
  
    
  


  AUTHOR’S NOTE


  On March 3th, 1885, the Russians attacked the Afghans in a border foray called “The Battle of Murghab” and occupied the Panjdeh oasis. This brought Britain and Russia to the brink of war.


  Some years later a holy man known as ‘The Mullah of Swat’, or more frequently ‘The Mad Mullah’, inflamed the whole Frontier. Frenzied tribesmen thronged to him in their thousands. After great losses in killed and wounded, villages and crops destroyed, the Mullah fled and his followers surrendered.


  CHAPTER ONE ~ 1885


  “You can get out and stay out! I’m sick to death of having you in the house looking down your nose at me and setting yourself up as if you were someone of importance. You’re a nobody! Do you hear me? Nobody! Let’s see how you fare without money and without me to look after you! If you freeze to death, all the better!”


  As she was speaking, the Countess of Lyndale, a large, fat, blowsy woman, thrust forward the girl she was holding by the arm so that she fell through the doorway onto the step outside.


  The door behind her was slammed.


  Lady Orissa Fane remained for a moment lying on the doorstep, conscious that her head was spinning from a blow her stepmother had given her on her head and that her arm was painful from the grip of fat yet strong fingers.


  She had been dragged from the sitting room at the back of the house through the hall and out through the front door.


  It was impossible to fight against the Countess when she was drunk, as Orissa had discovered on previous occasions.


  But never before had her stepmother literally thrown her out of the house. Usually she had been able to escape upstairs to her own bedroom and, as the Countess in an inebriated state was unable to climb so many stairs, Orissa had been safe.


  The row had started over nothing.


  The Countess had always disliked her stepdaughter and regularly accused Orissa of ‘looking down’ on her.


  Of humble origin and the widow of some petty official in the Indian Civil Service, she had managed with consummate cleverness to capture the Earl when he was returning to England bereaved and desperately lonely after the death of his wife.


  The long voyage had given Mrs. Smithson an excellent opportunity to show the widower a warm enveloping sympathy that he had found in some degree comforting.


  The Earl of Lyndale had always been a very reserved man and, apart from having been extremely happily married, had very little knowledge of women.


  Mrs. Smithson, flamboyant, seductive and in those days good-looking, had managed to ingratiate herself to such an extent that three months after they arrived in England she had achieved the supreme triumph in her life when she became the Countess of Lyndale.


  Orissa used to wonder whether, if she had been travelling with her father, she would have been able to prevent what proved to be a catastrophe not only for him but for herself.


  But, as she grew to know her stepmother and realise that she had an iron determination and an obstinacy that was unshakeable, she doubted if anyone, least of all herself, could have kept her father from being involved with such a woman.


  “If only Papa could have stayed in the Regiment!” she had often said miserably to her brother.


  Unfortunately his succession to the title while he was serving in India had made it imperative that the new Earl should return to England to make investigations concerning the state of the family fortunes.


  It did not help him to discern on arrival that there was practically nothing remaining!


  His brother, whom he succeeded to the Earldom, had run through the small amount of money that had been left them by their father.


  Mrs. Smithson found that while she might bear an honourable title, it did not really compensate for the pinched circumstances in which they had to exist and the lack of servants.


  Here, however, she could make use of her stepdaughter. And she proceeded to do so.


  To Orissa her life became a nightmare from the moment her mother had died in India and she had been snatched away at ten years old from not just the only world she knew and loved but also from her Ayah who had looked after her from babyhood.


  She had been sent home to England ahead of her father because a Colonel’s wife who was leaving on an earlier ship had promised to take care of ‘the poor motherless child’.


  To Orissa England seemed a cold, dark and miserable place in which she shivered and ached for the sunshine that in retrospect seemed part of her mother’s love.


  At night in her cold little bedroom she would pretend she could hear the comforting noises of India, the chatter of sing-song voices, a baby crying, pariah dogs barking, the creak of the water-well.


  “Mama – Mama – ” she would cry into her pillow.


  It was her stepmother who encouraged her father to drink away his troubles, having found in her previous married life that it was a panacea for all ills.


  Even when she was drunk the Countess seldom spoke of her first marriage, but over the years Orissa gained a very different picture from the one Mrs. Smithson had presented so skilfully to the Earl when they had mingled their tears on board ship and talked sorrowfully of their joint bereavements.


  It was excusable in the heat of India to find drink a solace, but in England it could destroy the health and character of those who, like the Earl and his new wife, drank constantly and continually.


