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CHAPTER 1

THE doctor had just gone.

Four people—the four who loved Carol best in the world—sat in the drawing-room of Grey Chesters and discussed the verdict in lowered voices and with averted eyes.

Carol’s mother, usually an arrogant and domineering woman, was, for once in her life, frightened and helpless.

‘Dr. Turnbull says that our darling will go off her head—yes, that he will not be responsible for her sanity—unless something is done to rouse her. Something to stir her out of this dreadful state of melancholy!’

Colonel Riverson, Carol’s father, equally frightened, but ashamed after the manner of men to show his feelings, said in a staccato voice:

‘Well, God knows what we are going to do.’

Carol’s twin brother—a manly edition of Carol, yet so like her with his delicate face, large blue eyes, and the fair hair with the unmanageable wave which had earned him the nickname of Kink—said nothing. He was a medical student, and had just come down from Barts for the Christmas holidays. He bowed to the superior knowledge of the specialist who had just left the house, and his blood ran cold at the memory of that verdict. It was unthinkable that his twin sister—laughing, lovely Carol, who had been so happy all this summer and so engrossed in Maurice Fairvill, her fiancé—should be in danger of losing her reason.

He walked up and down the room, and finally paused by the window-seat, where a slim, dark-haired girl of about twenty-three years of age was crouching. She was staring out of the window, watching the big white flakes of snow whirl through the winter twilight, blown like helpless moths against the window-pane.

‘Judy,’ said Kink Riverson, ‘can you think of something—something that can be done to save Caro? You always had an inventive mind—when we were kids you used to think of ways and means in all our games. You were never at a loss.’

Judy Farrell, the cousin who had been brought up with Kink and Carol since she was a child of seven, turned and looked up at him. Her large dark eyes were luminous with tears in her small determined face.

‘Kink dear, I’d do anything for Carol—you know it. But I’m at a loss now, all right. What can I do? It’s so hopeless.’

Kink Riverson nodded, pulled a pipe out of his pocket and stuck it between his teeth, but did not even bother to light it. His mother, with a handerkchief to her lips, was saying in a moaning voice:

‘Christmas Eve! Who would think it? You two children were born at Christmas-time. The first thing I heard was some children singing a carol—that’s why I called my little girl by her name. Why—why should this ghastly thing have happened to her?’

Judy looked miserably at her aunt. There was no particular bond of sympathy between them. Mrs. Riverson had been none too pleased when, at the age of seven, Judy had come to make her home at Grey Chesters. She did not want another girl to share the honours in the home with her idolised Carol. But she had always done her duty by Judy, and Judy was grateful. Gratitude and affection were intrinsic qualities of her nature.

Besides, she had been happy here. The twins were darlings to her—especially Kink—and Uncle Charles, her mother’s brother, always had a corner for her in his heart even though at times he was afraid to show it before Auntie Vi.

To-day, more than usual, Judy had a burning desire to show her whole-hearted gratitude to this family. They had taken her in, educated her, given her a home when her parents had died—swept away by black-water fever out in West Africa, leaving her penniless and alone.

She told herself that no sacrifice would be too great if it could be the means of restoring Carol’s balance and could make her feel that life were worth living again.

Judy recalled that awful day two months ago when they had received the shattering news from China which had wrecked Carol’s happiness—indeed, wrecked happiness for them all.

Maurice, Carol’s lover, had only just gone back to Hankow as assistant manager of the Far East Tea Company. Carol should have gone out to be married to Maurice early next spring. But there would be no marriage now. It was reported that Maurice had disappeared, and for some inexplicable reason shared the fate of several British missionaries in China. Then had come reports that he was being held for ransom. Impossible sums of money were demanded and torture threatened. Judy shivered even now at the recollection of the cables, the letters, the frantic appeals for help to the British Consul out there. What ghastly suspense! Maurice was alone in the world, so on Colonel Riverson had fallen the task of making all the enquiries and endeavours necessary on his behalf.

