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Preface

THE THEME OF THIS BOOK is reincarnation, an attempt to show the interplay—the law of cause and effect, good and evil, among certain individual souls in two periods of English history.

I happened to be raised to this doctrine in which both my parents believed. Mother was a Theosophist long before I was born; indeed she had my horoscope cast when I was a month old. (It did not turn out to be a very accurate forecast!)

As a child I grew fascinated by the multitudinous volumes in our home treating of mysticism, occultism, astrology and the like. In my teens the study of comparative religion engrossed me, nor has that interest ever waned. Reincarnation still seems to me the only logical explanation for life’s inequities, and half the world believes in some form of it today.

However, for those who do not believe this theory, I would hope that Green Darkness may be read for the story and the historical reconstruction and the theme accepted as a sort of science fiction convention, like the “time-drugs” or indeed the intricate flashbacks used throughout the last hundred years by many eminent writers.

Medfield Place (and its 1968 inhabitants and friends) is perforce fictional. Though anyone who knows the countryside near the Cuckmere in East Sussex may be able to guess at the prototype.

On the other hand the Tudor portion, 1552–1559, is solidly rooted in historical fact. Anthony Browne (Viscount Montagu) and Lady Magdalen Dacre are presented in whatever exact chronology I have been able to find during three years of research that included many months in England. So, of course, is the depiction of national affairs during that period, and the Tudor reigns.

Celia and Brother Stephen are naturally harder to document, but they existed. The Italian physician, Giuliano di Ridolfi, was an astrologer connected with the Duke of Norfolk’s household, as I present him.

The first quiver of interest began for me during a visit to Ightham Mote in 1968, with an offhand mention of the “walled-up girl” and the viewing of the niche from which she was “exmured” in the 1870’s. And here I must tender my gratitude to the American owner of the lovely and mysterious “Mote” in Kent—C. Henry Robinson, who welcomed me there many times and permitted free use of private notes and his excellent library.

The Cowdray sections of this book have resulted from long stays at the Spread Eagle in Midhurst, frequent examination of the Cowdray ruins, and study of the local literature.

The personal history of the de Bohuns, the Brownes, and all their relations has been correlated with the help of Collins’s Complete Peerage and as always the Dictionary of National Biography.

Source books make tedious listing, but for the Tudor period I have tried to consult all the pertinent ones.

Oddly enough recent events are often as elusive as Tudor documentaries. One small example. Though I crossed on her, neither I nor my friends retained any idea of the dates for the Queen Mary’s last sailings. I had to check with the Cunard Line. This may have some bearing on the peculiarities of memory in general, and therefore on the book’s theme.

My warm thanks to the present Howard family in Cumberland, and particularly to the Earl and Countess of Carlisle who welcomed me at Naworth Castle and were most patient with my endeavors to resurrect the lives of their Dacre ancestors.

Several kindly physicians, British and American, have helped me with the medical aspects for 1968. To one physician in particular I owe very special gratitude.

I am, in fact, indebted to a great many people who have shown an interest in this book, but especially to Geoffrey Ashe, the erudite English writer, who took time from his own work to make suggestions and unearth for me specific data which I could not find myself.


Prologue

IN THE ANCIENT MANOR of Medfield Place in Sussex there is a huge vellum-bound book containing entries made by the Marsdon family from A.D. 1430 until September 15, 1967, when the death of Sir Charles Marsdon is noted. All but one of the entries are terse dates of births, marriages and deaths.

The exception takes up the whole fifth page of the Chronicle, and is as follows:

 


  
    All Hallowes Eve. Ye 30. yeare of hir Majesties reine, & a tyme of rejoicingye since our fleete has sunk ye wickede Spaniarde. Englande may now with God His Will live in peace under oure most vertuous Queene.
  




  
    My selfe Thos. Marsdon Esq. beinge yet quite younge hut mortal sicke with a wasting melancholy coffing & sore paine in my chest desire to writ in oure familye cronickle of a byegone tragick matter scamped here by my Father for shame—he tolde me of yt on his dethbedde. I have tryed to discover the bodye of the wretched girle which is for certaine welle hid atte Ightham Mote but Sir Chris: Allen & his vexatious ladye heatedlye denye all knowledg—his aged wittes are addled, but she hath a mad wolfishe eye. I wisht to give the girle a Christian berial since it was bye my unckle Stephen she was brote incontinent to her doome. He too suffered grievous paine and dyed in violence I knowe not how. Which unshriven deeds bringe sorrowe to our house. My little sonne when growne enuf to continue the annales must know the event.
  




  
    Mine unckle Stephen was monke of Benedict Order in the troubled reines of King Edward & Queene Marye (God rest their souls) he was house priest first at Cowdraye Castle in West Sussex, after at Ightham Mote in Kent.
  




  
    A terrible lust was sente him bye the Devil, and he broke his sacred vowes. God punished him & the partner of his downfalle. Yet myselfe havinge known deepe tragical love, can find in me naught but pitye for those tormented souls. Mine unckle is not at reste. I did question an old sheepherd in the pasture near Ightham after Ladye Allen so cholerickally bade me leave: the sheepherd said that the spectre of a black-habited monke was seen both at Cowdraye & Ightham & that he hadde yt from his granddam the poore girle was put away alive, & quick with childe.
  




  
    I am feable and can no more. I command my heires on fear of damnation yet, God his wille permiting, to take measures of layinge the ghoste and to finde the murdered girle for Xtian berial.
  




Medfeilde—Ann. Dom. 1588



 

 

 

 

PART ONE


  1968



One

CELIA MARSDON, YOUNG, rich and unhappy, sat huddled in a lounge chair at the far end of the new swimming pool vaguely listening to the chatter of their weekend guests.

Across the pool, above the privet hedge and the rose-laden pergola, sprawled the cluttered roof line of the Sussex manor house, Medfield Place. Richard’s home. Her home, now. “Lady of the manor,” a manor which had seen centuries of these ladies.

In the 1200’s some Marsdon—Ralph, was it?—had built himself a small stone keep close by the River Cuckmere. The stones he used were still incorporated in the walls of what looked to be a Tudor mansion of gables, twisted chimney pots, blackened oak half-timbering amongst peach-toned bricks. But there were later touches, too, a Georgian bay window added to the dining room, improbable fanlights cut over doorways, and—most shocking of all to the humorless young architect who had come down from London to supervise repairs—two crassly Victorian additions. Sir Thomas, the only Marsdon baronet who could be called wealthy, had prospered during Queen Victoria’s reign owing to his wife’s inheritance of collieries in County Durham. During this brief period of affluence, Sir Thomas had tacked on a large pseudo-Gothic library wing, as well as a glass garden room which the young architect had wished removed at once.

Richard had been adamant. No matter the period, every brick and beam of Medfield Place was dear to him, and, indeed, the house triumphed over any architectural incongruity. It nestled placidly, as it always had, between two spurs of the South Downs—those quiet, awesome hills looming purplish-green against the East Sussex skies.

Celia, who was wearing a discreetly cut turquoise bikini, took off her dark glasses, shut her eyes and tried to relax in the sunlight while fighting off a fresh attack of anxiety.

Why should one be frightened? Why again, as often of late, a lump in her throat which could not be swallowed, and also a sense of suffocation?

This was one of England’s rare perfect June days, fluffy clouds scudding across the blue, a faint breeze riffling the leaves, and, said Celia to herself, You have everything a woman could ask for.

