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PART ONE

I THE LADY

_ MARYLDA WOKE RELUCTANTLY, and did not open

her eyes, for she was trying to recapture a confused but
happy dream in which she had not been lonely. In a mo-
ment or two she would have to ring for coffee, then pack her
overnight bag, pay the bill and drive on alone to Paris. She
was still as much alone as she had been at the end of the
war; more alone, for then she had believed that by hiding
her real identity she could find friends instead of the ac-
quaintances of an heiress. What had nearly two years of hard
work brought her? Nothing except an increasing sense of
futility: in future she would sign checks and leave more
efficient people to do the actual work of trying to help the
starving children of Europe. Now she was on her way back
to America, to become the rich Miss Blenkinsop again. Only
Grummie, her oldest trustee, would be really glad to see her,
and even he would be relieved that her experiment had
failed.

How long would it take her to reach Paris? She tried to
remember the name of the place where she was spending the
night. She had decided to drive until she was really tired,
for then it would be easier to sleep. Her head ached. Surely
she wasn’t going to be ill again? Not that she had been
really ill, but a bad bout of flu in Germany had made her
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accept Maizie’s invitation to spend a month in the villa near
Antibes, before going back to face the social racket she had
tried to escape. Maizie had found it amusing to pass off her
rich relation as some one who needed a free holiday, and
pretend that she had even paid for the clothes Marylda was
taking back with her on the Queen Mary.

She turmed over, and one of the pillows, square pillows
with goffered frills, slid off the bed and knocked over a
carafe on the table beside it. Water spread into a pool on
the carpet. Marylda stared at it. . . . It's an Aubusson. How
odd to find a real Aubusson in an hotel.

She sat up and her head ached so much that it made
her dizzy. She put her hand to her forehead and felt a wide
strip of sticking-plaster. How had she hurt her head? The
cuff of the long-sleeved nightgown fell back from her wrist.
How did she come to be wearing this extraordinary gar-
ment? How did she get here? This mature and beautiful
room couldn’t belong to an hotel. . . .

She lay back, trying to marshal her thoughts into orderly
sequences. Bourgoin . . . you had dinner in Bourgoin; soup,
and cold chicken, there was no point in ordering anything
interesting when you were eating alone. You intended to stay
at Autun, but this certainly isn’t the Hotel St. Louis. It
was raining before you reached Mécon and the windshield
wiper wasn’t working properly.

Her efforts to remember were interrupted by a tap on the
door which opened before she could answer. A maid, her
hair white as her lace-edged apron, her eyes black as her
neat alpaca dress, brought in a breakfast tray.

“Madame is feeling better after her sleep?” she inquired.

“Yes, thank you,” said Marylda, trying hard to remember
how she came to be receiving this hospitality. She was re-
lieved to find that she had not also forgotten her French.

The maid drew back the curtains and opened the shutters
of one of the three tall windows. “Madame perhaps finds
the light too strong? When the head has been hurt it is not
wise to strain the eyes.” She smiled. “But I can assure Ma-
dame there will be no scar; I have had experience in these
matters otherwise I should have insisted on summoning the
doctor last night in spite of Madame’s protests.”

She arranged the curtains to her satisfaction, drew for-
ward a screen so that there should be no suspicion of draft
from the window she permitted to remain open. Then from
a dressing-room, which led from the right side of the room,
she brought a brush and comb, hand-mirror and powder
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bowl and put them on the bedside table. They were of gold
with an elaborate coat of arms, and Marylda wondered how
she could discover most tactfully the name of her hostess.
Judging from the nightdress she must be old, and the coronet
belonged to a marquise.

“Madame la Marquise is very kind to take in a stranger.
Will you please convey to her my profound thanks until I
can give them in person?”

“Did I forget to tell you last night that Madame was away
in Morocco? When she comes home she will say, ‘Honorine,
I trust you gave every hospitality to our English guest.” She
would be most distressed if you did not tell us everything
you want. Madame is very fond of the English.”

Marylda was about to say she was American, but de-
cided it would be wiser to reserve explanations until she re-
membered more. She lay back and watched her set a coffee-
jug, a plate of rolls and a porcelain basket of strawberries
on a table by the fireplace. Why not beside the bed? How-
ever she had already been so attentive that it would be
churlish to ask for more . . . perhaps it was the custom of the
house not to breakfast in bed. A pair of walnut armoires
seemed oddly familiar until she realized she had seen their
equal in the Louvre. The maid opened one of them and took
out a rose-colored velvet bed jacket which she draped around
Marylda’s shoulders.

She stood back to regard the effect. “Madame is looking
beautiful . . . a little pale, but that is only to be expected,
and it is most becoming to one who has dark hair and so
white a skin. I will tell Monsieur that in a moment you will
be ready to receive him.”