No wonder Carol had nearly gone mad—frantically in love with her attractive lover. Judy had felt it all very badly. She had cherished her own secret affection for the grey-eyed, intriguing young man who had had eyes only for Carol when he had met them here in Selsey last June.

After a sinister silence had come the report of his death. None of them had dared think where and in what manner he had died, but for Carol life seemed to have ended. She could not face the tragedy with a philosophical spirit. She raged impotently against fate and allowed herself to go to pieces. For the last week she had stayed in her room, eating scarcely anything, wearing herself to a shadow with weeping.

Judy, adoring her, never dreamed of criticising her. Like the others in this home who knew and loved Carol, she was not really astonished by her excessive grief. This was the first blow Life had ever dealt the lovely, golden-haired girl to whom everybody was so generous, so kind. From her babyhood Carol had been spoiled. And Judy, even in the schoolroom, had helped to spoil her, blind to everything but that appealing, gentle, wistful quality which made people want to do things for Carol. Carol had only to open those luminous blue eyes very wide and say, ‘Oh, do, Judy!’ and she did it, and felt amply rewarded by one of her sweet, brilliant smiles.

Why—why couldn’t she help her to-day in her need?

Judy felt the atmosphere of the drawing-room unbearably depressing. She walked out, and Kink Riverson, equally depressed, followed her.

‘It’s a rotten business, Ju dear. …’ He came up to her, and she stood at the foot of the staircase, looking at him wretchedly. ‘I don’t see what we can do, and yet we can’t let Caro go under—can we?’

‘We can’t—we mustn’t. …’ Judy’s voice was impassioned. ‘Oh, it would happen to somebody like Caro … who’s so easily hurt … such an idealist. She found just her ideal man in Maurice, and she feels that she can never replace him.’

‘That’s the trouble,’ said Kink, knitting his brows. ‘I wish to heaven she hadn’t made such a little tin god of the man. We all liked old Maurice … but Carol has invested him with all kinds of qualities, now that he’s gone.’

‘Isn’t that often the way?’ said Judy sadly. ‘Death casts a sort of halo round those we love. I was awfully fond of Maurice. He was a dear. But I suppose he was only human like the rest of us.’

‘That’s what poor little Caro won’t admit now. She sits upstairs weeping over the loss of a divinity. It isn’t right, Judy.’

‘No. It’s wrong. But you know what Caro is. Before her engagement she used to talk about one man in the world for every one woman.’

‘Lot of rot,’ said Kink gruffly, and his fair face crimsoned slightly. He caught Judy’s eye, and the flush deepened. ‘I believe in love all right … but I never have thought it wise for anyone to put someone else on a pedestal. Caro’s often told me she knew Maurice never looked at another woman. She’s a marvellous little person herself, and she rather expects those she loves to be quite marvellous too. You know, Ju, I jolly well believe if she found out Maurice was only human, and as full of faults as the rest of us, it’d cure her of this ghastly melancholy.’

Judy stared at her cousin, her big brown eyes full of perplexity.

‘That may be so, Kink … but, you see, she can’t find that out now he’s dead, can she? She just goes on idealising him, and it’s driving her mad. Besides, I can’t really believe that she’d feel any better about it even if one proved to her, for instance, that Maurice was a philanderer and that there were other women in his life.’

Kink bit hard at his lip.

‘Who knows, Judy, my dear. Caro’s a proud little thing. Rather intolerant, bless her, of any—well, shall we say irregularities?—in those she cares for. It was the sort of Sir Galahad atmosphere round Maurice that got her, you know. He certainly had no eyes for anyone but Caro, and there it is.’

Judy stared at the ground. She knew that Kink was right. Caro demanded perfection, and Maurice Fairvill seemed to have supplied it.

But was it possible that Carol would cease to grieve for her lover so inconsolably if she were made to see him as an ordinary human being, and not a god whose heroic qualities were deathless and indisputable?

She turned from Carol’s twin and walked slowly up to her bedroom. He called after her huskily:

‘Go and talk to Caro, Judy … think of something … don’t let her slip from us, for God’s sake. …’

Those words haunted her during the next hour when she shut herself in her own bedroom and walked restlessly up and down, seeking for inspiration that refused to come.

