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            Dark Enchantment: An Introduction

            Caroline B Heafey

            ‘This is witchcraft; we have the right to kill.’

         

         NESTLED IN THE FICTIONAL TOWN of Saint Jacques in the French Alps, Dorothy Macardle’s 1953 novel Dark Enchantment is a standalone story as well as a spiritual sequel to her two previous novels The Uninvited (1942) and The Unforeseen (1945). A third story about supernatural forces, Dark Enchantment is foremost a narrative that considers women’s independence in post-war Europe. Whereas The Uninvited and The Unforeseen are set in England and Ireland respectively, Dark Enchantment’s setting focuses on continental Europe, evoking the supernatural in a decade already haunted by ghosts from battlefields of the Second World War. As the title suggests, the story is positioned in a French fairy-tale tradition, complete with a sorceress and an enchanting town. Saint Jacques is quaint and charming, encapsulating the facets of fairy-tale France one might expect: buildings constructed of carved stone and wrought iron, fountains, squares lined by pepper trees, and an old church, centred as the town’s focus. Juliet, the novel’s protagonist, finds Saint Jacques idyllic and romantic, as if plucked from the pages of a storybook. Yet once she becomes further acquainted with the community, Juliet uncovers its ugly viand violent history. The dark past of Saint Jacques centres around a woman called Terka, labelled a gypsy, a criminal, and a pariah by the townspeople. At first Juliet mistrusts their superstition and hostility, and regards Terka with sympathy. That is, until strange events start to overwhelm even her sensible mind. Fundamentally, the novel asks the reader to consider what it is to be an outsider, and what social systems determine an individual as an outcast, and why.

         Born in 1889 to the affluent Macardle Brewing family of Dundalk, Dorothy Macardle had access to education and a global worldview from an early age. The family travelled to the Continent and to England, as her mother was English. She later attended Alexandra College in Dublin before going on to University College Dublin. Trained in both history and literature, Macardle published research on Spenser and Shakespeare, and began writing plays for the Abbey and the Gate Theatres. She lectured in a series that included WB Yeats, and later lived with Maude Gonne. She was firmly grounded in the Irish literary social and academic circles of her time. While in prison, she demonstrated her own sangfroid under truly abhorrent conditions by writing Earth-Bound: Nine Stories of Ireland, published in 1924. These short stories are rooted in an Irish revolutionary literary tradition and culminate with ‘A Story Without an End’, which concludes by envisioning the violence of the Civil War and the romanticised united Ireland utterly divided. For many years she has been best known for her history of the Anglo-Irish and Civil Wars, The Irish Republic (1937).

         Upon its release in 1953, Dark Enchantment was marketed as a kind of ‘book club’ novel, aimed primarily at a female readership. In Ireland, review coverage was surprisingly sparse. Evelyn Eaton wrote for The New York Times that the novel ‘is perfect escape literature, especially for those who have at any time (preferably years ago) turned a tourist’s eye on the south of France’. We understand Eaton’s reading to position the novel as an ideal escape for a bourgeois housewife, eager to take her mind back to the European tours of her youth. There is a charm that the reader sees upon encountering the novel; however, Eaton’s comments do not age well. While Macardle’s writing indeed indulges the reader with a kind of nostalgic depiction of a viismall French village, a deeper reading of Dark Enchantment provides a critical commentary on the opportunities for women during this historical moment with regard to socioeconomic mobility and agency.

         The novel begins with the problem of what to do with a woman. Recently reunited father and daughter, Frith and Juliet, make their way through France. Frith, a well-known actor on hard times, is constantly reminded of his daughter’s precarious financial circumstance. Juliet is introduced as a burden to her father as he considers how to manage her financial status and fiscal sustainability. The young woman has been left in financial ruin by her mother, who divorced Frith after the War and accumulated gambling debts in Monte Carlo. Furthermore, Juliet abhors teaching, one of the few respectable working positions for women of Juliet’s class status, leaving her with no means to support herself. Frith ultimately decides that his daughter is well-suited to work in the inn where they are staying in Saint Jacques, under the supervision of its keepers, René and Martine, who are expecting their first child. Before long, Juliet meets Michael Faulkner, a handsome and charming young Englishman with ample knowledge of the village and the people who live there. Michael confides to Juliet that he expresses sympathies with the ostracised ‘gypsy’ woman called Terka, whose livelihood comes from selling brooms in the market, and, as we later learn, from selling remedies and reading fortunes. Terka’s independence extends beyond the regional economy. She is a self-sustaining woman, though at the expense of acceptance from the townspeople within the village. Saint Jacques, not unlike Juliet, seems also to be coming of age in the aftermath of Nazi Occupation and grappling with the subsequent shifts in socio-economic gender dynamics. In addition, Terka is said to have had an affair with a married man, for which she has been maimed.

         Macardle’s contrasts between female characters in the novel demonstrate the limited options available to women during this post-War period. In Saint Jacques, a woman can either maintain financial independence and live a life of solitude as an and outcast, or she can marry and relinquish all economic agency and social mobility to her husband. We see these themes presented primarily viiithrough Juliet, Terka, Martine, and Alison, Michael’s elegant and independent mother. Juliet is the protagonist here, and the character through whom we as readers access the narrative. While the story is told in third person, Macardle situates the novel’s perspective and the reader’s gaze with Juliet and how she navigates Saint Jacques. In contrast, Martine wholeheartedly embodies the domestic. She is a paragon of expectant motherhood and of economic agency that she derives through her business of running a small inn with her husband. All of Martine’s identity revolves around the coming of her child, and their business which provides a source of income within the home. Terka is the foil to Martine in many ways. Childless, marked by adultery, and a social pariah both in her Romany community and in Saint Jacques, she is the only woman in the novel who functions as fiscally independent from any man or marriage. She counters the marriage plot through each broom that she sells in town and each fortune that she tells. Michael’s mother Alison is affluent, elegant, and financially solvent because she is a widow. She has learned to navigate her world independent of her marriage, but still through the economic resources she has gained in it. Her role in the novel is to offer a portrait of women’s independence, but one that still maintains a bourgeois dependence on marriage. By considering the roles of each of these characters, Macardle demands her reader question what choices are available to women, and by what means.

