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CHAPTER ONE


He does love me … he does love me! she thought triumphantly as she lay relaxed and near to sleep in the shelter of his arm. He could not have made love so perfectly if he didn’t care.


As if by way of denial of her thoughts, he turned suddenly and completely so that now his back was towards her, and a moment later she heard his deep, steady breathing and knew he was asleep.


The pleasant, reassuring glow that had enveloped her as an aftermath of their lovemaking, left her now to be replaced by a deep-rooted depression. All the old doubts came back to torment her. She lay on her back staring into the darkness of the room from grey-blue eyes that were misted with tears.


There is always one who cares more than the other, she told herself fiercely, determined not to let the tears fall. I must not expect too much of him … men are different … and he does care … he must …


Oh, yes, she told herself, suddenly ruthless. He had always cared about the physical side of their marriage. That had been of paramount importance from the first moment of their meeting … six years ago? How quickly the time went by and yet in another sense, it seemed a century since those wonderful, ecstatic days of their engagement. Jerry had been thirty-two, she herself twenty-five. Now she would soon be thirty-two and was the mother of two wonderful children. Had the years changed her? A moment or two ago, Jerry had whispered huskily in her ear:


‘You’re more beautiful than ever, Lynn. You’re made for love!’


Other people had told her marriage had improved her looks, her figure, though she knew without vanity that there had never been much wrong with them. But she had lost a little weight and it suited her. She had changed physically, but in herself, not at all. She still loved him as deeply, as desperately, as ever.


‘You’ve changed, Lindy dear!’


That was her aunt … her far too observant aunt.


‘What makes you so cynical these days? Why are you so bitter, Lindy? You’ve changed, my dear. Is it Jerry?’


She dreaded those questions … dreaded most of all that her aunt might detect that false brightness of her voice when she lied:


‘Jerry? Oh, Aunt Meg, you’ve got a bee in your bonnet about Jerry. We’re perfectly happy and he’s a wonderful husband.’


Once she had thought her aunt narrow-minded and bigoted because she had raised objections to her marriage when she learned that Jerry was a divorcé.


‘Not because I’m against divorce in itself, Lindy, although I do believe that if people vow to take each other for better or for worse, they should be willing to take the bad along with the good. But I’m always suspicious when a woman divorces her husband. Marriage means so much more to a woman and I don’t think wives give up their husbands easily … not even these days. Why did Jerry’s wife divorce him? He’s charming, has more than his share of good looks, and money, too. Why should she drag him and herself through the divorce court? Find out that before you marry him, Lindy.’


She had argued hotly in his defence. Jerry’s wife had been a bitch … there was no other word for her. She had been selfish, self-centred, and had only married him because of his money. She had never really loved him or wanted to make him happy, and had grabbed at the first excuse that had come her way to get rid of him. They’d had a quarrel and he had rushed out of the house and stupidly, no doubt, had got drunk. Then he’d taken a girl back to her flat and passed out and had stayed the night there sleeping it off on the settee. There was no one else there so of course everyone thought the worst, including the porter of the block of flats who supplied the necessary evidence. Jerry hadn’t bothered to defend the case, partly to avoid publicity for the girl’s sake and partly because he was so fed up with his marriage that he thought it better to let his wife go.


Her aunt had listened to this story without expression. Now she said:


‘Jerry told you that himself?’


‘Of course! He confessed everything … although there wasn’t really anything to confess. But he wanted me to hear the truth.’


‘He may have wanted you to hear his version of the truth before anyone else told you his wife’s version!’


‘That’s a horrible thing to say, Aunt. What have you got against Jerry? You know I’m in love with him. I’m going to marry him. So why try to find fault? I don’t understand you, Aunt Meg.’


‘It’s only that your happiness means a lot to me, Lynn. I’d rather have you unhappy now than for you to marry the wrong man and be miserable for the rest of your life.’


‘He’s not the wrong man. We have everything in common. And he’s as passionately in love with me as I am with him. Why don’t you trust him? Anyone would think you know something about him to his discredit.’


Her aunt had sighed.