On the mantelpiece, amongst other photographs of friends and relations, stood one favourite framed snapshot—Carol and Maurice, arm in arm, on Selsey sands, taken by Judy just before Maurice went back to China.

Judy stopped in front of the snapshot and stared at Maurice’s gay, handsome face. The very gaiety in the attractive eyes, gave her a pang. A splendid person, Maurice—tall, lithe, with a dominant tilt of the head and strength in the curve of the lips and squareness of the jaw. A fighter, Maurice, who would not brook interference or admit defeat. No wonder Carol had idealised him.

Yet when Judy thought of the things Kink had just said, she wondered afresh if it could be possible that Carol would forsake her lover, be cured of her grief, were those ideals shattered.

Judy, who had been fonder of Maurice than she would care to admit to anybody, knew that no disillusionment in him would have made her love him less. But her nature was so different from Carol’s. She knew that, when she loved a man, that love could not easily be killed, and that she would forgive him—anything. But with Carol, love had its limits.

Judy walked up and down … thinking … brooding … working out the problem of Carol’s tragedy. She paused again, this time in front of her wardrobe mirror; looked a little dubiously at the reflection of her small, slim figure in its tweed skirt and canary-coloured jumper. The large brown eyes which looked so intensely upon the world from beneath their thick, dark lashes, looked back at her from the mirror. She thought:

‘Supposing Maurice had been a philandering sort of man, and had flirted with you, and Carol was made to believe it.’

Her cheeks crimsoned, and she moved nervously away from the glass. But the idea remained and fascinated her. What if she went next door to her cousin and shattered a little of Carol’s terrific faith in Maurice? Kink had said it might cure her … because she was proud and exigeant. Kink might be right.

It could be done delicately … just a few hints dropped that Maurice was not all that Carol thought him … and those hints might rouse her from that dreadful stupor of grief … and lift her from the shadows that threatened her reason.

It would be casting aspersions on the dead … sullying Maurice’s character. But shouldn’t the living be considered first? And Maurice would not mind … if he knew that his memory had been spoiled for the sake of restoring his darling’s mental balance!

Judy, always inclined to exaggerate in her passionate, loving fashion, did not pause to wonder if she were doing right or wrong. She was just obsessed with the desire to save Carol at any cost. Carol might hate her—turn from her in horror—but she would bear that gladly … she felt that this was an occasion where complete self-sacrifice was justified.

Carol must be cured. So Carol must be made to believe that her lover was not the paragon of loyalty he had seemed. He had made love to another girl. To her, Judy.

Judy’s heart leaped madly. She dared think and plan no further. She just walked recklessly, on the blind impulse of the moment, into Carol’s bedroom and took the plunge.

Heart pounding, cheeks pale, big dark eyes glowing with zeal, Judy walked out of her bedroom into Carol’s—ready to annihilate herself.

Carol was in bed. Her bedroom was more luxurious than Judy’s—soft thick carpet, silky curtains of delphinium blue—Carol’s favourite shade—a dim lamp burning on the table beside her.

Judy, approaching the bedside, thought compassionately how Carol had altered these last few weeks since the news of Maurice’s death. Her face looked transparent, colourless. Her large blue eyes had a fixed, hunted look. The life seemed to have gone out of her; even the wavy golden hair looked pale, devitalised.

She turned a brooding and melancholy gaze upon her cousin.

‘What do you want, Ju?’

‘Now for it,’ thought Judy. ‘I may be crazy, but I must try!’


CHAPTER 2

JUDY sat on the bed, heart still thumping, and nervously fingered a corner of the blue silk eiderdown which covered Carol.

‘Caro, darling, I don’t know what to say to you, but I’ve got a confession to make—something that you ought to know.’

Carol’s delicately pencilled eyebrows drew together.

‘Don’t worry me, Judy. I want to be left alone.’

