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‘It is public scandal that constitutes offence, and to sin in secret is not to sin at all.’

Molière 1622-1673


Prologue
1972

The woman’s voice rose to a painfully shrill note that ricocheted round the courtroom, shocking the assembled company.

‘No, no! Oh God, she didn’t do it! I tell you, she didn’t do it!’

Stunned, Diana Andrews realised it was her own voice, straining and choked, tearing at her throat, as she jumped to her feet in the crowded courtroom. London’s Central Criminal Court, the Old Bailey, was packed for the last day of a sensational case that had titillated England for weeks.

There were urgent whispers of ‘Hush . . .!’ and Diana looked round wildly. Her son, Miles, was gripping her arm on one side, and on the other Francesca Andrews, her sister-in-law, was squeezing her hand in sympathy.

But it wasn’t their child standing there being accused of murder. No one could understand the anguish she felt as she watched Kathryn, a slim figure, her long dark hair falling smoothly down her back, her heart-shaped face bleached white, standing in the dock.

Diana tried to get a grip on herself but the tears were blinding her eyes and only one thought filled her mind. Guy. Guy Andrews, who had been her husband for over twenty long dreadful years. He had brought unhappiness and destruction to everyone around him and now he seemed to be reaching out from the grave, touching them all, and what he had been and what he had done was about to ruin Kathryn’s life.

Diana’s once exquisite face was ravaged, her thin shoulders hunched. No one would believe, seeing her now, that when she’d been a young girl she’d been regarded as a great beauty. Guy had done this to her, and although he was dead, he was going to reduce Kathryn’s life to an empty tortured shell as well. A sob escaped Diana’s lips.

The judge’s impassive face remained folded in deep tired lines under his grey wig and his cold eyes stared straight ahead, but the learned barristers for the defence shuffled their papers uncomfortably and the jury sat rigid, shocked and embarrassed by her outburst. People in the public gallery were staring morbidly at Diana too, thankful it wasn’t their daughter standing there, alone and condemned.

The final scene in the long drawn out case of the Crown v Kathryn Andrews had reached its climax. The eighteen-year-old girl stood accused of murdering her father and now the jury had brought in their verdict. Kathryn was standing motionless, uncomprehending, as if the shock had suddenly made her deaf.

The judge droned on, passing sentence in a flat dry voice, but his words weren’t registering on either Kathryn or Diana. All they could remember was the jury’s verdict, minutes before.

‘Do you find the defendant guilty or not guilty of the murder of Guy Andrews?’ the clerk of the court had demanded of them.

The foreman of the jury rose to his feet and looked the judge straight in the eye. He did not falter in his reply.

‘Guilty, M’Lud.’

A great sigh, like the soft swish of a wave, rose and fell round the room and that was when Diana jumped to her feet, crying out, unable to control her feelings.

The journalists in the gallery scratched frantically in their pads. This was sensational! This would be front page banner headlines!



Kathryn Andrews, eighteen-year-old daughter of Lady Diana Andrews, found guilty of murdering her father, Guy Andrews, the eminent and popular Member of Parliament, whose vast fortune came from his family’s giant corporation, Kalinsky Jewellery Inc.





Diana strained forward, trying to catch Kathryn’s eye, desperate to convey to her, across the hot and crowded courtroom, her feelings of love and support, her deep wish to comfort. Most important of all, her unwavering belief in Kathryn’s innocence.

Kathryn was staring into space, gazing at some far distant horizon, lost to the world, lost to her mother. Her large dark eyes, heavily fringed with black lashes, looked blank. Her small, full mouth hung slack, drooping at the corners like a small child’s.

That face had become familiar to millions of people over the past few months, emblazoned on the front page of all the tabloids and on the television news programmes. The media had even shown snapshots of her as a laughing little girl, sitting on a pony, with her handsome father, her aristocratic mother, and her brother, Miles, grouped around her.

Like her mother before her, she’d been known as the girl who had everything: beauty; wealth; position.

Now the state was sentencing her to life imprisonment. At just the same age Diana had unwittingly imposed a sort of life sentence upon herself. And Guy had been the cause of it all.

Diana began to tremble, a quivering that started in her stomach and spread through her like an ague, as she clung to Miles’ arm to prevent herself from falling. She blamed herself for so much that had happened. Her weaknesses and mistakes – Guy’s weaknesses and sins – together they had forged a marriage that had been built on pride and greed, half-truths and deep fears.