She left the room before Marylda could think of a question
that might give her a clue as to who “Monsieur” might be.
Was he her host? Undoubtedly, for who else but some one
who obeyed a set of conventions no longer in ordinary use
would breakfast with an uninvited though somewhat bat-
tered guest? The old noblesse probably clung to the tradition
of social breakfasts, in memory of the spacious days when
the King and Queen summoned their courtiers to attend their
toilet. What would the marquis be like? Would a footman in
livery attend to pour the coffee; or was it in fact chocolate,
a more traditional beverage? Anyway this was an adventure,
and even breakfast with a bearded ancient was far more ro-
mantic than petit déjeuner alone in an hotel. How Grummie
would have enjoyed finding himself in a museum and being
the guest, even if uninvited, of one of the relicts of a dying
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civilization! How fortunate that he had taught her about
antique furniture: she would have a basis for conversation,
a chance to prove that some Americans had a knowledge of
European culture for which they were seldom given credit.

“Marylda,” she said severely, “you are enjoying yourself
for the first time in years. You are suffering from amnesia.
You have got yourself into a highly equivocal situation such
as Mr. Grummit predicted with all the pompous gloom of
the traditional trustee. You are about to encounter a complete
stranger—if he is not a complete stranger the situation may
be even more delicatel But instead of feeling the trepida-
tion suitable to a virgin of twenty-three in a foreign land,
you have no regrets except that a lipstick is not available. I
wish you knew whether ‘a moment’ really means an hour. Am
I expected to let the coffee grow cold, or is it presumed I
breakfast before receiving visitors?”

There was a knock on a door which until then she had not
noticed, for it betrayed its presence only by narrow cracks
which imperceptibly broke the pattern of poised shepherdess
and ambitious shepherd that composed the wallpaper.

She demanded a last hurried reassurance from the hand-
mirror and slid it under her pillow. “Entrez!” she called—
after all it was possible, though unlikely, that her host could
speak no English.

The door opened. A very tall young man, wearing a mag-
nificent brocade dressing-gown, hesitated on the threshhold.

“I apologize for butting in like this,” he said, “but they
think you're my wife.”

II THE LAIRD

THE YOUNG MAN went across to the table and began to pour
out the coffee. “Two lumps?” he asked, as though nothing
could be more usual than breakfasting with a complete
stranger who was presumed to be one’s wife.

“Two lumps,” said Marylda, “and black, unless it’s real
milk without skin or there’s a strainer.”

He inspected the contents of the silver jug. “Real milk, I
think, but no strainer. It may be wiser not to risk it if you
mind skin as much as I do.” He smiled. “It is fortunate we
already find a taste in common.”

He spread butter on a roll. “Jam? There is no marmalade
I'm afraid.”
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“Jam, but only half a roll. I'm not hungry this morning.”

He brought it to her and put the cup on the bedside table.
“Head aching?” he inquired.

“Only if I move it suddenly. I feel as though some one has
been trying to screw it off my neck, but no doubt it will
recover by the time I've had a bath.”

“No bath, they haven’t been able to light the boiler for
years—fuel shortage.”

“Of course,” said Marylda, “how stupid of me to forget.
Did you shave in cold water?”

“They brought me a copper can, and lent me this dressing-
gown.

“Pardon me if I display undue curiosity, but who are you
and how did we get here?”

“I'm Rowan Cairdrie. Don’t you remember?” He sounded
startled. “You seemed quite coherent, after you came around.
I found it most reassuring. When I camed you up the hill I
thought you were going to die on me.’

“That would have been a definite breach of manners! You
carried me up the hill? Would it be too much to ask what
hill, and why I had to be carried?”

“Well, you couldn’t walk, and there was no one about,
and it was raining hard. It seemed proper to take you to-
wards the only light I could see. You'd had a crack on the
head. Damn it, I'd walked five miles and the only car I saw
nearly ran over me when I tried to stop it.”

“How odd,” said Marylda, “perhaps the driver was drunk.”

“No, you weren’t drunk,” he said consolingly. “You tried
to draw up too fast and skidded into a stone wall.”

“How reassuring,” said Marylda a little coldly. “I hope I
dxd you no damage?”

“Not a bit, for when I saw you charging at me I did a neat
vault over the wall into a nettle-bed—never moved quicker
since I dodged a mortar bomb near Caen. I'm afraid your
car’s rather bent,” he added, “and the wall’s not so good
either.”

“This gets interesting,” said Marylda. “I appear to have
lost a car and gained a husband.”

“You must be concussed.” He looked at her with some
anxiety. “But you can remember all the essentials, can’t you?”

Marylda wondered what he meant and decided to explore
this unknown ground with caution.

“Not all of them,” she said with carefully feigned frank-
ness. “For instance, I forget why you were walking through
the rain in a rather remote part of France.”
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“When my car packed up I shoved it into a field and set
off to look for a garage or somewhere to sleep. I saw your
headlights and waved to vou to stop. When I climbed back
over the wall you were out cold and there was blood all
over your face. I couldn’t investigate much for I hadn’t a
torch.”

“It must have been annoyving,” she said, “to be landed with
a female juggernaut in unknown territory—or is the territory
in fact familiar?”

“Couldn’t know less about it. I've been staying near Valence
with a cousin. We drove down together, but he met some
people and decided to join up with them, and I wanted to
get back to Scotland.”

