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CHAPTER I

I

WHEN Julia Daunt woke up on the 31st March, looked at the man who was still asleep in the bed beside her, realised that she was married to him and was not in the least bit in love, she was miserable.

She was not shocked, because she never had imagined that she was still in love with Bill. But during their three years together she had deluded herself into believing that she did not want anybody else. This morning she knew definitely that she was missing something in life and it was distinctly unpleasant, to say nothing of depressing to dwell on the fact that her married life, with its lack of fulfilment, might last for another thirty years.

The room was still darkish, but she could see the outline of Bill’s figure and a fair, tousled head and hear the somewhat heavy breathing to which she had never quite grown accustomed. From the day of her marriage she had decided that these heavy breathings might at any moment develop into snores, and that anyhow, sounds other than those made by oneself were objectionable in the night. Certainly such sounds could never be tolerated at closer quarters. Hence the disposal of their original large bed; a disposal accompanied by groans and protests from Bill who liked, he said, being kept warm on a winter’s night. But Julia was no girl to turn herself into any man’s hot-water bottle. So about two months after they had settled in the cottage, the double bed went back to the shop where it was purchased and was replaced by the “twins”, which Julia found far less formidable.

She had tried to pacify Bill by pointing out that his psychology was at fault in preferring the other. Too much familiarity was bound to breed contempt, and the space between the “twins” need not be regarded as a dividing line expressing reluctance on either side. It was merely a pleasant gulf which either could cross at will, at the same time retaining some privacy.

To which he had not agreed, because Bill never did regard himself as “modern” about Julia. He was, he acclaimed, quite old-fashioned in his undivided love for her. But he agreed to the “twins” after some coaxing, and the assurances which Julia gave him that the alteration would increase rather than decrease her ardour.

This morning she lay snuggled under the bedclothes, the blanket drawn well up under her chin because it was cold, listened to the respirations of her husband, and was quite certain that the foot between the two beds was not enough. That a wall between would not have been enough, since to every four walls of a room there is always a door. That separate houses would be preferable. In other words, that she didn’t want to live with Bill any more.

Now Julia was not a woman with a flimsy brain, nor one who made hasty decisions. She was of the thinking kind. She could not be called a deep thinker, but she liked to get to the bottom of subjects that perplexed her, and felt it essential that she should investigate thoroughly the unattractive discovery which she had made upon waking to-day.

Why wasn’t she happy with Bill any more?

She wasn’t in love with anybody else. But she had men friends and liked men. She had been brought up with a lot of brothers and cousins and had learnt to shoot and ride to hounds when she was a small girl living up in Leicestershire. And men liked her. She was good to look at and was conscious of all her best points. She considered it foolish for a woman to ignore the consciousness of her own beauty. She knew that she had a pretty, petite figure, with delightful curves where they were meant to be, a good skin, pale, perfect with the correct amount of make-up. Her hair was a curious tobacco-colour. She wore it short and refused to have it waved or curled. It was cut straight with a gamine fringe. The dark hazel eyes could melt when she was in a soft mood, or flash the coldest of scorn in a hard one. Bill said he took his cue from the expression in her eyes. She looked eighteen instead of twenty-five. She had a quick wit and ready humour.

She had had one particular affair before she married Bill. But she had put that man out of her life and out of her mind. Now there was a man—but she wasn’t going to allow herself to think about Ivor Bent this morning. He was most attractive and she had had a very amusing conversation with him at the Mackenzies’ party last night. But he was married and had two children and was best not thought about. One could control one’s thoughts up to a point. Only up to a point, of course, and inevitably she would recall interesting little details about Ivor Bent: his extreme slenderness—the antithesis of Bill’s large, bony frame. The pallor of his face, the blackness of his hair, and the rapier-like dart of his searching, discontented eyes. The way he had of talking very quickly, smoking quickly, flicking the ash all over the floor with total disregard for ash-trays and suddenly breaking into puckish laughter when you said something funny.

But enough of Ivor Bent. She was supposed to be thinking about Bill and why she wasn’t happy with him any more. And it certainly was not because of a man she had only just met and was not likely to meet again.

What had happened yesterday to annoy her? Nothing more than usual. Bill worked in the garden all day. He was mad about it. When they had bought this Tudor cottage in Lewes two years ago they had found quite a pretty garden ready-made. But Bill had had it all up. He drove the jobbing gardener, who bore the fitting name of Orchard, to distraction, by pulling up every bed he saw, grassing it over, and cutting up the turf. He moved the bird bath. He destroyed pathways and created new ones. He lifted well-established shrubs to other parts of the garden because he had his own ideas about designing. He would have gone without meals if Julia had not screamed at him from the doorway, and insisted upon his coming in to eat.