         Terka is one of the more perplexing characters in Dark Enchantment. She is doubly ostracised by having been cast out by her community and unaccepted by the French townspeople because of her Romany origins and the salacious gossip that she is a witch. She is shunned as adulterous, whether or not such rumours are true. Furthermore, her body bears the markings of her trauma as a pariah. The townspeople recount a story that when Terka disappeared with a married man some years prior, his wife and other women physically attacked her with torches, causing the loss of her eye. In this way, she functions as a physical reminder of the inequitable blame toward women for their sexuality and the destructive potential of a mob. For 1953 France, having only recently experienced Nazi Occupation, the ixhorror of that human potential to scapegoat and comply with violence is not lost on readers. The outcast woman is marked physically and socially specifically by violence that is gendered. Despite these hardships, Terka is financially independent and refuses to sacrifice her agency in exchange for social acceptance, which ultimately places her at odds with the influential Roman Catholic Church. Terka is thus the antithesis of the domesticated married woman. Though her body wears its trauma, she is frequently regarded as beautiful – a beauty that comes from stoicism and agency. She survives abuse, isolation, and the village gossip that ever encircles her whereabouts and constructs her identity as an outsider. There is something alluring to Juliet about Terka, even if she ultimately rejects these impulses.

         When Juliet first meets Terka, the woman with one eye reads her palms and tells Juliet not to go away from Saint Jacques. Juliet’s decision to stay ultimately secures her in marriage and provides her with financial stability. Later, when she reads the Tarot cards, Terka advises Juliet to leave Saint Jacques, warning that she is in danger staying there. Michael and Juliet eventually leave the village, but together as a married couple. Terka says that the card of St. Michael, which Juliet interprets to be Michael Faulkner, is leading her ‘into darkness’. We might understand that Terka advises Juliet to secure independence in contrast to marriage. While the reading in general is upsetting to Juliet, she notes that she believes Terka to be exiled and regarded as suspicious because of the woman’s knowledge. It is as if a knowledgeable and financially independent woman cannot exist in the society of the novel. Any disappointment one might feel in Juliet’s tidy and neat conclusion seems to mirror the disillusionment Macardle felt with the expectations of women at this time.

         Terka is a suitable sort of villain to the typical marriage plot and the fairy-tale ‘happily ever after’ ending that is the novel’s conclusion. She is an outcast because of the suspicions that married men in particular succumb to her advances. Martine accuses Terka of cursing her and her unborn child, another foil to the reverence of motherhood. In the end, despite initial sympathies, Juliet does not take Terka’s side in the social conflict and instead chooses to marry Michael Faulkner, xanswering the question of her financial future. The contemporary reader might consider Macardle’s depiction of Terka and her engagement with the occult and the supernatural as an exploration of power, and a critique of the systems of authority present within the novel.

         While perhaps disappointing that Juliet chooses not to resist social and fiscal pressures, her decision is unsurprising. Juliet might be read as a product of her circumstance, privileged by education and affluence that afford her class expectations. She does not express a desire to live entirely independently, and instead makes the active choice to marry Michael Faulkner, knowing well what other options might be available to her. She is complicit in the ostracisation of Terka as it relates to the overall social systems available for women in this moment, which seem to be the larger critique of the novel. Juliet enacts her own agency in that her decision is an active choice – one that she makes with careful consideration. She makes no assumption that Michael will ask her to leave with him and instead begins plans to move to London, to live in a boarding house with other women. Indeed, her attraction to Michael is only heightened when she meets his mother. To marry him is to also secure herself with a strong maternal figure whom she can look to for guidance in navigating a society that is not conducive to women’s independence outside the home.

         Macardle positions the female characters of Dark Enchantment in one of two categories: alone and financially independent, or married and dependent on a partner while also primarily confined to the home. The novel thus poses domesticity and social mobility as binary opposites. The setting depicted here is one that aesthetically evokes the nostalgic memories of pre-War France. Saint Jacques is also a town ruled by gossip, and hungry to condemn women who are seen as threatening to the fairy tale the townspeople and the Catholic Church seek to restore. Macardle makes brief references to Terka’s roles in the French Resistance during the War, and we might read these moments in the text as inferences to a social distrust in women who participate in social unrest. Macardle, through her incarceration during the Irish Civil War, understood and experienced wartime violence first-hand. Terka as an outcast cannot find a life within the xihome and even more so refuses to give ‘[…] to the State a support without which the common good cannot be achieved’, as the 1937 Irish Constitution outlines. Macardle invites her readers to ask what is the ‘common good’? And what is a women’s relationship to it in this context? How might societies in Europe and abroad position themselves to resist authorities that oppress certain members of their populations? Who are the global powers legislating society and what groups move in the margins of these environs? In Dark Enchantment, the dark and the dangerous lifestyles are also the most liberating, albeit painful and difficult.

         In the novel, France, having experienced governance by force, is a country grappling with its position in the aftermath of violence and Nazi occupation. Questions posed about the roles of women in Ireland, France, the United Kingdom, and the United States during the post-War years. Women, having entered the workforce, are suddenly finding themselves back in the home, their husbands having returned from war. (Sixteen years earlier, in 1937, Ireland had legislated a woman’s place into the home once she marries through Article 41.2 of the Irish Constitution and it is worth noting that this article still exists today.) The United Kingdom, Europe, and the United States are struggling to reorganise social structures in the workforce that largely revolve around marriage and family life. In Dark Enchantment, Juliet’s father Frith remarks how his career has been changed and how his marriage ultimately ended because of the domesticity imposed on his wife: ‘It was the War. How many actors had found their careers in pieces when it was over? How many wives, returning to London, had found themselves reduced to domestic bondage in dilapidated flats?”’ Within the first few pages of the novel, Macardle outlines how imposed domestic roles ultimately become the ruin of marriage and the idealised family life that these roles are meant to uphold.

         Dorothy Macardle would have been well aware of the limitations imposed upon women in Ireland and the United Kingdom. Having been arrested and imprisoned during the Irish Civil War for her opposition to the Free State Treaty, she radically fought for an xiiIrish Republic that would recognise both Irishmen and Irishwomen equally, as declared in the Proclamation. While in prison, she developed lessons in Irish Republican literature and history to continue to exercise her mind, and to provide education to women prisoners who had not been afforded the academic advantages that she had enjoyed. From her early writing onward, Macardle was interested and preoccupied by experiences of violence, trauma, and specifically those of gendered oppression. Dark Enchantment is a novel that allowed her to explore her own disappointment with a world that had not changed enough and where, despite her socioeconomic and educational advantage, she often found herself to be an outsider, unable to succumb to the pressures imposed on women during her time.