“So you are Scotch? You don’t talk with an accent.”

He looked a little embarrassed. “One doesn’t—at least not
if one goes to school in England. I was at Winchester.”

“I have heard there is a cathedral there.”

He laughed politely as though she had made a joke.

“You see I'm an American and ignorant of England,” she
explained.

He appeared to find this disconcerting. “But you have
practically no accent. I mean no one would know you were
American ...”

“Several of us don’t talk cut of the side of our mouths or
chew cigar-butts. You mustn’t judge us by the cinema.”

“I don’t,” he said hastily. “I hardly ever go. It’s not worth
driving to Inverness just to waste a couple of hours cooped
up in a stufly theater.”

“Do you know many Americans?”

“None!” he said vehemently. “I mean, that sounds aw-
fully rude, but . ..”

“We are not all barbarians,” she said kindly. “There are
some who have ceased to defend stockades against Red In-
dians, others who have not even a nodding acquaintance with
gangsters.”

He blushed, and in silence helped himself to strawberries.

“The French,” she remarked brightly, “are so delightfully
hospitable. Most people would have done no more than tele-
phone for a doctor or direct us to the nearest hospital.”

“There isn’t a telephone.”

“Then they could have sent some one with a message.”

“You kept on saying you didn’t want a doctor. And there
wasn’t really any one to send. There’s no one here except the
butler and his wife Honorine, who brought our breakfast.”

“But who owns all this?”
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“Madame la Marquise—I didn’t discover her name. Ap-
parently she is visiting her daughter in Morocco.”

“I hope she doesn’t come back and object to us occupying
her room—it might be a little awkward to explain. Or do you
think she would have been equally undismayed when you
walked in carrying my wet, and I gather somewhat bloody,
self? There are gaps in my memory of our arrival. What hap-
pened after you started carrying me towards the lightsP”

. “T crossed a field studded with stones over which I fre-
quently stumbled, and reached a lane. It is excessively steep
so I presume there must be an alternative route to the castle.
It is a castle rather than a chéteau; the outer walls must be
fifty feet high between the round towers. Fortunately the
gates were open, for I was in no mood for burglary and they
look strong enough to require dynamite.” He grinned. “I had
no dynamite.”

“An oversight which might occur to any one,” said Marylda
graciously. “I have neither an ice-axe nor an elephant gun—
one cannot make provision for everything. But don’t let me
interrupt.”

“We entered the outer courtyard, which I mistakenly ex-
pected to be paved or grassed. Apparently it is a formal gar-
den, for I tripped over low hedges which surround rose beds
of a particularly thorny variety.”

“You should have kept to the path,” said Marylda. “It was
too late at night to attempt a maze.”

“How right! I admit to being a trifle hurried. The hound
bayed with a certain intensity which suggested that an early
arrival at the house would be expedient.”

“What kind of hound? Fox, blood or wolf?”

“I think its ancestors must have had very catholic tastes:
size rather than quality was their slogan and in the fitful
moonlight it appeared not much smaller than a donkey.” He
got up to make her a formal bow. “I may claim sufficient
discernment not to have considered throwing you as a sop
to Cerberus.”

“The salvaged collop is more than gratefull Did you kill
the poor dog?” .

“Fortunately no hostile gesture was required. As it was
obviously impractical to outdistance him, I made suitable
noises, hoping that he would successfully translate them into
the local idiom. To my intense relief he proceeded to display
a slobbering geniality. This sagacious if inadequate watch-
dog then led us to the front door, which opens on an inner-
courtyard, and barked until I heard the bolts being drawn.”

13



“An embarrassing moment.”

“It was! I stood there trying to think of a suitable opening
sentence but as usual in a crisis my French deserted me.
You remained unconscious, blood trickled from your scalp on
to the steps, the dog sat beside us like a good gun-dog wait-
ing to retrieve.”

“The door opened, and . . .” prompted Marylda.

“Disclosed an ancient retainer wearing corduroy trousers
and a coat of livery, red with silver buttons and braid. No
doubt he had dressed somewhat hurriedly. In his right hand
he held a revolver, in the other a candle—to be exact two
candles in a silver stick.”

“Prepared for the reception of either guests or burglars,
the costume en tout cas, like the parasols which can serve as
umbrellas in a sudden shower. I trust he realized the re-
volver was redundant?”

“When he saw the dog was acting as our guide he hastily
thrust his weapon into a pocket of his tailcoat and ushered
us into the hall. He gave some order to the dog which caused
it to lope off down a cavernous passage, and then insisted on
taking your feet while I kept a firm hold of your shoulders.
An unsatisfactory method, for you sagged like a hummock,
until we laid you out on a couch.”

“I was still unconscious?”

“Out like a light, but your pulse wasn’t bad.”

“One is reassured; but the state is not becoming.”

“You didn’t snore—only breathed heavily. The retainer
brought brandy, but I didn’t give you any—it’s not wise when
one’s been knocked out.”

“I hope you had some yourself,” she said hospitably.