At the beginning, when she’d been Kathryn’s age, all she had wanted was to be loved. Nothing more. Had that been so selfish? Had she in some way turned Guy into the person he had become? The thought had always haunted her, somewhere at the back of her mind. It was too late now. The past was done. And Kathryn was having to pay the price.

Diana turned to her sister-in-law but Francesca was staring ahead, lost in her own memories of Guy.

Francesca shuddered as she looked round the crowded courtroom. Guy was dead, but the trouble he had caused would stay with them for ever. Francesca and Guy had never liked each other, not even as children, living in the splendour of their parents’ opulent Park Avenue apartment. As they grew up, their animosity increased with each passing year, so that at the end they had not even spoken. Guy had caused them all to suffer – Francesca, Diana, Kathryn, and perhaps most of all Sarah. She was the only one who had loved him without reservation, but was that not perhaps a mother’s privilege? Sarah had certainly paid heavily for her devotion – but then Guy had made everyone pay.



Book One
1948


Chapter One

Francesca’s face was filled with astonishment. ‘You want to do what?’ she asked Guy.

‘I’m planning to live in England permanently and get married. What the hell’s so strange about that?’ Guy lounged back on the leather sofa in the library of their Park Avenue apartment, a long lean figure in an immaculately cut suit, his handsome olive-skinned face set in petulant lines of annoyance.

Francesca rose from the table in the window where she’d been studying for her MBA and went to stand by her brother. Her dark auburn hair tumbled around the regular features of her face and her brown eyes were wide with surprise.

‘What’s Mom going to say?’

Guy gave her a warning look. ‘Don’t go making trouble, Francesca. Let me handle Mom in my way.’

‘Which is to get her wound up, like you always do.’

‘Crap!’ he expostulated. ‘I never wind her up. Anyway, it’s her fault. She and Dad sent me to England to be educated in the first place and now I like it there. I hate New York. I hate this apartment. Most of all I hate the thought of working for Mom in the company. I intend to leave before she finally has me in her clutches.’

Francesca sank onto the sofa beside him. She was four years younger than her brother but at moments like this she felt ten years older. Guy, at twenty-four, was still juvenile in so many ways, and yet dangerously manipulative. Sarah, their mother, had indulged him ever since he’d been born, and he rewarded her with his endless demands and threats unless he got what he wanted.

‘But what about the company? Don’t you want to be any part of it?’ asked Francesca.

Kalinsky Jewellery, Inc. Showrooms and offices on Fifth Avenue. Branches in Dallas, Los Angeles, Paris and Monte Carlo. Annual turnover: millions of dollars. Number of employees: several hundred. Advertising budget: over six figures. A great dark vulture of a company that Guy felt had overshadowed his existence all his life and threatened to suck at his life’s blood one day, until there would be nothing left of him but a heap of gleaming white bones.

‘I don’t want to have anything to do with it. I’ve no interest in the jewellery business and I never have had. All I’m interested in are the profits, and thanks to grandfather leaving me twenty-five per cent of the stock I do well enough.’

‘Providing, of course, that Mom gives you an allowance,’ Francesca cut in swiftly. ‘And buys you all the clothes and cars you want, and pays for you to go on expensive trips.’

Guy sat bolt upright and ran a hand over his dark, glossy hair. ‘You seem to forget grandfather also left you twenty-five per cent,’ he cried. ‘And Mom is always buying you things, so don’t accuse me of sponging off her. The trouble is you’re jealous of me, Francesca. You hate it because I’m her favourite.’

Francesca gave a loud groan of irritation. They’d been having this silly argument since they’d been children and it was Guy’s regular weapon when he was on the defensive.

‘For the last time, Guy, I am not jealous of you. What makes me mad is that you have a wonderful future, all planned for you, as the eventual President of Kalinsky’s and you don’t even want it!’

‘And you do,’ he jeered. ‘That’s the bottom line, isn’t it? You fancy yourself as a business whizz kid, swanning around the boardroom of Kalinsky’s, running the whole show. What a joke! You’ll get married and have babies like all your friends and that will be the end of that. Mom will never let you join the company. She told me herself.’

Francesca clenched her fists and decided she would not rise to Guy’s bait. It was typical of him to try and undermine her confidence and this time she would not let him succeed.

‘So who is this girl you’re planning to marry?’ she asked calmly.

