 . :



iévely and told himself not to be an imbecile.
der’ll;x:‘en )ilxe actually slept for an hour, heavily and dream-
lessly. He was pulled out of that drugged sleep by the
voice of little Colette shrilly calling him : 5
“Afonsieus, Monsicur Armand . . . there is an urgent
Oy o -

© - .

3 note. It had been brought by the chauffeur from Can-
della, she said. A .

Armand opened it. He had recognised the handwrit-
[T A B T

1oy, Win JEUEL Was atluany {Tom Kaine herselt, And

Raine was not in Salisbury. She was in France. . . . Ske

was at Candella. There were only a few lines :

Uncle and I flew from Salisbury and landed in Nice
an hour ago, I must see you, Armand. Al kinds of things
have happened. I know things concerning Clifford that
2 wwas not aware of until 1 got here, But 1 cannot let you
20 to Canada before I have seen you. Please come. Tou-
Joursatoi, Raine.

Armaand rajsed his head. The sweat ran down s thin
fun-tanned face. He breathed like a man who has been
Tunning. He could scarcely think. But he fastened on that
intmate ending to her letter, written in his own
language.

‘h"l?oujouu & tof’, which in English means ‘Always for

e

Colette blinked at him.

“Therc isan answer, Monsieur?

Yes” he zaid, ‘there it an answer. Tell the chauffeur



men{ if he will kindly take 0% ":

that 1 will be ready m 2 mo
with him, because cold my o1 r yesterday. ,
«Qui, M sieuty <aid Colette: o
Then suddenlys to her am? ment and her rapt\i,re,'
ceized hef in b and Kis her oth cheeks: ¥
did the came ¥ Tourvilie wh come pant W
p the airs 0 i if he b good or b cws. An
s face «ps the face of an an 1 who s€¢s ven befor®
him.
ighe has €0 ¢ bac ) he said n ice O 1d excie
mront, 2 ademo‘xse“ Raine bas e back, Madamé
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Raine stood in the doorway looking around Armand’s
own particular studio while she waited for him to arrive.
She knew in her very bones that he would cotne. When
she had first reached Candella and been told by her
mother and grandmother that the young architect was
still in Cannes; not due to lease for forty-eight hours;
she had experienced the most exquisite relief.

All through the tedious hours of that long flight from
Salisbury she had been terrified that she might arrive too
late; on account of weather, accident, anything. There
was 5o little margin of tume left, and see Anmand she
must, before he set out for Canada

She could hardly believe that she was here even now.
With a sense of bewilderment she lookc(} around x{x:
. R T A A A DY
.

[ " . . a
been such a rush to pack and leave Rhodesia, and in a
fantastically short time, she was 1n Nice. She felt like 3
ghost returning here to haunt a beloved and longed-for
place. How much she had missed 1t all, she did not hnow
until she drove from the airpart and saw Candella on the
mountain-side, Then her heart had beatcn‘quickly and
her eyes filled with tears of joyful recogmtion. She was
kome and he could not be far away

She had found Candella unchanged except that Gam-
mére was a good deal better and stronger and her mmhcr‘
appeared to her to have grown more tolerant and™
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tionate towards her, They had rushed mto each others
arms as though they had never had 4 difference- of
opinion. Héléne and the rest of the staff -had come oul'.}
and wept as they greeted her. It was, ‘as Raine said to:
Great-Uncle Miles, as though she had been away for:
years instead of weeks. So touching of them all, and éven’
those two lazy wolf-hounds, Peleas and Melisande; wolke
up and bounded to her side and almost knocked her dmm 5
in their welcome, "
But here in the studio, she found thmgs sadly changed ;
Dust lay thickly. Helene had not come in to clean since’
Armand stopped using the chapel as a studio. His easelr
and stool were still here, and the high-backed chair i
which Raine had sat for her portrait. But the paintings.
he most treasured had been covered over, and the whole -
place had a forlorn, deserted air which struck a chxll at:
Raine’s heart. '
Quickly she moved forward, took away the dust shcetsf»:
and opened more of the shutters to allow in more light.-
There must be no gloom here today. She had told Héléne
to let Armand know where to find her. It never entered:

her head to suppose the car would return to St. Candel!e‘:

without him.
In her new state of certainty—that warm, glad ccr-j
ainty that she loved Armand more than she thought it
" ssible to love any man, and much more than she had .