  It was Orissa who suffered most.


  Not only was she in effect an unpaid servant in the tall ugly house in which they lived in Belgravia, but she also had to endure the shame of seeing her father incapably drunk night after night and her stepmother behaving like a virago.


  No decent servant would stay in the house and the few friends the Earl had in England soon ceased to call.


  Orissa found herself cut off from companions of her own age and even from contact with ordinary people.


  It would have been a life almost of solitary confinement for the child if her brother, Viscount Dillingham, had not insisted that she should be educated.


  He was with his Regiment in India and he had returned home on leave to say in no uncertain terms that Orissa must either go to school or that a Governess should be engaged for her.


  Fortunately the idea of another woman in the house was more than the Countess could tolerate and Orissa was therefore sent to a Seminary for Young Ladies not far from their home.


  She felt, of course, that she was an outsider.


  Having been brought up in India, she had no idea of what kind of things interested English girls and the fact that she could never ask her friends to her home made it difficult for her to accept their hospitality.


  She did, however, learn a great deal.


  Her reports, which no one read, often spoke of her as brilliant, especially in the subjects which she liked, such as history, literature and geography.


  On going to school she also discovered that by reading she could escape from the grumbling, bullying and what amounted to both mental and physical cruelty of her stepmother.


  There were no books at home. The Countess glanced through The Lady and The Gentlewoman, and her father took The Morning Post. Otherwise no literature of any sort ever entered the house.


  It took Orissa some time to discover that there was such a thing as a lending library, but it is doubtful if she could ever have persuaded her father, who by now was completely dominated by his wife, to pay the subscription.


  However her uncle, Colonel Henry Hobart, by chance gave her a year’s subscription as a Christmas present. Orissa’s effusive and almost overwhelming gratitude had moved him so much that he had renewed the membership year by year.


  But even he had no idea that he had thrown his niece a lifeline that kept her from sinking into the black depths of hopelessness.


  What did not improve Orissa’s existence was the fact that, as she grew older, the Countess became jealous of her appearance.


  She had always disliked the small fragile child with whom she had nothing in common. But that Orissa should become attractive to the point when people referred to her as ‘beautiful’ was infuriating to a woman who was well aware that middle age and too much drink had completely destroyed her own good looks.


  Her cruelty to her stepdaughter increased with the amount of gin she consumed.


  It was then that all the hatred and resentment that seethed within her came to the surface, culminating, Orissa thought now, in this moment when her stepmother had thrown her out of the front door.


  She rose to her feet and shook her skirts free of the soft snow that lay on the steps to the house.


  She was conscious as she did so that it was extremely cold and the fact that she was wearing an evening gown made her position more precarious than it might have been otherwise.


  She looked behind her at the closed front door with its badly cleaned brass knocker and wondered what she should do.


  To knock on the door would be useless.


  The only person who would hear it would be her stepmother and in her present state of fury she would have no intention of opening it.


  By this time the two inadequate servants would have gone to bed on the top floor and their windows faced the other way.


  Even if they heard her calling, Orissa thought, it was unlikely that they would come downstairs, fearful of upsetting the Countess when she was in one of her rages.


  ‘This means I have to find somewhere to go,’ Orissa told herself.


  She tried to think, aware that her head seemed still to be ringing from the blows that the Countess always aimed at her when she was incensed.


  It was at that moment that unexpectedly, because Eaton Place at night was usually very quiet, she saw a Hackney carriage stop two doors further up the road and a man alight from it.


  He paid the cabman and walked up the steps to his house. The cabman transferred the money into his pocket then, tightening the reins, whipped his tired horse into action.


  The cab had actually to pass Orissa and impulsively she put up her hand.


  “Cabby!”


  The cabman drew his horse to a standstill.


  When he looked down from his box seat at Orissa, there was an expression on his face that she knew was only to be expected.


  Ladies did not walk about the streets at eleven o’clock at night unaccompanied and in evening dress.


  “Where d’you want to go?” the cabby asked grudgingly and Orissa knew that he was in two minds whether or not to take her as a fare.


  “I should be very grateful,” she said, if you would be kind enough to convey me to 24 Queen Anne Street. It is behind Wellington Barracks.”


  Her quiet cultured voice seemed to reassure the cabman that she was not the type of woman he had first supposed and, before he could get down from his box, Orissa pulled the cab door open and climbed in.


  She sat down on the black leather-covered seat thankful for the moment to be out of the cold and conscious that she was already shivering.