Things should never be allowed to become obsessions, she told him. And yet it was a healthy obsession and she supposed she had no right to discourage it. He had money of his own—enough to make him independent. Bill had come into her life at a crucial right moment. Her father had just died and the big country home in which they lived was being sold. She and her mother were settling in a London flat.

Just before they left Leicester, Bill had met Julia, who was having a few days hunting with friends. She had marked him out that day in the field, attracted by his look of strength and vigour. And later, when she looked into his nice blue eyes she saw an admiration and sympathy which she needed. She was just getting over an affair with a man older than herself, which had not proved satisfactory and had resulted in his marrying somebody else. So close upon the heels of this disaster, Julia found it difficult to fall in love with Bill, but easy to love him.

When he asked her to marry him, she told him frankly that she was not in love. But he, having in his quiet fashion determined to make Julia his wife, and certain that she was the woman of his dreams, would take no refusal.

“I love you more than I can possibly tell you,” he said, “and so much that I shall make you love me in time if you’ll only give me a chance.”

Twice she refused him. From Leicester to London he pursued her. And gradually he became a necessity. She was lost and lonely without him. Then her mother died, and that was Bill’s big opportunity.

Julia married him.

“I am willing to take the risk, darling,” he had said on the day they drove to Caxton Hall together about a licence.

And she had said:

“Even of me falling in love with somebody—afterwards?”

He had laughed happily and answered:

“I won’t let you. I’ll make you so happy that you won’t want anybody else. Besides, you’re not the sort of woman to let a fellow down.”

That had made her laugh and weep together in his arms.

But this morning she was nearer tears than laughter as she looked back upon the three years of her marriage. For it was a dilemma. She had been happy—quite gloriously happy during their honeymoon, which they spent wandering through Spain and Morocco. And even more content once they had settled down here in their country cottage. But it had been a sort of surface contentment, she believed. Like the smoothness of a piece of water which can be ruffled by a breath of wind. Bill seemed more in love than ever after marriage. But Julia began to wonder if she would ever know that glorious, thrilling madness which the poets sang about, and called “love”.

If, fundamentally, she was unsatisfied, she could not now imagine a life apart from Bill. They were good companions. He was a little solid and British, a little lacking, perhaps, in that spice of the devil which she had always liked in men.

He had taken a risk when he had married her, and that was what he was forgetting, Julia thought. She wanted to see Ivor Bent again—badly! But she mustn’t think about Ivor. She must go on thinking about Bill.

The room was growing lighter.

She had been very happy with Bill when they had turned “Katherine’s”, their cottage near Lewes, into the perfect home.

In their Jag, they could make the West End in an hour and ten minutes, so that they could get up to a show or a dance with the greatest of ease, and drive back, unless they wanted to stay a night. And Julia was not far from any of her cherished racecourses—Lewes, Lingfield, Brighton or Plumpton. “Katherine’s” was situated almost in the centre of them all. It was said to have belonged to Katherine of Aragon.

II

It was a lamb of a place. Julia had had a grand time furnishing it. One could do so much with those white plastered walls and oak beams. They had had all the oak pickled to a silver grey and a lot of old furniture toned down to the same colour. Bill was nothing if not generous, and he gave her carte-blanche when she set about making their home. They put in central heating.

Bill hated radiators. But he put up with them for Julia’s sake. And he could never accuse her of being “stuffy”, because she liked fresh air.

She took tremendous walks with the two Alsatians Bill had bought for her when they first came to “Katherine’s” and liked to drive up to the Downs, park the car, and walk with the dogs for miles upon the springy turf, getting a keen satisfaction out of the sense of space and distance when she could look down upon the Sussex Weald. It was beautiful up there with the wind against one’s face, and great clouds scudding across the sky, and the land set out like a chequerboard, oblongs of brown ploughed field, green meadows, and the dark prune of woods.

They had been awfully happy turning “Katherine’s” into the perfect home. This room was lovely with its queer, odd casements, some of them still retaining the original diamond panes which they guarded jealously.

Julia could now see the travelling clock on the table between her bed and Bill’s. It was seven o’clock. She heard Alice, the daily, moving about in the drawing-room below, pulling curtains. In another half-hour she would come up with the tea and let in Snoopy and Jealous, the two Alsatians, and they would both ignore Bill’s bed and bound on to hers, and cover her with fawning protestations of worship. They were darlings, particularly Jealous, the dog. From a tiny puppy he had always shown his disapproval when Snoopy, the bitch, received any attention. And she had said to him: “Jealous!” so many times that it had developed into his name.