Guy leaned forward, an eager expression on his face. ‘She’s a sweet little thing, just eighteen and incredibly naive. Her name is Lady Diana Stanton, and she’s the daughter of the late Earl of Sutton. I met her at a tennis party in the spring, and she is just what I need to consolidate my position in English society. Her family know everyone and I’m certain she’ll have me.’

‘That’s disgusting!’ exploded Francesca. ‘What are you going to do with a wife, in the first place, and how can you possibly marry someone because they’d be useful to your ambitions?’

‘Don’t be so bloody stuffy, Francesca. Women marry for position, why shouldn’t men?’ Angrily, Guy reached for his slim gold cigarette case and took out one of the handmade du Maurier cigarettes he’d bought on his last trip to London.

Without answering, Francesca rose and went slowly back to her work. God help the girl, she thought grimly. I wonder if she has any idea what Guy is really like? Then she was struck by another thought. If Guy really intended to make his life in England, then surely that must leave an opening for her to realise her lifelong dream . . .

It had all begun when Francesca was six years old and had wanted to go to work every morning like her mother, though she wasn’t entirely sure what Mom actually did. There was something so grown-up and independent about getting all smartly dressed, climbing into a waiting chauffeur-driven limo, with a briefcase full of important papers, and being whisked off to huge, opulent offices on Fifth Avenue. She concluded her mother must be a Very Important Lady.

Each morning, Sarah Andrews arrived at the elegant bronze and glass showrooms of Kalinsky’s, and walking under the pale blue and gold window canopy, decorated with the company logo, a capital K in gilt, she entered the showrooms to greet her staff; her first duty of the day which she maintained kept them on their toes. Her eyes would move swiftly round the ornate showcases, lined with pale-blue moiré silk and filled with jewels that glittered and dazzled, to the pale-blue and gilt chairs, the pedestals of exotic flowers, the brightly lit chandeliers and the spotless pale-blue carpet. Having satisfied herself that everything was in order she then left the showrooms and, entering the building by another door, took the lift to the tenth floor. Here she had magnificent suites of offices for herself and the directors, and an imposing boardroom. Sometimes she stopped off at the ninth floor first, where the secretaries worked alongside those in the marketing, financial and advertising departments. Sarah’s policy was to make her presence felt. Not a day went by without her checking out each employee.

On the occasions Francesca was taken to Sarah’s office by her nanny, she was wide-eyed and envious of her mother’s vast Louis XV desk covered with a line of ’phones that rang constantly. Her mother always seemed to be giving orders or making decisions to an unending stream of people, who called her ‘Mrs Andrews’ and treated her with great respect. The only clue Francesca had as to what her mother did was a plaque on the door that read ‘President’. Perhaps it was like being President of the United States. Everyone was very nice to her when she visited her mother, talking to her in sweet coaxing voices as if she were a puppy.

‘My! Aren’t we getting a big girl, Francesca. That’s a pretty dress you’re wearing!’

Francesca would smile politely. She wanted to be where her mother was, in charge, behind a big desk, telling everyone what to do. There was one day in particular which stuck in her mind forever; a wet Friday afternoon, when she was due to go to her ballet class.

‘I want to stay here, Mom,’ she pleaded earnestly. ‘I hate ballet, can’t I stay and watch?’

‘No, darling. Now run along.’ Sarah Andrews smiled distractedly, her tired face creased in fine lines. ‘Enjoy your class and I’ll see you tonight.’

‘I don’t want to go to ballet.’ Francesca planted her feet firmly, in their little red shoes, on the deep chocolate-brown carpet and glared at Sarah. ‘I want to stay here,’ she repeated.

‘I’m afraid you can’t. Momma’s very busy. Anyway, you’d soon get bored, sweetheart. This is no place for a little girl.’

‘You allow Guy to stay when he comes here!’

A flicker of annoyance crossed Sarah’s face and she threw down her gold fountain pen irritably. ‘Boys are different, Francesca. Anyway, Guy’s older than you. He’s ten now and one day he’ll take over from me, so it’s good for him to get an idea of what it’s like here, but little girls don’t want to bother their heads about such things. Now off you go, and have a nice time at ballet.’

The injustice of it bit into Francesca’s heart, and her large brown eyes suddenly filled with tears. The patronising way her mother had dismissed her hurt deeply, making her feel a useless little fool, while Guy was being built up into something special just because he was a boy.

As she practised her développés and frappés she decided she was as capable of sitting behind a big desk as Guy. After all, her mother was a woman and she ran Kalinsky’s!