         Curiously little was written about Dark Enchantment leading up to its publication and release in Ireland. Whereas The Uninvited and The Unforeseen received publication announcements, Dark Enchantment only made it into the papers upon review. Perhaps as a result, any mention of the novel tends to be absent from her obituaries. Notably, Benedict Kiely reviewed the first UK edition of Dark Enchantment, crediting Macardle with a ‘steady descriptive power’ as she ‘studies the whole business of supposed diabolic power against the backcloth of faith and law and reason’. Kiely’s cautiously positive review concludes by naming Juliet as ‘a lovely study’ but fails to give a more nuanced reading of the text. If Kiely refrained from interrogating the novel further, critic ‘W. L.’ seemed to miss its purpose entirely in reviewing the novel for the Irish Independent. Our second reviewer finds the novel’s greatest flaw in a sense of disbelief that ‘a whole village community should be so superstitious’ as to turn to gun violence for fear of witchcraft or deviousness. One might conclude that W. L. may not have been so aware of the human potential to scapegoat, which Macardle had witnessed on the Continent during the Second World War.

         Macardle’s outspokenness about her own disillusionment with the Republic of Ireland – and its journalism – in the early 1950s may have coloured some reviewers’ approaches to her work. In December 1950, Macardle openly criticised the Dublin press at a symposium xiiistating that ‘dramatic criticism in this country was not criticism, but a handing out of bouquets. The newspapers should show more rage at bad plays.’ The Ireland Macardle lived in during the last decade of her life was not the one she envisioned from her Mountjoy prison cell (she died in 1958, just five years after the publication of Dark Enchantment). Her more direct criticism seems to indicate growing frustration with the limited available opportunities for women and the social structures that eclipsed women’s agency. In her radio address published posthumously in The Shaping of Modern Ireland by Conor Cruise O’Brien, Macardle expresses that frustration hearkening to the myths of ancient Ireland but likened for her present. In her broadcast she begins, ‘the Ireland of legend was haunted by mystical beings, “shape-changers”, who would delude the senses by appearing at one moment radiant and beneficent but ugly and menacing the next. I sometimes think Ireland is itself a shape-changer – so captivating, yet so enraging this nation’s ways can be.’ We might read Macardle’s attention to the haunting shape-changers into her writing. Terka is in one moment beautiful and captivating, and another terrifyingly dark. The complexity of social mores embodied through her character seems to function to undermine the otherwise heralded Mother Ireland figure in that she was once celebrated in the Maquis and transforms into the fallen woman. Ultimately, it is Terka who remains outside social constructs and is incarcerated through hospitalisation, a practice that was steadily increasing in Ireland at this time. Macardle’s voice does not falter here both in her social activism and in the content of her novels. She continuously invites readers to consider the options available to women and underrepresented identities and champion for more power.

         
            •

         

         I first encountered Dorothy Macardle’s writing in autumn of 2013. At that time, the awareness of her contribution to Irish literature was minimal, as she was largely associated with Éamon de Valera and her tome The Irish Republic, for which he wrote a preface. Six years xivlater, in large part because of the efforts by Tramp Press to recognise quality writing and the ways in which biases and publishing trends can silence narrative, Macardle is receiving recognition that is long overdue and from a new generation of readers. The Recovered Voices series has proven that readers are willing and able to consider writers and works of the past, examine what becomes lost in the present, and look toward the future. Irish readers of 2019 live in an era of #WakingTheFeminists, #RepealTheEighth, and #MeToo. These movements are demonstrations that women have had enough of inequitable representation in the arts, in legislation, and in society’s expectations about women’s bodies. The voices that have risen out of frustration and anger have been powerful in affecting change. There is a new and welcome challenge in the mainstream to consider what voices have not been heard enough, and which identities underrepresented historically. The world has changed since 1953 and indeed since 2013. Readers are hungry for literature that is different, unknown, or underacknowledged. Who do we think of when we reflect on Irish writing? Who are the writers that come to mind? Who speaks for Ireland? Recovered Voices prompts us to push back against a canon that is not comprehensive enough. The novel you will read in the following pages fills one of many gaps and is part of an effort to shape a new canon of Irish writers: one that is more dynamic and inclusive.
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            Author’s Foreword

         

         ALTHOUGH SET AMONG well-known mountains, the village of St Jacques is imaginary, and the people of this story are equally fictional. Some of the incidents, nevertheless, had their origin in actual events, while the curious beliefs recorded survived in remoter parts of those mountains at no very distant time.xvi
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        Chapter I
      

            THE DARK WOMAN

         

         ZIG-ZAGGING UP from the coast, swerving at high speed round dizzying bends, pausing at bridges and crossroads to let burdened, perspiring women descend, the bus climbed in less than an hour from parched August to fresh September, leaving the pavements and shops of the Riviera for the vines and olive orchards of the Maritime Alps.

         A sharp turn, and St Jacques appeared, crowning a mass of rock high up on the right – a pile of stone-built houses and towers hugged by an ancient wall.

         Juliet turned to her father with an excited, ‘Look!’ then gazed up again, half incredulous to see a five-year-old dream come true. It looked scarcely real, hanging there in the golden air. She thought of all the times her childish wish to spend a whole day in one of the mountain villages had been almost granted, then disappointed. To do it now, and with him, would be the supreme delight of the unimagined, astonishing holiday.

         Frith’s response to his daughter’s elation was a grimace.

         ‘They call that a village?’ 4

         ‘A village perché,’ she explained.

         ‘“Perched” is the word.’

         For another ten minutes the vision was one and trees lined the road, then the planes on the right gave place to a towering wall, the bus came to a halt, and passengers for St Jacques cumbrously hoisted themselves, their baskets and one another down. Only a few excursionists kept their seats, bound for the high pine-woods and the Gorge du Cheval Mort.

         Did the bus, then, not enter the village? Frith demanded of the conductor in his utility French, and Juliet translated the reply which was poured forth in the patois of the frontier with Italian vowels all over the place.

         ‘The gate is too narrow. One walks by an easy gradient up to the right or one takes a short cut through the wall.’

         The bus grunted, lurched and went boisterously off again by the tarred motor-route on the left while the local people proceeded towards the village at a steady, accustomed pace. Juliet and her father stood looking about them, taking deep breaths of the pure mountain air, glad to be free of the stifling heat and the crowd.

         ‘I saw the steps,’ Frith said and began to walk back by the way they had come.

         Juliet chuckled.

         ‘You and your short cuts!’

         His experiment was a raccourci from Castellar down to Menton, and yesterday had brought them out at the wrong end of the town. This narrow passage, however, looked promising. Cut in the thickness of the fortifications, it rose by a flight of steps to a little platform and turned to the right.

         ‘It must come out on the ramparts,’ Frith surmised.

         ‘A wide walk,’ Juliet suggested eagerly, ‘and a breeze and a gorgeous view … But I’m afraid,’ she added in a small voice. Her father did not hear, and she did not persist. Saying, ‘Well it’s a gamble, but here goes,’ he addressed himself with energy to the climb.