‘But don’t you see,’ said Judy agitatedly, ‘I must tell you this. I feel you oughtn’t to lie here grieving for Maurice like this—that it isn’t fair to you—because—’

She broke off, flushed and stammering. A look of interest dawned in Carol’s eyes. She raised herself languidly on her elbow. She was tall—much taller than Judy—but she had grown so thin that her body looked as slight as a child’s through the thin silk pyjamas and coatee which she was wearing.

‘What do you mean, Judy? What ought I to know? What could stop me from grieving for my poor darling Maurice?’

‘Look here, Caro, you’ve absolutely put him on a pedestal, haven’t you?’

‘I don’t know what you mean by that,’ said Carol coldly. ‘I only think of Maurice as he was … a perfect lover … entirely devoted to me. You can’t deny that.’

‘Perhaps I can,’ said Judy breathlessly, and her lashes fluttered and drooped. She could not look into her cousin’s eyes. Carol said in an equally breathless voice:

‘Are you out of your mind, Judy. What do you mean? Please explain yourself.’

‘It’s so hard to tell you. I … don’t you see, Caro … I’ve watched you idealising Maurice, and felt guilty and beastly about it. But you mustn’t go on imagining him so perfect. He wasn’t … at all.’

‘How dare you say that … and why?’

Judy swallowed hard. Her face burned.

‘He was just a human person … weak as any ordinary man. He was attractive … he knew he attracted women, and he liked to … indulge in little affairs.’

‘Indulge in little affairs?’ Carol repeated the words as though she were choking. Her usually white face was scarlet to the roots of the blonde hair. She added: ‘How dare you come here and try and blacken Maurice’s character like this?’

Judy, floundering out of her depth, went on. She had to now. She must take the gamble, or sink.

‘Because I feel it is my duty. You have no right to shut yourself away and take no further interest in life just because Maurice is dead. He wasn’t worth it. He was engaged to you … yes … he loved you. But he was capable of loving another girl at the same time … me …’ Judy stammered wildly. ‘Yes, he made love to me.’

An instant’s silence. Judy dared to raise her head and look at her cousin. She saw a changed, an electrified Carol … a Carol no longer a languid, mourning, helpless creature … but a woman brimming with life, and terrible, dawning suspicion in her eyes.

‘Do you dare repeat that, Judy?’ she said.

‘Yes. Maurice … made love to me.’

‘Behind my back?’

‘Yes.’

‘When … where …’

‘Q-quite a lot of times. …’ Judy lied desperately, and in feverish fashion enlarged on her story. One lie led to another. ‘We met … at various places. He … I was in love with him … it amused him to make love to me.’

‘It’s a lie! I don’t believe you!’ said Carol furiously, and flung herself back on her pillows, shaking from head to foot.

‘It’s the truth!’ exclaimed Judy. She pressed small cold hands to her breast. ‘I swear it. Maurice was not the perfect man you thought. Really he wasn’t.’

Half suspicious, half sceptical, Carol stared at her cousin. Judy was pretty enough, with her charming little figure and dark, bobbed head, and those great velvety eyes … but Maurice had loved her … her … Carol burned with indignation. She said through set teeth:

‘Maurice was not like that. If he had been … I’d never have cared for him. I wouldn’t let a man touch my hand … if he made love to another girl … behind my back.’

Judy swallowed hard. So Kink had been right on that score. Much as Judy loved Carol, she began to see the hard streak in her, the unforgiving quality. She was like her mother. Yes, Judy knew what Auntie Vi was … a narrow-minded prude. Carol had a streak of the prude in her. She would never understand or condone the weak, human side of a man … even though she loved him.

There was no drawing back for Judy now. She was playing a more desperate game than she knew … and she continued with it … desperately … and found herself sinking deeper into the mire than she had intended. Anything … to drive away Carol’s scepticism … make her see that her idol had feet of clay.

‘You must believe me, Caro. I tell you Maurice did make love to me … quite often … quite a lot.’

Carol sat up again, shivering, blue eyes almost black in her pale face.

‘Maurice liked you … yes; he thought you quite pretty … but he wouldn’t look at you … that way.’