Years later, Sarah was to remember that particular scene. Francesca’s sparkling eyes as she watched what was going on in the office and her dejection when she was dragged away made Sarah realise the girl was going to be difficult. It was from that moment on that Francesca had shown a determination to find out as much about Kalinsky Jewellery, Inc. as she could. She drove her mother to distraction with her questions, refusing to be fobbed off by ‘Oh, well, we’ve just had a busy day.’

By the time she was ten she wanted to know everything there was to know about running a jewellery company. Her endless questions varied from which stone was which, to the meaning of carats and where stones came from. She wanted to know how they were cut, polished and set. She asked who designed the fabulous necklaces and brooches she saw in the Kalinsky catalogue. More than that, she wanted to know how much everybody got paid in the company, from the top craftsmen to the assistants who sold the jewellery, and what the profit margins were.

Meanwhile she worked hard at school, determined to get good grades, and in doing so she frequently outstripped Guy although he was four years older. She shone at maths and geography; her compositions were bright and original and her grasp of general knowledge put her at the top of the class. And all the while her interest in every facet of Kalinsky’s grew.

Finally, when the questions became too much, Sarah told her to mind her own business. Kalinsky’s had nothing to do with her. She should just think of herself as a very lucky little girl because the company allowed them to live in a beautiful apartment in Mayfair House, at 610 Park Avenue, with lots of servants, good food, lovely clothes and a nursery full of toys.

Francesca remained unconvinced. Her mother was a remote enigmatic figure, and there were times when she longed to get close to her, but it was always her brother Guy who came first. Everything had always been for Guy, since the day her mother had inherited Kalinsky’s.

Sarah Andrews had been the only child of Howard J. Wayne, founder of Kalinsky Jewellery, Inc., which he had named in memory of his beautiful and fascinating White Russian mother. Sarah had inherited the quickly expanding company in her late twenties, when her father had suddenly died of polio. Over the years that followed she’d worked hard, learning the business and keeping it going so that one day she could hand over to Guy a healthy, vibrant corporation. They had been difficult years too. Her British husband, Doctor Robert Andrews, had persistently tried to persuade her to sell, get out, settle in England. He hated America and longed for the cool peace of the Yorkshire moors, where he had practised medicine. But Sarah would not hear of it. With tenacity she learned how to run Kalinsky’s under the tutelage of Henry Langham, who had been with the company since the beginning and was now a member of the board. Together they fought every threatened take-over bid, every prospect of a menacing merger, any boardroom chicanery. And Sarah was doing it all for Guy. One day he would take over from her and become President.

Francesca and Guy’s father, Robert, had been a shadowy figure throughout their childhood. He had spent more and more time in his beloved England when they’d been small, and although he was both loving and kind, when she saw him Francesca was only aware of a look of deep sadness in his Anglo-Saxon blue eyes and the resigned droop of his shoulders. It was obvious that her parents had very little in common, and she was intrigued as to why they had been attracted to each other in the first place.

Sarah had always been wealthy, dominant and strong, and from old photographs she looked very pretty, with an abundance of chestnut hair and a vibrant smile that lit up her small-featured face. She had been educated by governesses, taken on trips around the world by her adoring father, shopping in Paris for her clothes by the time she was seventeen and making her début into New York society at the age of eighteen. Hers had always been the privileged world of the very rich, where money could get you anything you wanted, and that included people.

Robert, on the other hand, was the son of a middle-class English couple, who had to work and save so he could go to medical school. Holidays, when they could afford one, were a week’s stay in a cheap bed-and-breakfast, with yellowing lace curtains on the window and a strict landlady. At twenty-five, Robert passed his finals and worked as a doctor at St Bartholomew’s Hospital in London until he had saved enough to buy his own practice in Yorkshire.

His parents, living now in genteel poverty, were therefore dismayed and shocked when he fell in love with the dynamic Sarah Wayne, whom he met when he was attending a patient in one of the minor stately homes in the area. Sarah was a house-guest, and to her host’s surprise she asked if she could extend her visit. Within three months she and Robert were married and she had whisked him off to New York, where she assured him he could earn a lot more money if he specialised. He did. Five years later he was a highly respected ear, nose and throat specialist and he hated every minute of it. He longed to get back to his roots, his own people, and a quiet peaceful way of life, and as the years passed his trips to England became more and more frequent. Francesca overheard his arguing with her mother when she was eleven, and her heart was wrung with sympathy for him.