  Some of her discomfort was obviously due to her stepmother’s behaviour and the violence with which she had been handled.


  She gave a deep sigh and sat back.


  Charles would not be pleased to see her, but there was really no one else she could turn to at this time of night. So she must go to him and ask his help.


  Her brother had arrived home from India but a week earlier and she had only seen him once.


  He had in fact been so busy that she had not had time to tell him how desperate things had become in the house at Eaton Place or how intolerable was her existence.


  Viscount Dillingham had returned to England, not on leave but because he was to be sent to join the British Expeditionary Force which, having landed in Egypt in September, was making unaccountably slow progress up the Nile to relieve General Gordon at Khartoum in Sudan.


  “It’s a great opportunity!” Charles had said to his sister, “I am looking forward to it tremendously.”


  “But it will be dangerous!” Orissa protested.


  “All war is dangerous,” he answered with a smile, “but it will be a change from India and a real war is something I have longed to take part in.”


  “Oh, Charles, please take care of yourself,” Orissa begged. “If anything should happen to you I would have – no one left.”


  Charles had hugged her. Orissa had been waiting only until she saw him again before she told him her troubles.


  It had been decided that the Officers who were to reinforce Lord Wolseley’s army, which had barely reached the Sudan, were to undergo a special intensive course of instruction on the difficulties they had to face.


  As Wellington Barracks could not accommodate them all, the War Office had found them accommodation nearby in Queen Anne Street.


  ‘They are bachelor apartments,’ Orissa thought to herself now. ‘Perhaps I shall not be allowed in.’


  For a moment she wondered desperately what in that event she should do. Then she realised that at least she would be able to send Charles a message and provided he was at his lodgings and not out at a party he would be able to help her.


  It seemed to her that the cabman took a long time to reach Queen Anne Street and, when they at last arrived there, she remembered thankfully that she had a little money with her.


  One of the new maids engaged by her stepmother was light-fingered. She was young, only a girl of sixteen and she did not take jewellery or clothing, but any coins, whatever their value, left in a drawer or on a dressing table and vanished immediately.


  Orissa, who had no money of her own to spend and was only able to keep herself clothed by extracting a few pounds from her father at irregular intervals when he was in a good mood, could not afford to lose even a few pennies through petty pilfering.


  She had therefore taken to carrying her purse about with her even when she went down to dinner. She drew it now from the pocket of her red dress and found with relief that she would have enough to pay the cab.


  ‘It’s extraordinary,’ she thought to herself as she did so, ‘how things turn out for the best!’


  She had thought that the maid’s habit of stealing was a nuisance when she had to add a pocket to every dress she possessed.


  As she made her own clothes, it had not been a very difficult thing to do and now it had proved to be a blessing in disguise, for it would have been even more difficult to arrive at Charles’s lodgings and have no money to pay the cab.


  The horse came to a standstill. Orissa alighted and asked the fare.


  She gave the cabman what he required and a tip, for which he touched his hat, then she ran up the steps of the house in front of her.


  The door was open and she found in the small hall that there was a soldier in uniform seated at what appeared to be a kind of reception desk.


  He looked at her in surprise and she realised that he thought it strange that anyone should come in out of a cold night in January without a wrap of any sort.


  “I want to see Viscount Dillingham,” Orissa said.


  “Second floor, ma’am. Name’s on the door,” the soldier answered with a Military briskness.


  “Thank you,” Orissa said and started up the stairs.


  They were steep and, as Orissa turned onto the first landing, a man came out of one of the rooms and she almost bumped into him.


  He was tall and was wearing a blue mess jacket with a red braided waistcoat. He not only appeared surprised at her presence, but stared at her in a manner that in other circumstances she would have thought offensive.


  In some embarrassment she quickly turned her head away and hurried up the next flight of stairs. But not before she had realised that the man’s grey eyes in a thin sunburnt face were uncomfortably penetrating.


  She had the feeling without looking back that he was standing watching her until she was out of sight.


  This forced her to hurry so that she was breathless by the time she reached the second floor and saw a card pinned on one of the doors on the landing – Captain Viscount Dillingham.


  She knocked and, because she felt that the man who had watched her up the stairs was perhaps listening, she made it a very tentative sound.


  There was no answer and after a moment she knocked again and then, realising that there was a handle on the door, she turned it


  The door opened.


  She found herself in a small narrow passage with two doors at the other end of it.


  “Charles!”


  It was hardly a call because by now she was shaking.


  “Who is it?” her brother’s voice replied.