‘No, I don’t know anything against him, Lynn, but my instinct forbids me to trust him. He’s too good-looking, too charming, too good to be true, in fact! Forgive me, darling, if what I’ve been saying hurts you. Believe me, it’s only from my desire to protect you. You’ve always been very dependent on other people emotionally. If your marriage went wrong … then you’d have so few weapons with which to defend yourself. You’re very vulnerable, my dear … as is every passionate and emotional woman once she has fallen in love. But if you’re quite sure you’re doing the right thing … then I’ll try to believe in him. Perhaps I am misjudging him.’


No! Lynn thought bitterly. Her aunt’s instinct had not been entirely wrong. What would her aunt say now if she knew what kind of husband Jerry had turned out to be? The imagined expression of outrage on her face almost brought a smile to her own.


For the first year, everything had been perfect. Life had been one long honeymoon. Jerry was the perfect lover. He knew exactly the right thing to say and do … always. When she was tired, he petted and spoiled her; when she was happy, he outrivalled her gaiety. When she wanted nothing better than a quiet evening alone with him, he would lie on the sofa, running his hands through the gold silk of her hair, talking, drinking, smoking and always, before long, making passionate love to her. In such moods he was utterly irresistible, and if she had loved him before she married him, those first twelve months with him had ensnared her heart and soul for ever. When the second year brought its first disillusionments, she was too deeply entangled to be able to escape.


The second year! It had brought her the greatest joy of her life and the greatest unhappiness. It had brought her David … her firstborn, darling son. And it had brought her Jerry’s first act of unfaithfulness.


She forgave him. Deeply hurt as she had been, she could understand in a way how it had happened. Jerry, filled with remorse, had explained everything.


‘It had nothing to do with us, Lynn. Try to understand, my dearest. I didn’t love her … not for a moment. It was purely physical. You know how close you and I had always been. Then with the baby making you so uncomfortable and you sleeping so badly … well, naturally I didn’t want to bother you … but a man has certain needs, and then when you went off to hospital, Trish just happened to ring up and ask me round for a drink and … well, that was that. It was only once, darling, and I felt desperately ashamed afterwards. I’d give the world to be able to undo it. I’ve not seen her since and in fact I never want to see her again. Say you do understand, Lynn? I couldn’t bear anything to come between us now.’


Now … because he had the little son he had always wanted and they had so often talked about … because she had only been back from the hospital a month and it ought to be one of the milestones of happiness in their married life. No, she couldn’t bear it either!


‘But Jerry, it was the night before David was born …’


Did that make it any worse … any better? Did it alter the fact that Jerry had been unfaithful to her … had held another woman in his arms and made love to her at a time when she was carrying his child … perhaps even at the moment she gave birth to him?


‘Lynn, forgive me, darling … I love you so much … forgive me!’


She had forgiven, in so far as it had been possible to forgive. Simply to take him back in her arms, to enfold him again with her love and to behave as if ‘it’ had never happened … that she could do. But the scar that was left on her heart had never completely healed … only been buried beneath her determination to forget.


Just over a year later, Sue arrived. Against her will, Lynn found herself watching Jerry closely all through her pregnancy. If he showed signs of restlessness, she forced herself to go out somewhere with him … even although she was longing desperately for her bed and sleep. She dreaded the time when she must go into hospital and leave him alone. She didn’t … couldn’t trust him after last time. But perhaps because of the late nights and the worry, Sue started to arrive a month before she was due and with little or no warning. She was born prematurely at home and Lynn had been too ill for a day or two to care any more where Jerry was or be glad that she had not after all had to leave him.


The week after Sue’s birth, Jerry had come home drunk. She heard his voice, arguing with the nurse to let him into her room.


‘Mrs Birch is sleeping, sir. She needs all the rest she can get. I’m sorry, sir, doctor’s orders.’


‘To hell with the doctor. She’s my wife and I’ll see her if I damn well please!’


Wide awake now, she realized that he was very drunk. Every nerve taut, she felt the thud of his body on the hall floor through her own nervous system, causing her to feel so ill that she thought she would indeed be sick. She lay back on the pillows and fought her nausea while, outside the door, she heard her husband giving way to his. She thought of going to him but then she heard the nurse’s brisk footsteps and the clink of pail and water, and presently, Jerry’s voice again and his unsteady footsteps as he was helped along the passage to his room.