She had been told this a hundred times, especially by her mother, Lily. Celia opened her eyes and glanced along the pool-side towards her mother, who was rapt in conversation with one of those exotic characters she was always finding.

Yet, this particular find was different. True, he was a Hindu and practiced Yoga, but he had firmly refused to allow Lily to introduce him as a guru; he was a doctor of medicine and wished no other title. He had pleasant, modest manners unlike that dreadful, lecherous swami Lily had briefly lionized in the States. This Hindu, whose name was Jiddu Akananda, did not wear bunchy robes; his English clothes were well tailored; he had studied at Oxford and then at Guy’s Hospital, so long ago that he must be sixty. Yet his brown face was ageless, and his lean, supple body as now revealed by swimming trunks was like that of a young man. Celia had had little chance to talk with Dr. Akananda after his arrival the night before at the manor, but she had noted wise, kindly eyes and a sense of humor.

I rather admire him, Celia thought in astonishment. She had not admired most of her mother’s collection of swamis, numerologists, astrologers and mediums. Lily was given to sudden enthusiasms and had a certain naivete which her daughter regarded with indulgence.

Lily Taylor was past fifty and did not look it. Expert tinting kept her hair blond, while constant dieting kept her natural plumpness from spreading to fat.

When excited, Lily lost her unconscious attempt at an English accent, and her Midwestern voice rose now in emphatic agreement with something the Hindu said. “But, of course,” Lily cried. “Every intelligent person believes in reincarnation!”

“Well, I don’t,” remarked the elegant Duchess of Drewton, fitting a slim cigarette into a white jade holder. “Lot of nonsense,” she added with her usual smiling assurance.

Celia felt suddenly chilly. She shivered and pulled on her gold beach robe while examining the Duchess. Dowager Duchess, actually, though Myra was barely thirty; her old Duke had recently died of a coronary and the title had passed to a nephew. Myra’s willingness to combat anyone’s statement, as she had Lily’s, was one of her ways of being provocative. And she was provocative, Celia admitted, that long gleaming auburn hair caught back in an amber clasp, and the wide sensual mouth. Celia noted that Myra glanced often towards Richard.

Celia, too, with an indrawn breath looked at her husband. He had just executed a perfect swan dive and was toweling himself while blandly ignoring the guests’ applause.

Yet, perhaps, with a sidelong glance he did respond to Myra?

One never knew with Richard any more. He had stopped showing any emotions, especially towards her. The world, and Lily, who had come over on an extended visit, thought Richard a model of charming courtesy. He also had a beautiful smile. It seemed to occur to nobody but Celia that the smile never reached his long-lashed hazel eyes, which remained aloof, a trifle wary.

I love him so desperately. Celia’s hands clenched on the chromium armrests. I think he still loves me, though something has gone wrong, very wrong.

Her heart gave one of its unpleasant thumps as she forced herself to examine what had happened.

It seemed to begin with a visit to Midhurst last fall. Hallowe’en it was; in the woodlands, the leaves had turned yellow and russet—so much quieter than the blaze of American maples—and the roads were dappled with fallen leaves and rolling acorns. A smoky violet haze drifted through the folds of the Downs; there was a tang in the air. She and Richard had been so happy that afternoon as they set forth in the new Jaguar to meet acquaintances of his at the Spread Eagle Inn.

They had made love the night before, with ecstatic fulfillment even more joyous than during their honeymoon in Portugal, where for all her inexperience Celia sensed something withheld in Richard, the faintest lack of total involvement. But their mutual love last night had been flawless. Especially the aftermath, when she lay naked in his arms, her head on his shoulder, both of them murmuring contentment and watching the starlight filter through the mullioned window.

The glow still enclosed them as they left Medfield and started towards Lewes. Richard drove slowly, for him, and after a while remarked lazily, “I’ll be glad to see old Holloway again, friend of my father’s, and your romantic little American heart will be charmed by the Spread Eagle.” He swerved into a hedge-lined byway to avoid the main road. “It’s frightfully ancient, all half-timbering, dim passages and smugglers’ hideaways.”

“My romantic heart is charmed by Sussex, by England, and especially by my husband,” Celia said, laughing. She cuddled against him.

He rested his cheek against the top of her curly brown hair for a second. “Foolish poppet,” he said. “It’s not quite the thing to be in love with a husband, not done, my dear.”

“Too bad,” she murmured. “Oh, look, darling, there’s a bonfire on that hill. Is it for Hallowe’en?”

“I suppose so,” he said, “though we usually reserve those for Guy Fawkes Day. ‘Pray you remember the fifth of November, with gunpowder, treason and plot; The King and his train were like to be slain; I hope this day’ll ne’er be forgot.’”

“Who did what to whom?” asked Celia eagerly. “Was it the ‘wicked’ Catholics again?”

Richard did not speak for a moment, then he said, “It was. The papists, led by one Guy Fawkes, tried to blow up Parliament. They were foiled. Then, beheadings and hangings all around. We’ve been celebrating the happy outcome ever since.”

“You sound a bit ironic.” She looked up at his dark profile.

“Atavism, no doubt.” He lit a cigarette and turned the car into another byway. “The Marsdons were staunch Roman Catholics in those days. We didn’t become meekly Protestant until the eighteenth century—the age of reason.”

“And you regret the conversion?”

“Good Lord no! Who bothers one way or the other nowadays? Though sometimes I’ve had strange—well, dreams.”

She pounced on this, for he rarely made a personal admission. “Dreams? What kind of dreams?”

He withdrew a trifle. “Lunatic fancies, not worth recalling.”

She sighed, always the door slammed shut before she could quite get inside.

“You make rather a fuss over Hallowe’en in the States,” he continued conversationally. “It’s odd how many of our old customs were exported by the Puritans, and linger on across the water.”

“Yes, I guess so,” Celia answered. “The kids dress up in costumes; they go trick-or-treating; there are pumpkins carved for Jack-o’-lanterns—cider and apple-bobbing.”

“On All Hallow’s Eve,” said Richard slowly, “when wicked witches ride their broomsticks, and the grave gives forth its wormy dead.”

“Ugh,” she said, “how gruesome. In the States, we just have fun.”

“Yes, new and careless race.” Richard sighed. Her head was on his shoulder and she could feel the sigh. “I envy you. You’re almost untouched by the ancient Evil, which yet casts its shadow on us all.”

She was silent, never knowing quite what he meant when he talked this way.

At dusk they were driving through the village of Easebourne, and Richard said, “That building to your left was a nunnery in early Tudor times. The church has some rather good effigies of Cowdray Castle’s former owners.”

“Oh,” she said, “who were they?” English history had always interested her, but now that passionate love had made her part of England and its past, she had begun fascinated research, particularly on Sussex, which had become her home.

“Sir Davy Owen,” answered Richard, “bastard son of Owen Tudor. He married a Bohun, the knightly owners of Midhurst in the fifteenth century. There is also an imposing marble effigy of Anthony Browne, the first Lord Montagu, kneeling above his two wives; one wife I don’t remember, but the other was a Lady Magdalen Dacre, who must have been remarkably tall to judge by her statue.”

“Do you go around like an American tourist exploring churches?” she asked laughing. “I’d never have guessed it.”

Richard’s answering laugh held a shade of constraint. “In general, no. But I’ve played polo at Cowdray, and it is referred to in the Marsdon Chronicle. I was curious.”