“I did—about half a pint, which I think slightly shocked
the old boy. You're not really heavy, but the hill is exceed-
ingly steep.”

“What then?”

“I tried to make him understand that there.had been an
accident and you required a doctor, but either he’s stone
deaf, or gaga, or both; for all he did was to say that every-
thing here belonged to the English and that we were quite
safe and would be hidden until we passed on to the next
station.”

“Underground—this must be one of the ‘safe houses” where
the English, and the Americans, were hidden during the war.”

“Correct: I found that out from Honorine. Apparently her
husband, whose name is Torbayon, is a bit hazy about time
and apt to think the war’s still on. She had nursed several of
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our people who had been shot up or made a bad landing,
and she insisted that you were not seriously hurt and would
be all right in a few days. You came around then, while she
was washing your face . . . so you know the rest.”

It was obviously no use to hedge. “Candidly I don’t re-
member anying until Honorine brought in the breakfast.”

“You don’t remember anything?”

“No, does it matter?”

“Well, it'’s a bit awkward.” He paused and then said re-
assuringly, “Of course it doesn’t matter, don’t give it another
thought,” and before she could ask any questions, he added,
“I'll go and get dressed, if Torbayon has brought my clothes
back; he lent me this dressing-gown while they were being
dried.”

Marylda was not pleased at being left so abruptly, and
decided that it would be as well if this extraordinarily at-
tractive young man could be made to lose some of the self-
possession that she found impossible to share.

III NO EXCITEMENTS

THERE WERE STILL five cigarettes in Rowan’s case, but in-
stead of going back to offer one to Marylda he decided that
first he required time to think how much she need be told.
He did not want to cause her unnecessary embarrassment,
but if he lied it would be awkward if she suddenly regained
her memory. Damn it, what else could he have done? She
had seemed quite coherent. She had not even winced when
Honorine insisted on dabbing iodine on the cut and pulling
the edges together with sticking-plaster. Torbayon had
brought a bowl of broth and then gone upstairs with his wife
to light a fire and make up the beds.

Marylda had drunk most of the soup and kept on assuring
him that she was perfectly all right and did not need a doc-
tor. She had tried to walk upstairs and then had to admit
she was too shaky, so he had carried her: when he told her to
put her arms around his neck, so that he wouldn’t jolt her,
she had seemed to think it perfectly natural. Honorine had
put hot-water bottles in the bed and laid out a nightdress, a
voluminous garment with tucks and lace and little buttons at
the neck and wrists. Of course he thought she would stay to
look after Marylda. He had been an ass not to explain that
the accident included meeting Marylda for the first time, but
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he had been too concerned about her to embark on explana-
tions, especially in French.

How could he have expected Honorine to say, “It is better
when one is a little confused to be alone with some one
familiar. Monsieur’s room is next door. I will leave Madame
now, for she will be safe in the care of her husband,” and to
leave the room before he had time to protest?

Marylda had started to apologize for being a nuisance. He
ought to have realized that being repetitive was a symptom
of concussion. But he had to make sure she took off her wet
clothes, for her teeth had begun to chatter with cold. He
tried to make her promise that she would undress and get
into bed the moment he left the room. Perhaps he sounded
impatient instead of desperately worried about her, for when
she bent forward to unlace her shoes she said like a child,
“My head hurts, and I'm so cold I can’t think properly . . .
oh please forgive me for being such a nuisance . . . please
don’t be cross.”

So what else could he do but take off her clothes and
wrap her in a blanket and sit with her on his lap by the fire?
She hadn’t seemed to mind anything except that she cried,
so he had told her an entirely imaginary story about how he
had been bomb-happy in Italy and wept on the shoulder of
his sergeant-major.

She had said, “You have a very comforting shoulder,” and
so he had told her not to waste it. Then she had cried a little
more and laughed at the same time, but this was only be-
cause she was beginning to relax, not through hysteria . . . or
if there was a shade of hysteria it was only a very natural
reaction.

He didn’t know much about her, except it was obvious
she had been terribly lonely, because she had said, “I haven’t
cried on any one since 1 was seven, I'm twenty-three now so
that makes sixteen years of not letting any one know what I
really feel.”

So he had kissed her, for why let her go on being lonely a
moment longer than was necessary? She had fallen asleep
suddenly, like a small child or a puppy. It had been rather
difficult putting a nightgown on without waking her; he had
had to leave some of the buttons undone. She woke only
when he tucked the bedclothes around her. Surely she must
remember kissing him good night?

While he dressed he considered a plan of action. Unfor-
tunate, very, that Marylda wasn’t Scottish, for Georgina was
ridiculously prejudiced against Americans. But he was tired
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of being the docile grandson of Georgina, so she would have
to stop disapproving of Americans. How could Marylda help
being born in the same country that had bred his grandfather’s
first wife, the heiress who had brought disaster to Cloud and
of whom Georgina had always been jealous?

Georgina would also be difficult because of Janet, the
cousin he had been expected to marry . . . a good sort Janet,
but not at all the kind of woman he had secretly hoped to
find. Well now he had found her, and proved that the tra-
dition of love at first sight could be maintained by a hard-
headed Scot!