She was desperately ashamed, and when she heard the bedroom door open, she closed her eyes quickly, afraid of what the nurse might say.


‘Awake yet, Mrs. Birch? Time to feed Baby. What a pretty little darling she is! I never knew a premature baby so perfect. They are usually crumpled and red! Aren’t we lucky, Mrs. Birch!’


So there was to be no mention of what had just happened outside her door? Did the starched, efficient nurse really believe she had heard nothing?


She looked into the minute, perfectly formed face of her baby and the tiny eyelids opened. Two violet-blue eyes, exact replicas of hers, stared up at her.


Tears suddenly poured down her cheeks. Tears for what? For whom? Not for Jerry! Perhaps they were for herself?


‘Come now, Mrs. Birch … we mustn’t give way to tears. I know it’s very easy to cry in your condition, but it isn’t good for you or for Baby. Besides, everything is quite all right. Doctor says Baby is as strong as a full-term baby and believe me, Mrs. Birch, he’d soon have had her into hospital if she’d been the slightest bit at risk.’


Her tears had dried … but so had her milk. Of the abundance she’d had to offer David, there was now none for Sue. None the less, Sue had thrived, and as Nurse had said … she was strong and healthy. Everything was all right.


‘Oh, Jerry, how could you? If you had to get drunk, at least you didn’t have to come home.’


‘Good God, Lynn, is there no satisfying you? You worried yourself sick if I was out of sight for five minutes. Don’t think I didn’t see you watching me with an eagle eye in case I repeated the Trish affair. Now you’re grousing because I did come home!’


It had been several weeks before she had forgiven him … not so much for his weakness but for the hurt he dealt her when he tried to brazen it out. Then, with Sue firmly established on the bottle and her aunt worrying her to death because she looked so ghastly and the doctor urging Jerry to take her for a good long holiday … she agreed to let her aunt take Sue and David for a month while she went away alone with Jerry.


Another honeymoon. Truculent though she had been at the start, Jerry had worn down her defences. He was utterly considerate, tender, adoring, and had endless patience with her bouts of weeping. Within a week, she was almost her old self again, and by the end of the holiday they were perfectly reunited. Her new-found happiness had brought back the light to her eyes, the shine to her hair, the smile to her lips. She had put back the weight she had lost after Sue’s birth and as Jerry told her as he held her to him: ‘You’re more alluring than ever, Lynn darling. God, how I love you! There’s something about you … something I can’t explain. It gets me every time. I could never live without you, Lynn.’


She settled down to making a happy home for Jerry and the babies. David and Sue thrived and she loved them utterly, but with a different love from the helpless surrender of her being to Jerry. Her love for the children was fierce and protective and carefully controlled. She never gave them too much … only sufficient for their needs. They were beautiful, contented, attractive toddlers. Jerry, a little impatient sometimes with other children, never seemed bored by his own. David was her image … Sue, whose eyes had lost their blueness and had become as dark as Jerry’s own, was in almost every way his physical double. She had his rather large, full mouth and the same way of lifting the corner of her upper lip when she smiled. Her hair was as dark and curled across her head just as Jerry’s did when he had bathed or been swimming. She was a beautiful child … slightly Spanish looking with her warm, dark colouring and bright personality. Jerry’s child. She, Lynn, felt a special love for this image of the man she had married and who was, even after four years of matrimony, as wildly attractive to her as ever. Yet deep in her heart, she watched and studied Sue … waiting for any signs of that other side of Jerry which could be so selfish, so ruthless, so destructive in its egotism and vanity. One of the reasons Jerry so adored Sue was that he saw himself in her so clearly.


David was like herself … tall, slender, supple, fair. His hair was straight and boyish and his blue eyes intelligent, thoughtful, breaking sometimes into a quick, delightful smile as he saw the humour in a situation. At three, he took the most painstaking care of Sue and was constantly hurt by her baby independence. He wanted so much to be needed and yet Sue so seldom seemed to need his help! He was sensitive and at times critical … yet once he gave his love or friendship, it was never withdrawn or lessened. At five he still gave ‘Mr. Milkman’ (his hero at three) his quick, welcoming smile. He, too, adored his father, but Lynn always felt that while he was scrupulously fair in handing out affection to both his parents, it was to her that he gave most of his real self.