         Frith Cunningham, after ten days of strolling, swimming and sight-seeing, was in good walking form. He was in good spirits, too. 5Forty-eight years old and feeling it, in London, he had dropped a year or two, he told himself, in Paris; sunk a few in the Mediterranean and, next week, in Corsica, in the best of company, making this crazy film and earning money, he would back himself to shed ten more. Life might get underway again after years in the doldrums – if he only could think what the devil to do with the girl.

         The girl was hoping he would not look around. She had done a stupid thing, attempting this short cut. Her heart was behaving like a battering-ram. Each step was too high; the only way was to stand for a moment on one before taking the next. Pretending to be interested in the small flowers that grew in chinks in the wall, she advanced slowly, thankful to see her father’s long legs striding ahead and relieved when he reached the top. He stood there, like Hamlet on the battlements, staring around him. Juliet, the last step achieved, sat down on it and kept still until the breathlessness passed. She was pleased with herself. A week ago she could not have done that. The station steps at Marseilles had defeated her. In another week she would be perfectly fit. And then? She shook her head, dismissing all the problem and speculations that might dim the radiance of today; pulled her hat off, adjusted the scarf so that it would hang over the brim and protect her neck from the midday sun, put the hat on again and stood up.

         ‘Well, I’m certainly jiggered,’ her father said. ‘You’d think some child of a giant had spilled a box of toys on a head of rocks. I supposed the place is a thousand years old.’

         It was. Juliet had read about it, and marvelled at all that the small remote village had survived, but she kept her information to herself. Her father detested what he called ‘guide-book stuff’, as she had learnt during this wandering holiday.

         ‘I dare say you’re used to these crazy places?’ he said.

         ‘Only to seeing them up in the air and longing to explore them,’ she answered. ‘Several times we drove to St Paul and Vence, but only had tea and poked into antique shops. Mother didn’t like steep hills. I want to explore every inch of it.’

         ‘Well, that could be done in half an hour, I imagine, and we’ve got all day – but it’s going to be hot.’ 6

         ‘It’s cooler than Menton: there’s even a breeze.’

         They turned their backs on the village and gazed south-eastwards, along the valet through which they had come.

         ‘Not a glimpse of the sea,’ Frith complained.

         Juliet laughed.

         ‘You want everything all at once.’

         She sat down on the parched grass that edged the wide rampart; the landscape, saturated with summer, radiating heat and light, flickered like an image in water. She wished a cloud would draw over the sun, but there wasn’t a cloud to be seen in the sky. Now her father was frowning down at her, tall and lean, handsome and aquiline, his skin bronzed by the south. She gave him a mischievous grin.

         ‘Well, Mephistopheles?’

         ‘Didn’t the doctor say something about not climbing hills?’

         ‘I didn’t. I only walked up stairs.’

         ‘You’ve gone whey-faced.’

         ‘I’m not. I managed it. I’m a hundred times better. I’m not the person the doctor said that to.’

         He continued to glower out of his brown eyes.

         ‘Why didn’t we go round by the road?’ he demanded, vexed. ‘You can’t expect me to keep thinking of these things. You’re twenty: you’ve got to look after yourself, you know. I can’t be a mother to you.’

         Juliet flushed.

         ‘I do. You don’t have to! Nobody has.’ She heard the hurt in her own voice and said lightly, ‘Every day in every way I’m getting better and better.’

         ‘Are you?’

         He took a seat on the crest of the wall, facing her, more than willing to be convinced.

         A little teasing smile curled her mouth.

         ‘If you fuss about me I’ll call you “Daddy”,’ she threatened.

         ‘I’ll drop you over the battlement if you do.’

         She became serious, meeting his eyes with a blue, candid regard.

         ‘Look Frith: forget Dr du Bois. My heart’s perfectly sound: he said so. What’s a little anaemia? I’m sure more than half the children have it. How could they not?’ 7

         His nostrils pinched at the recollection of the stuffy school in Rouen.

         ‘How, indeed? … But he definitely told you …’

         ‘He said’, Juliet broke in, ‘“sun and air” – and aren’t you sunning me and airing me all day and every day? I bet you, in three days I’ll be completely well.’

         Every crease on her father’s expressive face was reversed by his sudden smile. He crinkled his eyes at her, saying, with approbation, ‘Quick work.’

         Juliet pursued her advantage.

         ‘Besides, Frith, you can’t take that doctor thing literally. He had to say that something was wrong. To give Madame Regnier a pretext, don’t you see?’

         The blush that was such a trouble to her; that her pupils had loved to provoke and made her feel like a Miss out of Jane Austen, rushed to her cheeks again.

         ‘That is why Madame sent for him,’ she went on, breaking into the painful topic that must, some time, be discussed. ‘She had to get rid of me and she didn’t want to give the real reason, and besides …’

         Frith silenced her with a jerk of his head.

         ‘Oh, I know. They were obviously saving faces all round.’

         ‘That was just it, I wasn’t ill really. Not enough to justify her writing to you like that.’

         ‘I’m glad she did. It has worked out very well. It’s fun, having a run-around with you like this, and tomorrow is another day.’

         His tone, easy and light, brought complete assuagement. His daughter returned his smile with a glowing look. He rose, stretched himself and glanced right and left, seeking shade. There was none to be found. Away to the west, where the village escaped the wall, there were orange gardens and olive fields, the country rising in terraces up the hill, but the gardens just under the ramparts were parched strips and belonged to the tall, narrow houses that stood looking out, with other houses peering over their roofs and buildings towering over those again.

         ‘I’d get claustrophobia in this place,’ Frith said. 8

         He badly wanted a drink but it would presently be time to go prowling amongst those streets looking for lunch. He supposed he’d better let Juliet rest. He sat down and lit a cigarette.

         
             

         

         JULIET RESTED, surveying the world below. It was a quiet world, wide and serene. Up on the right, rocks cut into the sky: the jagged crests of the Alpes Maritimes. From a gap between them the long valley ran down, widening out and winding away to the left, the river that had made it seeking the sea. The shadowed slopes on the far side of the valley were terraced with beautiful symmetry right up to the forest belt. Lovely, the dim coolness must be, under those pines with their resinous scent … Somewhere up there, to the west, where the motor road disappeared in the woods, must be the mysterious gorge where the river raced through a ravine and where, in legendary times, a rider and his horse had been lost. The scene with its soft greens and tawny browns, so smoothly composed under the blue dome, made her think of the Très Riches Heures du Duc de Berry. ‘And,’ she thought, ‘this is a very rich hour of Juliet Cunningham.’