This was an hour at which Julia was rarely awake, for she was one to sleep late. But her thoughts and feelings about Bill had troubled her into this unusual state of mental activity at such an early hour. So the room looked a little unfamiliar in the pale light of the early morning. Rather nice, subduing the peach of the glossy William and Mary chintz and the brocades on the four Queen Anne chairs, which Julia had had pickled, to the horror of the dealer who sold them to her.

Why wasn’t she happy with Bill any more?

The roving eye of Julia went back to the recumbent figure of her husband and there flashed through her brain the unattractive answer to this question which had troubled her since she awakened.

“Because you’re bored with him.”

So unattractive did the answer appear to the mind of Julia, a mind which disdained the average discontented married woman she met, Julia threw off the bedclothes and seized her dressing-gown.

Hands in her pockets she looked gloomily out at the garden. A faint greyish mist clung to the tops of the trees and wreathed itself round the ornamental pond which Bill had just finished making. It was ready prepared for lilies and goldfish. Irregular steps of old greenish stone ran up from the pond to a grass bank and thence to the tennis court which was flanked by a fine old yew hedge. Beyond lay green fields and a fringe of wood.

She turned from the scene of the misty garden and looked back at her beautiful bedroom and thought:

“Everything is lovely. Everything is as I wanted it; as I still want it. But something is gone—a sort of contentment—and I want that back more than anything. …”

Further thoughts of the kind were prevented by the arrival of Alice with the tea. Julia must have been awake, indulging in all this reflection much longer than she had thought. Followed by Alice with the tray, came Snoopy and Jealous, bounding joyously into the room.

Julia enveloped Jealous with both arms, laid her cheek against his muzzle and said:

“You’re Julia’s darling boy.”

Snoopy sprang up on to the bed and seated herself with a thud upon Bill’s stomach. Bill thereupon woke up with a yell, heard Julia’s words and without opening his eyes, said:

“Well, thank God I’m somebody’s darling boy.”

Julia pushed the Alsatian away from her, ran her fingers through her hair, and turned to her husband.

“I wasn’t talking to you. I was talking to Jealous.”

Bill Daunt, groaning under the weight of the other Alsatian who licked his face, sat up.

“Huh! What about saying something nice to me?”

“I’m not in the mood to make nice speeches.”

Daunt suddenly became wide awake, rubbed the back of his tousled head, and gave his wife a look of mild reproach.

“Now what’s bitten you, darling? You made a nice speech to Jealous, didn’t you?”

Julia gave him a look of scorn and he put up a warning hand.

“Don’t tell me that the more you see of men the more you love dogs.”

“Oh, shut up and give me a cigarette.”

He flung a packet at her and lay back on his pillow.

“You’re not in one of your sweetest moods. I shall go to sleep again.”

Julia lit a cigarette, flung the burnt match at Bill, and departed into the bathroom. He called out after her, resentfully:

“You’ve got a hangover.”

She shouted back through the noise of running water:

“Your psychology is as stupid as that awful triangular rose bed you’ve dug outside the dining-room window. Fill it with antirrhinums and it’ll look like one of those tatty affairs you see in a public park.”

That piece of contempt for his gardening cut Bill to the heart. He rose from his bed, knocking Snoopy off the edge, hitched up his pyjamas, and followed his wife to the bathroom.

“Well I must say that’s a wretched remark to make after all the trouble I’ve taken with the garden,” he said.

III

Julia had removed her wrapper and her silk pyjamas. The bathroom was warm from the pipes and she stood naked in front of the mirror brushing her teeth. She was lovely undressed. She had small firm breasts, and firm, slim flanks. Her body was a warm white all over, without any suggestion of “gooseflesh”. She saw Bill’s reflection in the mirror, shook back the tobacco-brown hair which was falling into her eyes and spluttered at him through a froth of toothpaste:

“Do get out!”

He went but he had to be good-tempered and forgiving and bring her her cup of tea. It irritated her but she said, meekly:

“Thank you very much, Bill.”

“Not at all,” said Bill, and walked away.

When he strolled into her room ready dressed for the day’s work in old grey flannels and check flannel shirt of a shade of blue which matched his eyes, Julia, feeling guilty, became unaccustomedly demonstrative. She held out a hand to him.

“I was beastly just now.”