At six, David took a sudden, deep-rooted aversion to his father. Lynn closed her eyes as she recalled the painful memory of David’s birthday … only a month ago now. She had planned a children’s party for him on a Saturday afternoon … because then Jerry would be at home and it meant so much more to the children if Daddy was there. He made everything such fun and children always loved him. ‘The perfect father’, her friends and even her aunt had had to admit!


Jerry had phoned her from the office at lunch time when he should have been home.


‘Frightfully sorry, darling, but there was an important board meeting this morning and now one of the directors wants me to lunch with him … don’t see that I can get out of it. But I’ll be back by tea time if not before. Tell David I’ve got a surprise for the party!’


She hadn’t worried … not until four o’clock. David and Sue had asked several times if he wasn’t coming after all and she had reassured them that he would be back before tea. Now the children were getting a little restless and she knew it was time to suggest another game or tea. Should she wait for Jerry? She gave him another fifteen minutes and then let the children start on the party fare.


‘We won’t light the candles till Daddy comes, will we, Mummy?


‘No, darling, we’ll wait. He’s sure to be here soon.’


Tea was soon consumed and the children’s little guests waited expectantly for the cake. Lynn consulted David in a whisper.


‘I think perhaps we shouldn’t wait for Daddy any longer, darling. If we blow the candles out quickly, then we can light them later when he arrives so that he can see them.’


‘But the cake will be all eaten!’ David said anxiously. ‘It’ll be spoilt!’


What was Jerry doing? He was the one who had established the birthday ritual—who, when she brought in the cake declared that it was far too nice to eat.


‘Mummy shall put it in a glass case and we’ll keep it to look at till next birthday.’ … Howls of objection from the children. ‘Well, perhaps we’ll cut just a tiny, tiny bit to taste. Um … yes, it’s great! Much too nice to eat! Into the glass case with it, Mummy … the kids don’t want to eat it!’


How wonderful it tasted when at last it was on the children’s plates. How they loved being tempted and teased, knowing all the time that they would have it in the end.


Jerry, this is the first time you’ve missed one of their birthday parties! Not even a director is excuse enough. Please come back now … quickly.


He came at bedtime. The last of the visiting children had gone and David and Sue were tired and a little over-excited by the party. As she bathed them they kept asking why Daddy hadn’t come and, tired herself, she had begun to be furiously angry with Jerry. It wasn’t the first time he had been late back on a Saturday … but never on a birthday. He knew how much it meant to the children.


‘There he is! I hearded the key!’ Sue shouted, hopping up and down and leaving a trail of wet footprints on the bathroom floor.


‘Daddy … Dad-dee!’


He came upstairs and opened the bathroom door. His face was flushed and he seemed not the slightest bit contrite.


‘Sorry to have missed the party, poppets!’ he said gaily. ‘You know I’d have come if I could.’


Sue threw herself into his arms and chattered excitedly about the balloons, the cake, the party games. David sat in the bath, his eyes unsmiling, as they studied his father’s face.


‘But why didn’t you come, Daddy?’


‘Yes, why?’ asked Lynn, knowing just how hurt David was … how he was feeling.


She helped him out of the bath and wrapped him in the bath towel, then nodded her head to Jerry. At least it would be some consolation if Daddy dried him and dressed him in his pyjamas. It was always looked on as a treat. She had started to pull Sue’s pyjama top over her head when she heard David say:


‘Put me down, Daddy! You smell nasty. Put me down!’


‘Well, of all the cheek …’ Jerry began, when he met Lynn’s eyes and his own dropped suddenly. ‘Dash it all, I had to have the drinks I was offered, Lynn. You know what these directors are. I couldn’t look a complete idiot and say “Sorry, old chap, my wife won’t let me!”’


The tone of his voice was angry, sarcastic. She felt her own temper rising but controlled it. Whatever happened, she would not let the children know what she was feeling, thinking.


‘You still haven’t said why you didn’t come to my party!’ David broke in persistently.


