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I

IT WAS the big night of the year at St. Martha’s Hospital—the night of the annual dance.

Glynis had attended three so far in her young life, and had thoroughly enjoyed them. Tonight’s dance she did not enjoy—she felt too unsettled and worried.

While she was dancing with the grey-haired lung specialist, Popham Gray, he said:

“You look extremely pretty tonight, my dear, if a man old enough to be your grandfather may say so, but depressed. What’s wrong?”

Her reply had been the classic one when a girl didn’t want a man to think she was thinking about a man.

“Nothing.”

To cover her confusion and an innate shyness which was painfully acute and almost ineradicable, she then tried to add the explanation that she was just a bit ‘tired’. Then he laughed and said:

“Steve working you too hard, eh?”

That had reduced her to silence. She always felt silent at the thought of her employer. The famous, the wonderful, the handsome and wholly successful Steven Grant-Tally, M.D., F.R.C.S. Glynis was his receptionist and personal secretary.

She thought, as she stood alone by the palms behind which a hired band was playing, that the fact that all women ‘fell’ so easily for Steve was frightening. Instead of making him seem more attractive, which was, perhaps, the normal reaction, it scared her. And having closely worked with him now for twelve months—getting to know him so well—she was even more frightened of falling in love with him.

There was little guile in Glynis. Hers was a frank and simple character with only one complexity—that queer alarm which very clever successful people aroused in her. While she admired them from afar, she doubted their sincerity—their ability to live as ordinary people. And, above all, Glynis, herself, believed in ordinary people, and the simple lives they led. Immense glamour was in her opinion something to be seen in a film or be read about in a book but to be avoided in everyday existence.

Yet the goddess Glamour held a stubborn halo over her head. She had very real beauty. And it was a natural beauty that made men draw in their breath and women long to possess that exquisite skin, that slim supple figure, those eyes that were more green than hazel under the longest of sweeping lashes. Her close-cut hair had the burnt gold colour of sun on corn. Despite the ‘gamine’ cut, it waved thickly, and one lock had a habit of falling charmingly across her brow. She kept pushing it back with slim nervous fingers.

She saw a tall, red-headed young man striding across the dance floor in her direction and made a hasty exit. She was very fond of Robin Gellow. He was a house doctor here. He had fallen very considerably in love with Glynis when she first came to St. Martha’s as a probationer three years ago. He seemed to offer what she needed in a man. Nice looks and common sense. Robin was steady-going as a rock. Why then hadn’t she fallen in love with him? There was only one answer: that he wasn’t her man. Life was a real enigma, madly irritating, and love was very illogical, Glynis soliloquized, as she rather heartlessly avoided Robin.

In the refreshment room she found her employer munching a sandwich, holding a mug of his favourite lager in one hand. He was talking to a stout lady with grey hair, wearing magnificent diamonds. Glynis recognized her as Lady Cookson-Reece, one of the wealthiest of Steve’s private patients who had first come under his wing when brought to St. Martha’s after a car accident. Since then she had patronized the hospital, endowed beds and treated them royally.

But the very sight of Steve with the fabulous old Countess (American-born and left with a fortune by a Chicago pork-canning father) depressed Glynis. Just another facet on Steve’s character, she thought; the way he pandered to the rich and manœuvred himself into the homes and hearts of his other well-to-do patients. His egotism. His superb belief in himself and that what he did was always right. His ambition to go up—up, up the ladder of fame. It seemed to suit him. He looked ridiculously young and happy for so brilliant a surgeon.

He had performed some of the most wonderful operations seen in St. Martha’s since his uncle’s time. The senior men here all said that young Steve Grant-Tally was “Sir Campion all over again”.

And he was so devastatingly handsome—she had to admit it as she looked at him now. He had seen her and beckoned to her before she could turn and fly again.