He did what was expected of Bill. He came straight up, took the hand, and kissed it with an old-fashioned courtesy, which was, somehow, indicative of Bill’s nature. Julia had often told him that he had an Edwardian soul.

“That’s right, Ju. But why were you cross?”

She let him hold the hand and stared at the floor.

“I don’t know,” she said miserably.

“Have I done anything?”

“Nothing.”

A healthy odour of soap, toothpaste, and tobacco emanated from Bill. And nobody knew better than Julia that he had a healthy mind to go with his nice body.

“I must be bad,” she thought. “When Bill takes my hand it doesn’t thrill me at all, and I don’t want to sleep with him or have his children or be anything but a sister to him. I could be a nice, affectionate sister so long as I knew that his intentions were purely brotherly.”

Bill said:

“What are you doing to-day, darling?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you racing?” he asked.

“Not to-day. I may run up to town and have lunch with Vi. Mac is up North on business. She asked me to spend a night, but I said I wouldn’t leave you.”

“Don’t mind about me if you want to go,” said Bill, hopeful that she would not take him at his word. He was a bit crestfallen when Julia appeared to jump at the chance he gave her.

“Wouldn’t you be lonely if I stayed a night away?” Julia said, without looking at him. “I don’t believe we’ve had a night apart since we married, have we?”

“I don’t believe we have,” said Bill.

“Well, I told Vi I didn’t think I could.”

“But do, my dear, if you think you’d enjoy it.”

“All right. I will.”

Bill received this with some gloom. He would not complain if Julia wished to go away for a night, but somehow he hadn’t anticipated her doing so.

“That’s breakfast, and I smell kippers. I’m hungry.”

“Don’t wait for me,” said Julia, “I’ll be down in a minute.”

After he’d gone she flung off her wrapper, put on her nylons, and finally emerged in a grey tweed suit with a green spot silk shirt which gave her a boyish appearance. Looking in the mirror she added a touch of colour to her lips. Her eyes looked back at her, the hazel reflecting the green of her clothes. They looked suddenly bright and the pupils were dilated as though she were excited.

She realised that she was excited. The weight of depression, which had overpowered her when she came out of the bath, had lifted. She was going to have a “night off”. Her first night away from Bill. She felt awful for being pleased and happy about it.

It was going to be fun to be on her own again, and with Vi. Vi Mackenzie was ten years older than Julia, but one of her great friends; the only woman friend on whom she really relied. Vi had a large house in South Kensington and a family of four children.

She was good fun, Vi, and there was a free and easy, “take it or leave it” atmosphere in her home.

“Let’s be girls together, with both the husbands out of the way,” Vi had told Julia at her party last night. “We’ll find a couple of nice boy friends to amuse us.”

And the name of Ivor Bent had been mentioned.

Perhaps Vi would ask Ivor Bent to come round to-night.

Perhaps, thought Julia, that was the cause of her excitement. If so, she had far better tell Vi that she couldn’t stay and return like a dutiful wife to “Katherine’s” and Bill.

But after breakfast Julia telephoned to Vi and told her that she would come and spend the night.


CHAPTER II

I

IVOR BENT wondered how much longer his nerves would stand the sound of that child screaming.

It was his own child; a girl of six. She screamed because she had a temper. It was his temper. She had inherited it. He knew all about that. Ursula, his wife, never failed to remind him of the fact whenever Ann-Louise developed one of her rages which were frequent occurrences. She had screamed since she was in the cradle. Partly from ill-health, partly because she could not get her own way. Nobody could control her. Except perhaps Ivor when he was in one of his good moods, and liked to amuse her by drawing pictures of animals or funny faces. But he wasn’t very often in the mood and he had other things to do. He had to draw and paint in order to earn his living rather than pacify Ann-Louise.

Heavens! how she screamed! And he heard the tired voice of Ursula imploring her to be a good girl and not disturb Daddy. Not disturb Daddy? For the last two hours he had been up here in the studio trying hopelessly to sketch out a rough for a new poster. It was a commission which he knew he could carry out, but not with that noise going on. It irritated him—drove every idea out of his head. Drove other things out of him, too. His good humour, his joy of living, and his love of his family. One couldn’t go on feeling loving and grateful towards three people who stood in front of everything one wanted out of life.

Ivor Bent was first and foremost an artist. And an artist must not be disturbed by domestic problems and wrangles. Ursula knew it. He was sorry for Ursula. She had done her best to keep peace in the flat, but she wasn’t able to. She was a muddler. She muddled her way through life from day to day and there was always trouble. With herself and with the children and with him. He was sick to death of it all.