‘And I’m damned if I will say why now after that remark of yours, young man!’


A moment later the door slammed behind him and Sue said:


‘Look, Mummy, David’s crying. Has he hurted himself?’


I’ll never forgive him for that. I hate him! Lynn thought savagely as she comforted David and hurried Sue off to bed. But later, she did forgive him.


‘Do you think I didn’t want to come to the party, Lynn? You know very well nothing would have made me miss such an occasion if it hadn’t been vital. As a matter of fact, I think this afternoon’s work is going to get me promoted. Henderson as good as told me that he was going to see that I got a step up before Christmas. You don’t understand how these things work, darling. It’s not just a matter of whether you’re good at the job or not. Personal feelings come into it too … and not a little, either. If the higher-ups like you, then they take a personal interest in you. I was looking forward to getting home to tell you the good news and all I get is a mountain of abuse from you and David. It might have been of interest to him to know that if I do get this rise, I intend to take you all for a skiing holiday this Christmas. You know how David has been badgering us to go to Switzerland ever since he saw that film on skiing.’


‘Oh, Jerry, do you really think we might go? David will be thrilled to death, I know. Go and tell him, darling. I do so hate to see him in tears on his birthday. But he wasn’t being cheeky … just telling the truth. A lot of children don’t like the smell of whisky … as a matter of fact I don’t myself … and he’s only just six, you know. You can’t expect him to hide his feelings … to be tactful.’


‘All right, all right, don’t keep on about the whisky. I only had three, you know. I’m not tight!’


If she wasn’t careful she would become a nagging wife, Lynn thought, and it would be her fault if Jerry did end up an alcoholic!


‘Jerry, darling, I’m not criticizing. It was just that the children were so disappointed and I didn’t understand how particularly important this afternoon was. After all, Saturday isn’t usually a business day, is it? Congratulations on the rise.’


He put his arm round her and drew her close.


‘Well, it hasn’t happened yet, you know. Still, it’s as good as in the bag. And it’ll mean quite a bit to you, too, Lynn. That’s one of the reasons I’m so pleased. You’ll be able to have lots of new clothes and we could probably afford an au pair too.’


‘No, you know I don’t want that!’ Lynn had said. ‘I love looking after the house and children myself. Come on, darling, let’s go and tell David the good news. He’ll be thrilled.’


‘Wow, skiing!’ David had said. ‘That’ud be smashing, Daddy. When will we go? Will we really come down a mountain like that man did? As fast as he was going? Is it easy? What a smashing surprise.’


But it was Lynn’s hand he clutched and later, as she turned out the light, he said:


‘Mummy, it was a really good party but I do wish Daddy’d been here too. He did promise to come in time.’


David hadn’t been able to forgive so easily and he had never quite trusted Jerry’s promises since. Only now, remembering, did Lynn realize that when Jerry promised something, David always said: ‘Word of honour, Daddy? Cross your heart and cut your throat?’


Lynn shut her eyes, trying to recapture the languor and fatigue of a few minutes past. She turned slightly and with her lips, touched the back of Jerry’s head. A wave of tenderness swept over her … of remembered passion. Dear, dear Jerry. Of course he had his faults. Everyone had. No one was perfect; and most of the while, Jerry was perfect … as a husband and a father. Aunt Meg was wrong to say he was ‘too good to be true’. He had been unfaithful to her … but only once. He had got a bit tight once in a while but so, probably, did most men. And every marriage had its bad patches. People couldn’t be loving and affectionate all the time. If Jerry was occasionally rude and aggressive and said things which hurt … well, they did hurt, but it wasn’t as if he really meant them. He did love her … in his way … as much as she loved him in her way.


‘It’s just that I’ve always loved him a little bit more than he loves me!’ she told herself, sleepy now and content with her lot. There’s always one who cares more and I dare say it’s usually the woman.


Two minutes later, she was asleep.




CHAPTER TWO


‘Lynn, darling, can you get a baby-sitter for tonight and come to a small party we’re giving on the spur of the moment?’


Lynn disentangled Sue’s fingers, chocolate-covered from her interrupted lunch, and shifted the telephone to her other hand.