1Blue lavender had been cut. The rendange was over.
T = last grapes had been gathered. Summer was end-
31 Only the wanath remained. The days of the mistral
X d cool winds were yet to come.
t She leaned her elbows on the window-sill and looked
®rn at Gammire's gacden, still very colourful, well
* atered and tended. She could see Gammeére siuing ina
:viped hammock under a canopy. Raine's mother and
incle sat on either side of the old lady. How wondesful
o know that Gammére had practically recovered from
the effects of that termifying strobe. Raine’s heart failed
at the memory of the night when she had seen Gammére
fall senscless across the dining-table. Then she feil to
thinking of the reason for it alf, and that sudden, dread-
ful ition from happ to tragedy—t Qlif-
ford had come here.

GCliffordf The very mame sent a sudden shudder
through Raine's lim figure. Her eyes narrowed and her
pulses jerked with the anger that must always be hers

now :“ lhe memnx) of him.,
O O Ty R (ST Y o 2

7‘

her from ruining her life. But they had been right.

Yet when she first left Sabsbury (how wonderful.
Great-Uncle Miles had been, in the way he arranged the
sudden departure and got those tickets!) she had been
filled with apprehension. She had {elt guilty because she
was breaking her promise to see Clifford, to give him 2
chance when she first returned from Rhodesia. She had
still felt that she owed Clifford some loyaity. And these
i had ined with h til they reached

Resop.

“Thtir fint stop in the journev had been Nairob: where
they had ¢hanged planes, then on 10 Rome. In Rome thev
had had to change agamn. This time the delay had been
Jong enough to permit them to spend a couple of hours
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in the city. Sir Miles knew Kome. As a young man he hag,
held a dxplomanc job at’the Legation. But’ Rajne h:\u'
never been to Ttaly before and took the opportumty to ‘t:

what little she could in 5o short a time. . . >

The splendour and beauty of Rome had c.\cxtcd hc.‘
imagination and made her long to returnwhen her mind
was Jess harassed. It was then that she ran into the I'm:—*
bournes—and Lilias. ’ i

A somewhat dejected and- bored Lxhas had Jt apv‘
peared, accompanied her father to Rome where he had
business connections, and .she was returning -to ; the
Riviera to complete - their holiday on the followmg d'ly
The two gxrls—-foxmcr débutantes and acquaintance
(they had never done moré than say ‘How do you do’ in
London)—came face to face in the lounge.of the Hom
Excelsior.

After the preliminary greetings (affab]e enounh)
Raine-—{feeling uncomfortable at meeting Lilias, was on
the point of making an excuse to walk on. But Lilias de-
© tained her and seemed anxious to chat. Anxious, also, tc
impress Raine whom, she knew, used to be a ‘girl friend
of Clifford’s—and to boast of her own conquest of thal
young man.

She persnaded Raine to take coffee and cakes with her,
and almost immediately brought up Clifford’s name. -
* Raine, continuing to feel awkward, discussed Chfforc
< cautiously.

‘Y haven’t seen him for a long time,’ she saxd

Here Lilias chose to become more confidential,

“You might as well Lnow—althoug,h Cliff and 1 don’
want it broadcast yet because my father insists on us wait:
ing *she said, ‘that CHff and I areterribly in love.’



course, most expensively dressed. But rather stupid and
she was never one of whom Raine could have made a
close friend. But what did Lilias mean by what she hed
Just said?