Tall and debonair in his well-cut tails. A carnation in his buttonhole. Collar stiffly white against a brown skin—Steve had just come back from a fortnight’s holiday in the Bahamas. (Spent in the villa of a rich American, full of gratitude because his small daughter had recently benefited from Steve’s skilled surgery. Her hearing, endangered by serious mastoid trouble, had been saved.) Oh, Steve was strong-looking and fascinating, as well as clever, Glynis thought. Who should know better than she what vigour he put into his work; his tireless energy, his enthusiasm for his profession, was one of the nicest things about him. But she did wish he would concentrate more on the poor. The rich man’s specialist; the handsome, luxurious Weymouth Street consulting rooms appealed less to Glynis than that other side to his life. There were only occasional days spent here when he worked without pay. His charity work, as she called it. Steve was one of the smart and lucky ones. He didn’t need, like most young, rising doctors, to make money. He already had it. Sir Campion had bequeathed a fortune to him—cunningly made over most of it to his nephew before the death duties sucked the Grant-Tally estate quite dry. That was what maddened Glynis. Steve had everything. She was terrified of his glittering triumphs and the way things fell into his lap. It wasn’t, of course, fair to hold it against him. Especially as he was such a hard worker. But somehow it seemed an insuperable barrier between him and the young girl with her quiet backwater nature and her sincere love of the ‘under-dog’. Steven was the reverse of all her ideals. And yet … he was her ideal. Could anything be more maddening and more complicated? she asked herself tonight as she walked unwillingly toward him and Lady Cookson-Reece.

“You two young things should dance,” said her ladyship in her gushing, throaty voice. “Go along, dear boy,” and she tapped Mr. Grant-Tally on the arm, smiled benevolently at Glynis, and having just spoken to her, thought, “Such beauty, but no brains, I’m sure,” and sailed majestically on.

“What about it—most estimable stenographer? Will you trip the light fantastic with me?” Steven grinned at the girl who had become his right hand. It always seemed to him incredible that this ‘child’—a mere twenty-four, and so pretty—should be so dependable. She was such a relief after Miss Packing, who, although a loss to him when she left, had looked so unattractive. A busy man needed the joy of such beauty and grace as little Miss Glynis Thorne shed around her. He had marked her out when she was a ‘pro’ here, as being the best-looker of the nurses. She had a small but valuable amount of nursing experience to add to the qualities of a good secretary.

“Enjoyed your evening? You’re looking depressed,” he said, as Pop had done. “What’s wrong?”

She made the same negative reply rather crossly.

“Nothing …”

The band struck up a samba. Steven, who danced well and lightly, quickened his pace.

He had what Glynis called his ‘schoolboy’ look which belied the keen mature brain behind it.

“Can you manage it, Goldilocks?”

She set her teeth and strove to conquer that furious blush that would stain cheeks and throat.

“You know that I hate being called Goldilocks.”

He laughed. Glynis amused him when she showed a spurt of temper. She was as a rule so cool and self-contained.

Dancing with her in the gay laughing crowd of nurses, doctors and their friends on the cold, frosty Boxing Night, Steven, not for the first time, wondered what lay behind the mask. He certainly had seen her eyes when she was dealing with a patient who suffered; watched them grow darker, soft with compassion under the black silk fringe of lashes. Sometimes, when he saw the rich corn-coloured head bent over writing-pad or typewriter, he had a crazy wish to stroke it. And lately, busy though he was, he had found his thoughts being distracted and his senses swimming with sudden violent longing to pull the lovely girl into his arms and kiss her awake. Make her respond to his passion. Break through the cool barrier, the stiff shyness, until she melted into his embrace.

Strange feelings, not common to Steve Grant-Tally. So far in his thirty years he had only known one love. The ‘calf love’ of a medical student for a nursing sister ten years his senior. He had thought his life ended when she, wiser than he, and self-sacrificing (for she had loved him), sent him about his business and quietly resigned from the hospital in which they both worked. But he had soon found how right she was, and, turning from the love of women, engrossed himself in the passion for his work. Soon it had become his life. That and the ambition to get to the top of the tree as his uncle had done.

Before he was twenty-four Steven had done his National Service in the Navy, and returned to St. Martha’s as Registrar. Then he got his M.B. and B.S. and later his Master of Surgery. By the time he had added F.R.C.S. to his name he had inherited his uncle’s money, and stepped into his place as an ears, nose and throat specialist. So far he had succeeded. He had no time for marriage; although the one member of his family still left—his elder sister, Kitty, now Lady Barley, who had a baronet for a husband, and a beautiful Georgian house in Thurloe Street—laid innumerable traps for him. But Steven had eluded the débutantes she produced—the smart, good-looking Society types like Kitty herself, who would gladly have become the wife of Mr. Grant-Tally of Weymouth Street.

Steve did not want to be tied down—yet. He knew perfectly well the day must come (and soon) when he would want a wife and have to slow up a bit. Also that he was working and playing at too feverish a pace to last—his superb health, which was a legacy of youth, could not last either.