She felt a quiver of delight. After a rootless girlhood, what joy it was to belong to an ancient established family, though this consideration had never occurred to her until after their precipitate marriage; nor had she grown accustomed to being a baronet’s Lady; an elevation brought about some weeks ago when old Sir Charles finally died in a nursing home. Before her marriage she had not even been sure what a baronet was.

“There are the ruins of Cowdray Castle,” observed Richard. “I think we’ve time for a quick look.”

They turned left through a gate and down an avenue of horse chestnuts towards the fire-gutted shell of a Tudor castle. They passed a fourteenth-century granary, mounted high on toadstool legs to discourage rats; past a row of cottages where yellow light shone through small windows, to the entrance of the ruin.

“It’s getting too dark for seeing much, but do you want to have a look? We’ve got a torch.” Richard stopped the car.

Celia followed her husband into shadowy roofless rooms. Floorless, too, and they groped their way over lumpy grass.

“The chapel was here to the right, as I remember,” said Richard, leading her by the hand. “And here, the remnants of the Great Hall. Mind the fallen stones!”

She stepped over a threshold and stood in the ruined Hall looking up at a huge stone window of sixty lights—but the glass had long ago vanished.

Her hand clutched Richard’s. “I feel sort of queer,” she said, “as though I’d been here before. Is that the minstrels’ gallery up there? And see those wooden stags—bucks, I mean—high on the walls?”

He did not answer as he shifted the flashlight beam hastily. There were no figures now on the ruined walls, but during a previous visit the caretaker had told him that this used to be called the Great Buck Hall, from the eleven statues of bucks representing Sir Anthony Browne’s crest.

Richard spoke reprovingly from the darkness. “One gets queer feelings from old places. Strong vibrations of the past, or I suppose your mother would say that you had been here before, in another life. Actually, the psychologists explain it as déjà vu, the illusion of having already experienced something.”

She was not listening. “I’ve been here before,” she repeated, in a dreamy voice. “The Hall is crowded with people dressed in silks and velvets. There’s music from viols and lutes. The smell of flowers, thyme and new green rushes. We are waiting for someone, waiting for the young King.”

“You’re too suggestible, Celia,” he said, shaking her arm. “And you devour too many historical romances. Come along, the Holloways will be wondering.”

“I’m very unhappy because you aren’t here,” said Celia unhearing. “You’re nearby, in hiding. I’m afraid for you.”

Richard made a sharp sound. “Come along!” he cried. “I don’t know what’s the matter with you!” He dragged her from the castle and out to the car. At once the impression of a dream which was not a dream evaporated. She felt dazed and a little foolish. She settled on the front seat and fished a cigarette out of her handbag.

“That was funny,” she said laughing shakily. “For a moment in there I felt . . .”

“Never mind,” he snapped. “Forget it!”

She was puzzled, a trifle hurt by his vehemence, which was almost like fear. The odd experience seemed important to her, though she scarcely remembered what she had said.

They entered Midhurst through winding shop-lined streets, crossed the market square, and parked in the courtyard of the Spread Eagle Inn. Celia was interested in the polished black-oak staircase, the passage with a man-sized armored knight standing near an entrance; but as she entered the low-beamed bar and greeted the Holloways, she was again conscious of something. A twitch, a prick of awareness. Nothing as marked as her feelings in the Cowdray ruins, yet she had to give it momentary attention before shaking hands with John and Bertha Holloway.

“Frightfully sorry we kept you waiting,” said Richard. “We stopped at Cowdray to show Celia the ruins. She doesn’t know this part of Sussex, of course.”

I feel as though I do, Celia thought, knowing that even that trite remark would mysteriously annoy Richard.

“Oh, my dear Lady Marsdon,” cried Bertha Holloway, her plump, earnest face beaming, “John and I have been so eager to meet you. I can’t tell you how startled we were when we heard that Sir Richard had married an American.” She gulped, apparently feeling that this remark needed amending. “I mean . . .” she pushed back a straggling strand of mousy hair—“I mean, not so surprising that he married an American, lots of people do, but that he married at all, he always seemed a confirmed bachelor, though that’s silly since he’s still quite young, but so many girls have tried . . .”

Her husband removed his pipe from his mouth, put down his Scotch, and said, “Bertha . . .” in a tired voice.

She flushed and subsided, her pink silk bosom heaving. John had told her not to talk too much. Not in any way to put her foot in it. Now that Sir Richard had a rich American wife he was gradually buying back the heirlooms old Sir Charles had been forced to sell.

John Holloway was a prosperous antique dealer who had, over the years, acquired several of the Marsdon treasures, and who had also been a friend of the late Baronet’s. In the Holloway showrooms on Church Street a splendid Elizabethan court cupboard from Medfield Place remained unsold. John had sent a tentative letter of inquiry; Sir Richard had replied, showing interest. A thumping big price might be got, particularly as an American museum was angling for the gorgeously carved piece.

John Holloway glanced at Celia, who was gulping her martini very fast and smiling absently as though she had not heard Bertha.

Somehow not the type one would expect Sir Richard to settle for, John thought. Rather plain little thing. Small and dark, nice eyes of a shining crystal gray, smart rose wool frock but no curves to fill it out. Good ankles, though, like most American women, yet nothing striking or impressive. Of course, there was the money. John shook his head imperceptibly; his business had made him an excellent judge of character, and he knew that Richard was no fortune hunter.

Marriages were ever inexplicable. His sharp gaze rested a moment on his wife, who had recovered and was chattering away about church bazaars, garden clubs and the Woman’s Institute to a vaguely attentive Celia.

“Another round before we feed?” John asked Richard, who shook his head, smiling.

Celia started. “I’d like one,” she said in her low voice with its slight American tinge. “A real martini, plenty of gin. After all, it’s Hallowe’en, we ought to celebrate or something.”

Richard’s heavy black eyebrows rose a trifle as he laughed. “I assure you that this is unusual,” he said to the Holloways. “I’m not really wedded to a tosspot. This round’s mine, please.” He went to the bar, and presently returned with the drinks.

“I’ve taken the liberty of ordering dinner,” remarked John, who had not wanted another Scotch. “Dover sole and Aylesbury duckling. They do them rather well here. I hope that’s all right, Lady Marsdon?”

Celia jumped again, her gray eyes slowly focused on her host. “Oh, of course,” she said. “I simply adore . . . uh . . . sole and duck.” She drained her glass and lit another cigarette.

What’s the girl so nervy about? John thought. Have those two had a row? If so, the time was not auspicious for bargaining about the court cupboard. He prodded Bertha, who obediently rose. They all filed into the dining room where the Italian waiter bowed them to a table and produced a vintage Chablis.

Once out of the bar, Celia’s unease began to fade. She listened politely to Bertha’s breathless account of a committee on which she had served with Lady Cowdray; she listened to a general discussion of antiques between Richard and Mr. Holloway. Finally, during a lull, she remarked that Midhurst seemed a charming town, obviously of great historical interest.

“Oh, yes, indeed,” agreed Bertha rather blankly. “I’m a Londoner, myself, but John knows all about the old days here. There’s a funny hill, just past the church—the locals think it’s haunted, and I admit I shouldn’t care to go up there myself on a dark night.”

“A funny haunted hill?” Celia asked. “That sounds exciting.”

Did she feel or imagine a sudden strangeness in Richard. Across the table he was skillfully dismembering his half duckling, but she thought that the long sensitive hands which she so loved grew tense. She ignored a faint interior warning and said, “Oh, do tell me about the haunted hill, Mrs. Holloway!”