‘I don’t understand,’ began Raine,

Lilias thereupon made everything quite clear. She and
CHIT were secretly engaged, she confided, and she pulled
a letter from ber bag and Raine, with incredulous eyes,
recognised the handwriting and Listened while Lilias
proudly and rather pathetically d d its
‘CIif was frightfully fed up and longing to get her back
in London,’ she said. “Of course you wouldn't know, but
this hias been going on for ages. It started before the
Coronation. Then CIifT went over to Norway, fishing,
with Daddy and me, and my aunt, and it sort of settled
itself. Only Daddy won't agree to a wedding until I'm
of age.

Raine sat very still. It was as though a curtain had
been Bfted . . . 2 curtain of lies, deceit and pretence. Now
she could see quite clearly. And as Lilias chatted on,
apparently relieved to find someone in whom she could
confide, a good deal more of the truth was revealed to
Raine. She began to recognise Clifford for what he was; a
liar, a cheat, a heartless phitanderer. A fortune-hunter
« « . (that was what Mummy and Gammére had always
called him) . . . playing a game with Lilias and herself.
If he couldn’t get one, he meant to get the other; oh
yes ! it was plain now, and the dual affair had been going
on even when Raine had first been so madly in love with
him. Oh, how could he? How could any man behave so
abominably?

Raine heard Lilias’s high-pitched voice :

‘Laine, you aren’t shocked by all this, are you? I mean
+.+ T know you used to be rather keen on Chil. Everybody
thought so. And I'm not sure T wasn't a bit jealous of you
when 1 first started going out with Clifford but. ..

‘But there isn't the slightest need,’ Raine broke in, and
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set down her cup and-stood up, v(:xy stmxght ‘and cmlhng\
‘You won't tell anyone until you see the cng'zgcment
announce_d will you?’ :
No." .
‘Not even Cliff—unless you meet him and he tclls you, -
himself.’
‘I don't think,’ said Raine, ‘that I shall be seeing Clif-
ford.
Lilias, also standing up, cast a r'tther puzzled look at
the other girl.
*Where are you off to, by the way?’
‘To Fr'mce-—-b'lc.k to my gr'mdmothcr 5 home—wherc
1 hope, myself, to become engaged to the man I love,
Raine announced very slowly and clearly.
And as she had said those words, it was as though the
‘last cloud rolled away and left her standing in brilliant”
sunshine. With those clouds sped every-single regret,’
every feeling of remorse she had experienced about Clif-
ford. All that was left was pity for Lilias who still be-
lieved in him, Perhaps she ought to tell Lilias what'
Clifford was like—and wam her. On the other hand, it
was not her business to interfcre, Raine decided. And any-
how, if Lilias was so much in love, she wouldn’t hear a;
~word against him. That was how she, Raine, had once
behaved. That was how she had felt about that most
handsome and despicable of men. Poor Lilias must find
things out for herself ! Maybe if the marriage came off,
Clifford would repent and do her justice. Raine didn’t
care a jot what happened to him. That was certain. |
‘Will you wish me luck, Raine?’ Llhas asked her
" ‘CHff’s terribly attractive—isn’t he ?”

The corner of Raine's lips twisted. She bit them ag shc
answered.

“Yes—very. And, of course, I wish you luck Good bvc,
Lxhas .

When she had returned with her great- uhcle to the
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airport, sk2 ot 2 telammm o Leodme—to CoFerds
office. It was gtie hont bt ssemEeney.

Heze just met Lifes in Fome. I ghefl £ot Fe seeing
you again, Rzne, .

.\‘v'hat Clifford would think ard feal when be got that
wire she could imasrme; even though she micht never
know, for she did nct suppese that ClSord would have
the effrontery to write to ker 2gain after this,

Sohc.reshewz«_,we.‘xir,g for Armanyd with 1o regrets
and no interest in the past whatsoever. What 2 wonder-
ful thing! The fate that had seerned so wkind in the
past kad been en her ide this time. What could have
been more fortupare than tkat comeidental meeting in
Rome with poor Likas!