         Contemplating his daughter’s clear profile, watching her smile deepen, Frith wondered what was going on in her head. The child had no right to look as she did at the minute, almost translucent with happiness. What did she imagine? That this interlude could go on and on? That an endless holiday had begun? Didn’t she realise she was on a spot?

         A pity, in a way, that he couldn’t support her. She was a pretty thing – graceful and quick and companionable. If he had happened to require a daughter Juliet would do. But he didn’t. On the contrary.

         And one thing was certain: neither of them would ever see her mother again. As surely and as finally as last year’s snow, Linda had gone out of their lives. Forzelli and the Argentine had her now. After six years tangled in snarls by Linda’s delicate fingers, he and the girl had to make new beginnings, and, after one week from tomorrow, their ways would part again. Oh, well, no use getting tense about it. Millions of girls were in the same kind of fix. She’d be all right when 9her health recovered. The thing, now, was to give her a good week with plenty of food and wine – red wine.

         Wine was the answer, also, to his own gloomy mood. He stood up.

         ‘Come along: let’s hunt lunch.’

         
             

         

         FRITH QUICKLY FOUND another short cut. From within the ramparts the chemin des Arquebusiers ran straight uphill, cramped between houses that would surely have toppled together from decrepitude had not earthquake arches high up held them apart. Down the middle, among big cobbles, a gutter ran. Smells of cooking issued from dark doorways but otherwise the street seemed asleep, given over to somnolent cats and dogs. Heat beat up from the cobbles and out from the walls. A great clock somewhere struck twelve and then, echoed among the little streets, they heard the clanging of the angelus bell. As they came out on the level place they could see the bell swinging in one of the two towers that rose up beyond the roofs.

         While Frith wandered about Juliet rested, leaning against a palm. The scene, with its odd perspectives, its sharp contrasts and charming harmonies, held her entranced. She stood gazing at ridged roofs and stairways, arcades and wrought-iron balconies until two chattering, black-clad women bumped into her with their bulging reticules. Smiles and apologies were exchanged and they crossed the square. On the far side, in a green triangle, grew three fine chestnuts. A troop of children came running from a road behind the trees, schoolbags on their backs. They dashed away on all sides, racing and chasing, little ones borne on the shoulders of tall boys, greeted and smiled upon by the passersby. A few of them stopped in their tracks to say a polite bonjour to the foreign lady. One eyed her cheekily and said ‘Good morning, Mees,’ with a grin. Quickly Juliet asked him, in English, where she could find a hotel. Not to betray lack of language, he replied with gestures, pointing to a sign just behind her which displayed a gilded clock. Her father joined her while she was reading the promises of the Coq d’Or: its menu of four hundred francs; its good wine; its dining-room of the 10tenth century and its courtyard with an ancient tree. It was to be found in the marketplace.

         ‘Right-about-turn,’ Frith commanded, but halted in his stride, stood back and motioned Juliet to wait.

         The woman who had caught his attention was not well dressed: her long, full skirt was threadbare and patched. She had come from the chemin behind them and was crossing the square with such freedom and vigour and grace in her walk, such poise, so airy a tilt of her head, that Juliet at once understood her father’s interest. He was seeing her in a play or in a film. Frith was always declaring that not one woman in fifty knew how to walk. This was a peasant woman – Italian, perhaps; her bare arms and ankles were tanned by the sun; the narrow scarf tied round her head revealed glossy black hair and gold ear-rings dangled from her ears.

         Frith jerked his head, his eyes narrowed and bright.

         ‘Come on. I want to see if her face comes up to that magnificent walk.’

         Close in pursuit of the tall woman, they crossed the place, turned left by the chestnuts and walked uphill along the rue de la Pompe. This was a pleasant road with few houses, where the air flowed scented and fresh. The path they were on ran under high garden walls and on the other side of the road were little modern villas and a school. It seemed, however, an unlikely place in which to find a restaurant and Juliet began to hang back. She had climbed a good deal and walked much too fast. Frith’s long legs kept pace with his quarry and when he stopped it was because the woman had vanished, turning in through a small iron gate that stood open in a garden wall. Juliet burst out laughing at his disconcerted stare and enquired, ‘Well, did you see her face?’

         ‘About one-third of it,’ he replied ruefully, ‘and there was not satisfaction in that. She has a bandage or something over one eye.’

         ‘You have been spared another disillusionment,’ his daughter said solemnly, making him grin. ‘And now, please, may we eat?’

         ‘We may, I hope, and drink, also; but where?’

         They looked ahead. The road opened fanwise about a fountain, to divide on either side of a low wall with washing troughs and water 11spouts under it and send branches away into the olive-clad hills. Facing the fountain, above crescent-shaped steps that rose from the path on which they hesitated, stood a doorway in the gable end of a house – the house, it seemed, to which the garden belonged, and a sign hung over the door. Hopefully, they walked on.

         It was only the side of the house that gave on the road: a stone wall; small windows; an old, heavy, wide-open door. Above hung a picture of two birds in profile bowing to one another, with a scroll on which was inscribed Auberge des Colómbes.

         ‘Nothing much to look at,’ Frith commented, ‘but I, for one, am too droughty to wait. Let’s risk it.’

         So they climbed up the steps and entered the Inn of the Doves.
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             Chapter II

            THE INN OF THE DOVES

         

         JULIET, HALF AWAKE, kept her eyes shut, playing a childish game. She knew where she was – in a pet of a room, in the nicest, friendliest inn one could imagine, on the edge of a village out of a fairy tale. She pretended that was still at the school.

         Eyes shut, breathing uneven and every muscle tense, she awaited the hateful clang of the bell. It would peal and clamour, wresting the girls from their beds.

         ‘Elise, Elise, must you always lose your hair-ribbon? … Ask for a slide nicely and don’t squeal. Oh, Annette, your stocking laddered again! … No, you can’t! Get out another pair.’ Not one of them would wash properly. They were all cross and headachy from sleeping with the windows closed and so was she … Hurry, hurry, hurry! The breakfast bell! Weak coffee and bread in the basement. Pained glances from Madame Regnier because collars were rumpled or stockings twisted or hair untidy. And all the faults of all the eleven were Juliet’s fault.

         The game stopped there. Imagination, seduced by the low, throaty gurgle of doves canoodling on the roods, let in the present, with its full, sweet astonishment. Juliet opened her eyes. 13

         There it was, the small white and yellow room; the open window; far off, the wooded mountain behind which, yesterday, lying in bed, she had watched the sun going down like a golden wheel. A breeze was blowing the muslin curtains inward. The hands of her big watch were at twenty past seven. It was usually slow. She had slept enormously and all tiredness was gone.