Bertha nodded towards her husband. “John knows all that sort of thing. I’d get it muddled.”

Holloway smiled, pleased that his guest had come to life. “You Americans do love a ghost story, don’t you! As a matter of fact. St. Ann’s Hill has a rather peculiar atmosphere. I’ve trudged up and over it many times when I was a boy. The footpath’s a short cut from the town, down to the River Rother, and thus to Cowdray Castle.”

“Was there once a castle on that hill, too?” Celia asked involuntarily, still ignoring the prohibition which came partly from inside herself, partly from Richard who kept his intent gaze fixed on the duckling.

“Oh, yes,” answered Holloway, faintly surprised. “What a clever guess. Though I suppose there’s hardly a place in England which hasn’t seen human habitation. For centuries, until early Tudor times, an ancient family called the de Bohuns had a stronghold on ‘Tan’s Hill,’ nothing left now but rubble and bits of wall. And they say that long before the Romans came there was a Druid temple up there, too.”

“Fascinating,” said Celia, gulping down her Chablis. “And what about the ghost?”

John Holloway laughed. “Several have been reported by frightened kids and credulous old women. The most popular one is the ‘black monk.’ My great-aunt claimed that when she was a girl she saw the monk gliding down the hill into the town on a mid-summer’s eve.”

“Why black monk?” asked Celia, smiling.

Holloway shrugged. “The Benedictine habit, I suppose. There’s some theory that this ghost was once private chaplain at Cowdray, and got tangled up with a village wench. Sort of scandal folks love to hand down through generations.”

Richard pushed aside his knife and fork. He raised his head and said sharply, “England abounds in ghostly black monks and gray ladies. They come sixpence the dozen. Holloway—if I’m to examine the court cupboard, I think that after coffee we should go directly to your showroom.”

 

Celia lay quietly with eyes closed, in the lounge chair by the swimming pool at Medfield Place, forcing herself to remember what happened next, though it was painful.

I don’t know what came over me. I insisted on exploring St. Ann’s Hill then and there. The others didn’t want me to, but Mr. Holloway, in passing through the Market Square, pointed to where it was. I escaped from the showroom while Richard was inspecting the court cupboard. I ran down an alley, past the church, and slipped between the short poles that bar the way to cars. I climbed the muddy footpath, and mist swirled around me. I couldn’t see much except big dark trees high against the gloomy sky, yet I knew my way.

On top I turned right and clambered up a sharp rise. The holly pricked me, I was stung by nettles. I reached some moss-grown stones, and knew they had been part of a wall. Something stopped me from climbing over the stones. I couldn’t. I was frightened yet excited. Then beyond, inside the wall, I saw a wavering yellow light, like a lantern. A tall dark shape stood by the lantern. I cried out to the shape with wild longing. But, it disappeared. I began to cry, and floundered back down the hill. I must have run to the Spread Eagle, for there the others found me in the bar. I was still crying by the great fireplace when Richard and the Holloways rushed in. They had been looking everywhere for me. The Holloways laughed uncomfortably as I stammered out what I’d done.

Richard said nothing, but his face went grim and his eyes blazed with anger I had never seen before, or guessed possible. He bundled me into the car. He said cruel things to me on the way home. That I was drunk, that I was hysterical. That I had seen nothing on the hill. And that night he did not sleep with me.

Her heart gave a physical lurch and her mouth went dry. Dear God, it’s been seven months of excuses. He said he had a back pain, a slipped disc. He said he was going to an osteopath, but wouldn’t answer my questions. Lately, I’ve no longer dared ask. He moved to the dressing room. We’ve never mentioned Midhurst, yet the night before we had known such bliss in each other.

 

She opened her eyes at a stirring by the poolside, and saw that Dodge, the butler, was approaching from the garden door of the manor house. Dodge bore a tray of whiskies, pink gins and sherries. He was large, pompous, very correct. Exactly the kind of butler they kept saying here in England that one couldn’t find any more. But one could. With American dollars. One could find an adequate staff even to run a lovely but inconvenient house in the country. There was Mrs. Dodge for cook. There was a housemaid and daily help from the village. If necessary, and it had not been yet, there was Richard’s old nanny, who inhabited the empty nurseries.

I should have got pregnant right away when Richard wanted me to, Celia thought, and felt a clutch of confused panic. She had been afraid of pregnancy.

“What’s the trouble, Lady Marsdon?” asked a fluting, faintly malicious voice beside her.

Celia started and turned her head. It was Igor, the new dress designer all London was flocking to. He was a beautiful young man with a helmet of golden hair. There was a faint trace of cockney in his voice.

Igor, thought Celia, thankfully reverting to banality—probably something like Ernie or Bert to begin with. Oh, well.

“No trouble,” she said lightly. “Have you gone all ESP and fey? I’m sleepy from the swim is all.”

“You know, I do feel things,” said Igor, calmly sitting down on another chair and sipping a pink gin. “I’m sensitive to mood, and when I see my charming hostess looking absolutely dire—like Melpomone, the tragic muse, or whatever she was, or possibly Deirdre of the Sorrows . . .”

“How frightfully intellectual you’re getting,” snapped Celia, her usual tolerant fondness for Igor suddenly cracking. “And you, darling, are the quite poisonous product of decadence, designing clothes for women to make them look hideous. Oh, quite subtly I grant you, but that purple tent you made for me—really, Igor, I’m not such a fool as you think.”

He rose gracefully and made her a little bow. “I’ll design you something which will utterly seduce Richard, I promise.” He spoke with sudden gentleness, almost sympathy.

She quivered inside. Her mouth tightened. “I think, Igor, that I’m in no need of your assistance in regard to Richard, and in the words of my rich American father—” she was interrupted by Dodge, who had come back to announce, “Luncheon is served, my lady.”

She bent and strapped on her sandals. Her indignation faded, and she felt beaten, helpless. What would Amos B. Taylor have said? The scarcely known father who made millions in synthetic textiles after the war, who had died of cancer seven years ago when she was sixteen—most probably he would have said, “Oh, talk to your mother, Baby. I wouldn’t know what advice to give a girl. Now if Lily and me’d had a son . . .”

He never realized how often he said that, nor how much it hurt her. Celia left Igor, and walking along the poolside marshaled her guests. “As you are,” she said. “In the garden room. Dodge simply won’t serve out here, it upsets his dignity.”

Myra laughed. “You’re learning fast, my sweet. I live in positive terror of my butler, and he isn’t nearly as formidable as Dodge!” The laugh displayed flashing white teeth, possibly false despite Myra’s comparative youth. People in England seemed to think nothing of false teeth, even when they got them from the National Health.

Celia smiled gently. Her American teeth were her own—small, pearly, and the product of expensive years in braces. She noted that even as Myra spoke, the long green eyes turned again towards Richard.

You’ll get no place in that quarter, Myra dear, Celia thought. Nor will you—she glanced cynically at Igor, who was also staring at her husband. You don’t begin to understand Richard, nor do I, but I know that much. She swallowed hard against constriction in her throat. Like a lump of food which had stuck. Crazy, she said angrily to herself, and led the way to the garden room.

She paused at the foot of the long glass table to review the seating. There were places laid for ten, seven guests plus Lily and themselves. The usual number for a weekend party. Richard enjoyed hospitality and the use of his ancestral home which had been empty and decaying for so long.