  A door was opened and she saw Charles wearing only a shirt and trousers.


  “Good God, Orissa!” he exclaimed. “What are you doing here?”


  “I had to – come, Charles,” Orissa answered. “She turned me out and I cannot get back – into the house tonight.”


  There was no need for her to explain who ‘she’ was.


  “Dammit!” Charles ejaculated. “This is too much! Why do you put up with it?”


  “What else can I do?”


  He saw that she was shivering.


  “Come and sit by the fire,” he suggested. “You ought not to have come here.”


  “I have nowhere else to go,” Orissa answered simply.


  She crossed the bedroom as she spoke and sat down on the hearthrug in front of the fire holding out her cold hands to the warm flames.


  “Do you mean that ‘she’ really threw you out of the house?” Charles asked almost incredulously as he followed her across the room.


  “With some violence,” Orissa replied. “If my hair was not so thick I should have bruises on my head.”


  As she spoke, there was a little smile on her lips. It was such a relief to be here with her brother that now everything that had happened seemed almost amusing rather than tragic.


  “Oh, God!” Charles exclaimed. “Why did the old man ever get himself mixed up with a woman like that?”


  “I have been asking myself the same question for eight years,” Orissa said. “When I think how lovely and gentle Mama was – ”


  She stopped in the middle of the sentence.


  After all this time it was still difficult to speak of her mother without feeling near to tears.


  “I know,” Charles said sympathetically, sitting down in an armchair beside the fire, “but you cannot go on like this.”


  “Next time it happens – you may not be here,” Orissa replied.


  “You ought not to be here now,” Charles said. “I hope no one saw you arrive.”


  Orissa hesitated.


  She did not wish to tell him the truth because it might upset him. Equally she never lied to her brother.


  “As a matter of fact there was – someone on the – first floor,” she answered. “A tall man with grey eyes.”


  “Hell!”


  Orissa looked at him and he said,


  “It could not be worse! That must have been Meredith.”


  “I am – sorry,” Orissa faltered. ‘Does it matter – very much?”


  “It will not help things,” Charles answered.


  ‘Why not? Who is he?”


  “He is Major the Honourable Myron Meredith,” Charles informed her, “and I am in his black books already.”


  “Why?” Orissa enquired. “And even if he is a Major, why does he have such authority over you?”


  “Because he is not an ordinary Major,” Charles answered. “He has a kind of roving Commission. If you ask me, he is Secret Intelligence or something of the sort. Anyway, he is quite a big-wig in India.”


  “And why should you be in his black books?” Orissa enquired with an almost fierce note in her voice.


  “I have been in a spot of trouble already,” Charles admitted.


  “What sort of trouble?”


  “You are too inquisitive,” he replied, “but I don’t mind telling you she was very pretty!”


  “Oh, a woman!”


  “Is it not always a woman?” Charles demanded.


  “Why should that concern Major Meredith?”


  “Only because she happened to be a brother Officer’s wife! He spoke at some length on ‘the Honour of the Regiment’, our prestige in India and all that sort of thing!”


  “But is Major Meredith in our Regiment?” Orissa asked.


  The Royal Chilterns had been the family Regiment of the Fanes and the Hobarts for generations. Son had followed father and grandfather until they all spoke of it with a possessive affection.


  “No – thank goodness!” Charles replied. “He is attached to the Bengal Lancers, but is always at Staff Headquarters. I wish he would stay there! If he had not been so blasted snoopy, neither he nor anyone else would have found out about my little escapade.”


  “What was that?”


  “Oh, a trip to the hills when I thought we had covered our tracks very successfully! But trust Meredith to be everywhere he is not wanted!”


  Thinking of those searching grey eyes she had encountered on the stairs, Orissa could believe this to be true.


  “As a matter of fact I hate him,” Charles went on. “It is, I am confident, entirely due to him that Gerald Dewar shot himself!”


  Orissa turned her head sharply.


  “Shot himself?” she repeated. “But why?”


  “That is what I would like to know,” Charles replied almost savagely. “Gerald was my best friend. A nicer chap you could not imagine. But he got mixed up with a woman when he was on leave in Simla. Damned attractive she was too!”


  “But why should Major Meredith interfere?” Orissa asked.


  “That is a question I wanted to ask him myself,” Charles replied, “but I could not pluck up courage. Anyway, Gerald shot himself and we were all told that it was a regrettable accident. Not that I, for one, believed that!”


  “What can Major Meredith do about my – coming here?” Orissa asked in a low voice.