He shrank from the matrimonial tie. Yet this very moment he was remembering how a week before Christmas he kissed Glynis under the mistletoe which a romantically-minded housekeeper had hung in the hall at Weymouth Street. He had kissed her lightly on the corner of the mouth—that wide, sweet, serious young mouth which she rouged to a pale rose, matching the almond-shaped nails. Glynis had charming, well-kept hands. He saw her face grow scarlet, and her eyes widen as though with fear. She broke away and he laughed it off by saying, “Silly, nice little thing.” But he wanted, all the rest of that day, to snatch her back, to make her give him kiss for kiss. Not mistletoe kisses. Deep, passionate, significant ones as between a man and woman who are in love.

And suddenly Grant-Tally knew that he had fallen irrationally in love with his secretary-receptionist.

A young medical student threaded his way through the dancing couples and waylaid the famous Mr. Grant-Tally.

“This is for you, sir, urgent, and I believe there’s a car waiting for the answer.”

Steven drew Glynis on one side. He was a little glad this interruption had come. He had been experiencing an unusual insanity and was half afraid he might lose his head and kiss Glyn’s incredibly lovely little face right there in front of all St. Martha’s Hospital.

When he had read the note his expression changed. Glyn watching knew what it meant. The swift reversal from ‘playboy’ to surgeon. Frowning, he said:

“I must go at once.”

“Emergency op, sir?” asked the student sympathetically.

“Not exactly,” said Steven, and turned to Glynis.

Her heart was beating somewhat quickly. She, too, had been enjoying that dance with every fibre of her being. And if he left the dance—well, there was no denying that for her the dance would be over. That was the maddening part of it.

He said:

“I’d rather like you to come with me, Glyn. I’ll explain as we go.”

“Work?” she said.

“Work,” he said, grimly.

Without hesitation she followed him, found the camel-hair coat and scarf to put over the demure black evening dress which her mother had given her for Christmas—the only gay note was struck by the wide rose-pink sash swathed around the hips trailing at one side. Then she followed her employer out of the hospital and into the frosty starlit night where a big black and silver Rolls-Royce waited for them!


II

A CHAUFFEUR drove them swiftly away from the hospital down the Whitechapel Road toward the West End. Glynis, glancing at her wrist-watch, saw that it was nearly midnight. She glanced at Steven. He wore a thick light-grey coat, collar turned up, and a soft hat on the side of his head. He was reading the letter again, and she did not speak for he was obviously immersed and very serious. She wondered what it was all about. Waiting with her usual discretion for him to make the first move, she thought of the sequence of events which had led up to her becoming this man’s personal secretary.

Glynis’ father was a dentist. He had been operated on in St. Martha’s twice and his life saved. That was how Glynis had first come to know the place and love it. She had always wanted to be a nurse. It used to be a joke in the family even when Glynis was small, because she went round with tiny bits of sticking plaster and bandage in her pockets and in her small grave way attended to the hurts (either real or imaginary) of animals, grown-ups, and other children.

Her father used to ruffle the thick shining hair and laugh. “Little Nurse Glyn,” he would call her.

He had quite liked the idea of seeing his only daughter join the famous teaching hospital. But her mother, more ambitious, had hoped that her beautiful Glyn would marry a rich man and lead an exciting life. That is the ambition of most mothers. And Mrs. Thorne had lived and worked through two world wars and always had to struggle, as the wife of a dentist in Barnet. She had wanted something more for her child who had been born with such superlative good looks. Glynis, herself, knew that Mummy had been bitterly disappointed because there was no ambition of that kind within her to lift that dazzling loveliness of hers to the high peaks of social success.

Mrs. Thorne complained:

“I can’t understand it—Glyn’s so painfully shy and retiring. She seems to prefer a domestic life. It just isn’t natural.”

But to Mr. Thorne it was perfectly natural. Glyn had inherited those qualities from him. He had always been a shy, retiring man, devoted to his home.

Glynis’ first year as a probationer at St. Martha’s had been a mixture of great happiness and bitter disappointment. All her innate love of nursing and medicine was there to form a buffer between her and the grim spectres of pain and death which must necessarily haunt a hospital and make life difficult to bear at times. But she did not even mind the most painful and detestable forms of nursing. She was immensely popular in the wards, and with her fellow nurses. Nobody was jealous of Glyn because she looked so angelic in her little white Dora cap, and with the pale blue cotton frock rolled up above her elbows and her flushed serious face.