‘We’d love to, Marion! At least, I would, and Jerry always enjoys your parties. We’re not doing anything, but it’s just possible Jerry may be kept late in town. He’s up to his eyes these days and it’s sometimes ten before he gets home. Shall I ring you back after I’ve phoned him?’


Marion’s good-natured voice came back promptly.


‘It won’t matter if Jerry can’t manage it till later. In fact, if that does happen, then come to dinner. Jack’s brother has just arrived home from Singapore … I don’t think you’ve met him, darling, but he’s a poppet! So the party is to be a welcome home for him and to introduce him to some people. He’s been abroad for five years and doesn’t know a soul in England. If you come alone it will make a foursome for dinner and the real crowd will be coming in about half-nineish.’


‘Then I’ll ring Jerry and let you know definitely!’ Lynn said. ‘I must fly now, Marion … middle of Sue’s lunch!’


With Sue packed off for her usual afternoon rest, Lynn took the first opportunity of telephoning Jerry’s office. She very seldom did this for he had often told her he hated being rung at work unless it was urgent. His voice always sounded very cold and unfriendly when she did ring and now she never did so unless it was absolutely necessary.


He had not yet gone out for lunch.


‘You just caught me, Lynn. Everyone else has gone. What’s up?’


Lynn explained and heard Jerry’s small sigh of regret.


‘It’s a bit of a bore, sweetheart, but I can’t help it … I can tell you now I’m fairly certain to be late. Still, if you’re able to make up a foursome for dinner, maybe it’s for the best. I’ll try to be there by nine.’


‘What about a meal for you?’ Lynn asked, disappointed in spite of herself, and worried for Jerry, too. He seemed to get longer and longer hours of work as he rose up the ladder. Of course, she could understand that extra responsibility meant extra work but he looked so frightfully tired after those late evenings at the office.


‘Don’t worry about me, darling. How’s things?’


‘Everything’s fine!’ Lynn said. ‘Sue’s resting and David’s at school of course. Jerry, do get a decent lunch if you’re going to miss dinner. You know Marion’s parties. You’ll need something inside you.’


‘Don’t fuss, sweetheart. As a matter of fact, I’m lunching with Henderson. I think his niece will be there, too, and it’s a slap-up do at the Dorchester. That’s why I’ll have to catch up on some urgent work this evening. I expect it will be pretty dull but I couldn’t very well refuse and anyway, it will be a decent meal. Wish you could be there, too.’


Lynn quickly quenched the little stab of jealousy that assailed her … and envy, too. Jerry seemed to lead such an interesting life even if it was all tied up with his work. She said lightly:


‘No flirting with the beautiful niece, darling! Remember you’re a married man!’


‘As if I could forget when I’ve got the most glamorous wife in the world. Anyway, as she’s related to Henderson, she’s probably as ugly as sin. Well, see you later, darling. About nineish.’


Marion Castle was a very old and much loved friend of Lynn’s. They’d been at school together and had never allowed their later individual paths to separate them. They had corresponded regularly and often arranged their holidays to coincide. An only child, Marion had been to Lynn like a twin sister and there was little or nothing they did not know about each other.


Marion, Lynn thought as the taxi drove her through the streets to her party, was the only person in the world who knew all the facts of her life with Jerry. She alone had been told of Jerry’s one act of unfaithfulness and his two lapses with the bottle. Marion had always liked Jerry and yet sometimes Lynn had wondered if her friend was not a little too uncritical of Jerry when they had discussed him before her engagement. It seemed odd that Marion should be so approving at the same time as her aunt was so oddly suspicious of the man she had chosen to marry.


‘He’s just the type of husband you need, darling!’ Marion had told her. ‘You’re too introspective, too serious, old dear. Jerry will help you to accept things that happen as a matter of course. He’s such fun to be with, isn’t he? And so wildly attractive. If I hadn’t already lost my poor heart to Jack, I’d have made a play for him myself. Not that he would have looked at me! He likes glamour and you’ve got it, Lynn. I’ve always been a plain Jane and really and truly, I don’t care so long as Jack thinks I’m tops. At least I know he loves me for myself! No, darling, you’ll make a perfect pair … complement each other. Congratulations, Lynn.’