On Richard’s right went Myra, of course; next to her, Igor; then Sue Blake, a dazzled, distant cousin from Kentucky. Sue was sixteen, she had long, taffy-colored hair, a piquant face devoid of make-up, and was inclined to bubble, either from nervousness or from genuine rapture at finding herself living “like a fairy tale,” as she kept saying. She came from a modest suburban home outside Louisville, and this was her first trip abroad.

Next to Sue, on Celia’s left she seated George Simpson. He was Richard’s London attorney, a small, middle-aged man with a squeaky voice which made everything he said slightly ridiculous. Between wrinkled lids his pale eyes shifted anxiously. His legal firm had served the Marsdons for three generations, but George Simpson had never before been invited as a house guest to Medfield Place.

Since Richard disliked London, and had a good deal of lingering business to attend to as a consequence of his father’s death, Celia had suggested that they ask Mr. and Mrs. Simpson. Richard—more flexible than his father—indifferently assented. “Though,” he had added, “I haven’t a clue what the wife’s like—I suppose Simpson has a wife. No matter, this weekend looks to be a mixed bag anyhow.”

Mixed enough, thought Celia, smiling at Lily and the Hindu doctor as she gestured them to their seats. Then, to balance off Myra there was the divorced Knight Sir Harry Jones, who had once been a Conservative M.P. for some place in Shropshire. He was handsome in a ruddy, jovial way and had a bold, admiring stare. Twenty-three years ago he had made a brilliant war record—Celia kept meaning to look him up in one of the stud books—but she was pleased, as were all hostesses, to have secured him as an extra man. He was in great demand. Myra’s presence had been the lure, though that he and Myra were lovers, as commonly reported, she felt to be unlikely. Myra treated Harry with light indifference. Just in case, however, Celia had allotted them adjoining guest rooms.

Celia started to sit down when she saw Richard’s slight inquiring frown, and realized that the seat on his left was vacant.

“Oh, dear—” she said to George Simpson. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t realize Mrs. Simpson wasn’t here. Is she still sick?”

George’s mouth twitched uncomfortably. “Edna was better this morning,” he said. “She told me she’d be down to lunch.”

Celia turned to the hovering Dodge. “Will you inquire after Mrs. Simpson?”

Dodge said, “Certainly, my lady,” while managing to convey distaste for his errand.

Celia was amused. She had months ago sensed the ratings given their guests in the servants’ quarters, and knew that the Simpsons had not passed muster, though they seemed inoffensive enough.

Edna Simpson had taken to her bed immediately upon arrival last night, pleading a sick headache. Celia’s sole impression had been of a stout, big-jawed woman with gold-rimmed spectacles and kinky sheep hair.

They all sat down at the glass table, and Celia waited politely for Dodge’s report before lifting her spoon to the chilled consommé.

There was a pause until Dodge reopened the door from the main house. Edna Simpson “made an entrance.” There was no other phrase for it. With slow and measured steps she preceded the butler, bowed towards Richard and Myra, then more casually towards Celia’s end of the table.

“Pardon me, I’m sure I had no notion of the taime.”

The men rose and Richard murmured inquiries about Edna’s health while he held her chair.

“Quaite, quaite recovered, thank you, Sir Richard. This luvely country air after smoggy Loondon.”

Heavens! Celia thought. Where does she come from? She did not recognize, as the English could, the North Country accent, curbed by a genteel effort to disguise it, but she flushed with entirely unnecessary embarrassment for Edna, who had dressed herself as she thought fitting to the occasion.

Edna wore a blue toque on her frizzled hair. Her blue lace gown stopped just below balloon-shaped knees. She wore dangling pearl earrings and a pearl choker. The entire outfit had cost George a pretty penny at Harrods, and Edna felt nothing but disdain for the others, lounging around half-naked in swim suits, beach robes and sandals. Drinking, too. The table was studded with glasses. This laxness was precisely what she had expected from the Americanized aristocracy. Her icy blue eyes peered quickly through the gold-rimmed spectacles. That black man, practically a nigger, seated next to her. Well! The Americans, naturally, wouldn’t have wits enough to realize how sensitive Englishwomen would feel about that. She stared at the Americans; at Sue Blake who should have been in the schoolroom instead of making eyes at that young dress designer. She stared at Lily Taylor, a woman of her own age, but bleached, painted and half-naked like the rest of them. All tarted up, thought Edna angrily. What an example to her daughter. She did not, however, look at Celia, or pause to examine the dislike she had felt for young Lady Marsdon upon first meeting her the night before. Edna did not permit herself sudden emotions, she had not noticed that the sick headache had come on when she met Celia and Sir Richard. Edna had a tonic for any discomforts which might plague her. It was contained in a plain quart bottle labeled “Bell’s Anodyne Tincture.” That this green fluid smelling of peppermint consisted of thirty percent alcohol was known only to her chemist, and would have horrified Edna who had joined the Temperance League at fourteen. The “tincture” had done its usual soothing work last night, and a few swigs had proved restorative this morning.

Edna daintily finished her consommé, put down her spoon and addressed Myra. “Such a luvely day, is it not, your grace—” She checked herself and quickly substituted, “Duchess.”

In anticipation of this visit, she had bought a book of etiquette and studied it with care. It seemed rude to address a duchess so baldly, but the book had been explicit on the point: “your grace” from inferiors, “Duchess” from equals.

Myra favored Edna Simpson with a leisurely stare, her full crimson lips quirked. “Perfect weather,” she agreed. “Mrs. Simpson, would you come from the North Country, by any chance?”

Edna turned a mottled red. “I did happen to be born in Yorkshire,” she said quickly. “My father was the—the rector of a small village on the moors, such a pretty little spot.”

George unfortunately heard and exclaimed, “But, Edna—you never told me that . . . and I always thought your father was . . .” He wheezed and faded off to silence under the glare his wife gave him.

This by-play and its reasons were obvious. Richard hastened to relieve a guest’s discomfiture, even so ludicrous a guest as Edna. “The Duchess is from the North herself,” he explained kindly. “You people all seem to recognize each other in some magical way.”

Myra laughed. “Aye,” she said, “I’m from Coomberland.”

Edna’s ear was not subtle enough to hear the parody of her own speech, and she relaxed as she said brightly, “Indeed? A charming county—all those pretty lakes.”

Myra inclined her gleaming auburn head, and turned again to Richard. The Simpson female was not worth baiting, whereas Richard was a fascinating challenge.

The salmon mousse with cucumbers was delicious, yet Celia could not eat. Besides the recurrent thickness in her throat, her heart was giving those erratic thumps. Must run up to London soon, she thought, see that specialist. She looked down the table to Richard and found that he was watching her. The dark brooding look which she could not interpret. Had it always been there, from the beginning?

Harry was booming across her at George Simpson about the iniquities of the Labour Government. She had no need to listen, and her mind slithered backwards to those shimmering wonderful days on the ship. “Love at first sight,” yes, it happened. That trite phrase, and yet what actually happened had been more like recognition.

A year ago last May on the Queen Mary. That’s when it started. Suddenly, violently. Yet the voyage had promised nothing different from dozens of other voyages.

All the years with her mother after her father died. Travel, travel. Together Celia and Lily had done most of Europe. They had done the Caribbean and Hawaii. Though there had also been a two-year interval in Paris at a school where Celia learned many things besides French.