The golden silence of the October afternoon was
bm‘kcn suddenly by the sound of a car coming up the hill
Raine saw Héline carrying a tray out into the garden
where the others were waiting for tea

Raine, from her window, watched with bright, excited
eyes, the strip of roadway that she could just see be-
tween the trees, Then the caught sight of Gammére's car,
Annand would be in it. He must be.

She waited; listening to the sound of the vehiele draw-
ing nearer. Then to a commotion in the courtyard; the
scurrying and clucking of hens. The bleating of a goat.
"The slamming of a door.

She waited; her body beginning to tremble, and the
warnnth of expectancy flowing through all her vems.

She was not disappointed. The studio door opened,
and Armand walked in. Armard, as she had <«en han a
Jiundred times in the old days, weating caarse blue linen
trousers and an old sports shirt, with a colowied seart
knotted around his neck. He had not waited o o
properly, He had thrown on these thangsin his: " =7
to get hiere But this was how she liked him I»

251



some shock she noticed how painfully thin he had grown,
Those large dark eyes of his were almost too big for his
fine-drawn face. But he was deeply bronzed and at the
moment looked well enough with that-bright flush on
his cheeks. He, in turn, let hls ardent and delighted gaze
rest upon the beloved figure; Raine looked really well,”
he thought, and e\traordmanly beautiful. She had-
changed out of a travelling suit into one of her old well-
remembered cotton frocks. Her bare feet were in white
sandals. Those big gold ear-rings werc new and suited her
sun-bronzed skin, he thought. Oh, she was radiant—and
he drank in the s1ght of her as though his very soul was
famished.

They both seemed mcapable of speakmg fora <econd
feasting their gaze on each other. Then, lamely, Armand
said :

‘Welcome home, Raine, chére Raine. Comment ¢a va?’

‘T am well,’ she answered in his own language She
could not stop trembling. ‘Lt 10:?’ :

‘Very well, too,” he answered,

*I...had tosee you before you left I‘rance

He nodded

‘T got your note. T was astonished. I did not thmk you
would be back from Rhodesia so soon.’ :

-‘I did not Intend to come. Uncle and T were due to re-

« turn by sea. But I had to change that plan. I had to get
-back at once.’
- ‘Why? asked Armand with a hoarseness in his voice.

She put.a hand up to her throat. A pulse be'it in it
quite madly. She was so infinitely thankful to see him
standing here before her and to know that she was in
time, that it almost robbed her of the power to utter all
the thmgs which she had come these thousands of miles

- to say. She stammered :

‘I—had a letter from G'lmmere—tellmg e that 3ou
had takena _)Ob in Canada.’

‘That is so.” ;



\
his gaze
tumn from ber, She said ¢ )
'Qr was it because you wanted to get away from me?
He looked back at her quichly, with a shocked expres-
sion,
*Of course, T did not want to get away from you. But
I thought jt—best.” i
You mean you tooh it for granted that I bad decided
to matry Chifford?’
Ves.!

-

-~ of my letters?®
‘but I had a letter

‘From Chifford?”

Wes?

‘Saying what?'

‘Does it matter now?”

“Yes, it’s frightfully important. What did he say?*
Armand spread out his hands with a very French ges-
ture of deprecation.

" ‘Oh, he intimated that he was sure that you still loved
im.

‘Then,’ said Raine, in a ringing voice, ‘he made the
biggest mistake in his life, and you made one, Armand, *
1n believing him.

Armand caught his breath. -

“You mean it isn't true, That you are not going to
marry Clifford Culver.”

‘ am not* °

'Why, Raine—ahy?"

“Pecause Thappen to love somebody else whom very
muth want to marry.”

“Mon Dieu? said Armand under his breath, ‘you have

:ct so.mebody in Rhodesia—you have come back to tell
& S0
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Then Raine broke. into fow, excited laughter.. With
eyes shining, she walked tow1rds him, hands outstretched. .