When told about Jerry’s unfaithfulness, Marion had been slightly sobered in her opinion but had glossed over it in a way that had never occurred to Lynn who was desperately shaken and upset.


‘After all, darling, you must look at it from Jerry’s point of view. First, he’s a man and I’ve always been led to understand that men can have an affair with a woman they don’t necessarily care twopence about. The physical side is quite a thing apart from the love angle. Secondly, he is frightfully attractive and he must be subjected to a lot more temptation than, say, Jack. I dare say this Trish female set her cap at him and more or less seduced him. It probably wasn’t Jerry’s fault really … a few drinks too many and he just didn’t know what he was doing.’


‘But I couldn’t have been unfaithful to Jerry, Marion. Even making allowances for the fact that Jerry’s male and it may not have meant much to him, he must have known how much it would hurt me. I wouldn’t do anything ever to hurt him … to risk losing his respect for me … perhaps even to risk losing him altogether.’


‘Well, I don’t suppose he expected to be found out!’ Marion said practically. ‘You’re too old-fashioned, Lynn. I’m not saying I don’t agree with your ideals … as a matter of fact, I do. But you have to make allowances for men like Jerry. You’re not going to let it ruin your marriage, surely? After all, you’ve admitted often that your relationship was near perfect. To carve it up because of a woman who means nothing at all to Jerry seems madness … specially now you’ve got David, too.’


‘I know, Marion. But Jerry has done more than hurt my pride. Something closed up inside me and won’t get warm again. I don’t want Jerry to touch me now. I can’t just write it off the way he seems able to do. It’s changed my feelings for him. I can’t respect him now.’


But in the end, she had forgiven and she and Jerry had become lovers again. As usual, it was as satisfying and complete a union as it had ever been. She had not really stopped loving him and Marion knew it.


Dear Marion! and dear Jack, too. They were both so plain and frumpy and yet so good-natured and amusing! They had masses of friends of all kinds! No one could help liking them. It was a shame they had no children of their own. It was the one wrong note in the marriage.


I suppose there is always something to prevent the absolutely perfect marriage! Lynn thought, sighing for her lost illusions. If you look into the lives of any two people, there is always a flaw somewhere.


Jack’s brother, Philip, was not unlike him to look at and just as charming. Lynn liked him from the start. He was not in the least attractive to her physically—his features, colouring, stature being as nondescript as Jack’s, but the whole was pleasing in a big, St. Bernardish kind of way. He was tall, square and rather vague in his manner and untidy in appearance. But when he spoke, his voice was deep and attractive and his smile was shy and boyish. He was older than Jack … thirty-eight, Marion had told her. Lynn could well believe that underneath that shy, vague surface lay concealed real depths of character.


Philip’s job had taken him back to Singapore for the last five years but at last he had been sent home to England … with mixed feelings about his homecoming, he confided to Lynn.


‘Fact is, I got used to living in the Far East. I don’t make friends very easily, and I must confess I’m a bit scared at the prospect of beginning all over again.’


‘Why have you come home?’ Lynn asked, interested quite a little in this large, ungainly man.


‘My boss thought it time I widened my interests!’ he told her, with his sudden, shy smile. ‘I’m at Head Office now and have got to find myself a flat in town. I believe from all Marion tells me it isn’t easy these days.’


‘I think it’s less difficult for a bachelor!’ Lynn consoled him, laughing. ‘Landlords always approve of bachelors. You’re not married, are you?’


‘No, I’d like to be, though. Just not yet met the right girl. Now I’m probably too old and set in my ways to make a good husband.’


‘Rubbish!’ said Jack, as he came across the room with two coffee cups. ‘Just the right time to settle down now you’ve sown your wild oats. Trouble with Pip, Lynn, is that he’s far too particular. Always was. I can remember, when we were at Oxford, chasing any pretty girl I could find, but Pip would stick his ugly great nose in the air and push off somewhere with a boat or a fishing rod.’


‘You make me sound a misogynist!’ his brother said, that smile again transforming his face from the ugly into the attractive. ‘It was merely that I found all those pretty girls of yours rather vacuous and … well … lacking in depth, I suppose.’
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