From time to time there had, naturally, been tentative flirtations, and three lukewarm proposals. Some of these young men Celia could not even remember, though she had been flattered by their attentions, mildly amused by their kisses. Lily, though generally permissive and a good confidante, had always moved on before anything grew too serious, nor had Celia objected. By twenty-two Celia had decided that she was essentially frigid. Just not sexy.

She discussed this sad state with her girl friends, who were all either married or had lovers. They applied glib Freudian interpretations which Celia rather unhappily accepted. That she had a father complex; that she was ashamed of being a girl because it had disappointed her father; that there must be some forgotten childhood trauma.

She once discussed with Lily her inability to be kindled by men. Lily laughed. “Oh, child, don’t be silly. Just wait until the right man comes along. Besides,” Lily added, “according to your horoscope you’ll be married soon, when Venus moves into your Sun sign. Anyway, you Aquarians don’t fall easily in love, like Libras.”

Ten years ago Lily had commissioned Celia’s horoscope from a Persian astrologer, and several, though not all, predictions had come true. Perhaps this might.

So Celia, though popular and social enough, escaped into the world of books. She read incessantly, she scribbled poetry and tore up the results. Somewhere along the way she developed poise and a sense of irony.

Then, a year ago last May, Lily had decided to visit England again.

“Haven’t been there in years, and after all it was our ancestors’ homeland. We might uncover some relations. Your poor dear father, of course—well, there’re so many Taylors we could never trace his line, but my grandfather was a Peabody. Should be easier. You wouldn’t mind, would you, dear?”

Celia did not mind. She liked English history, and there was a strong pull towards England which she remembered, from a childhood visit when her father was alive, as full of bird-song, castles and magic.

They embarked on the Queen Mary—one of the ship’s last eastbound voyages. Lily, who always knew how to manage these things, sat as she had requested, at the Staff Captain’s table. Celia was allotted a nearby table for four. Two of these were a dull couple from London who had been to the States on business; the other was an Englishman called Richard Marsdon.

And it happened, just like that, Celia thought. The long, startled look they exchanged. The recognition, and bizarre overtones of dismay. We fell in love between the vichyssoise and the steak Diane. Though she was then barely conscious of Richard’s handsomeness, except that he was tall and dark, and must be over thirty. She saw only the intense hazel eyes under heavy black brows.

The first evening after dinner they stayed together, watching the horse races, listening to the orchestra, talking very little, until Richard made one personal remark.

“Your Christian name is Celia,” he said. “It’s a name which has always attracted me. Not sure why, since I’ve never known any. But I once bought a rather—well, I’m afraid, bawdy—recording of a sixteenth-century song about a Celia.”

She gave an excited happy laugh. “I’m so glad you like it, but I must confess I wasn’t christened Celia. My parents named me Henrietta, after a grandmother. I always loathed the name, and I guess it didn’t fit, because when I was fourteen our school put on As You Like It; I had Celia’s part and somehow the name stuck with me. I’ve used it ever since.”

“Strange,” he said slowly. “Many of life’s little quirks are strange.”

She had never thought much about her name change, it had seemed very natural, and her mother—at the time much interested in numerology—had enthusiastically accepted it, with quotations going back to Pythagoras which proved that the numbers in “Celia” accorded much better than “Henrietta” with her daughter’s birth date. This aspect seemed too silly for mention, and anyway, Richard had given her his warm quick smile, and said, “Would you like to dance, Celia?”

The rest of the voyage was a delicious haze during which she gradually learned a few facts about Richard’s life, in spite of his reticence.

Richard Marsdon had been born in a very old house in East Sussex, his family was poor, he had won a scholarship to Oxford’s Balliol College and graduated, “positively without any distinction, I assure you, and no particular aptitude for anything but reading; unless you count judo, which I learned as a hobby to avoid undue introspection.”

Puzzled, she asked why “undue introspection,” and he shrugged. “I’d a tendency to brood, which I later offset by travel—at least I hope I did.”

He had accepted the first job that offered, as secretary to a famous and lazy journalist, who made Richard do all his leg work in gathering material for the sprightly articles he tossed off regularly. Thus, in the past years Richard had covered not only various local events, but also a number in Australia, South America, and, just now, the States. He had planned to fly home as usual, but a telephone call in New York from George Simpson had told Richard of his father’s massive stroke and incapacity, “and I’m needed at Medfield, at last.”

She understood from the warmth of his tone when he mentioned his home that he loved the place, and also that he had felt exiled from it in some way which had to do with his father. Richard further explained that he was going to throw up his job once he’d reported to the journalist; and since his father’s condition had stabilized, he’d suddenly decided to return by sea instead of flying.

“On such apparently chance decisions one’s future seems to hang,” he said looking at her somberly. This was actually the only acknowledgment he made of the attraction between them until the last night out.

They had climbed to the boat deck after dinner and sat down on a locker beneath one of the lifeboats.

The tiny stars pricked through the grayish northern sky.

“Land,” said Richard quietly, “I can smell it. We’ll be nearing the Scilly Isles, and then England.”

She shivered, but not from the damp wind. Richard put his arm around her. She relaxed against him, wanting nothing more, held fast in a timeless moment.

The great ship plowed steadily through the Atlantic, rolling softly in the ocean swells.

With faint astonishment she felt Richard begin to tremble, or was it only the far—below vibration . . . she did not question, nor did she move as he drew away. But he spoke suddenly in a harsh voice.

“I want you, Celia. You know I want you. As you want me. But I’m afraid. At least, there’s a barrier.”

She stiffened, the moment shattered. She tried to speak lightly. “A barrier? What barrier? I know you’ve no wife. Have you a mistress then? Or a mother you adore?”

His long flexible hand clenched on his knee then fell open. “Nothing like that. I can’t explain the trouble, except it goes deep—and far into the past, something I read partly. No, that’s foolish, but when I saw you, I . . .” He stopped.

Behind them streamed the Queen Mary’s foaming, glittering wake. There was faint music from the Veranda Grill, creakings from the ship, laughing voices in the distance.

“I want you,” Richard repeated very low, “yet I want to be alone. Let alone . . . to serve God.”

Celia drew back, incredulous. “Serve God . . .” she repeated. “I didn’t think—at least, I don’t understand . . .”

Richard shook himself, and turned to her. “Of course you don’t. I don’t myself.”

She had no time to puzzle over this thing which seemed jerked out of him against his will. Was he drunk, or had she heard wrong? For he grabbed her against him in a kind of frenzy. He kissed her hair, her cheeks, her neck, and then with violence her mouth, which opened to his in total response.

She yielded as he pushed her backwards against the rail, feeling no hurt from the iron bar across her shoulders, feeling nothing but a savage joy in the closeness of their bodies.

“Naow, naow—ye two!” said a stolid voice from the deck beside them. “No ’anky panky. Captain ’e don’t like fun and games up ’ere!”

Celia and Richard separated slowly. She was confused, but Richard instantly recovered. He got up and gave the night watchman a slight nod.

“Quite right, officer,” he said in his calm, well-modulated voice. “Though this lady is my fiancée, and we were not exactly indulging in fun and games.”

The watchman was taken aback. He had supposed that these were the usual kids who often sneaked up from tourist class. “Well, naow, sir,” he said apologetically, “I’m only doing me duty.”

“Of course,” said Richard, “we should all do our duty. The trick is to find out where it’s really due.”

The watchman’s jaw dropped. “N’doubt, sir,” he said hastily and clomped off.