This flat consisted of the two upper floors of a house in Chelsea. They had taken it because the upstairs room had a skylight and a miraculous view of the river and was excellent for Ivor’s work. Cheap, too, since there was no lift and they had to climb countless stairs to get to their front-door.

Ivor looked at the canvas in front of him. He disliked what he had drawn and slashed at it furiously with his crayon, which broke in two. He flung it on the floor and with his hands in his pockets, walked to the window and stared moodily out. A fine March morning and the sun just breaking through the clouds, touching the grey muddy waters of the river to dull gold. He liked to watch the sooty barges and the little steamers go up and down the Thames. Most of all he liked the tremendous chimneys of the Power House outlined against the skies. A grand building, that, triumphant and potent symbol of modern architecture in all its strength and simplicity. And particularly he liked it at night when it was flood-lit. There was something savage and splendid in it. It was primæval and modern at the same time. It represented the form of art that Ivor liked and expressed something inside himself that he had never been able to reveal to any living soul. But possibly that was a part of him which he would never reveal to anybody. The torturing ego of a man utterly egocentric, capable of the heights and the depths, fluctuating between the two, yet always with a settled and persistent love of beauty and a knowledge of things beautiful.

That great powerful naked building was of vast importance. Ivor Bent was to himself enormously important, as colossal in his egotism and selfishness as the vast lines of that piece of contemporary art out there, hewn from concrete and steel and stone. That was achievement. But Ivor Bent had achieved nothing so far—nothing that was really good. And so he was tortured and dissatisfied, and as restless as the devil.

One day he hoped to make enough money to enable him to cease being a commercial artist. Then he would begin to paint again.

He had met Ursula in London in one of the newspaper offices which had given him his first commission. She had been working on a women’s journal. She had literary qualities and had been well educated. Her parents were dead and had left her penniless, in charge of an aunt, with whom she had been living when Ivor first met her. But her father was at one time in a Government House job and Ursula never let Ivor forget it. Her main fault in his eyes was her sickening snobbishness. She was also patriotic to the point of absurdity. During their rows she never failed to remind Ivor that he was half French and had all the worst qualities of both nations, and that her father had moved in British political circles and that there was not a drop of foreign blood in her or her family.

She said that she was still in love with him and he was inclined to believe her. It was flattering in a sense, but it held no thrill for him. He was quite definitely no longer in love with Ursula.

He had reached that pitch years ago—soon after the birth of Ann-Louise, in fact. Poor Ann-Louise had been a mistake not wanted by either of them.

Ivor should never have had children. He knew that. He lacked real paternal qualities. And unfortunately his two children offended his eye. Neither seemed to have inherited the slightest degree of good looks from either of their parents. He was not a bad-looking man, and Ursula had been a pretty girl.

No! Parenthood had not been a success with Ivor. Both his wife and his little girls were a disappointment.

It never entered his head to leave Ursula and he had little or no inclination to break his marital vows. He was interested in art; in women collectively, rather than individually.

Standing here in his studio this morning, disturbed by the sobbing of his youngest child, and feeling unlike work, he remembered suddenly a woman whom he had met last night at a party.

He had found himself conversing with a woman named Julia Daunt. At first he had thought her quite young and unmarried, but afterwards discovered that in spite of her youthful and boyish appearance, she was a married woman.

Her physical side had not appealed to Ivor at first sight, because he liked the rather plump and voluptuous type. But after he had talked to her for some minutes, he had become curiously intrigued by her tobacco-coloured head, that direct way she had of looking at a man, and her clever, perceptive mind. And she had an almost masculine, logical slant on things which he found refreshing. He had talked more to her than to anybody else that night, and gone home remembering one or two things she had said, her low, amused laugh, and the queer greenish lights in her eyes. He had decided that he would like to paint her.

Now he was thinking of her again. She lived somewhere in the country. He wondered if he would see her again, and what sort of a fellow her husband was, and if she was in love with him. Or if she, too, had become conscious of the frightful way in which civilised existence laid matrimonial traps for everybody—and caught them.

Ann-Louise had stopped crying. At last there was peace in the studio. With a sigh Ivor turned back, pulled a packet of cigarettes from his pocket, lit one, and let his bright, dark, discontented eyes rove round the room. It was gracelessly untidy. Neither he nor Ursula ever managed to tidy up anywhere. It was cold, too. A gas fire spluttered and hissed in a corner and gave out little warmth, but as a rule when Ivor was working he did not notice the cold. The white walls were half hidden by paintings. Most of them done by Ivor in his youth, work that he realised held a touch of genius, but just missed it somewhere. Crude, vivid oils, violent seascapes, savage mountains with a Spanish atmosphere. He and Ursula had spent their honeymoon in Spain. And one or two heads of Ursula.