Come to that, he was practically married already; for un-
der the old Scottish law it was sufficient for a man and
woman to declare before two witnesses that they were man
and wife. Was Marylda already married? Georgina would be
even more annoyed if there had to be a divorce.

It was typical of Sir Rowan Cairdrie, fourteenth baronet
and twenty-third laird of a small but belligerent clan, that it
never occurred to him after finding his lady that she might
object to being carried off to Castle Cloud.

People who tried to come between them would require
sympathy; if they were masculine they might also require
hospitalization. He almost hoped that Marylda had a hus-
band who must be vanquished or at least a couple of suitably
disagreeable brothers. There are few aspects of chivalry which
the true Highlander does not cherish in his heart.

He wondered if Marylda liked fishing? If not, he would_
teach her, and the first salmon she caught would be stuffed
and hung in the gun-room at Cloud. A tap on the door broke
the thread of this pleasant anticipation. Honorine entered
and announced, “Doctor Chavaigne is with Madame. I sent
a message to him by the postman.”

Rowan abruptly returned to immediate realities, and si-
lently cursed himself for not having foreseen this complica-
tion. He had forgotten that Marylda had amnesia. Was it
possible that she might also have forgotten that they were in
love with each other? Perhaps she had told the doctor they
had met only last night. He might insist on her going to the
hospital. Relations might appear and try to take charge of her,
try to keep them apart. . ..

“Monsieur must not alarm himself,” said Honorine kindly.
“Monsieur le Docteur will, I feel sure, tell him that in a few
days Madame will be herself again.”

She opened the communicating door, and Rowan saw a
small man with a gray, pointed beard standing beside Ma-
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rylda, who was rendered speechless by a thermometer. The
doctor looked up and gave a formal bow.

“How do you do?” said Rowan, trying to get some clue
from Marylda’s expression as to his role. Could he ask her
or did the doctor speak English?

The doctor removed the thermometer and gave a little
cluck of satisfaction. “There is no fever,” he said happily. “In
these cases the fever is an indication that all is not as it
should be.”

Damn, thought Rowan, he does speak English. Now what
do I say? He gestured to Marylda behind the doctor’s back,
trying to tell her to take the initiative.

She lay back on the pillows, a smile lurking at the corners
of her mouth.

“How is her pulse?” said Rowan, playing for time.

“Pulse?”

Rowan thumped his chest and then pointed to his wrist.
“Pulse,” he said more loudly as though emphasis would make
his meaning clear. :

“Ah, that too is good.” The doctor beamed: it was seldom
he had so pleasant a duty as to reassure such a handsome
and no doubt gallant young man.

“Her head?” Rowan pointed to his own to remove any
doubt. “Her head is good too?” adding to himself, “Stop
speaking pidgin English, you fool!”

“We must be careful for the head. Two, three days of com-
plete quiet—with such injuries there can be complications.
Yes, complications,” he repeated. “They must be watched or
bad headaches, and worse tkings, may follow.”

“It would be unwise to move her?” said Rowan hopefully.

“It would be a folly! Madame la Marquise would be deso-
lated if you were to go away before I give permission.” He
chuckled. “Madame la Marquise and I always consulted be-
fore one of her unexpected guests could leave the Chéiteau
in safety. Her hospitality to the English does not cease with
the war. They did so much to give back France to us, are
not our houses always open to them?”

“It’s very good of you,” said Rowan formally. “I am sure
we appreciate it most sincerely.” He sounded so much like the
captain of a cricket side receiving a cup that he lapsed into
silence. He decided Marylda was laughing at him. Why
didn’t she give him a lead? She hadn’t, so he would take the
initiative and leave the explanations to her if he made things

difficult.
“My wife,” he said, “is sometimes disobedient. You must
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tell me what she may do, or else I shall not be sure she is
carrying out your instructions.”

“With our wives we must be firm—they are so charming
and at times so careless of their health!” exclaimed the little
man.

If Rowan thought he had scored, Marylda was not going
to let him know she agreed.

“But Monsieur, you must impress on my husband that I
may not be bullied. He is at times a little impatient. I know

it is only a way of hiding his anxiety for me, but . . .” She
gave a delicate shrug suggesting burdens endured without
complaint.

The doctor bristled. “But Monsieur, I insist that Madame
is treated with the utmost consideration. She must be in-
dulged in every way, her slightest wish must be your law.”

“You are so kind,” murmured Marylda. “I know he will
listen to you—I shall thank you properly when I am less
fatigued.”

The doctor drew the curtains across the window. “It is well
that you should try to sleep now. If the head pains, you will
take the little sedative 1 have left for you.” He turned to
Rowan. “Perhaps Monsieur will come down to the car with
me?”

The butler was waiting for them in the hall, holding a
silver tray on which were a decanter and two glasses.