Then the blow had fallen. A slight weakness of back which Glyn had always had as a child began to show itself more seriously. She struggled on for a few months until pain and discomfort conquered even her passionate longing to qualify as a nurse. The Matron had had finally to tell her that she must give up nursing as a career. The heavy lifting and carrying were just things that Glyn couldn’t take on.

“A little rest and care and you’ll soon be normal again, but much as I want to keep you on my staff, my dear, there isn’t one single doctor that you’ve seen who does not tell you that you are not physically cut out to be a nurse.”

So, in tears, Glynis had left St. Martha’s and gone home and thought her life was finished. Such devilish irony—all the will in the world, and that stupid weak flesh of hers! But of course it was as Matron had prophesied—she soon recovered health and strength. She could not risk hurting her back again. So she took a course in shorthand and typewriting, and looked for the next best thing to nursing—a job in a doctor’s house.

Robin Gellow, who had continued to see her and take her out and never stopped asking her to marry him, was actually the means of her becoming Steven Grant-Tally’s receptionist. He had heard Steve saying that his own ‘treasure’ was leaving and Robin had thought it the job for Glyn.

She hadn’t been so sure. She knew Steven, of course. Almost her first evening in the nurses’ Common Room she had heard him being discussed. He was the big E.N.T. surgeon consultant here and quite an amazing person, because he was barely thirty-one. Brilliant Steven who had raced away with the honours when he qualified at St. Martha’s at the age of twenty-one.

Glyn had listened to her colleagues ‘raving’ about Steve and as a result was immediately biased against him. But when she had seen him for the first time coming down the ward in his white gown, examining patients with a little crowd of students reverently following, and listening, she had to admit that most of the nice things she had heard about him were justified. But when he glanced at her, smiled and said, “You’re new here, aren’t you, Nurse?” her face had gone crimson. She had remained tongue-tied. But at a hospital dinner later on he had managed to draw her into a discussion, and he had told her that he had found her shyness most intriguing. It was so rare, he said.

After that—well, she continued to admire him from afar and to blush when she met or talked to him.

Eighteen months later she took Robin’s advice and applied for that job.

Now a whole year had passed since she had been accepted by Steve as his secretary-receptionist in the big beautiful house in Weymouth Street where he had his consulting rooms.

Suddenly she was jolted out of these reminiscences.

Steve said:

“I feel rather a cad taking you away from the party. I had better explain. It is rather a difficult case.”

“I don’t mind leaving the party if I can help,” she said.

He told her that the car belonged to Lord Marradine.

Her eyes widened.

“Not the peer who married a film star?”

“That’s it.”

Glynis puckered her brows. She seemed to remember that she had read something in the paper lately about the wealthy young peer who had married a beautiful Swedish film actress. They had been living in Washington, where Marradine held a diplomatic job. Both had returned with severe sinus trouble and both became Grant-Tally’s patients.

More of Steve’s rich paying propositions, Glynis thought to herself.

Why, she asked herself, had she such a queer aversion to money and titles? Certainly it was not jealousy. But she was afraid of riches.

Steve was telling her about tonight. Anna—Lady Marradine—had enchanted the family by producing a fine son and heir. Young Aubrey, Steve said, must be about twelve months old now. It appeared he had been ailing for a week or two, and only tonight developed a serious ear condition.

This note was from Lord Marradine imploring Steve to go to them at once. A sudden rise in the baby’s temperature had startled them and was made all the more catastrophic by the fact that the Nannie was away for a day or two, and the doctor in charge of the case was also out of town.

Glynis nodded her head. So that was it! A child’s life was at stake. Well, obviously Steve would answer that call for rich or poor.

He went on to tell her that he had asked her to accompany him because Marradine’s note said that his wife was in a ‘state’ and unable to cope with the situation.

“I’ll see to the little boy—and you can look after Mamma,” Steve said with a dry laugh.

“I’ll do what I can.”

“You generally do, but I find the way you belittle yourself very aggravating at times,” he said suddenly. His gaze was on her. He saw her cheeks colour.

“Well, that’s better than thinking that I am the world’s wonder,” she muttered.

He put his tongue in his cheek.

“Is that a dig at me? Do you know at times I think you’ve got something up against me. What is it?”

“Nothing.” (She seemed to be saying that nebulous word all the evening.)

“Come clean,” he said grimly.

She took a breath and suddenly grew bold—braver than usual, by virtue of the fact that she felt so strongly about Steve.