Richard and Celia walked silently through the nearest door, and he rang for the elevator. They descended silently to the main deck, where Richard had a single cabin and she shared a suite with her mother.

At her cabin door she pushed back her curly salt-damp hair, her bruised mouth trembled as she looked at him. “Did you really mean that I was your fiancée? What about the—barrier?”

Beneath the straight brows his eyes flickered, then steadied. He took her hand and kissed the palm. “Our marriage is predestined, I think,” he said. “On the outcome we must take our chances.” He bowed and vanished along the dim, vibrating passageway.

It was only later, as she lay sleepless that she realized there had been no actual mention of love. Nor did that seem important. It’s more than “love,” she thought, that tarnished, insipid little word so readily voiced by any amorous couple. More and deeper than that kind of love. What then?

Outside the sheltered cabin the great ship must have run into fog. Celia heard the long moaning blasts from the horn. That means danger, she thought. She considered this awhile, then no longer heard the blasts as she finally fell asleep and dreamed of Richard.

They landed next day at Southampton in the sunlight, and after that life bustled on like a speeded-up film.

Richard seemed possessed by feverish hurry, and he was ably assisted by the excited Lily.

Celia and her mother stayed a week at Claridge’s, rushing through financial arrangements, buying a small trousseau, attending congratulatory parties given by Amos B. Taylor’s erstwhile business acquaintances.

Celia saw Richard only once when he came up from Sussex to give her a beautiful but odd engagement ring. It was made of heavy gold—two hands clasping an amethyst heart. “And all the Marsdon wives have worn it, back to, oh, Tudor times, at least—I believe it was once a wedding ring.”

She forgot her first dismay, for she had been expecting a conventional American diamond solitaire, and said sincerely, “I’m very proud, Richard, proud to wear the badge of a Marsdon wife.”

He smiled and said, “Thing’s too big for you. I’ll take it to the jewelers. Yes, that’s our betrothal ring, and our family motto is ‘Beware,’ by the way—but then, being papists we usually had to, except in Bloody Mary’s reign.”

“A bit sinister,” she said, wishing that he would sit down and hold her close, that he did not show such haste and urgency. “I’m somewhat daunted at the prospect of running Medfield Place, as my predecessors did. Do you think I can?”

“No fear,” he said gently. “You can do it, and your money will help.”

Already she had grown used to his frankness about material things, but she bit her underlip and frowned. “Are you sure that isn’t all you want me for?”

Richard laughed. “You know bloody well it’s not. I’ve met plenty of willing heiresses, Greek, American, Venezuelan. But never wished to fall in love.”

His rejoinder made her happy, and any doubts that she might have had were dispelled by Lily.

The marriage took place in a registry office. Richard said that he had no use for churches and flummery. Celia instantly agreed. Nor did Lily, who was normally a great upholder of forms and traditions, object for long, though she was disappointed.

“It’s practical, I suppose,” she said. “Sir Charles so sick, of course, and men do hate fuss. My dear child, do you realize how lucky you are! You’re madly in love, and it’s the sort of marriage I’ve always prayed you’d find.”

Celia was struck by this because Lily’s prayers were often answered. Small pains, illnesses, a lawsuit when Amos Taylor’s will was contested by a disgruntled cousin, all had vanished before Lily’s serene philosophy. “We must have faith, and everything will come right.”

Yet, thought Celia, a year later at the luncheon party in the Manor’s garden room, she doesn’t guess how wrong my marriage is going now.

“Yes, indeed,” said Celia brightly to Sir Harry, “I do so agree with you.” She searched for a clue, since she hadn’t heard the question. Not the shocking assassination of Robert Kennedy last week, they already had touched on that. So was it still the Labour Government? The Common Market? The punishing taxes and predicted devaluation of the pound?

“ . . . and, alas, we can no longer say ‘Empire’ but rather the Commonwealth . . . then you do agree, Lady Marsdon?”

“New Zealand, I hear, is most attractive,” Celia murmured. It was enough to divert Harry, who had once flown there.

“Marvelous country, mountains, waterfalls, and a masculine challenge like Australia—we can’t find that here any more.”

Celia maintained a receptive smile and looked down the table to Richard. Myra was now a trifle tight and displaying all her blandishments. The inviting gaze beneath mascaraed lashes, the quick meaningful touches on Richard’s hand.

Richard quietly removed his hand. He raised his voice and addressed his wife. “What about this afternoon, Celia? Shall we make a set of tennis? Or some bridge perhaps, it looks like rain. Have you any plans for our guests?”

Before she could answer, Lily spoke. “Couldn’t we all rest a while, and then an expedition!”

Celia saw her husband’s mouth tighten, and knew that he was annoyed at her mother’s taking over. She herself was relieved. She had made no special plans for the afternoon. She had failed Richard again. He liked everything to be structured and punctual. Besides, Lily so often took over, not aggressively but from habit.

It’s wonderful to be sure of things, Celia thought. I used to be, wasn’t I? In the polite pause which followed Lily’s suggestion, Myra spoke up languidly. “What expedition, Mrs. Taylor? I certainly don’t want to gape at a ‘Stately Home,’ or to go and see if the bluebells are out in somebody’s copse.”

Igor giggled, Sir Harry and George Simpson looked alarmed. Only little Sue was always eager for anything. Richard, Akananda and Edna Simpson showed no expressions.

“Oh, no, Duchess,” Lily said, “not the sort of thing you mean. It’s to see a very picturesque place in Kent, about an hour from here. Nobody lives in it except ghosts. Some of them six hundred years old! I have some friends who know the owner, an American who spends most of his time in the States or traveling; they say one might get in by appointment. I’ve the phone number.”

Richard made a sharp movement which knocked over his wineglass. “Do you by any chance mean Ightham Mote?” He addressed Lily in so cold and dry a tone that she gaped at her son-in-law while she nodded.

Myra raised her eyebrows, the other guests were suddenly aware of tension, as was Celia, who managed to laugh and say, “Good Lord, what an odd name! What kind of a moat? What are you talking about, Mother?”

Dr. Akananda looked at her. “No,” he said involuntarily. “Please do not pursue this.” But nobody heard him.

Richard transferred his dark gaze from Lily to Celia. “She is speaking of an old manor house which I visited when I was twelve, and found exceptionally unattractive, oppressive.” He stood up and said to Dodge, who was deftly covering the wine stain, “No doubt her ladyship would like coffee served by the pool, since it’s still sunny.”

Myra lifted her chin. “But Richard darling,” she protested, at once reversing her position and glad to annoy Richard, whom she was finding tiresomely unresponsive, “Mrs. Taylor’s expedition sounds divine. I mean positively creepy. I simply adored the ghost we had at Drewton Castle. Some sort of lady in white in the north wing. Not that I ever saw her, though Drewton claimed he often did. Once I think I heard her gibber, or whatever they do.”

There being no particular answer to this, they all went to the pool for coffee.

Celia poured the coffee; when Richard had drunk his, he glanced at his wrist watch and said that he had suddenly remembered an appointment with his tenant farmer which might take some time. He excused himself with impersonal courtesy.

Celia watched him as he strode into the house. He kept his black hair cropped short, shorter than the other men did, except for George Simpson who was bald, but Richard’s features needed no softening. Beneath the tanned skin and the shadow of a well-shaven beard lay a bone structure worthy of Greek sculpture; no, not Greek, more a Renaissance type, with his long, rather aquiline nose, full lips and deep eyesockets under the straight black bars of eyebrows.