‘Oh, yes, he did. He found me attractive … he k-kissed me. …’

‘Kissed you? As a cousin … a brother. …’

‘No … as a lover. …’

Carol drew a shuddering breath. Her fingers clutched at the bed-clothes on either side of her.

‘My God! If I really thought that true … thought I’d shared my lover … with you …’

‘It is true. I swear it,’ said Judy, burning-eyed.

‘I could forgive one lapse, perhaps … one little kiss …’

‘No, no … it was more … much more.’ Judy floundered on, and did not stop now to wonder where her wild scheme was leading her … or what harm she was doing herself. She was buoyed up by the almost fanatical wish to cure Carol … and she saw success in sight.

‘How much more?’ Carol demanded hoarsely. ‘Listen to me, Judy … you’re suggesting terrible things. If I thought you and Maurice … if Maurice had been unfaithful … was he? Answer me, Judy. Is that true?’

The thing was beyond Judy now. Certainly she had not meant to go so far … but if it was necessary … to convince Carol. …

‘Yes,’ she said wildly. ‘It’s true. Maurice was my lover even more than he was yours. Now will you go on crying for him … wanting him back … will you?’

‘My God, no … not if that was what he was like.’

‘Yes, it is,’ said Judy, and blurted out a wild story. Carol must remember, she said, that weekend just before Maurice went to China—a Saturday night when he had said he must go to London on business. Did Carol remember the date? Yes, Carol did. She admitted that. Well, it was on that night that Judy, too, had gone up to London. Presumably to stay with a school-friend. Carol remembered that also. Those two incidents certainly synchronised. And on that night, Judy said, she and Maurice had stayed together—as lovers—for the first and last time.

Carol, like one stupefied, listened to this astounding story. The fair hair clung damply to her forehead. Judy was shaking all over. It was more unpleasant than she had anticipated to have to degrade herself like this. After all, it was such a dreadful thing—to confess to such a sin—to make herself out such a traitor to Carol and to everything that was best in her.

Carol said through clenched teeth:

‘I don’t believe it! It’s impossible!’

‘You’ve got to believe it,’ said Judy. ‘I—I’ll take you to the hotel where we stayed and show you the name under which we registered.’

She told herself desperately that she could pick out any name in any hotel-book, so far as that was concerned.

Carol, looking at her with blazing eyes, said:

‘But Maurice was engaged to me, and desperately in love with me. He never looked at you that way. Why should he want to spend a night with you?’

‘I suppose I’m not unattractive,’ said Judy, with a wild little laugh. ‘And I was frightfully in love with him—yes, I admit it—I threw myself into his arms. He looked on you as rather a saint—perhaps he found it some relief to be able to take me away before going back to that lonely life in China.’

‘Oh!’ exclaimed Carol, with a long-drawn breath. ‘How beastly—how beastly of you both!’

Judy thereupon humiliated and lashed herself—admitted her guilt, her shame—offered her crazy passion for Maurice as an excuse.

‘If it’s true,’ said Carol, ‘it’s iniquitous. I thought you were fond of me, Judy, and I was absolutely sure of Maurice. You say you can prove it. Very well—then I’ve done with Maurice. I certainly wouldn’t dream of lying here and grieving for a man who could do such a frightful thing. Even if you did throw yourself into his arms, he had no right to take you—when he was promised to me.’ Her voice rose to a crescendo. Her slight body trembled with passionate anger. ‘I won’t demean myself by being jealous,’ she added furiously. ‘I’m glad I know, now. I wouldn’t like to have married him—sharing him—taking him after you.’

Judy, breathless, scarlet, stared at the carpet, unable to bear the scorn in Carol’s eyes. This was success with a vengeance. But, heavens! how dreadfully she, Judy, was implicated. And poor Maurice—was not all this rather unfair on him? She had sullied his memory and destroyed an illusion—an ideal. Well, wasn’t it worth it if Carol meant to shake off the cloak of melancholia and rise up in her wrath, thereby recovering her reason?

Carol burst into further reproach against her cousin and her lover.

‘I would never, never have believed it—but of course you wouldn’t say such a terrible thing if it weren’t true.’