“I wish you didn’t waste so much time on rich patients,” she broke out. “You’re so brilliant at your work—I’m sure you could do tremendous things, in research—or—or … Oh, I don’t know, I suppose I just hate specialists as a whole. I’m silly and bigoted and awful, daring to criticize you,” she added with a thumping heart.

Then Steven said:

“Not at all. What you have just said interests me enormously. I don’t think it’s quite true that I waste all my talents on the idle rich. There aren’t so many rich people, you know. The Chancellor of the Exchequer sees to that. And I do, you know, give quite a lot of time to unpaid jobs. However, we won’t discuss my work. How I choose to behave as a surgeon is my own business. But how I appear to you as a man is another. I don’t want to be quite as lousy a fellow as you infer.”

The green, silky-lashed eyes she turned to him now were soft and full of unusual emotion.

“Oh, Steve, you’re not lousy—I didn’t mean … Oh, I’m just funny—I don’t really understand myself,” she trailed off lamely.

“No, and I don’t understand you either,” he said, “except that you seem to be eaten up by a lot of hopeless ideals and illusions about life.”

“They’re not hopeless. And if I have illusions, I want to keep them,” she began to protest.

“You’re a perfectionist,” he broke in. “So am I as far as my job is concerned. And perhaps I don’t give enough thought to ideals. You’re an amazing little creature, Glyn. Beautiful as an angel—and …”

“And dumb,” she finished for him drily, “that’s Glynis Thorne.”

“Don’t be absurd. You’re shy. But I may say you’ve broken through it tonight, and almost for the first time I feel I really know you.”

“Don’t let’s go on talking about me.”

But now a stubborn desire to probe further into her mind and to be reinstated in her good graces seized Steven Grant-Tally. He rapped out a question:

“What do you ask of life? What do you really want? What sort of man would you marry?”

“Oh, please, Steve …”

“No, answer me, Glynis, I want to know.”

She bit her lip. She was trembling violently. His deep interest in her was so totally unexpected. It seemed neither the time nor the place for the discussion. But bit by bit he dragged the answers from her. And finally he knew. Glynis wanted a quiet life in a backwater with a man she could love with all her heart and who would give his whole life and love to her. English home life, in fact, with a family, he reflected.

“Dear me,” at length he said, “how divinely simple it sounds, and coming from the lips of one whose face might cause a riot on the screen and who might be the world’s pinup girl—how ironic!”

“But that’s just it, I don’t want to be a pin-up girl”; she was almost on the verge of tears. “I don’t want fame or fortune or success like you do.”

Suddenly he seized her fingers. He pressed them together between his. She thought: “How hard and warm and strong his hands are … the hands of one of the cleverest surgeons of the day.”

“Glynis,” said Steven, “you’ve worked with me long enough to know that even if I don’t share your simple beliefs and ideals, I’m not a bad fellow.”

Such humility coming from Steven Grant-Tally completely shattered her.

“Oh, Steve!” she whispered.

There was no thought in his mind then except to get near her and yet nearer—or to endear himself to her—to make her will subservient to his. To love her.

The Rolls was purring smoothly through the frosty night. In another moment they would be turning into Park Lane. Suddenly she found herself in his arms. He was kissing her—not lightly as he had done under the mistletoe—but with deep insistent passion. A passion that roused a throbbing reponse in her. All her defences were down. She was in that split second utterly and completely his—her arms around his neck and her rose-red mouth giving him all the warmth and sweetness that he wanted. Then he lifted his head and said in a hushed voice:

“Dear life, I knew it. I’ve been in love with you for the last month or two. I’ve tried not to give myself time to think so. But I can’t help myself. I want to marry you. Any objections?”

That was altogether too sudden and alarming for Glynis. She gasped:

“Steve, you must be out of your mind!”

“True enough,” he said and laughed, but it was a laugh that had a happy sound. To her immense astonishment and delight she realized that she had the power to make this great man happy. The idea had a simplicity that appealed to all that was in her. Now he began to say a lot of other things. She was beautiful and good and sweet. Every darned thing any man needed. She was going to make the perfect doctor’s wife and he wasn’t going to wait long for her, either.

Real ‘Grant-Tally’ stuff, she told herself, unable to forget his background. The autocrat. The spoiled successful hero of the medical world. Her senses were whirling. That long kiss that they had exchanged had left her weak and shaken. But she could still keep her head. Thank goodness she had her early hospital training to help her, she thought. It had taught her control—and caution. She began to argue with him.