  “Only make trouble because I have more or less promised to behave myself with regard to the fair sex,” Charles replied.


  He paused and added with a smile,


  “Only ‘more or less’ But that certainly does not permit me to entertain a woman in Army lodgings.”


  “Surely you can tell him I am your sister,” Orissa suggested.


  “Do you think that will make it any better?” Charles asked. “I should then have to explain that my sister had been thrown out of her home in the middle of the night and had nowhere to go.”


  His voice was angry as he went on,


  “I am damned if I will let anyone know the sort of condition my father is in now! He was greatly respected by everyone when he commanded the Regiment. You know that as well as I do.”


  “I remember how proud Mama always was of him,” Orissa said softly.


  “That is why Meredith can think what he likes,” Charles said firmly. “After all I am not the only Officer who likes the company of the female sex. And if they run after me, even to the extent of coming here, how can I stop them?”


  “I am sure you would not!” Orissa exclaimed and they both laughed.


  Charles had always been gay and irresponsible, she thought, and it would be impossible for anyone, even Major Meredith, to expect him to live a monastic life however much he might preach propriety to him.


  As they sat laughing together, a stranger would have been unable to find any resemblance between brother and sister.


  The Fanes all through the centuries, and it was a very ancient family, had always been either very fair or very dark.


  The dark Fanes had first come into the family in the reign of Charles II when an ancestor had brought home from Cadiz a black-haired, magnolia-skinned señorita and their children had taken after her.


  Charles was a fair Fane with blue eyes and fair curly hair which, combined with handsome features, made him irresistible to women.


  Orissa on the other hand resembled her Spanish ancestress.


  She had long dark hair with blue lights in it, which grew in a small widow’s peak on her oval forehead. Her eyes were enormous and seemed at times, when she was worried or angry, almost purple in their depths. Her skin was like a magnolia blossom. She was also small-boned and had a grace that was almost indescribable.


  Anything that Orissa wore seemed to mould itself to her exquisite figure and to achieve an elegance that made other women in her company appear clumsy and overdressed.


  Now, looking at her seated on the hearthrug, her small head shining in the light from the flames and her skin almost dazzlingly white against the red of her gown, her brother said,


  “I have to do something about you, Orissa.”


  “I am waiting to hear your suggestions,” she answered.


  “We must have some relations.”


  “Not many,” Orissa replied. “And those there are, Papa, or rather she, has quarrelled with. They never come near us now.”


  “If only Mama’s parents were not dead.”


  “Or if Uncle Henry was in England!” Orissa sighed.


  “Uncle Henry!” Charles exclaimed. “That, of course, is the solution!”


  “What do you mean?”


  “You must go to him. After all he is a bachelor. You could make yourself useful and I believe he would like to have you with him.”


  “Do you mean in India?” Orissa asked incredulously.


  “Of course,” Charles replied.


  He saw the sudden light that seemed to illuminate her whole face.


  “Oh, Charles, if only I could!”


  “Why not?” he asked.


  “Do you really think that Uncle Henry would let me live with him?”


  “I have only just thought of it this moment,” Charles admitted, “but I see no reason why not. He has always been fond of you. He always asks if I have heard from you and now you are grown up it would be quite different from saddling him with a child.”


  “To be in India again would be Heaven,” Orissa said almost beneath her breath. “I dream of it every night!”


  “Does it really mean so much to you?” Charles asked curiously.


  “It is the only home I have ever known,” Orissa answered, “and I was happy – unbelievably happy until Mama died.”


  “Then somehow we must get you to Uncle Henry. Let me see, he was in Delhi when I left and the Regiment is likely to be there for another month or so.”


  Orissa’s eyes were shining as she said,


  “But I will have to write to him. It will take some time to receive a reply. What shall I do in the meantime?”


  Charles did not answer for a moment and Orissa knew that he was thinking.


  Then he said,


  “I have an idea!”


  ‘What is it?”


  “To tell the truth I was wondering just now how I was going to raise your fare. I am badly dipped at the moment.”


  “Pretty ladies are – I understand – very expensive,” Orissa teased.


  “You are right there,” Charles confessed. “So quite frankly, although I suppose I could borrow it from somewhere, it would be very difficult unless you agree to another suggestion.”


  “What is that?” Orissa asked him.


  “I was in the office this morning taking instructions about our classes for tomorrow when General Sir Arthur Critchley came in. He is the General Officer Commanding, Bombay.”