         Never again, Juliet vowed, would she let any fraction of her mind consent when people declared that all men were selfish and called her father ‘a charming egoist’. An egoist would have been furious with her. To make him come all this way and then to flop in a faint over the table and have to spend the day lying down! Even his ‘I warned you, didn’t I?’ had been not really cross, and he’d uttered not another reproachful word. Instead, he had made terms with the Loubiers, booked rooms here for the rest of their holiday, and gone all the way to Menton to return with their suitcases. Not a word about the expense.

         Now, down below, doors were opened; buckets clattered on cobbles and water gushed. A quavering bleat rose, piteously repeated, and a girl’s voice mimicked it – ‘Mireille! Mireille!’

         A step brought Juliet to her open window. She pulled her coolie coat on and stood unnoticed looking down. Young Madame Loubier was at work in a setting that Pieter de Hooch might have painted – everything was so trim and the colours were so soft and pure in the early light. The house and the wing built out from it on the south shadowed most of the yard, but the olive orchard beyond it, on the far side of a low wall and a lane, was flooded with the sunlight. A higher wall separated the yard from the street and in the far corner between the walls stood the dovecote where grey doves were fussing in and out. The goat had her stable in a wired-in cell that, with two others, composed the ground floor of the wing. Over them was an attic with curtained windows and a door from which an outside staircase ran down.

         The young woman let the goat out, called to her to be milked, and sat waiting on the base of the pump. One could see that Mireille, with her silky, snow-white coat, was a spoilt and conceited pet. She greeted her mistress with playful buttings and curvettings and, during the 14milking, rested her head on the girl’s shoulder with a comical look of patience on her sentimental face. Juliet watched, enjoying the comedy. When the goat, protesting, was shut in again, Madame Loubier placed a bucket under the spout and began to work the handle of the pump. From the attic a voice, low but imperious, ordered her to stop. Her husband, in shirt and trousers, his black hair touselled, came dashing down the suitcase like a bird of prey on a songbird, Juliet thought. His wife laughed, pretending to disobey, and he seized the handle, scolding her. Juliet listened, amused by the vehemence of his gesture, the urgency of his tirade. Never, never, must Martine attempt it! How could she forget? Was he a peasant that his wife should be permitted to injure herself with such heavy work?

         He seized the handle and pumped with excessive energy, showing off, so that the bucket immediately overflowed. His wife, to tease him, made as if to lift it; he caught her by both elbows, held firmly and began to rebuke her and plead with her in tones so earnest and tender that Juliet turned away. Here was something nobody ought to spy on: something she had never before seen.

         ‘Le ciel est, par-dessus le toit, si bleu, si calme—’ Juliet sang to herself in her deep, luxurious bath. Since childhood, her heart had not been so light. She made her bed, spread the white muslin cover over the yellow quilt, and then unpacked the two suitcases which contained every single thing she possessed. Now, with her books on the window-sill, her photographs and the postcards from the Louvre on the shelf, her hand-glass and brushes set out on the chest, the room was her own domain. She put on a white-and-green cotton frock and was whitening her sandals when there was a tap on the door and her hostess came in with frothing chocolate, rolls and butter on a tray. She wore a rose-coloured apron over her brown dress and looked, Juliet thought, like a robin, with her bright, dark eyes. Her brown hair was worn like a little girl’s in a thick plait round her head. She looked three or four years older than Juliet, not more, but could put on a managing, matronly little air.

         ‘Up and dressed already, Mademoiselle? You slept well then? You find it not too bad, this little room? All the others look out on the 15terrace and receive the morning sun. It is a pity that only these two were free.’

         Juliet reassured her.

         ‘I like better to look out over the yard. The mountain is beautiful and so is your goat.’

         ‘Ah, Mireille! She plays the coquette, that one! My husband she will not suffer to milk her, and every day she must graze in a new place, and in summer, when the grass is burnt …’ Her voice changed. ‘But, Mademoiselle, you should not have deranged yourself to make your bed!’

         ‘I have the habit, and yesterday I gave you so much trouble. You were very kind.’

         ‘But naturally!’

         She rested large, dark eyes on Juliet’s face.

         ‘Is it not rouge? No! You have a colour! Already it works, our fine, pure air. Here you will regain health rapidly. You will see!’

         Juliet sat on her bed, the tray before her on a stool. The chocolate was delicious; so were the bread and fresh butter. She was hungry.

         ‘I think I have regained it already,’ she said.

         The other did not respond to her gay mood. A little reproachfully, she shook her head.

         ‘One does not recover in a night. You are a little anaemic, I think. I, too, when I lived in Toulon. Please, Mademoiselle, do not make too much haste. Do not try to climb our steep streets. Always there are easier ways around. You will remember, will you not, to repose yourself?’ Juliet could not help smiling when the girl added, ‘I know it is not easy when one is young.’

         She promised to take the roundabout roads. It was impossible not to respond. No one had talked to her in just that way before, with an almost sisterly, wise concern. She would have liked to detain this girl and talk with her about all sorts of things – tell her what a new and joyous this week and the inn was going to be; but she said, only, that the room was mignonne and the bed the softest she had slept on for years.

         ‘Ah yes! René will buy only the finest,’ his wife declared proudly. ‘He says …’ Her laughter gurgled like the chuckling of her doves. 16‘He says that he will have nothing but the best in the things that are important: a dog, a gun and a wife.’

         She reddened, bent her head and made for the door.

         ‘I’ll bring Monsieur Cunningham his tea.’

         She was gone, running downstairs. How busy she must be, with a houseful of guests to wait on, Juliet thought, yet she was light-hearted.

         Oh, what a waste they had been, those years in Rouen! And even, yes, even the years on the Riviera, with their tensions, their anxieties about money and parties and people who didn’t really matter at all. If only, she thought, her mother had known how to be simple, and kind, and serene! But she hadn’t, and everything had gone wrong.

         Well, it was over. Probably she was happy now. Alberto had money and property out there and she would be popular.

         No more tears. There had been tears enough. She and Frith were going to have seven perfect days.

         And next week? Next year? Going out to work every morning? But, from where? Not a London flat. It was too late for Frith to hope for West End engagements now. They had labelled him ‘unreliable’ and that, as she’d heard him say, was a ‘sentence of exile’. But perhaps, with a daughter to come home to …?

         Vexed with herself, she checked that train of thought. For years she had tried to teach herself not to dream. It was weakening. That wouldn’t happen. There had never been the least, minutest reason for imagining that it would.