How could she ever make a fitting wife for such a man? Oh, what did her lovely face and figure matter? She wasn’t the right person for him. He needed a sparkling companion—a social light—a perfect hostess to help entertain for him. Above all a woman who would enjoy the success that she would share with such a man as Steven.

“You know I couldn’t cope,” she wailed. “I’ve just been telling you, Steve. I couldn’t stand the pace. It would frighten me. Every time I speak to Lady Barley—your sister, I mean—I’m terrified of doing or saying the wrong thing. All these women in your and her set are so poised, so clever; they talk about the South of France, and these dress shows, and first nights, and things I’ve never been able to afford to do. I don’t speak their language. I should never, never marry you.”

But he pulled her back into his arms and looked down into the wonderful green eyes that were no longer the colour of ice-water, but dark with passionate feeling.

He was very much in love with her in a way that he had not loved a woman since he was a boy.

He said:

“What you’ve got to tell me is whether you love me or not? Or do you despise me because I’m successful and rich and my private patients have titles?” he asked humorously.

“Oh, how can you even suggest that I despise you?” she cried. “It’s just that your sort of background is so different from the one I’m used to.”

“Well, my dear angel, you must forgive me if I’m not a poor struggling G.P. in the East End, and accept me for what I am,” he said on the same note of good humour. “I love you. Do you love me? Please answer that.”

The answer was torn from her very heart.

“Yes. But——”

“Darling,” he broke in triumphantly, “then there are not to be any ‘buts’. Marry me you must.”

“No——” she began again.

“The debate will continue, my sweet,” he interrupted her. “We’ve reached our destination.”

Like one in a dream, she stepped out of the Rolls and followed him into the handsome block of flats where two very unhappy patients waited for Mr. Grant-Tally.


III

AND that was how it all started—Steven’s seemingly ridiculous desire to marry his demure little secretary. But her apprehension concerning the matter persisted.

Glyn said to her mother that next day:

“You see, Mummy, I’m terribly in love with him, which makes matters much harder for me.”

Mrs. Thorne, who had never been as beautiful as her daughter but was still a good-looking woman in her late forties, regarded the girl as she would an extraordinary phenomenon.

“You really are incomprehensible, Glyn. That wonderful man and all that he can offer you, yet you shrink from even getting engaged. Do you understand her, Bertie?” She turned to Glynis’ father, who had been listening to the two women talking during the family breakfast this Sunday morning.

“Yes, I think I do, my dear,” he said. “Glyn doesn’t move in Mr. Grant-Tally’s world and she doesn’t altogether approve of the social life he leads. She doesn’t think their marriage would work.”

“Well, she’d make it work if she had any sense,” declared Mrs. Thorne, “and anyway it’s not natural for a girl in love to try and get out of marrying a man.”

Glynis looked out of the window at the frost-whitened garden of the little house in Barnet where she had spent most of her life.

“I’m worried, Mummy, not only because I’m afraid Steve might get bored with me as a wife, but because I couldn’t stand what I know would be in store for me.”

“And what is that, pray?” asked Sylvia Thorne coldly, her patience sorely tried by this daughter so different from her pleasure-loving self.

Glynis tried to explain. She did love Steve. Despite all the differences of their background and ideals—she loved him. But if she became his wife she would never get that little home she had always wanted and all those children. If she had children, Steve was the sort of man who would want her to have a nurse; she would have to leave them and go out to the social functions with him, and give all the parties the wife of a leading specialist would have to give. She wouldn’t be able to take her children to some little seaside place for holidays alone with Steve. She knew his tastes. He’d want her to send them to Frinton with nurse while they flew to the Bermudas, or lay on the beach in Italy or France covered in sun-tan oil and spend the nights at the Casino—as he liked to do. She had set her heart on having a husband who would come home to her every night, and even if they could afford domestic help, they would fix things so that she could do all sorts of little things for him and feel that it was a real home; not an elegant hotel. Of course she didn’t expect Mummy to sympathize because she adored meeting new people and going places and didn’t know what it was to be shy. Besides, Steve would always get called out for some rush job or have to go to some special dinner—or medical conference. He’d never be at home, and she, his wife, would be forced to share him with his friends. They’d lead a whirl of a social life, like Lady Barley. Glynis would hate it.

Mr. Thorne listened to this in sympathetic silence. Mrs. Thorne shrugged her shoulders, nonplussed. Then she said:

“So you are throwing up this wonderful chance?”