  Orissa did not speak, but her eyes were watching her brother s face intently.


  “The General asked the Adjutant,” Charles went on, “if he knew of any Officers’ wives who were travelling out on The Dorunda.”


  “‘No, sir,’ the Adjutant answered.


  “‘I have to find someone,’ the General went on, ‘who will look after my small grandson during the voyage. A cousin was coming with us, but unfortunately she has had an accident and has cancelled her trip at the last moment.’


  “‘Sorry to hear that, sir,’ the Adjutant remarked.


  “‘It is a cursed nuisance,’ the General said. ‘I cannot expect my wife to be responsible for a child of five during the whole voyage. It would be too much for her.’


  “‘No, sir.’


  “‘And there is not much point in taking out a Nanny when my daughter-in-law has an Ayah waiting in Bombay.’


  “‘No, sir, I can see that,’ the Adjutant agreed.


  “‘Perhaps you had better get on to the Shipping Line for me,’ the General said. ‘See if there is a lady travelling to India who would look after the child in return for her First Class fare. I am quite willing to pay that. One way of course!’


  “‘I understand, sir,’ the Adjutant answered.”


  When Charles stopped speaking, Orissa looked at him and exclaimed excitedly,


  “And you think I might go? But supposing they have found someone already?”


  “They will not have done so,” Charles answered.


  “How do you know?” Orissa asked.


  Her brother grinned at her.


  “The Adjutant told me to find Hughes, who is a newly-joined Lieutenant and tell him to get on to the Shipping Line. As I was in a hurry, I forgot all about it!”


  “Oh, Charles!” Orissa exclaimed. “That is just like you!”


  “If you ask me, it’s Fate!” Charles said positively.


  “It does seem like it,” Orissa agreed, “and how are you going to introduce me?”


  Charles thought for a moment.


  “I can tell you one thing,” he said at length. “I know Lady Critchley. She will not want to chaperone a young unmarried girl. She has always set her face against it, even in Bombay. She thinks that they are a nuisance hanging around the Subalterns and makes disparaging remarks about those who come out to India merely with the hope of getting married.”


  Orissa looked dismayed.


  “Then she will not want me.”


  “Not if she thinks you are unmarried!”


  Orissa looked at him quickly.


  “You mean I could pretend to be married?” she questioned.


  “Why not?” her brother asked. “After all, if people know who you are, they will think it very strange that you are going out to India alone. They would certainly expect you to have a chaperone on the voyage and there would be a lot of explaining to do.”


  He smiled.


  “If you simply turn up as Mrs. Something or Other and take charge of the child, who is going to argue or ask questions?”


  “No, of course not,” Orissa cried. “Oh, Charles, you are brilliant!”


  “I always thought I had a brain hidden away somewhere,” her brother said modestly. “As a matter of fact I am quite certain that my report on this course will be as good, if not better, than the others get.”


  “I am sure you will top them all,” Orissa said. “Now what am I to do?”


  “First of all, we have to find you a name and a wedding ring.”


  “I have Mama’s ring. And who is my husband supposed to be?”


  “Say he is in the East India Company,” her brother answered. “That covers a pretty wide field. And you should call yourself something quite ordinary, like Smith or Brown.”


  “I refuse!” Orissa protested. “I could not bear to have such an uninteresting name.”


  ‘Well, anything but Fane,” Charles acceded.


  “Then I will be Lane – Mrs. Lane,” Orissa decided. “It is always wise to have a name as much like one’s own as possible and Mrs. Lane, wife of a gentleman in the East India Company, sounds eminently respectable.”


  “What I will do first thing tomorrow morning,” Charles said, “is to tell the Adjutant to inform Lady Critchley that he has found exactly the right person to look after her grandchild. They will not be able to see you until you are on board, as there is so little time before the ship sails the day after tomorrow.”


  “So soon!” Orissa exclaimed, but she was not complaining.


  “I will give you your fare to Tilbury,” Charles continued, “and all you have to do is get yourself there. The Adjutant will tell the ship’s agents that you are to be one of the passengers and, of course, the General will arrange the cabin and all that sort of thing.”


  “Oh, Charles, it’s all too wonderful to be true!” Orissa cried.


  “It certainly solves your problem,” her brother smiled with satisfaction.


  “I hate to mention it,” Orissa said, “but I shall have to have some money. After all there will be the train fare from Bombay to Delhi. I don’t suppose the General will pay that.”


  “He will not pay a penny more than he has to, you can be sure of that!” Charles answered.
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