         So violently Juliet shook her head in the effort to shake wish-thoughts out of it that her light, short hair became a wild mop and she had to brush and comb it over again.

         It would be another hour before Frith was down. She decided to take herself for a walk.

         
             

         

         FRITH ROSE EARLY and breakfasted on the terrace. He had the place to himself; the air was exhilarating; the clear sky promised a brilliant day and in the distance glimmered the sea. He was uneasy, nevertheless. His problem teased him, more difficult than ever to solve. A girl who fainted for nothing would not, for quite some time, 17be able to hold down a job. There wasn’t a soul he could send her to, as things were. What a mess Lydia had made – not only of her own life, but of his too, and the child’s! Well, all her misfortunes had flowed from her own temperament: certainly he hadn’t been to blame.

         Frith smoked his pipe while his memory unreeled the whole wretched sequence in detail, and nowhere did he see that he could reasonably have been expected to do anything other than what he had done.

         It was the War. How many actors had found their careers in pieces when it was over? How many wives, returning to London, had found themselves reduced to domestic bondage in dilapidated flats? Most of them had stuck it, but Lydia couldn’t: she had been a sky-lark in a cage. He’d have been selfish to ask her to.

         So when, in the November of ’46, her aunt Isabel, rich and widowed and lonely in her villa in Nice, had begged for a long visit, he had quite properly let Lydia go, on condition that the child went too. He couldn’t afford a decent boarding school, and it was a thrill for Juliet, at fourteen.

         And how, when they’d settled down there so happily, costing him nothing, could he insist on dragging them back? Besides, Aunt Isabel was ill – dying, as it turned out, and it wouldn’t have done for Lydia to desert her – from any point of view. Then, he had to let the flat. He wasn’t in a position to keep up a home.

         But it hadn’t turned out well for Lydia – inheriting the villa without enough money to run it. As a gambler she was always unlucky, and the sharks had gathered, of course. It was then that Forzelli had got his hold on her: acting as friendly advisor; persuading her to become officially resident in France; involving her in his black-market racket and his jugglings with foreign exchange.

         How old was Juliet – about seventeen – when Lydia began to ask for a divorce? One couldn’t refuse, there’d have been no point. Nothing would have brought Lydia home. All Frith had worried about was extricating Juliet, and that he had managed to do.

         That had been the one stroke of luck, the way the solution fell out of the blue. The letter, he remembered, had followed him from theatre 18to theatre and caught up with him at last in Bath. Damned impertinent, though damned opportune, too. He recalled its suave phrases with distaste. The good lady, Madame Regnier, appeared to have scraped acquaintance with Juliet in a Monte Carlo hotel and had somehow secured an address which would find him. She ventured to suggest to him that his daughter, so amiable and intelligent, was not receiving an education conformable to her aptitudes, and she had a proposal to put before him. With her sister, she directed, at Rouen, a school for young ladies whose parents were abroad. They were prepared to offer Miss Cunningham the post of English assistant. She would receive a small salary and would be enabled to attend courses and qualify for the profession of teaching in her free time. They had not thought it right to open the question with the young girl until they had ascertained his views, as he might, naturally, have other projects concerning her.

         School-teaching! It hadn’t seemed the likeliest future for a child of himself and Lydia. He had thrust the letter into his dressing-gown pocket, intending to think it over, though hoping something better might turn up. It had been there still when Juliet’s sober little letter came.

         ‘Oughtn’t I to be doing something about earning my living?’ she had written. She was ‘an awful problem’ for her mother and was learning nothing practical. Might she come back to England and train as a hospital nurse? Would the training cost more than he could afford?

         There had obviously been plenty behind that letter that the child preferred to keep to herself. What a relief to find she had that much sense! But nursing wasn’t the answer: she was too young and, although he would continue to give her occasional presents, he couldn’t, as things were, do more. All the same, he had used no pressure whatever – not by a single word. Simply, he had pulled out Madame Regnier’s letter, scrawled across it ‘What do you think of this?’ and posted it to Juliet. Next thing he heard, she was on her way to Rouen.

         He had supposed she would go to her mother for holidays but, after the first year, that hadn’t happened. She’d stayed on at the school. It had seemed too bad. He’d felt sorry for the girl and had given her sprees in Paris two or three times. 19

         Odd, he reflected, what a wash-out those meetings had been! Disappointing. Juliet had changed. Her grooming and clothes were all right – Lydia sent her dresses and so on from time to time, but she was gauche. The loving, impulsive child had become a prickly, inhibited adolescent; too self-effacing, over-anxious to please, nervously afraid of being in the way. They had made no real contact at all.

         It was astounding, what this final rescue had done for her: how she had responded, revived, expanded, like a butterfly breaking out of the chrysalis. He had a notion that Lydia’s final escapade – her flight to South America with Forzelli, had snapped the last link that bound the girl emotionally to her mother and set her affections free to return to him. Anyway, it had brought them together again.

         The school mistresses hadn’t behaved badly, on the whole, when Forzelli’s racket blew open, for the scandal-mongers hadn’t missed their opportunity and the well-publicised story of the absconding racketeer and the elegant divorcée must have been embarrassing for the school. They had kept her all through the summer until a decent pretext presented itself and then Madame Regnier had written him a silky letter expressing concern about Juliet’s health and doubts whether teaching was the girl’s true vocation, after all.

         He had fitted everything in rather neatly: the two-and-a-half weeks left before work was to begin in Corsica could very well be spent in the south of France, giving his daughter a break and fixing her up in some sort of post there. If necessary, he’d collect her when he returned in November; but, by then, something regular might have turned up for her.

         Promptitude paid: he had wired to Juliet – ‘What is wrong write fully’– and, for the first time, had received an unreserved letter from her. She told him she was a failure at the school and not very well and Mesdames clearly wished to get rid of her, ‘and’, she had concluded, ‘if I’ve got to be a burden on somebody for a bit, I suppose you are the unfortunate somebody’.

         ‘I am definitely somebody prepare travel south next week’, had been his telegraphed reply.

         Well, when he’d seen the place, he had understood the girl’s becoming anaemic. Those putty-coloured women and their putty-coloured 20rooms! The stink of petrol; the clang of rails carted past on the cobbled street.

         All the same, there had been tears, leaving it. Juliet apologised for them in the train.

         ‘It’s heaven to escape. I just can’t tell you how glad and grateful I am. It is only that some of the children are darlings, and rather lonely, poor little things. It really is a stone-cold place.’

         ‘Why on earth’, he demanded, impatiently, ‘did you stick it for three years?’