Judy hung her head, speechless at that.

‘To think that I’ve lain here torturing myself with the thought of his torture—wanting to die too—a man who could take you—my own cousin, who has been like a sister to me—away for a night. You don’t know how I despise you!’

That was bitter to Judy, who loved Carol with all her heart. She said faintly:

‘I s-suppose you c-couldn’t forgive him.’

That had just the effect that Judy wanted. Carol sprang from her bed and stood facing her, slim, shaking with indignation, as flushed as she had been white, as vibrant as she had been listless.

‘Forgive a man who could kiss me in one hour and go to your arms in the next? No! My God, no! Any more than I shall forgive you for your share in it.’

Judy also rose and locked her small hands together, feeling a little sick and frightened.

‘Carol—I—what are you going to do?’

‘Do? Nothing—just enjoy life. Yes, I shall be as gay as anybody I know, and have a marvellous time, and I shall never believe in any man again. As for Maurice—he deserved to be tortured by the Chinese!’

Judy was aghast. She had wanted this to happen, and yet now it seemed terrible. What in heaven’s name had she done? She half expected that at any moment Maurice Fairvill’s ghost would enter this room and strike her dead for such calumny. And at the same time she was amazed that any girl who had loved Maurice, and been loved by him, could so easily swing from passion to hatred. Indisputably she knew that if ever she, Judy, had felt Maurice Fairvill’s arms around her, and his lips on hers, and known that she possessed that gay, charming, attractive personality, she could never have stopped loving him. Even if she had discovered that he had found consolation in another woman’s arms-, she would not have deserted him. At least, not if he still wanted her. But Carol’s love was of another kind. Never before had Judy been so aware of the hard and egotistical streak in her cousin. It rather staggered her.

Carol, her eyes glittering, marched to the wardrobe and pulled out a blue chiffon dress.

‘I shall go down and dine, and put on the gramophone and dance with Kink; and you and Maurice’s memory—everything—can go to blazes!’

‘Oh, Carol,’ protested Judy feebly.

Carol glared at her.

‘Get out of my sight. I don’t want to see you, Judy.’

She flung the chiffon dress over her head, then suddenly paused and looked at the photograph of Maurice which stood on the table close to a vase of pale pink carnations. Judy had bought her those carnations yesterday. Carol picked them out of the vase and flung them in the fireplace.

‘Don’t ever give me any more flowers, you rotten, treacherous little brute.’

Judy winced, but kept her lips tightly shut.

Maurice’s photograph suffered next. Carol snatched it out of its frame and tore it in strips. Judy looked on, appalled. What havoc her story had wrought! Yet wasn’t it just what she had wanted—gambled on? She must not complain; neither could she retract what she had said.

Poor Maurice! Judy, who had no such photograph of him, had always liked that one which Carol had once cherished. Maurice taken out East, with the familiar attractive smile which screwed up his handsome grey eyes—brilliant, rather searching eyes they had been, under very straight firm brows.

‘Get out of my sight!’ Carol snarled at her again.

Judy felt very sick indeed. It was ghastly to think that Carol felt like this about her—spoke in such a voice to her—looked at her with such hatred. With the exultant spirit of self-sacrifice dying down a little, Judy was miserable—afraid of the consequences of this thing.

But whereas her agitation increased, Carol’s seemed to diminish. Carol became hard as nails, even coldly venomous. It was difficult, Judy thought, to believe that under the surface of Carol’s delicate loveliness and fragile charm there lay this vindictive and unforgiving quality.

‘At least I have one thing to thank you for,’ Carol told Judy in a tone of icy disgust. ‘You’ve shown me that I have been wasting my time mourning for a departed hero. I shall go up to Town with Kink when the holidays are over and have a good time, and forget that Maurice ever existed.’

Judy’s lips trembled. If Carol meant that, then she had indeed achieved her purpose. But at what a price! She put a hand to her throat.

‘Carol,’ she said shakily, ‘I want to ask you something. Please don’t tell anybody else—I mean, I couldn’t bear Uncle Charles or Auntie Vi or Kink to know—about me!’