‘One of the troubles. Sarah, is that nothing is mine!’ he was saying. ‘The house is yours. Our friends are all your friends. Even the children belong to you more than they do to me.’

‘You’re being ridiculous,’ Sarah had snapped back. ‘It’s all ours! How could I help inheriting Kalinsky’s and all that goes with it? It’s your problem if you’ve got a complex about having a rich wife, not mine.’

‘You could sell the company and live the normal life of a wife and mother. What sort of home life do we have? None. You leave for the office early in the morning, and you come home when it suits you. We either entertain every night or we go out. At the weekend, we fly down to your place in Palm Beach. It’s not only bad for our marriage, it’s bad for the children.’

Francesca could hear Sarah groaning loudly, in a theatrical way. ‘Here we go again,’ she said wearily. ‘All the old arguments. You must understand, Robert, once and for all, that I cannot sell Kalinsky’s. My father entrusted it to me when he died, and now it is my duty to look after it until Guy is old enough to take over. I shall never understand why you hate it here in New York.’

Then there had been a short silence and Francesca had strained to hear what was being said. Her father was murmuring something in a low voice, and then she heard Sarah again, sounding odiously cruel.

‘You can bloody well go back to England for all I care! You’re nothing but a failure, a provincial small town failure, and God knows why I married you in the first place.’

The next day he had left for England, to return to the little village in Yorkshire that had been his real home. Six months later he was dead, from cancer.

Sarah, with Francesca and Guy, flew to England, where they saw him lowered in a plain oak casket into the rich, fertile soil of his beloved country. Francesca had wept bitterly. Sarah and Guy had not.

A part of Francesca was never to forgive Sarah for causing her father so much unhappiness.

‘Guy, why are you going back to England again, so soon?’ Sarah Andrews tried to keep the disappointment out of her voice. Guy had only been home for a couple of weeks and she’d really hoped that this time he’d come back for good.

‘I’ve got masses of things to do over there. The London season is just starting up and I’ve got invitations to parties, balls, race meetings, everything that’s going on. All my friends are in England you know, not here.’ Guy looked at her accusingly and drummed his fingers on her desk. He’d arrived at her office at noon, hoping to catch her when she wasn’t too busy, because he had a favour to ask. ‘Mom, London’s getting very expensive these days and I have to return hospitality. I need some more money.’

‘Isn’t your allowance enough?’

‘Oh well, if you don’t want to give me any more . . .’ Guy shrugged and let the words drift away. It had exactly the effect he knew it would.

‘No, that’s all right, I’ll write you a cheque now.’ Sarah reached for her crocodile handbag and drew out her personal chequebook. ‘How long are you going to be away?’

Guy’s eyes narrowed as he tried to see how much she was making out the cheque for. ‘Not long,’ he said smoothly. ‘The Mackenzies have invited me up to Scotland for the shooting in August, they have a castle in Perthshire, but I’ll be back long before the fall.’

‘I hope you will, honey.’ She fiddled with the clasp of her diamond and gold bracelet nervously. ‘I’m really going to need you here to start your training. We’re always frantically busy during the run-up for Christmas and it would be wonderful to have you working alongside me.’ Then she handed him the cheque with an indulgent smile and he scrutinised it quickly before putting it in his pocket.

‘Don’t worry, Mom, I’ll be back and raring to go! Could you do something for me? Keep Francesca off my back. She’s really got it in for me these days.’ He rose as he spoke, and sauntered nonchalantly towards the door.

Sarah frowned. ‘What has she been saying?’ she asked sharply.

‘You know Francesca. Always trying to make mischief.’ Guy shrugged again, and Sarah thought she detected a tinge of sadness in his expression.

‘Don’t worry, darling. I’ll see to Francesca,’ she assured him. ‘Thank goodness she’s found herself a young man, quite a clever writer I believe, so that should keep her occupied. Now, you just have a good time in England, sweetheart, and get back as soon as you can.’

‘Thanks, Mom.’

As he flew out of New York the next day his thoughts turned to Diana Stanton. They had met in inauspicious circumstances, and yet that meeting had sown such fertile seeds in his mind that he couldn’t wait to return. Settling back in his first class seat, he recalled that day in the country.

Guy drove a hard volley shot over the tennis net and brought his score up to 6-2, 6-4, as his opponent, Richard Montgomery, chased madly after a ball that kept eluding his racquet.