For a moment Glynis did not answer. She was really very tired. She had slept badly last night—her mind seething with the memory of all the things that had happened. She had remained in a daze while she and Steve were in the Marradines’ flat. There they had spent a somewhat chaotic hour. Steve, professional and cool, had introduced her to the Marradines as his nurse assistant, whom he had brought in case she was needed.

Little Aubrey Marradine was in fact seriously ill. His beautiful Swedish mother had broken down completely, partly through sheer terror of losing her son, and partly because she knew nothing about children at all. Lord Marradine was a nice boy but dithering with nerves, and the baby had been crying—a high-pitched wail of pain and fatigue—for practically the whole day. Glynis was detailed to sit beside the bedside of the weeping Anna. Of course the girl’s mind immediately leapt to the thousands of small homes where competent, hard-working mothers looked after their own children so well. But Steve showed up in his best light tonight. Glyn was quite edified by the sight of him dealing with the child, by the tenderness with which he handled the poor screaming little patient. It all ended as Glynis expected. The Marradine Rolls took them speeding to the clinic in Harley Street where Steve sent most of his patients. An immediate operation was necessary. But Steve would not let Glynis go.

“Wait for me. I won’t be long and I’ll drive you back to the hospital. You’re staying there tonight, aren’t you?” he said.

Later, the grateful Marradines (informed that their son would live and there was no further need to worry) detailed their chauffeur to drive the pair back to St. Martha’s. Steve was in a jubilant mood but looked very tired, Glynis thought, and was remorseful because she had said so many hard things to him earlier this evening. Then he tried again to argue her into marrying him.

“You say you love me—give me a chance,” he begged her.

She would not have been human if she had not in the long run given way. And in his arms once more, with all the intoxication of his lips against her mouth, and on her throat, and hearing his husky voice tell her that there could never be anyone else—she told him she would think it over.

She was thrilled and troubled in turn. Could it be true, she wondered, that she was no longer only Mr. Grant-Tally’s receptionist, but the girl he loved and wanted to marry?

Suddenly she drew in her breath as though she had reached a vital decision.

“I promised I’d ring Steve after lunch,” she said to her parents. “He had to dash down to his sister’s country cottage for a lunch party. They have a lovely place in Bray. He wanted me to go with him but I told him I’d rather stay in my own home today and think things over quietly.”

Mrs. Thorne looked pained. Mr. Thorne nodded.

“Quite right. Don’t let ’em rush you into it. I dare say it is all very tempting but much better not to get married unless you’re a hundred per cent sure it will be a success.”

Which were precisely the words that Glynis repeated to Steve, himself, on the ’phone an hour later. He agreed; but he was still determined to make her give in.

“I swear you shall have your real home and your domestic life, and anything else you want,” he said with the recklessness of a man who was now head over heels in love, and ready to promise anything.

Glynis, thrilled by the sound of his eager voice and her own longing to see him again, took the plunge.

“All right, Steve, I will marry you.”

“Glyn darling!”

“I will, but let’s be engaged for a bit and don’t ask me to marry you too soon,” she qualified the acceptance. “Let me see first if I fit in with your family and friends and your whole life—will you?”

“You’ll be a huge success and never regret it,” he said with a boyish excitement which made her feel quite unworthy.

She could not begin to adjust herself to this new state of affairs. But her heart beat to the tune of his name. “Steve! Steve, my Steve!” she kept thinking.

When she broke the news of her engagement to her parents her father kissed her and said:

“All happiness, my pet. Mr. Grant-Tally is a fine man and I’m sure things will work out.”

Sylvia Thorne embraced her daughter rapturously.

“It’s the most sensible thing you’ve ever done, you funny girl!” she exclaimed.

Glyn’s shining eyes held a look of slight bewilderment.

“Is it?” she said slowly under her breath.

But she stopped wondering when she next saw Steve. Much to her surprise and delight he swept down to the little house in Barnet, driving his own long sleek black Jaguar. The car which so frequently stood outside the house in Weymouth Street, and which all his colleagues recognized as his.

He was as excited as Glynis had ever seen him and she had to believe that he was really in love with her even though she genuinely failed to understand why she had been singled out for such an honour. Now she hushed the voice of doubt and gave herself wholly up to the joys of being Steve’s girl. He endeared himself to both her parents by throwing off the cloak of the successful surgeon.
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