         ‘I wouldn’t have, much longer,’ she replied and proceeded to inform him that she had been secretly answering advertisements – advertisements for kitchen hands, of all things, with the notion of learning to be a cook. When he exclaimed, ‘Shade of my grandmother Cunningham!’ Juliet retorted, cheekily, ‘The one who made the famous mince-pies?’

         That had been about the first sign of a remarkably sudden, rapid and complete thaw.

         Yes, Frith told himself: from first to last, no one could say he had been to blame, and Juliet, he believed, appreciated that fact. Affection shone out of her. She was all right; but the question remained: next Wednesday, when he would be on way to Calvi, where, in the name of all that was problematical, would Juliet be?

         
             

         

         AT THE MOMENT she was crossing the terrace, hatless, her cap of light-brown hair bright in the sun. That razor-cut he’d treated her to at Nice was definitely a success – showed the good shape of her head. She was flushed with sunshine and pleasure. She looked well. Moreover, she had bought him a newspaper and cigarettes.

         ‘Good girl! Feeling all right?’

         ‘Tipsy with the air; aren’t you? And there’s your eternal sea! Are you pleased, Frith? Are you really going to like it, up here?’

         ‘Fine. It’s an uncommonly good little inn.’

         She chattered, telling him about the yard, the goat, the dovecote and the garden that belonged to the inn. That small gate below on the 21road led into it; then you walked uphill inside the wall and a short flight of steps brought you up to the terrace. Below the orange trees there were beds of herbs and vegetables; no lawn; very few flowers. The tall hedge of tamarisk that gave shade on the south of the terrace ran all the way down, separating the garden from the back lane. There was a garage at the end of the lane.

         ‘I have been orienting us,’ Juliet said. ‘Here we are really outside the village beyond where the wall stops. The rock sticks out of the mountain like a clenched fist and we are on the back of the wrist. The village is just two streets and little passages squiggling about. It is sort of built up on the knuckles with the church like a thumb sticking up.’

         Frith, who was more interested in people than in places, was observing with amusement the fussy exodus from the inn of a family party slung round with picnic baskets, flasks and cameras. They were followed by a lanky, bearded Frenchman laden with easel, canvas and box. The long front of the two-storey house looked over the terrace and they came out by a deep, recessed porch with a rounded arch; crossed the terrace, the painter bowing politely to Juliet and Frith as he went by, and descended the steps and went down by the garden path. A little old woman who was slowly and methodically dusting tables and setting out cane chairs greeted one and all with a toothless smile. René Loubier, who was busy in the dining-room, came to one of the windows and whistled.

         ‘All are out now, Marie. Go up and help Madame,’ he called, but the old woman failed to hear. Looking round when a pebble, neatly aimed by Frith, struck the table she was wiping, she observed her young master’s eloquent gestures, gathered up her cloths, and went in. Presently the inn-keeper came out, lithe and swift, like an athletic boy. At closer range one saw that experience and authority had given a resolute set to his lips and jaw. A man close on thirty, Frith conjectured, who had seen military service or had been active in the Maquis. His French had only a slight trace of the local accent – less than his wife’s. One was able to follow him.

         ‘I thank you, Monsieur. Old Marie grows more deaf every day; also more slow. If there is anything you desire it becomes necessary 22to ring the bell in the porch.’ He turned to Juliet with an expression of satisfaction on his dark, intelligent face.

         ‘I do not need to enquire for the health of Mademoiselle! She has slept like an angel, one can see! … The sun is not yet too strong? Presently I will pull down the awning … Something to drink a little later? A Pernod, and, perhaps, an ice? Then if you should wish to walk in our olive orchard, one can enter it by crossing our yard.’

         ‘You seem to leave all doors open to the world,’ Frith remarked. ‘Is everybody virtuous in St Jacques?’

         ‘Oh, yes, here we are honest,’ was the boastful answer.

         ‘We do not even need police. One man, the Garde Champêtre, is sufficient, and he has an easy life. Only five times in two years has it been necessary for him to telephone to Menton for help.’

         Frith observed that he hadn’t seen a dog about and Juliet asked, laughing, ‘Does the beautiful Mireille guard the house?’

         René Loubier was delighted.

         ‘Is she not a beauty, Mireille? She is a princess among goats – so delicate, so fastidious! … No, Monsieur, I do not keep my dog here. He is a gun-dog of the first class and I leave him with my uncle up in the forest. Hotel life ruins a good dog: his sense of smell becomes confused and weak; also, with so many strangers making a friend of him he ceases to know who is his master or at whom he should bark, or else he barks at everyone, and they complain. My father took his old sheep-dog with him, three years ago, when he handed the inn over to me, and we are better without one, I find.’ He turned to Juliet, asking, ‘You like the terrace? Is not the view magnificent?’

         Juliet spoke with admiration of the view, the air and the village. He was clearly a young man who thought well of his surroundings and liked to hear them praised.

         ‘You will find,’ he assured them both, ‘that although St Jacques is small it contains more of interest than all the other hill-villages. It has an older history than Eze; finer views than Cagnes; better restaurants and shops than Roquebrune. Vence is too high and St Paul too expensive. Here, there is pleasure without cost. On Sunday, if the fine weather continues, there will be dancing in the marketplace – the 23old dances in costume: some of our young people have studied in Cannes at the Académie Provençale; and on Monday the September market will be held. Very soon St Jacques will be famous. For that, we work hard. When my son is grown this inn will be a valuable property for him.’

         ‘I haven’t seen your son,’ Juliet said, with interest.

         René Loubier’s smile flashed wide and his black eyes twinkled.

         ‘Nobody has seen him yet,’ he replied and then, afraid that he had committed an indelicacy, turned and hurried indoors, leaving Frith convulsed.

         ‘Gosh,’ said Juliet, somewhat abashed, ‘ought I to have noticed?’

         Frith was half inarticulate with laughter at his daughter’s faux pas.

         ‘You don’t mean to tell me you didn’t?’

         Juliet blushed furiously, partly from resentment: her father’s ridicule seemed to her unfair.

         ‘Where would I have learnt to?’ she retorted.

         ‘True enough! Well, it sure was time you were let out of school.’

         Frith was amazed. He thought of girls of twenty in London, in films, on the stage, of girls who were in the forces in the war years, younger than that. Juliet was unbelievably immature. What was to be done about her? He looked at her searchingly.

         Juliet swallowed and tried to call all her wits together. Now it was coming and she wasn’t prepared: she hadn’t the ghost of a plan. Her father spoke in a casual tone.

         ‘I suppose you won’t want to take up teaching again?’

         ‘Not in a school.’

         ‘Or nursing? You’re scarcely hefty enough.’
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