“Torbayon never forgets,” said the doctor contentedly. “A
glass of Beaujolais is excellent for the constitution.” He prod-
ded Rowan with a brisk finger. “One understands that you
and your most charming wife have had a little disagreement.
Even at seventy one remembers what it is to be newly mar-
ried, but for a few days there must be no excitement! No
quarrels, and above all no reconciliations. I make myself
clear?” ,

“Perfectly,” said Rowan, cursing the embarrassment which
he was unable to conceal.

“An admirable wine; a little young, but one must not com-
plain in these days,” said the doctor, convinced that he had
done his duty.

With quick, short steps which made him look as though
he had springs concealed in the heels of his old but still
dapper cloth-topped boots, he went down the wide steps.
Rowan followed him across the inner courtyard, through the
formal garden where a broken rose bush marked his earlier
progress, to the ancient Peugeot outside the great gate.
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The doctor started the engine and leaned out to deliver
his final instructions. “I shall visit Madame before the end
of the week. But meanwhile, no excitements!”

IV TEAM WORK

RowaN wATCHED the car rattle down the avenue of giant
plane trees. He turned back to see Honorine picking herbs
in a narrow garden adjoining the massive gate house. “To
flavor soup for Madame,” she said. “For lunch she shall also
have an omelette. Madame is sleeping now?”

“Madame is sleeping and must not be disturbed. When
she wakes, please tell her that I have gone for a walk and
shall not be back until after lunch.”

Honorine looked surprised. Certainly the English were at
times difficult to understand. Why go for a walk when natural
anxiety should keep him at his wife’s bedside?

“Madame will be well looked after by me, you may rest
assured,” she said with thinly disguised reproof.

Madame needs a thorough spanking, thought Rowan, but
it must wait, for there was just a chance that the ridiculous
little doctor knew his job.

He looked so depressed that Honorine relented. “There is
a garage in the village,” she said. “No doubt it may be
necessary to arrange repairs to the car. The postman says it
appears to be enormously damaged. But the luggage is safe;
it has been brought up to the house. If Monsieur gives me the
keys I will unpack.”

Mayrlda’s luggage. How could he explain why there were
none of his things in the car? He pretended to search his
pockets. “The keys must have lost themselves last night. I
will look for them. . . . I shall go to the village, to the garage.”

He set off briskly before she had time to make any other
awkward suggestions. Now what should he do? Marylda’s
car could be towed to the garage, but how to prevent any
one knowing that there were two cars? If only he had
thought of it sooner they could have made up a story that
they were driving the second car for a friend. Marylda’s
name would be on her car papers. Could he pretend they had
married in France and forgotten to alter the documents? Or
was it illegal to use your maiden name? After a smash would
they—“they” being a faceless battery of bureaucrats—insist
on examining passports?
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Anyway, he must try to keep the two cars separate. It
would mean taking Marylda’s to the local garage and getting
his to a town in the opposite direction.

A boy of about fourteen sat on the damaged wall re-
garding the Citréen with interest. “The car has injured her-
self,” he remarked politely.

“Evidently.” Rowan was in no mood for idle pleasantries.

“It should go to the garage,” said the boy, as one stating
a rare and unlikely truth.

“You would no doubt like to push it there!” said Rowan.

“The car is too heavy. The lorry which picks up cars is
broken. Mimi and Auguste are required.

“Mimi and Auguste?”

“The oxen of the Chateau. I, Pierre, have informed them
that they are to be docile.”

Rowan’s view of his companion underwent a rapid change.
Here was no idle spectator intent on making idiotic sugges-
tions, but a potential ally, rich in local knowledge.

“The garage is far, many kilometers?”

“Three kilometers,” said. Pierre, “unless the day is very
hot, and then it appears farther. It is also sometimes a greater
distance in very cold weather.” He looked up at the clear
sky. “But today it will be three kilometers exactly.”

“Three is agreeable to Mimi and Auguste? We may bor-
row them without permission?”

“But certainly,” said Pierre. “My grandmother says that
you are the guests of the Chateau. My grandmother lives at
the farm and does the laundry, unless her rheumatism is
very bad.”

“We will collect the oxen,” Rowan said, now restored to
good humor. “Ropes will also be of use.”

“A chain will be better,” said Pierre. “I have already bor-
rowed one from the blacksmith.”

Only some one who has tried to attach a car to a pair of
uncooperative oxen can fully understand the niceties of the
problem. Fortunately the steering was not entirely inert or
there could have been no fruitful outcome of the expedition.
But it was past noon when they reached the village, and
Rowan saw the harbor beacon of a rusty petrol pump. The
garage was closed, and no one came when he banged on the
locked doors.

“But, Monsieur, it is after twelve,” said Pierre, for the first
time displaying surprise at his companion’s behavior. “Natu-
rally there will be no one here until two o’clock,” adding
hopefully, “every one is at déjeuner between twelve and two.”
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Rowan was not slow to take the hint: he too was hungry,
and had acquired a thirst it would be ascetic to ignore.