Carol, choosing a pair of silk stockings from her drawer and unrolling them, looked at her cousin with narrowed eyes.

‘I’ve a good mind to tell them the truth. Why should I spare you? You haven’t spared me!’

And Judy, scarlet to the roots of her hair, answered:

‘I know—but let it be a secret between us. What good can it do to tell everybody? If you don’t want to see me any more, I’ll try and make Auntie Vi let me go away and earn my own living.’

‘I’ve no interest in what you do,’ said Carol, in her icy voice, ‘and I only hope I shan’t see too much of you till you go. I think Mummy and Dad would break their hearts if they knew how you’d repaid them for all their kindness to you. And Kink would be appalled. For their sake I won’t say anything.’

‘Thank you,’ said Judy, in a low voice.

Again Carol revealed herself as the complete egotist. She added:

‘Besides, it isn’t very pleasant for me to have everybody knowing that Maurice carried on with you behind my back. Thank God, I’ve got some pride! Now, please do get out of my room.’

Judy crept away, feeling so ashamed and so unhappy that she had no fight or argument left in her. She tried to tell herself that she was glad that Carol was dressing and going down to dinner for the first time in weeks—but the thing had reacted on her cruelly. Once in her own room, she took up the little snapshot of Maurice and the hot, passionate tears fell from her eyes and dripped on to his pictured face.

‘I’m sorry, Maurice,’ she whispered. ‘I’ve done such an awful thing to you—but it has saved her. Maurice, if you’re anywhere near and can hear me, try and understand!’

It was all so amazing. Why should Carol let her vanity, her pride, obliterate her love for her lover? Carol had been so pampered and idolised since she was a lovely, golden-haired child, people were blind to her faults. Few would believe her capable of such hardness. Judy recalled the pitiless look in the blue eyes when Carol had said:

‘He deserved to be tortured by the Chinese.’

Even Judy, who cared deeply for her cousin, and had sacrificed herself for her, was ashamed of her for that. Ashamed that she had no generosity in her make-up, no understanding of a man’s weakness. Of course, it was rather an awful thing—to think that Maurice had stayed a night with her, Judy. The blood stung Judy’s cheeks fiercely again. She swallowed hard. She was appalled by her own story.

A little while later she heard Kink’s voice outside her door:

‘Judy! Judy!’

Hastily she wiped her eyes and opened the door. Kink stood there with shining eyes.

‘Judy, the Lord be praised. My dear, it’s too marvellous—Caro’s all right. She’s just come down—can’t you hear the gramophone? She’s putting on a record, and she wants to dance. We’re all dazed—never thought it possible. What on earth’s made her change like this? What’s performed the miracle? We’ve asked her, and she simply says she’s decided not to go on wasting her time grieving. She’s changed as though by magic.’

Judy shook her head dumbly. Rather black magic, she told herself wretchedly. She felt Kink’s warm hands grasping hers.

‘Hurry up and come down and dance, too, Judy. It’s simply great about Carol—isn’t it, darling?’

She looked up at his fervent young face. Her heart missed a beat. She became aware, not for the first time, that this boy’s attitude toward her was undergoing a subtle transformation. To her he was still a brother. But, with a woman’s sure instinct, she knew that his feelings nowadays were not altogether fraternal. She did not want him to feel like that. First cousins should never marry; besides which, she could never think of Kink that way. She made some excuse, disengaged her fingers from his, and shut the door between them.

She wondered what Kink would say if he heard that story which she had so wildly concocted for Carol’s benefit.

‘Certainly I shall have to go away from here now,’ she told herself.

That night, at dinner in the charming oak-panelled dining-room, everybody was happy except Judy. Colonel and Mrs. Riverson were relieved beyond measure because their girl seemed herself again. Carol appeared to be quite normal—full of idle chatter, plans for the future. She was going back to Town with her brother, she said. She wanted him to arrange that little dinner he had once suggested so that she could meet Grant Maddison, who was a brilliant and well-known surgeon on the staff at Kink’s hospital; a great personal friend of his.
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