‘Tu pnrlcs’ Oh, Armand, mon cher, mon trés cher
imbecile! It is you whom I lov e, and for the sccond time -
in my life I am going to ask you to marry me. ¥ cs—lJe{orc y
you go to Canada, so that you can take me. with' you. .
That is, if you want me still.’ s

He gave a cry and reaching her side, caught and hcld
her against him as though he would never let her £o.
again. Wordlessly, eyes shut, he held her to his heart,”
threading his fingers fcverxchlv through her hair, breath--
ing in the remembered beloved perfume of xt 'Ihcn hc ‘
said :. ‘ :

“AMon amour. Ah, Raine, Rainc, never lcave me again!
Never—for without you my life is nothing. Noﬂnnw at
all!

‘And mine is nothing without you, my darhng,’ she
. said in English.

He thounht that English. word ‘darhng the sweetest.
he had cver heard, He covcrcd her face and hands with |
Kisses, and then her lips. It seemed as though they could
not stop kissing as they stood there in the big empty.
studio, with their arms around cach other. And it was a
long time before they were able to speak quietly and Ar-
-mand learned what had happened to Raine, and of the

- meeting with Lilias in Rome. o

‘But-I knew it was you for me and you only, ]ong be-;
fore Lilias told me about Clifford, All that she did was
to help destroy any feeling of guilt I had concerning h)m
I know him now for what he really is.

‘I knew it a long time back—when I first met you in

* London,’ said Armand.

. > And now, at last, Raine learned hmv -Armand ,had
gone to Clifford’s office in London just before the Coro-
‘nation, and the consequences of that visit.

For a moment she was shocked into silence. She could

do nothing but touch'with her lips very teriderly, the eye

- 254



\

hat had been bruised in her defence Her ownweie i

vith tears. She whispered ¢ .

'You suffered all thall for me, and never sax‘d.a' ‘::mrti(i
v alove’

. - _ eyoy

mamie.'

She threw herself back into his arms with a deep sigh.
~"Oh, Armand, T have indeed come home to you and
Candefla... ) .

., *Will you want to come to Canada? Or shall I ask
Monsicur Magon to release me from the contracg?‘

*If 3t is good for your future, we ruust go. We will come
back here. We will have that to look forward to, dearest.”

e kissed each of her hands in turn.

] thank God for this hour. I thought 1 had Jost all—
but T have gained everything. It is almost too much.’

Tt was her turn to bend her head and kiss his hands,

‘T owe you that,’ she said. *You have been marvellous to
me right rom the beginning. Oh, do et us go out and
tell them all. They will be so pleased, particularly Gam-

mere, We will have such a celebration—and nothing
shall spoil it this time '

‘T must go back to Cannes and fetch that little sing
which I packed in my case only this morning. The ring

-, thatis still waiting for you.

3 'Oh, Armand, how lovely,’ she said, and rubbed her
cheek against his shoulder. “What a lovely, lovely even-
ngitisgoing tobe.

'.And there is something else I must do,’ added Armand
seriously, ‘T must speak to my durector. They have ar.
ranged 2 facewell dinner for me. 1 will ask Monsieur
Mngon if 'X may bring my fiancée with me, which 1 am
sure he will aiow. Then, if it is at all Ppossible, T will ash
him to delay my flight to Quebec by one week. 1 am
also sure he will arrange this because it is not vital that
1 should get there by the end of the week, I must bave
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fime 1o arrange our w eddmrT Raine. And-aftcr that— |
w el‘—«n will be as Lho%h we go'to C.xmd'z on our-honey-
moon.’ -

“That,’ saidd Raine, s ounds pcrfcct" :

Still with their arms around each other, they \v'ﬂl;ed:
through the stone corridor out of the monastery: mto the
sumhme

Adrienne de Chagny, sxttmg under the cool of the trecs
facing her herb garden, saw them coming, and lxnew th'tt«
all was well, and that her old heart could be at peacs]
'1Qam .t

They had found each other at Iast——Rame and AT
mand. Whatever happened and wherever they weht, one
day the young couple whom she loved so well wi ould come
back here together.

The future of Candella was assurcd