‘Shit!’ swore Richard under his breath. The match was being observed from the grassy embankment that rose along one side of the tennis court by some of the girls who had been invited over for the day, and they could hear every word the players said.

‘Your serve,’ called Guy, trying to sound cool and keep the triumph out of his voice. He returned Richard’s serve to perfection, but Richard swiped the ball with a low back-hander and it shot into the air and dropped into a far corner of the court.

‘Out,’ shouted Guy, unnecessarily.

Fifteen minutes later the two players strolled off towards the house, Guy glowing with victory and looking as immaculate as he had two hours before, Richard, flushed and sweaty, shambling behind. Tea was, fortunately, just about to be served, saving him from further humiliation. One by one the girls scrambled down the slope, joined by some young men who had been playing croquet, as they all made their way to the terrace.

‘Come along,’ crooned Richard’s mother, Mrs Montgomery. ‘Tea’s ready. Come and help yourselves.’ She waved plump fingers towards a table laden with small sandwiches and cakes while she poured lapsang souchong from a large silver teapot.

‘Milk? Lemon? A little sugar?’ she fussed happily. She did so enjoy it when Richard invited his friends over.

The handsome group, casually elegant in well-tailored white sports clothes, converged like a flock of chattering swans, perching on wooden garden seats bleached to ashy grey from being left out through many English winters. Some of the guests sat on the stone balustrade while others lounged on the steps that led down from the rockery.

From the terrace, a daisy-flecked lawn sloped gently to distant flower beds filled with old fashioned peonies, lilies and clumps of lavender. To one side an ancient wooden pergola supported a tangled mass of pink roses, and the evening sun laced long shadows across the charming, lively tableau.

Amid the chink of fine bone china and animated talk, Guy lowered himself onto a wide stone step, his tea in one hand and a slice of ginger cake in the other. He was an elegant figure in his tennis whites. Tall, well over six feet. Lean, with long legs and narrow hips. Strikingly handsome, with very dark hair and eyes, and an olive skin. He looked younger than his twenty-four years. Through narrowed eyes, he now watched the people round him and listened to their conversation. It was heavily overladen with private nuances and interjections that he still didn’t fully understand. They seemed to talk a language of their own and there was an unspoken understanding between them which made him feel isolated. A certain expression in their eyes, a secret sort of smile, a tilt of the head, and suddenly they were communicating with each other in a way that made him feel paranoid. Was it him they were laughing at? Or his dark green Bentley parked in the drive beside their battered little Austins and Morrises? Did they think his American accent funny, or his private wealth ostentatious? Whatever it was, and no matter how often they invited him to parties, they kept themselves apart, this nonchalant clan who guarded their exclusivity so jealously and who ganged up together with exquisite politeness to keep others out.

Ever since he could remember he’d been cultivating a sense of belonging but, half-American, half-British, he’d ended up in a sort of no man’s land in spite of his money, in spite of his British education, in spite of the contacts he’d made. He wanted to emulate these aristocratic young men who ignored the trappings of their nobility because they could afford to take it for granted. The kind of men who wore shabby tweeds, patched with leather, their father’s old evening clothes, their grandfather’s hunting boots, who jokingly admitted they were broke and that they’d soon be hocking the family tiara to pay for a new roof, and who were so self-confident and self-assured they drove dilapidated old cars. Why couldn’t they show respect or even liking for him? He was very rich, good-looking, a good sportsman, well-educated and excellent company. He returned their hospitality with lavishness. He sent their mothers bouquets of flowers if they invited him to dinner. And all the time they treated him with the sort of politeness they’d use when talking to an acquaintance.

He looked around him again at the cosy groups of twos and fours, offering each other lifts home after tea, deciding where they’d go for dinner. A cold feeling of isolation swept over him. How could he ever belong?

It was at that moment that a pretty girl with long blonde hair, a gentle face and a sweet smile, came and sat down beside him. She was wearing a pale pink linen dress and in her hands was a plate of chocolate biscuits.

‘Hullo!’ Her manner was friendly. ‘I’m Diana Stanton. Would you like a choccy biccy?’

It had hit Guy like a spear of light. The answer, no matter how ludicrous and mad! It would require him to make enormous personal sacrifices but he was suddenly sure he could do it. And with an innocent little thing like this, he might even manage to have his cake and eat it. The answer was, of course, obvious. He must marry into one of these great families.
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