Ivor advanced to the easel, picked up another piece of charcoal, and drew a thick line across the paper.

II

The studio door opened. Ivor swung round with a click of the tongue. Why the devil must he be interrupted just as he was starting to work again? Ursula stood in the doorway ready dressed to go out. He looked at her indifferently. She wore a black cloth coat over a woolly suit and hat on the back of her head. Her hair was growing long and was bushing about her face. It wanted thinning and setting. She had obviously dressed hurriedly and there was a whitish dab of powder on the side of her nose and a smear of lipstick at the corner of her mouth. Her cold did not add to her attractions.

He was not mean about giving her money when he had it, so she could have been better turned out. But she had no real ideas about clothes. He had learned that, and if she had a lovely dress which he occasionally chose for her, she couldn’t wear it. She always managed to look untidy. He said:

“I’m busy, Ursula. What do you want?”

“Money,” she said in a tired voice.

She was always tired these days. She had had gay blue eyes and a sweet smile when she had married Ivor Bent. But the sweetness had gone out of the smile, and now it was just weary and her eyes were more often than not brooding and resentful. She still adored Ivor, but she resented furiously his attitude towards herself and the family and his whole outlook upon life.

“I haven’t got any cash,” said Ivor, and went on with his drawing.

“Then I must have a cheque.”

“Oh, God!” he said, “can’t a fellow be left alone in peace for five minutes? I gave you five quid the day before yesterday.”

“Well, you owed me that. It’s the housekeeping money I want to-day.”

“What have you done with the fiver?”

“Spent it on loose living, darling,” she said.

“Oh, don’t be sarcastic.”

“Well, what do you think I’ve done with it? Paid the gas bill, of course. I told you I was going to. We’d had the second demand note, and you didn’t want it cut off, did you?”

“I don’t care a hell.”

She gave her weary smile.

“Nor do I, except that we’ve got to cook with it.”

“Well, we’re spending too much,” said Ivor. “No matter what I give you, you always seem to want more. You manage so darn badly.”

“That’s right. Blame it on me. And whatever you do, darling, don’t remember that you’re the one that has the gas full on up here all the morning, and that very often you leave it on unless I remember to send Mrs. Rogers up to turn it off. And don’t remember that you hadn’t any money for the taxi you took the other night and I had to give you ten shillings out of the housekeeping and …”

He cut in tersely:

“Don’t nag, for heaven’s sake.”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“It’s no good your being beastly to me just because I want my housekeeping money.”

“I don’t begrudge you the money!” he half shouted. “I’m not mean to you, am I? But I do hate being interrupted when I start working. I’ve had that kid yelling downstairs the whole morning.”

“I’m sorry. She was in one of her tempers. It’s been difficult for me to cope with her. I really don’t want to have to cope with you now as well.”

Her voice cracked a little as though she was going to cry. Ivor calmed down. After all, he supposed she hadn’t enjoyed her morning any more than he had, and she did look tired. He thrust a hand in his pocket and pulled out a couple of pound notes.

“Take these. I’ll write you a cheque after lunch.”

She took the money and put it in her bag.

“Thanks, darling. Sorry I had to interrupt you. I meant to ask for it at breakfast.”

He nodded in mute acceptance of her apology. That was always the trouble with Ursula. She was full of good intentions. Meant to do a thousand things but never did them. He drew his thumb across a thick crayon line and smeared it into shape, and then stepped back, half closing his eyes, critically.

Of course Ivor was right about her managing badly. Ursula knew it. She had no method. She ran up bills before she knew where she was. The situation in the kitchen was nearly always hopeless. At the moment they had an elderly daily, Mrs. Rogers.

Ursula struggled gallantly with the rest of the duties which she had taken on when she married. In fact she had long since ceased to worry about her own literary ambitions. She had always wanted to write a book or play. She would never do it now. There wasn’t time. Besides, Ivor was so brilliant and popular, he could always outshine her.

Inwardly Ursula Bent resented these things. She still loved him. Her early passion for him had endured through the bitterness and unrest which had been so rife between them since Ann-Louise was born. The hardest thing that she was called upon to bear was her secret knowledge that he was no longer in love with her. He had never actually told her so, but she knew it.
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