“We will lunch together,” he said. “An expedition such as
we are achieving requires proper attention to the welfare of
its soldiers. Napoleon rightly insisted that an army marches
on its stomach.” ,

“Napoleon was a great man,” agreed Pierre. He scrabbled
the dust with a bare toe, searching for words which would
be suitable to a comrade in arms and yet not appear acquisi-
tive. “We could drink beer at the Cheval Blanec, and they
will sell us soup and bread. It is usual to bring something to
eat with the bread, such as a piece of sausage. I was foolish
not to ask my grandmother to provide us with something for
our journey.”

Rowan took his cue. “Undoubtedly this is one of the oc-
casions which demand celebration. There must be a restau-
rant in which we could pass the next two hours in pleasur-
able contemplation of one of the glories of France which will
soon return to us all.”

“Monsieur means that he would like to eat well, and will
not mind that it will be expensive?” said Pierre, excitement
vying with the desire to appear disinterested.

“We must both eat well; today we shall not concern our-
selves with the amount of money which must pass to pro-
vide us with our requirements.”

Pierre turned a cartwheel and then blushed at his display
of exuberance. “There is a hotel, a large and famous hotel,
outside the village,” he said formally. “Foreign motor cars go
there, with the very rich.” He looked anxiously down at his
faded blue dungarees. “I do not look like the people who go
there—they wear fur coats, and rings.”

If Madame la Patronne of the Chapon Fin was momen-
tarily dismayed when a young man, wearing a jacket of Harris
tweed and gray flannel trousers which had a large tear in one
knee, accompanied by a bare-foot boy, rode into the court-
vard of her hotel on oxen, she concealed it immediately. She
recognized the English accent of her elder guest. It was ob-
vious that he did not need to advertise his right to command
the best service. Like the French aristo, the English milord
could no longer afford a large motor car such as was neces-
sary to vulgarians: he had the “air” and she the wit to recog-
nize it.

“One always attends first to the faithful steeds,” said
Rowan, and before entering the hotel they led Mimi and
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Auguste to the stableyard and saw them provided with an
armful of hay and an apéritif of turnips.

Madame la Patronne hurried to the kitchen. “You will do
the best the house can provide,” she announced to the chef,
for on this important occasion she must think of him only
as the chef, not as her nephew who had displayed an apti-
tude for cooking. “We have guests of the first quality. An
English milord who is so rich that he can afford to ride an
ox. He will undoubtedly possess a palate.”

“The pdté,” said the chef, “which was too good to waste
on the barbarians who pollute the dining-room. We have
four trout which Marcelle caught only two hours ago—truite
meuniére, and their skins shall be a miracle of crispness!” He
looked at his aunt with sudden authority. “You say it is an
occasion. In the cupboard beside your bed is a bottle of
Grand Marnier, no more than half-empty. Give it to me and
I will create a soufflé to the honor of France!l I shall also
require seven eggs—no, eight. The artist must not be cur-
tailed by circumstancel Eight eggs, it is understood?”

“Eight eggs and the Grand Marnier,” agreed his aunt with
a proper humility he rejoiced to hear. L

Madame replaced the faded marigolds on the window
table with a vase of plumbago hastily gathered from the
south wall of the garden. The occupants of the glossy De-
lages who had paused here on their way to Paris from
the Cote d’Azur, nudged each other: evidently people of im-
portance had also decided to lunch at the inn they had so
fortunately discovered. Two professional cyclists ran a quick
comb through their brilliantined curls and adjusted their gold
signet rings. Rowan and Pierre entered and were bowed to
their table amidst curiosity which only native politeness could
conceal.

“Madame has perhaps an old bottle, which would be a
worthy companion to the meal whose choice we leave en-
tirely to her?” said Rowan.

If any more was required to give Pierre a hero of which
he would dream it was this. But there was more to come.
Rowan poured out the Moulin 4 Vent and waited for Pierre
to pronounce upon it before he gave his verdict.

Pierre would have sniffed his wine with greater confidence
had he known that Rowan was in imagination also fourteen
years old, tasting for the first time pot- -still whisky in a croft-
er’s cottage. His host on that occasion was a poacher, a hero
who could catch a salmon in dead water, who could shoot
a capercailzie by moonlight, to bury her in ‘the earth until she
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lost the flavor of pine needles and was ready to be cooked

on a brush fire in the hide of a stone wall on the mountain
that guarded Castle Cloud.

V FACADE

WHEN HoNomiNE brought in the tray, Marylda felt sharp
disappointment at seeing only one bowl of soup, one plate
beside the covered dish, one wineglass.

“Monsieur has already lunched?”

“One can only hope so,” said Honorine. “He has taken the
car to the garage. With foolishness I forgot to advise him that
he will eat well only at the Chapon Fin, which is beyond the
village.”

“Monsieur looks after himself very well,” said Marylda,
“one need have no anxiety.”

“We must hope he looks after himself better than he does
after Madame’s keys! He tells me they are lost in the field. A
search has been made but as yet without success. Torbayon
has a box of keys, perhaps we could find one to fit your suit-
cases?”