“Mine host seems a bit put out,” remarked Myra, shrugging. “Quite the most mysterious man I know. Very polite lord-of-the-manor, but one feels there’s a positively smoldering Heathcliffe somewhere. Or am I wrong, my sweet?” She addressed Celia, while voluptuously stroking sun lotion on her long, slightly freckled legs.

“Of course Richard’s not annoyed,” Celia retorted. “He simply forgot that he had to see Hawkins today. They’re building a new pigsty at the farm.”

Myra yawned. “How dreary. I should think even ghosts would be preferable. Mrs. Taylor, what time would you like to start your ‘expedition’? I’ll drive my car and take Harry.” She nodded towards that gratified knight, whose prominent brown eyes glistened expectantly. “And will you come with us, Mrs. Taylor?” Myra added, giving a little purring laugh at Harry’s change of expression.

After eight years of boredom, spent mostly at the Duke’s principal seat in Warwickshire, Myra was enjoying her widowhood. She enjoyed playing amorous games, she enjoyed conquests, and though she had been a faithful wife to her old arthritic Duke, she had no more moral scruples than the wild Border-lords from whom she descended. Her hedonism and mischief-making were, however, tempered by a careless good nature, and an inborn sense of responsibility. Many a tenant near her father’s Cumberland castle, or later at Drewton, spoke of her with warm gratitude.

Lily, having received Myra’s sanction, forgot Richard’s odd behavior and enthusiastically outlined the afternoon plans. “If you don’t mind, dear?” she asked belatedly of her daughter.

Celia knew that she should say, “Yes, I do, since Richard is not pleased,” but she smiled acquiescence.

Oh, what is the matter with Richard, she thought. Why did he speak so crossly to Mother? What a fuss about nothing! These weekend parties had become a strain anyway. Yet Richard wanted them. He wanted people around. He wanted, and she faced it fleetingly, not to be alone with her.

Edna Simpson lumbered up from the edge of the lounge chair where she had uncomfortably seated herself. Her square bulldog face was red, her thick lips compressed. Nobody had consulted her preferences. Rude, brazen American women! (The Duchess was exempt from Edna’s indignation.) Lily received a hostile glare, then the spectacles flashed as they turned towards Celia. Stupid little thing, not even pretty. The outsider, the intruder. Disliked her on sight, I did. And my impressions are never wrong. He’ll soon tire of her, if he hasn’t already.

“It’s hot,” Edna announced. “My headache’s returning. I’ll rest this afternoon, if it is quaite convenient to have tea sent up?”

“Of course,” Celia murmured, and was startled by a malevolent stare. This impression seemed so ridiculous that Celia dismissed it.

They all drifted into the house, and Celia went to find Richard. He had already changed and was not in his dressing room, but Nanny Cameron, his old nurse, was there. She was laying out Richard’s dinner clothes on the small divan where he had taken to sleeping lately.

Her wrinkled, purple-veined hands patted the black tie, the starched white shirt. “Ther-re,” she said lovingly, and saw Celia standing in the door. “He’ll not be here, m’lady.” Her quick voice with its Scottish lilt could be cutting when it rebuked a lazy housemaid, it could even be disciplinary towards Richard at times, but for Celia, ever since she’d first curtsied to the bride in the entrance hall at Medfield, there had been a gentleness, an understanding; though Celia seldom saw Nanny, who kept to herself in the nursery wing, and emerged only for certain specified duties, such as checking the laundry and valeting Richard, a task she allowed nobody to share.

“In the study, do you think?” asked Celia. “Or has he gone down to the farm already?”

Nanny cocked her robin-head, her bright eyes considered. “I doot it, m’lady. Ye might try the library. ’Tis in this mood he at times consults that great ponderous book o’ the Marsdons.”

“What book?” said Celia, sighing. “Oh, Nanny . . .” Her pleading eyes showed her trouble, and the old woman made a soft sound in her throat.

“Aye, puir lady, there’s a deal he keeps to himself, always has—even as a wee bairn. I mind the day I came her-re to tend him. ’Tis a week after the first Lady Marsdon died and Maister Dick but two years old. I never nursed so solemn and quiet a weanling.”

“Did he mind when his father married again?” About Sir Charles’s second marriage Celia knew very little. The old baronet had remarried when Richard was twelve. The second Lady Marsdon had been killed in an automobile crash while Richard was still at Eton. Richard had given Celia these facts, dryly, reluctantly, as one who had a right to hear them, though they were distasteful.

“To be sur-re the young maister minded, when the old maister went so daft over that minx that he wed her. My puir lad shut himself up for days, and times I heard him weeping i’ the night, and then . . .” She checked herself abruptly, and added in a subdued voice, “Starved for love that lad was, and not a body to gi’e it to him but me.”

“His stepmother . . . ?” Celia asked softly, and Nanny snorted.

“A flibberty-gibberty hussy, nae mor-re heart than a weasel. She properly diddled the old baronet, who should’ve blessed the day that lorry smashed into her. Though he took it har-rd, the shock and all.”

Celia was not interested in Sir Charles, who had been a shrunken, mindless gnome the one time she had seen him in the nursing home just before his death.

“I must find Richard,” she said, half to herself, then smiled uncertainly at Nanny and went downstairs.

The library was very large and paneled in fumed oak, as the Victorian baronet had left it. Between the stacks light filtered through garish stained glass, supposed to represent episodes from Tennyson’s Idylls of the King. The room smelt musty, unaired.

Celia found Richard standing in an alcove, by a lectern. The window above him showed Mordred leering evilly at Guinevere and Lancelot. Mordred’s pea-green robe cast a jaundiced light over the large open book on the lectern. Richard was frowning down at the book, and from the fixity of his gaze, seemed to be staring at only one word or sentence.

“What are you reading, darling?” Celia asked softly. Her husband jumped. He slammed the book shut, and a puff of dust spurted towards the window.

“I thought you’d gone,” he said, “with the others to Ightham Mote.” As he straightened, the murky blue of Lancelot’s helmet shone on Richard’s face giving it a sickly pallor, and a strange defenselessness.

“Not yet,” she said. “And I won’t go if you don’t want me to, though I don’t see . . . Oh, my dearest, if you’d only explain.”

“Nothing to explain. Do as you like. I’m off to the farm.”

She stiffened, her heart began to give its erratic thumps. She glanced at the book. It was huge, bound in thick yellowed vellum; a cockatrice—the Marsdon crest—was embossed in tarnished gold on the cover.

“Could I see the book?” she asked. “See what interests you so?”

For an instant she thought he was going to refuse, then he laughed curtly. “By all means. It’s the Marsdon Chronicle, covers over five hundred years of family history.” He made a gesture and stood back.

She opened the book at random and peered with dismay at a page of crabbed antique writing, a maze of hen-scratching and curlicues; here and there a blot. The faded ink alone was hard to see in the wavering, colored light.

“I can’t read this,” she said squinting at what might be a date. It appeared to be “viij jun.”

“I didn’t think you could.” He shut the book and placed it high on a shelf next to a row of squat parchment volumes.

“But you can.” She put her hand on his. “Richard, is there something in that family chronicle which you feel gives the past a bearing on the future?”

There was a silent second, she wasn’t sure of his expression, but she thought his pupils widened, then he shrugged.

“It would be rather silly if I did, wouldn’t it? Isn’t the past finished forever?” He glanced down at her hand on his arm; at the gold
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