
MOTH AND RUST
ing reserve. His inveterate unsociability^to her-not that it needed proving-his Ltld
supenonty. She could not be surprised at the
coldness of her reception as his betrothed, for she
acutely felt her own great unworthiness of beine
the consort of this resplendent personage, who
could have married any one. Why had he hon-
oured her among all women ?

The answer was sufficiently obvious to everv
one except herself. The fairy prince had fallen
h<av.ly m love with her beauty; so heavily that
after a secret but stubborn resistance, he had been
vanquished by it. Marry her he must and would
whatever his mother might say. And she had
said a good deal. She had not kept silence.
And now Janet was staying for the first time at

Easthope. which was one day to be her heme; the
old Tudor house standing among its terraced gar-
dens which had belonged to a Trefusis since a
Trefusis built it in Henry the Seventh's time.