Marylda was about to say, “But the keys are in my bag—
you brought it up with the suitcases,” when she realized why
this added complication was necessary. Even a Frenchwoman
would not be able to demand every inch of space in the mari-
tal luggage. Perhaps Rowan could pretend that he had left a
suitcase behind—should she plant this story or leave it to
him?

“It would not please him if he has found the keys to dis-
cover we have managed without them.”

Honorine smiled. “Ah, Madame is wise, she knows already
that men are disappointed as children if one does not admire
their little successes!”

“One humors them,” said Marylda, hoping she gave the
correct impression of indulgence suitable to a bride. Was she
supposed to be a bride, or had Rowan embarked on further
embroidery and endowed them with several children? What
other details had they overlooked? The weddingring! Surely
Honorine must have noticed she was not wearing one.

She paused with a piece of omelette poised on the fork.
“It will be good for Monsieur if he does not find the keys.
Only yesterday he was most unsympathetic when 1 suffered
a sad loss. He said I was careless. He was angry instead of
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trying to comfort me! How should I have guessed the basin
had no strainer under the plug? How could I be blamed for
what after all is a concern of the plumber?”

“Assuredly it was not Madame’s fault!” exclaimed Honorine,
mystified but eager with sympathy. “One knows that plumb-
ers are idle incompetents. What my niece suffered when they
installed a cabinet at her hotel is beyond imagination! First
no water, then a flood which destroyed the trousers of the
first guest to pull the chain. It was a disaster of the first
order!”

Marylda would have liked to hear further details, but
thought it necessary to lead the conversation back to the
point for which it had been originally designed.

“I left my ring on the basin and it fell into the water and
was swept away. Imagine my feelings and how I longed for
comfort instead of a scolding.”

“Monsieur must have been angry because you took off
your weddingring. It is known to be unlucky.” She held out
her hand. “Look, mine has not been off my finger for nearly
forty-three years and now, it is so tight that I could not re-
move it even if I wished.”

“He insisted on giving me a diamond weddingring,” said
Marylda hastily. “I tried to explain that I preferred gold, but
you know how difficult men are when they get an idea, how-
ever foolish, into their heads!”

“Then the fault is his entirely and I shall tell him so!” said
Honorine, delighted. “There is an excellent jeweler in Macon.
Tomorrow Torbayon must go to Micon to make certain pur-
chases. Monsieur can go with him in the carriage and buy a
new ring. It is not proper that you should not wear one, for
instance it might lead certain people to have unworthy
thoughts—not of course those people who have eyes in their
heads, but there are those whose minds are little better than
manure-heaps!” :

She picked up the tray. “I shall explain to Monsieur that
he must guard you better. It is one thing to drive you into a
wall, with a car anything can happen. But the ring,” she
made a sound indicating pungent disapproval, “that is not
to be tolerated!”

Marylda contained her laughter until the door had closed.
That was a fast one! Will Rowan be quick enough not to miss
his cue if she lies in wait for him? She obviously noticed I
wasn't wearing a ring and had decided to be tolerant—now
she feels guilty for having unjust suspicions! Dear Honorine,
we must never let her know we’ve deliberately deceived her.
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What are we going to do about the luggage? Why did Rowan
go off before we could make a proper plan? The doctor told
him I mustn’t be allowed to fuss, so it was most inconsiderate
to leave me alone all day.

“You appear to be gaining all the less attractive habits of
a wife,” she said severely. “You have invented stories to gain
sympathy against your husband. Now you are rehearsing
a typical scene of the confirmed nagger. If you go on like this
you will probably remain a spinster.”

This prospect now seemed appalling. Yesterday she had
no intention of marrying any one, but now her outlook had
undergone a drastic change.

You had better start learning not to be so bossy. It won’t
be easy after two years of acting the competent executive,
and much previous experience as the spoiled darling of what
is usually described as café society. At least all the trouble
of changing your name to Lovell, so that you could have
a chance of being a person instead of the owmer of the
Blenkinsop millions, hasn’t been wasted. But to play safe, you
had better maintain the deception until you are quite sure
of him—for he might be too proud to marry an heiress.

What shall your income be? What do people live on with-
out being at all rich? Ten thousand dollars, or is that too
much? You had better have no income, only a little capital
which you have been spending—that will explain your clothes.
Or shall your clothes be cast-offs from a cousin? There is
something rather touching about being a poor relation.

No, that will involve more explanations. I borrowed the
name Lovell from Nannie, so she can be my aunt: then I
shan’t get muddled if I have to talk about my background.
I will give her a brother who can father me. I had better be
an orphan, which after all is quite true—there is no point in
inventing unnecessary lies.

What was my father? A soldier killed in the first world
war? She giggled. Hardly, considering that I wasn’t born
until 1924! Miss Lovell’s niece, brought up in a cottage in
Maine, wouldn’t be able to speak French. How can I hide the
English governess and the dreary French Mademoiselles who
educated me with such determination?

Father shall be a college professor: he taught languages.
What college? One which is very obscure, though Rowan
probably hasn’t heard of any except Harvard and Yale, and
possibly Princeton. Mother died of typhoid when I was eight
—Father in 1943: better stick to 